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	Author’s Note.


Dear Reader,

If you’re about to start reading this story—which fills me with pride, and I sincerely thank you—it means you’ve already read Tale of a Betrayal. If you haven’t, you should read it first, since this is the sequel.

Tale of a Betrayal is probably the novel I’ve received the most feedback on out of everything I’ve written. I’ve had good reviews and some not-so-good ones, but the vast majority asked for a sequel.

I’ve tried not to leave any loose ends, aside from a few threads to pull in case I decide to attempt a highly unlikely third installment.

Like the previous book, this one contains explicit sexual scenes not suitable for minors or sensitive readers.

You’ve been warned. If you decide to start reading, enjoy!

Lastly, I want to thank my good friend Lucía Moreau, who let me use the idea for Ágata’s character to help highlight the depth of Fernando and Almudena’s perversion. Thanks, gorgeous!

Kisses, Selena.


There is a charm in the forbidden

that makes it indescribably desirable.

Mark Twain.

If you managed to deceive someone,

it doesn’t mean they’re foolish,

it means they trusted you more than you deserved.

Anonymous.


	Overwhelmed by Desire.


Every night, before bed, I study my naked body in the mirror. I have every reason to be pleased with what I see. I’m thirty-five. I’ve never given birth, so my breasts are firm, my skin is clear, my muscles as toned as a young woman’s. I admire with some satisfaction the piercing in my nipple—it stimulates me and keeps me in a constant state of arousal. For a moment I consider getting another one in my pussy, though I’m a little afraid of piercing that area. My hair is still a natural reddish-brown. There are a few telltale lines around my eyes, but with the right lighting and careful makeup, they become almost invisible. If I go tonight—and I’m tempted—to Club Xtrem, or to Fernando and Almudena’s place, I’ll have my pick of the finest specimens who gather there, man or woman. Though in my current mood, I wouldn’t touch a man with a ten-foot pole.

But beneath that mask of beauty, I’m scared—terrified to my core. A black abyss has suddenly opened beneath me, and I find myself teetering on the edge of a panic attack.

The only way I can explain it is by remembering what’s been happening to me lately. It probably started with my divorce, and everything that came after.

It started as an innocent game, almost exploratory, at Fernando and Almudena’s house. The BDSM play, the gentle spanking with an open hand meant only to heighten the thrill: the sharp crack against my ass, the heat spreading like warm honey across my cheeks, the tingling that made me wet between my legs before anyone even touched me.

With Fernando and Almudena, we abandoned modesty long ago to give free rein to our fantasies. Our sessions kept escalating until we reached a level of intimacy I never thought possible. We’ve tried everything we could think of—threesomes, even full-blown orgies. Every time, we had a good time, and I came to see this part of my sexuality as a revelation—despite the cost.

The real problem is my recent inability to stop. It’s as if, once the switch flips, my mind refuses to shut off. I let myself go, like a car without brakes hurtling downhill. The first spank, the first hand on my throat, the first “harder” that escapes my lips… and there’s no turning back. My body obeys orders my head no longer gives. I keep asking, demanding, even when the pain exceeds the pleasure, even when the air runs out and panic claws at my chest. I want to stop, I swear, but the addiction pulls me under. And every time I come at the edge of that abyss, part of me fears I won’t be able to climb back up.

In my friends’ wine cellar, I let them tie my wrists to the St. Andrew’s cross. They used a braided leather whip. The lashes were no longer playful. The leather bit into my skin, leaving welts that swelled instantly. I screamed, but my pussy throbbed so hard I could feel myself dripping down my thighs. Then came the asphyxiation. At first it was just a game, squeezing just enough to make oxygen a luxury. The dizziness, my vision narrowing to a black tunnel, the orgasm that exploded like a bomb when they finally let go. I loved that absolute surrender, that border where pleasure and danger kissed. But I started to need more.

Each time, I went further. At the Club a few nights ago, I chose a woman wearing a spiked collar. She whipped me with a thick belt, the buckle loose. Ten blows in a row, same spot, until my ass turned purple and shiny. Then she covered my nose and mouth with a clear plastic bag while fucking me with a huge dildo. I saw stars—literally. When I could finally breathe, my throat was raw, and I had an orgasm that left me trembling uncontrollably.

But tonight… tonight the mirror shows me something different. I no longer see only beauty. I see the abyss. I realize I no longer control anything. I seek pain the way others seek alcohol. I need to be choked to the edge of unconsciousness just to feel alive. Each time I sink deeper into risky practices, pushing a little further beyond the limits of sanity.

I wonder what Quique would have said, or my parents, if they’d seen their ex-wife or their daughter in that room full of torture devices, giving herself over to the rawest sexual practices.

It all came to a head in a terrible moment of panic that still makes my heart race. It started as a typical sexual game, if a violent one. The guy—big, burly, stern and demanding—liked to debase himself before women. He demanded to be mistreated, humiliated, punished for fictitious faults I invented. I was the perfect partner for his fantasy. I’m tall, athletic, skilled with a whip, and well known in places like that. I enjoyed the game too—I certainly enjoy most sexual experiences. But suddenly it stopped being a game. I let myself go. I whipped him and beat him with a riding crop. I choked him until he lost consciousness. And it was only the sight of his heart attack—his mouth twisted in a suffocating grimace—that snapped me back to reality. I can hardly believe how close I came to killing him, and how much I’d enjoyed it.

Now, remembering it, I can easily believe it could happen again—and that next time I might not be so lucky. Something is happening to me—has been happening for a long time—something I can’t explain.

The change, whatever it is, is happening inside me. It’s as if—how do I explain it?—as if a door opened in my brain and all kinds of strange, monstrous urges were set free and are now out of control. I can’t force them back into the fold of sanity. Not all of them are cruel and evil, like the one that seized me at the Club. Some are fantastic, shameless, full of lust, wild and brilliant—but they all follow their own whims and ignore my commands. Just as easily, I can give myself over to an S&M session or make love gently and tenderly with Almudena or one of her friends.

But that’s precisely what disturbs me. I hate being out of control. With men, I feel powerful; with women, I can show a softer, more sensual side. I’ve never been dependent on alcohol or drugs, though I’ve used both since my divorce. Even knowing the risks of getting hooked on a bottle or a pill, knowing there’s no pleasure or future in either, I’ve still given in. Risky sex with strangers, swallowing things I shouldn’t, pushing to limits that now leave me bewildered.

Sometimes I wish I could go back two years. I wish I had a friend to confess this torment to, someone to ask for advice and actually listen to, but my old friends have disappeared from my life. María, Jana, Natalia... After I married Quique, I didn’t abandon their friendship exactly, but I stopped tending to it, until it withered and dissolved into the blur of daily life.

What do you do when you can’t rely on yourself? Where do I turn when I’m lost? What am I supposed to do with all these vices piling up from my new way of living?

But this is ridiculous. I can’t spend the rest of my life drowning in the whirlwind of passions I let myself fall into too often. My current friendships aren’t real. I can sense their interest goes beyond genuine friendship. They know how deep I can fall when I give in to my lowest urges. I know I need to get out of this place, but I don’t want to. So tonight, I’ll make some calls and see what happens. I could go to Xtrem, or to Fernando’s cellar and fall back into that spiral of unbridled vice they all move in...

They move in? Who am I to label or judge? I’ve been to both places more times than I’d like to remember. I go as if possessed by a demon that tempts and compels me, whispering in my ear every time I try to resist: “Just one more time.” And I go. I push through the black steel door of the club with my heart pounding in my throat, or descend the marble stairs to that cellar lit by red candles, where the air smells of leather, sweat, and melted wax. I undress without anyone asking. I kneel. I offer my wrists. All that remains is the fire, the vertigo, the orgasm that shatters me into a thousand pieces.

But I pay the price the next day. At the office, my performance has plummeted. I arrive late, with dark circles that not even concealer can hide anymore, my mind still trapped in the last scene, in the metallic taste of blood on my bitten lip, the burning between my legs that forces me to sit sideways. Adela, my boss, notices everything. She always has.

She gives me that fake smile of hers, the same one I remember perfectly from the day she found out about my divorce. She seemed to enjoy it, to savor it with delight.

This week she called me out again. She knows nothing about my nights, but she senses something’s off in my life right now. And I know she loves that.

The demon has won every battle. And if tonight, once again, my phone vibrates with a message from Almudena, my finger will be ready to accept whatever they propose.

When my husband left, I kept the Madrid apartment and a more than respectable sum in my checking account, but above all, a variety of urgent appetites that could only be satisfied in secret. The Club and Fernando’s house became my places for clandestine encounters, where I gave free rein to my obsessions.

I haven’t heard from Quique since. Months have passed since that last time, when everything went wrong in a way neither of us expected. “Don’t try to deny it. Don’t insult my intelligence anymore...” he’d said when he discovered my betrayal. “Wasn’t there another man in the whole fucking world you wanted to fuck besides my boss?”

Almudena had told me that Quique had struck out on his own after leaving Fernando’s firm, and that things weren’t going too well for him, despite having taken some of Fernando’s clients with him.

I suspect he’s still living in the mountain house, the only thing he wanted to keep from everything we’d built in our marriage.

But I haven’t called him, despite wanting to so many times. I feel I owe him that much, for what we did to him—or rather, for what I did, since I’m the only one responsible for what happened. But I kept my end of the bargain: “Don’t call me. Don’t come near me again,” he demanded before disappearing from my life forever, as if nine years of marriage counted for nothing.

And I haven’t. Though every night, when I look at myself in the mirror, I see the weight of sadness in my eyes. The demon inside me keeps whispering, but I know I hurt him, and I curse myself for it. Because with Quique it was different. With the others it’s just pleasure; with him it was something I’m afraid I’ll never find again.

Sometimes I look at my phone and his number is still there, not deleted. My finger hovers over the screen, but I don’t press it. Maybe I never will.

Finally the invitation arrives. I knew it would. I’m too devoted, too eager for them to do without me, and that flatters me, though I know that very interest is my undoing. The phone vibrates on the nightstand and the message appears on the screen: “Tunic night.” Just three words, but they make my pulse race as if I were already kneeling on the floor.

Fernando is still pure elegance. He’s aged incredibly well. Tall, lean, with a chiseled jaw and those eyes that seem to read every thought before you even form it. His voice is deep, measured, with that timbre that makes commands sound like favors. When he walks, he does so unhurriedly, but every step demands attention.

Almudena is his perfect complement. Her body is sculpted by hours of Pilates, generous genetics, and a few necessary touch-ups. Those high, firm breasts that defy age, the elegant haircut. Her feline eyes, and that smile that comes in two versions: the warm one that invites you closer and the cold one that reminds you she decides how far you’ll go. I’ve gone very far with her.

I decide to wear something provocative. I spend half an hour in front of the open closet, discarding options. The red dress, the black lace bodysuit... No, tonight I want to truly provoke, to make them feel I’m not intimidated despite what happened. In the end I settle on a corset with steel boning and laces crisscrossed in back, which squeezes my waist until I can barely breathe. I put it on slowly, feeling the stays dig into my flesh, feeling my breasts rise and put themselves on display for anyone who wants to look. Underneath, just a minimal lace thong and fishnet stockings with a garter belt. Nothing more. The corset leaves my back bare, my shoulders naked, and the deep neckline shows just enough for them to imagine the rest.

I look at myself in the full-length mirror. My nipples peek over the edge of the neckline, hardened by the friction and the cold leather. I run my hands over my hips, down to my thighs, and feel the heat already building between my legs. I know that when I get there, they’ll look me up and down, and Almudena will devour me with hungry eyes.

I take one last look at myself. The corset makes me look like a porcelain doll about to break. Perfect. Tonight I’m going with sky-high stilettos and, over everything, a dark blue silk cape. As I finish getting dressed, I wonder how much I’d dare tell them about my fears over what happened last night. We’re friends out of convenience, but in our circus of the absurd, malice and perversion are always defining elements in our risky games.

As it turned out, I needn’t have worried about what they knew. Fernando and Almudena knew everything—more than I did, actually. Jaime was alive and recovering in the hospital, and he’d keep quiet about what had happened. When I found out, a wave of relief washed over me. The demon that had driven me there finally settled. I remember the exact moment his body suddenly tensed, a choked moan escaping him. I’d thought it was part of the game, that he was pretending to scare me more. I’d stayed there, trembling, until Fernando reacted with a quick call that saved his life—and probably mine too.

Of course Jaime would keep quiet. No one had more reason than him to keep his vices hidden. His elegant wife, his impeccable reputation… Everything would crumble if his dark sexual practices came to light.

When I arrived at the luxurious house, there was no need to ring the bell. The door opened, and I immediately recognized Fernando, even though he wore a mask straight out of Eyes Wide Shut. In the background, several women stood motionless, all in dark tunics with black masks covering their faces, but otherwise completely naked beneath the soft silk. I noticed voluptuous figures and slender ones, delicate young women mixed with eager older women hungry for the most sordid pleasures.

What surprises me about these parties is that music isn’t important. They’re not typical parties that spiral out of control from alcohol or drugs. No. They’re events designed for sex. As I pass by, every one of those practically naked women and the men in formal tuxedos watches me from behind their black masks. Cold eyes gleam at me. I recognize Almudena, even though she’s wearing a black lace blindfold over her eyes. Suddenly, one of the men moves beside her and whispers something. Almudena smiles knowingly.

All the guests turn and look at me with curiosity. Fernando approaches.

“Hello, darling. You look calmer. Fortunately, you came out of last night relatively unscathed.” Fernando is brief about the whole matter and doesn’t seem to want to dig too deep. “If you can’t control yourself, don’t indulge in those games. Yesterday we almost had a tragedy here, and that’s the last thing we want.”

While examining me from head to toe and feeling the bare skin of my ass as casually as if he were touching my arm, he continues with his critique.

“What an idiot! It was actually his fault,” he says to reassure me. “He could have asked you to let him breathe, but he didn’t. Men like him never understand they’re playing with fire… and you always need a way to put out the flames. Look what could have happened! You’re young, you’re independent, you’re intelligent, but even people like you can end up with serious legal problems if you cross certain lines. You should know that, dear.”

He reaches up and caresses my cheek in a calculated gesture, one that’s both tender and threatening.

“Sometimes you worry me, sweetheart. Most people who come here, I can read like an open book. They have desires, obsessions, cravings for forbidden pleasure. They carry the miseries of middle age. There are lesbians… gay men looking for a new kind of thrill. They indulge in drink, drugs, or both, but above all in unleashing instincts they’d rather keep hidden. But you’re different. One moment you’re a tender young woman with a smile full of freshness and innocence, and the next you’re a venomous devil who loses all control. Sometimes you scare me.”

“Do I scare you too, Fernando? Are you afraid of me?” I ask, my tone seductive.

“I’m not the least bit afraid of what you might do to me! Though I do fear what you might end up doing to yourself. Why do you let yourself go that far?”

“How far? I think you’re being way too paternalistic, don’t you?” The comment hurt and infuriated me at the same time.

“Don’t joke about something this serious, Cristina. This isn’t a joke.”

“I wasn’t joking.”

“It’s dangerous for the one doing it and the one letting it be done. Do you really get pleasure from taking that kind of risk?”

“Nothing… Well, something… I’ll give you that. It intensifies the orgasm, but it’s not something I need.”

“Then why do you do it?”

“I don’t know, honestly I don’t know. When it happens, it’s like all the boundaries disappear. I barely know who I am anymore.”

“Take it easy tonight then. And stay here. Use whichever room you like, but don’t drive after drinking or using. I want you to start behaving sensibly, and driving under the influence doesn’t qualify. Now come with me. Enough chatter! I’ll introduce you to someone who’s very interested in meeting you.”

“Thanks, but no! Right now I couldn’t stand any man. I’d rather fuck a woman.”

“Who said anything about men?” he said, running his fingers through my hair. “She’s a lovely new addition that Almudena and I want to ‘introduce.’ A sweet, fresh young thing you’ll love. I think right now you need someone like her. Besides, what do you have to lose? If you don’t like her, say goodbye and come back to us. Though I know you’ll like her. I have no doubt.”

He gestures to his wife, who’s watching us from the back of the room as if waiting for some prearranged signal.

Almudena approaches from the shadows, wearing an open black tunic that shows her naked body beneath. She smiles with her usual poisonous sweetness.

“Come, darling. Tonight there won’t be any ropes around the neck, no bags over the head. I want you to see what I’ve prepared for you.”

She holds out her hand. I take it gladly, because despite the terror, my demon had already started whispering what it wanted. And I, as always, obeyed.

On the couches, I see couples already deep into the most daring acts. A couple fucks compulsively on the sofa while a woman—whom I recognize from other times by her ankle tattoo—touches herself, completely aroused, watching the man I know is her husband take another woman from behind. A wave of excitement washes over me before I can stop it. Here I go again...

I look toward the back and see a girl I don’t know—one I don’t think has been to the house before. Almudena gestures to her, and she smiles back. She seems to be with a man who looks younger than most of the others roaming around. The beautiful girl wears a burgundy satin cape and heels in the same shade. She looks me up and down, her gaze fixed on me. I walk toward her, trying to look as sensual as possible for her and everyone else watching. I adore being admired. It’s my little vanity. When I reach her, I kiss her lightly on the lips, then pull back to see her reaction. Her companion watches us with a knowing smile.

She wastes no time introducing herself.

“My name is Ágata. He’s Óscar.”

“I’m Cristina.”

“I know. I’ve been dying to meet you. I’ve heard so much about you.”

Ágata slides off the cape without a word, showing me her naked body. She’s taller than me, and on top of that, she’s wearing sky-high heels. She has long blonde hair. The first thing that catches my eye is a strange black tattoo on her chest, standing out starkly against her pale skin. Her small, firm breasts have thick, dark nipples that are already hard.

I notice she has a young body, flawless, and I can’t help but look at her sex. What catches my attention is that she has hair on her mound—a small, well-trimmed triangle, very blonde, but it seems almost out of place here, where hardly any woman keeps a single hair between her legs.

“She’s beautiful, don’t you think?” Almudena says to me, smiling, her eyes never leaving the girl.

“Yes, she’s very pretty,” I confess, unable to look away.

“She’s very young. Only nineteen. But I assure you she’s seen more of the world and has more experience than many people acquire in their entire lives. She’s my daughter... and Fernando’s, of course.”

For a few moments, all the oxygen escapes from my lungs. I can’t think of anything to say, and Almudena notices.

“My daughter has always known about our hobbies. Her father always thought it was better to keep her away from all this, but when she came of age, she was the one who decided. Would it make sense to deny her the chance to do what her father and I have been doing for so many years? Besides, I almost prefer she participate in our parties, where we always have a certain control, rather than have her do it somewhere else. It’s not conventional, I know, but nothing that happens here is. I hope it doesn’t scandalize you.”

“It doesn’t. It actually excites me...” I lie, trying to appear completely normal.

“Perfect then. I only ask that you behave yourselves,” she says, looking first at her daughter, still standing practically naked in front of us, and then at me, with a look heavier than any she’d ever given me.

“I’ll get you some drinks,” says Óscar, who until that moment had stayed completely silent, gesturing toward the bar. “Gin and tonic?”

I nod, still shaken by what I’ve just learned. The young man heads to the bar.

“What do you think of them?” Almudena asks, her intense gaze never leaving me.

“Ágata is beautiful,” I say with complete sincerity.

“Would you like to do it with them? Cris, they’re classmates from university, and from what I can see, playmates too. I’m sure they’re just what you need tonight. Could you ever have imagined being in a situation like this?” she asks, brushing the tip of her finger against one of my breasts. Then she brings it to my lips.

“Never. I’ve done many things, but nothing like this...” I say, unable to resist, sticking out my tongue and starting to suck her finger, which she slides all the way into my mouth.

Then I start to lick it slowly, savoring it with pleasure. She pulls it out a moment later, completely covered in my saliva. Then she makes a quick movement, switching mouths, bringing it to the corner of her daughter’s lips.

Ágata sensually sticks out the tip of her tongue and begins to suck with real delight the finger that just came out of my mouth. She does it as a challenge, looking directly into my eyes, as if daring me to keep playing, harder and harder. Then she pulls away from her mother and starts kissing me. She brings her lips to mine and begins very slowly, with great softness and subtlety. I feel the tip of her tongue—moist, silky, delicate. Her kisses are pure caress. She kisses me so deliciously that I think I’m going to come right there.

“Do you like it? I assure you, you’ve never tasted a mouth so exquisite in your entire life,” Almudena asks again, speaking very slowly, almost in a soft murmur.

I look at that young woman, my heart tight. What’s happening is absolutely incredible, but at the same time, I can’t help feeling aroused as I try to understand what Almudena is trying to provoke between us. Even for me—someone who doesn’t usually scare easily—it all seems like too much.

Then she pulls her finger from her mouth and slips it between my thighs, sliding quickly and skillfully inside me. I arch at the sensation.

I can’t help but gasp when I feel her skilled fingers slip inside my pussy, which by now is completely wet. I throw my head back, closing my eyes as if trying to escape the girl’s magnetic gaze for a few moments. I surrender to Almudena’s expert fingers.

A second later, she pulls her finger out of me, placing it directly on her daughter’s lips. Ágata looks at me even more intensely and suggestively, sticking out her tongue again and beginning to lick that finger clean of my thick juices.

“Would you like to kiss her? Do you want to sleep with them?” she asks me again. “They have the tenderness of youth and the inexperience of beginners.”

I look at her first, then shift my gaze back to the two young people.

“Yes,” I say, leaning to one side, seeking the young woman’s inviting mouth.

Once our lips meet, I eagerly explore her mouth, chasing her tongue. In those moments, her mouth seems like the most appetizing and desirable place in this world. Her silky, delicate lips envelop mine, absorbing all the moisture from them. She tastes like Puerto de Indias and forest berries. Her tongue is so soft it feels like it might dissolve in my mouth like a gummy.

Then Almudena steps away and leaves us alone. She walks toward Fernando, who hasn’t taken his eyes off us, and he gives me a nod. Her daughter seems amused by my surprised reaction. I see genuine lust in those very young eyes, but at the same time they seem well accustomed to this kind of thing.

Fernando and Almudena’s stunning daughter is a free spirit, and I’m sure she’s used to getting what she wants from everyone. When someone like her wants something, she gets it, and I sense that tonight she wants me. She explains that men aren’t necessarily always her preferred lovers. Ágata tells me she’s always had many lovers, beautiful women as daring as she is.

At the back of the room, I see Almudena kissing the woman who was masturbating while watching her husband fuck, but she doesn’t stop looking our way.

That girl’s gaze is as intimidating as her mother’s, so deep it makes me shrink back. Her eyes are large and light-colored, her skin white. Full red lips, all framed by a young face and blonde hair that shines under the house lights. Despite already knowing she’s Fernando and Almudena’s daughter, which inhibits me somewhat, I’m gradually falling into the trap of the girl’s sensual and provocative ways.

Although I’ve recently discovered my bisexuality, which I haven’t for a moment considered rebelling against, I’m also aware that I feel desires or sexual inclinations toward women when my weariness with certain masculine attitudes reaches its breaking point. And it’s obvious that a woman knows how to pleasure another, and in this case, Ágata seems to be quite an expert at it, despite her youth.

“How about we go up to one of the bedrooms? I prefer a certain degree of intimacy. Besides, I don’t feel like having anyone join us. I want you all to myself tonight.”

I nod and take her arm to start up the stairs. At that moment I hear someone clearing their throat, as if Óscar, her companion, wanted to get our attention, and we both turn toward him at once.

“Aren’t you forgetting someone?” he asks, smiling wryly from the other end of the table.

I notice he’s attractive with his dark hair tousled over his forehead and a boyish expression on his pursed lips. Ágata looks at me with a knowing glance.

“What do you think, Cristina?” she asks with feigned affectation. “Should we let him join us?”

“I hadn’t planned on fucking a guy tonight. I’ve had my fill of testosterone and would prefer to be with a woman,” I answer in a playful tone. “Although if you came together, it would be inconsiderate of us to leave him here alone. As long as he’s gentle and doesn’t try to fuck me, we could let him come along,” I add with a cheeky smile.

She caresses me, and I can’t tell if she’s doing it to reassure me or out of desire. Óscar climbs the stairs two at a time, grinning broadly.

“You weren’t seriously thinking about leaving me out of your games, were you, girls?” he asks when he catches up to us. From the expression on Ágata’s face, I know she would never have left him down there. It’s all part of the seduction game she’s playing with me.

Ágata notices his subtlety too, rises on tiptoe in her heels, and kisses him on the cheek.

“Of course not! But you heard Cris. You have to be gentle like a girl. Bring out your feminine side,” she says with a spark of mischief in her eyes.

Then Óscar gives her a playful smack on the ass and she lets out a squeal as the three of us enter the bedroom together.

“We’re off to a bad start, Óscar…!”

I head toward the window and look outside. The shadows of the garden trees sway in the gentle summer breeze. The window is open, and the aroma of flowers floods the room along with the fresh scents of a summer night, after a day as long and hot as this one had been.

I turn to take in the room. It’s dominated by an enormous bed covered with a white bedspread, piled with cushions and pillows at one end. Óscar takes off his shoes and makes himself comfortable at the head of the bed.

Ágata walks with studied sensuality toward the table to her right and pulls a bottle from an ice bucket, along with three glasses.

“I’ve always thought champagne is the perfect complement to sex. It’s smooth, elegant, and loosens you up. It’s funny what a few bubbles can do to a simple white wine. Don’t you think?”

Óscar smiles, amused, and hurries to open the bottle.

I look out the window again, thinking that those two kids would probably keep me safe from the demons that had plagued me the night before, and that had come so close to causing a real tragedy. Events had unfolded in such a spontaneous and intense way that I hadn’t had time to think or worry about the consequences. But now I’m aware of the terrible trouble I could have gotten myself into if Jaime had died under those circumstances. My thoughts are interrupted when I feel Ágata’s cold fingers brush my cheek.

“Relax, we’ll have a good time. Nothing dark or dangerous tonight,” she murmurs.

I close my eyes and swallow as soft music begins to play, washing over my senses and calming me. Ágata removes her mask, then does the same with Óscar’s. For the first time, I see their faces fully. They’re undeniably, objectively stunning. She’s blessed with brilliant blonde hair, silky skin, eyes framed by thick lashes. But it’s not just her appearance. I’d met beautiful women on many occasions, but there’s something about this girl… She radiates an elegance that can’t be learned. It’s something you’re born with. Her hair is lustrous, and those piercing gray eyes are currently boring into me.

Óscar has dark, somewhat tousled hair, with a deliberately messy fringe that falls over his forehead and frames sculpted cheekbones and a sensual mouth. Long lashes fringe the darkest eyes I’ve ever seen, and every inch of his body seems chiseled to absolute perfection beneath the fitted tuxedo shirt.

But the attraction doesn’t even come from his appearance, though he’s objectively perfect. It’s his charisma, the absolute ease with which he moves under the lights that makes it impossible to look away. I’m surprised someone so young has that kind of confidence—the kind I thought only came with age.

Pure masculinity wrapped in carefree confidence. The combination is so magnetic that, on this night when I wouldn’t have wanted anything to do with a guy, not even my hostility toward men can overshadow it. I have no choice but to slowly surrender to the obvious.

There we are, the three of us, locked away, confined to our own private world—a world where principles and morality have no place.

Óscar slowly turns, exhaling a long sigh of surrender. Surprised to see that I’m the one taking the initiative, he opens his eyes and moves even closer.

I shudder when my lips meet Ágata’s. Leaning over me, she’s warm and yielding, and I can feel the lightness of her body against mine. I pull my mouth from hers and look toward the bed, where Óscar watches us, transfixed.

His sparkling eyes seem intent on savoring, unhurried, what’s beginning to unfold before him. Óscar holds my gaze over the rim of his glass as he sips the champagne. He’s serious, his eyes betraying the quiet intensity of his desire. Almost unconsciously, I squeeze Ágata’s waist tighter and press my body harder against hers.

Óscar remains silent, but his eyes fixed on us give me the courage to continue. I hold his gaze as I slowly run my hands along Ágata’s sides. Suddenly all I want is to surrender to these two inexperienced young lovers and let them take me wherever they please.

A sigh rises from deep in Ágata’s throat when I caress her breast. Her body is cool, covered only by the fine satin of the cape. I’m aroused by the way her nipple trembles and hardens at my touch.

I begin to feel Ágata’s bare skin warming in response to my caresses. We’d started soft and slow, but now I want more, much more. To caress, taste, explore Ágata’s body. To possess her.

All my attention is focused on undressing Fernando and Almudena’s daughter, who smiles at me like a cat in heat.

“I want to see you naked.”

When I whisper these words, I don’t recognize my voice—it sounds like someone else. Instantly, to my delight, Ágata slides her fingers to the edges of the cape and opens it completely. It slips smoothly off her shoulders and falls aside.

Gazing at her naked body, my mouth and throat suddenly go dry. It’s as if the pale tone of her skin has borrowed the warm glow of the bedroom’s soft lights. The nipples topping her breasts point toward me, inviting my touch.

Ágata smiles at me and moves to help me undress. She removes my cape and the corset I’d struggled so hard to put on, until I’m also naked at the foot of the bed, wearing only my heels and sexy stockings.

“You have a piercing!” she exclaims. “Damn, those turn me on,” she says, brushing my nipple with the tip of her tongue.

I hear Óscar’s ragged breathing in the background, but I still don’t take my eyes off Ágata. I want her to take the initiative and decide how the night unfolds. I want to let her have her way with me, to extract every last drop of pleasure from me. For once, I want to be passive.

First she raises her hand and caresses my cheek. Her skin is soft and slightly damp to the touch. She traces the oval of my face, from my hairline to my chin. Our lips brush briefly every so often, and I gaze at her, admiring each of her perfect features. That’s when I notice her thick black lashes framing those exceptional almond-shaped eyes. She has a small but straight nose, a generous mouth with warm lips of a striking red. Her blonde hair, swept to one side, frames her face and falls over her shoulders naturally, like a shimmering golden curtain.

I trace the line of her lips with my finger, and then Ágata sticks out her tongue and begins to lick it. I don’t pull my hand away; on the contrary, I watch, hypnotized, as Ágata sucks and takes the tip into her mouth.

In response to her attentions, I feel a deep ache in my core, so that when Ágata turns her face to lick my neck, I have to draw in a breath and release it as a sigh. I pull her close hastily, driven by an urgent need to feel her bare skin against mine and to merge our lips in another kiss.

During that teasing dance of tongues, I notice that Ágata’s is the softest that has ever entered my mouth. I grow wet again just imagining that softness gliding over my pussy. The atmosphere overflows with the scent of feminine arousal, a sweet, musky perfume that I never in my life thought could excite me as much as it’s doing now.

Then we separate, panting, as I wonder if the flush on Ágata’s cheeks matches my own. She exchanges a glance with Óscar, who continues watching us through half-lidded eyes, though with no intention of joining us for the moment.

Without a word, he leans over to refill two champagne glasses and offers them to us. I drink eagerly, grateful for the cool liquid soothing my mouth and throat, but Ágata barely touches hers—she brings it to her lips for just a moment before setting it on the nightstand. Then she climbs onto the bed and lets her hair fall down her back, brushing against Óscar's legs.

I can't take my eyes off Ágata's rounded breasts, which hang freely as she gets on all fours. In that position, she offers Óscar a stunning view of her open sex, but he keeps watching, in no hurry to join our games.

She shifts from this position, slowly kneeling and extending her arms toward me. I don't need any more invitation—I kneel on the bed in front of Ágata, just inches from Óscar, and take her in my arms.

Our nipples kiss, foreheads pressing together, lips and tongues intertwining. I run my hands up and down her back and press her shoulders, feeling her soft skin. I feel her pulse throbbing in her neck, so I press my lips there and ease her down onto the bed at Óscar's feet. He's lit a cigarette, still watching our game.

I let my gaze travel over the body lying face up before me. I don't know where to start, especially when I see her eyes burning with desire.

“Look how warm her skin is, Cristina, here…” Óscar says, caressing the base of Ágata's neck. Then he adds, “Here,” and runs his fingers over his girl's erect nipples.

As I lean in to caress the areas he just indicated with my lips, I breathe in the warm, moist scent of Ágata's skin, letting myself become intoxicated by it. Óscar's voice, encouraging me to taste her, to abandon all my inhibitions, is a soft murmur in my ears.

Ágata remains submissive, letting herself be touched. She only looks at him, occasionally letting a sigh escape her lips.

“Suck her nipples, run your tongue over them.”

I obey his instructions gladly. I play with one of the brown tips while licking and gently nibbling the other. From the start, I'd wondered what Óscar must feel watching the sensuality of our caresses, the softness of our skin. It excites me to have the chance to feel and taste the body of a woman so completely surrendered. Even though the man sharing the bed with us keeps watching and encouraging us with his soft words, I don't feel directed—on the contrary, I appreciate his suggestions.

Óscar strokes my hair as I leave Ágata's breasts and begin licking the salty drops of sweat gathered between them. I sit up and let my desire-filled gaze wander over the girl's body, drinking in the perfect shapes of her young breasts and the hips that flare out from her narrow waist.

“Turn over,” I whisper to her.

Trembling, Ágata obeys. Goosebumps rise on her skin as she feels my fingers running the entire length of her spine, from the nape of her neck to her tailbone. I take my time, lingering between her buttocks, admiring the smoothness of her pearly skin. I spread her cheeks and slip my tongue between them, licking her crack hungrily. She tastes of clean but intense sex. I run my tongue over her again and again, wetting her tight asshole while listening to her increasingly intense sighs.

With my fingers, I spread her cheeks wider, making her lift her ass in search of my touch. Tempted by the deep darkness of the most secret flesh between her thighs, I trace my way down the entire length of her little slit until I reach her pussy.

I'm intoxicated by the sweet, fruity fragrance of feminine arousal. Ágata trembles when I caress her already soaked sex with my tongue, my hands kneading her buttocks as if sculpting them. The forbidden lower entrance seems to offer itself without the slightest hint of shame at being exposed to my mouth, and then, impulsively, I circle it with my finger, fascinated by the way it clenches and releases.

“Do you realize the effect you have on her?” Óscar says, his tongue caressing my ear as I keep my attention fixed on the tempting flesh between Ágata's buttocks, her feminine depths already visibly aroused and dilated, wet and reddish.

Delicately, I use my thumbs to part the lips of her vulva and expose all her heat and wetness. My fingertips sink into the drenched flesh just as they would into a ripe peach. A clear, slippery fluid coats my fingers.

“She's hot, isn't she? Opening up for you?”

I don't answer him, but he insists.

“Tell me what it's like. Is she wet?”

“Oh, yes,” I sigh between licks. “She's soaking!” My fingers begin working more intensely over the wet, slippery folds of flesh along Ágata's inner lips, finding their way through her soft, wet flesh. Ágata shifts slightly, pressing her pelvis against Óscar's legs so he can get a good look at her open pussy.

I smile, guessing what Ágata is trying to do. Then her clit appears like a red, swollen bud begging to be caressed, to be licked. I circle it lightly, then slide a hand under Ágata's body to massage her mound with my palm, applying indirect pressure without actually touching it.

Ágata lets out a deep sigh. Knowing how deliciously frustrating this caress could be, I prolonged it until she couldn't take it anymore and begged me to touch her there.

“Touch it, Cris. I need you to touch it. It's starting to hurt…”

Not wanting to make her suffer more than necessary, I bring my fingers back to the sides of her most sensitive flesh and spread her lips wide. Ágata's sex is open like a flower in the sun. Fascinated by the intricate shapes of her folds, and especially by the amount of fluid flowing from inside her, I take all the time I need to touch and explore her sex, from which wetness flows freely.

The way my caresses made such a flood of wetness flow from the girl's body stirred a sensation in me I'd never experienced before. It was like making love to myself, because I recognized myself in every sigh and shudder of Ágata's. My knowledge of the female body helped me know when to apply more pressure and when not to, when to caress the folds delicately or rub them more firmly.

I'm barely aware that Óscar is massaging my neck and shoulders, his hand on my nape pressing my head even deeper into Ágata's pussy. I know exactly what he wants me to do.

Ágata tosses her head from side to side, almost delirious, wet hair falling across her forehead.

“Ah, it's incredible, Cris… Please… don't stop!” she begs breathlessly. “Please, don't stop!”

Completely aroused, I have no intention of stopping—certainly not now. I reach for one of the cushions beside Óscar and slide it under Ágata's belly to lift her even higher. I run my tongue nervously over my lips, tasting the salty tang of her pussy. Óscar looks at me and nods. I can see how turned on he is watching this lesbian ritual.

Slowly—so slowly that both Ágata and Óscar seem to hold their breath as one—I lower my head and bury it again in the wet, fragrant folds of Ágata's sex. The taste is unexpectedly intense, her thickening juices flooding my tongue like warm honey. I'm incredibly aroused as I explore Ágata's slippery depths with the tip of my tongue, first circling the hard nub of her clit, then pressing it with my whole tongue. From the way it throbs so insistently, from the spasms in her pelvis, I know Ágata is about to come. But I don't want her to climax yet, so I lift my head and spread her lips apart, gazing in fascination at all that aroused flesh.

I press my thumbs lightly inside her hot opening, holding her spread so I can gaze at the dark pink depths of her slit. I slide four fingers in delicately but firmly, savoring the sensation of Ágata's inner muscles gripping my exploring hand.

This must be how a man's cock feels when it enters a woman's body. Enclosed, protected, loved…

I withdraw my fingers slowly and spread her slick juices over Ágata's ass, coating the tight, wrinkled opening that clenches convulsively under my gaze. Then, driven by animal instinct—that primal urge that makes me lose my head when pleasure crosses a certain threshold—I bury my face and begin licking firmly along the path between her pussy and ass. The skin is just as soft here. Running my tongue from her ass to her pussy, over and over, is like savoring a sweet and sour delicacy. I'd love to prolong this sensation, but Ágata's gasps are coming faster and faster, and I know I need to release her after making her wait so long.

She's so wet that when I lick my way back to her swollen clit, her juices coat my lips. The taste is delicious—pure sex and pleasure. Ágata's clit stands increasingly erect, begging for my tongue. I realize immediately she's entered that phase where she can only take more pleasure, where any retreat would kill her with frustration. So I start flicking my tongue rapidly up and down over her throbbing flesh until I feel the first orgasmic spasm.

Then I press my tongue firmly against it and hold there until Ágata cries out in pleasure and starts grinding her ass against my face. Feeling the stronger, unmistakable vibrations, I press her clit with my tongue, then trap it between my lips to suck hard and wring every last drop of sensation from her. That's when Ágata starts screaming, begging me to stop between convulsions and tremors.

I resist letting go of that hard little nub melting on my tongue. I lift my head, and my eyes, bright with triumph, meet Óscar's gaze. It makes me shudder.

He stands up completely naked, leans over me, and taking my face in his hands, kisses me hard. I feel myself letting go. Exhausted from the effort, I offer no resistance when Óscar places two cushions behind my back and positions my legs around his knees. It's clear the boy can't hold back any longer. For the first time, I feel the cool night air on my sex. Óscar kisses my pussy, which after the games with Ágata is also soaked and dripping.

Ágata, now recovered from her orgasm, sits watching attentively the obscene spectacle I'm offering Óscar. I spread my legs wider and begin to masturbate in front of them. Aware that I'm now the object of their gazes and their arousal, I shudder and feel the swollen lips of my pussy flood again, slick wetness sliding from my perineum to my ass. I adore the sensation of being soaked.

For a moment Óscar and Ágata look at each other. It's a look so charged with intent that my stomach knots with excitement. I don't realize what they're planning until Ágata shifts position and kneels between my thighs.

Óscar positions himself behind Ágata. The tip of his cock oozes a drop of liquid. I run my tongue over my lips, eager to have it in my mouth. But I don't want to waste time thinking about it, because I know that tonight Óscar's beautiful cock isn't for me. At least not yet. I'd refused to fuck a man a while ago, even though I'm fully aware I'll end up surrendering like a bitch in heat. That's how I am—a caged beast who goes crazy if you show her a piece of meat.

But in return, I shudder at the first caress of Ágata's tongue on the sensitive skin of my perineum. I can't take my eyes off Óscar, who watches us intently, taking in all our reactions, savoring the sight of our pleasure. He acts like an expert lover who knows how to wait for his moment, unhurried.

I watch him position himself at Ágata's raised, offered ass. Without breaking eye contact with me, Óscar slides into Ágata's wet, hot body, and a loud sigh of ecstasy escapes his lips.

“Fuck!” he groans. “She's so hot, so slippery…”

I gasp, feeling Ágata's tongue move to the rhythm of Óscar's thrusts, sliding deeper and deeper inside me.

“Look at each other while I fuck you,” Óscar says to Ágata, threading his fingers through her silky blonde hair and tugging gently to make her lift her head.

She looks at me, her eyes glazed with lust. My juices glisten on her chin and lips. She sticks out her tongue and licks them off as if they were the most delicious nectar. Then she spits a thick glob of saliva onto my pussy. It's such an obscene act, so utterly indecent, that I feel the first twinge of orgasm building.

My mouth and throat are dry as I keep watching Ágata, her slender body rocked by the quickening rhythm of Óscar's thrusts. Suddenly, she throws her head back and screams at the same instant Óscar lets out another cry and pulls her hips tight against him.

Watching them come together triggers my own orgasm, unstoppable now. I moan as nearly two hours of built-up tension finally releases.

I feel the heat first, then the trembling, and finally an intense explosion that makes me arch my back with a long moan.

After taking a moment to compose myself, I sit up on the bed. I wrap my arms around Ágata and reach out to touch Óscar's firm, muscular chest. The three of us collapse at once as if we were a single body. I fall onto my back, Ágata—still undone from her orgasm—falls on top of me, and Óscar, still buried inside his partner, on top of her.

We're a tangle of limbs, sweat, and slick heat. We try to catch our breath until I finally notice the weight of two bodies pressing down on me and have to shift position. I feel completely exhausted.

I lie in the darkness with my eyes open, listening to Ágata's deep breathing for what seems like an eternity. Óscar caresses her hair, her breasts, traces the soft expanse between her belly and thighs, coaxing her pulse back to normal.

She nuzzles her nose against my chest and moans:

“Love me again! Let me inside you again. Do me again too… This isn't going to end like this.”

Óscar watches us as we surrender again to an orgy of controlled passion. Finally, I let his cock take my pussy, and my ass too. I'd been wanting to be filled for a while now, and I don't usually deny my body what it craves. We fall asleep in each other's arms, wrapped in the tenderness that follows such intimate connection.

I wake up around three in the morning. They're sleeping, curled together in a loose embrace. Moonlight falls across their faces, and I see, with a small shiver of surprise, that they're probably barely half my age.

I get up without waking them and put on my cloak. Ignoring Fernando's request, I slip out into the gray predawn light and unlock my car.


	Picking Up the Pieces.



The last few months haven’t been easy—quite the opposite, in fact. Ever since my wife (I still have trouble saying ex-wife despite everything that happened) decided to let her libido run wild with my former boss, my entire life has been turned upside down. I resigned from a partnership position at one of the best law firms in Madrid, set up my own practice, and managed to “drag along” a few clients from the firm, but I’ve developed feelings of insecurity that I don’t think I’ll ever shake.

Along with those few clients, which meant I didn’t have to start from scratch, I’d also taken Alfredo’s friendship with me. Perhaps because he’d suffered a betrayal similar to the one Cris had given me as a gift to celebrate my promotion at the firm, he’d stood by me and become my best friend.

He’d supported me through the worst moments of my life, and almost made me forget that I’d promised myself I’d get revenge on her and Fernando for their betrayal and for screwing up my life.

Alfredo, one of the labor lawyers at the firm, had gotten messages on his phone a few years back from someone claiming his wife was cheating on him with a coworker. (Who knows, maybe with the boss too...) She denied it, of course, and without any solid proof, he let it go—until doubt overpowered the dying embers of love in that fading marriage, and he finally asked for a divorce. He’d also left the firm, unable to bear the shame of the stares and the inevitable whispers that started up whenever he turned his back. Alfredo understood what I was feeling, since he’d been through something similar.

I could easily imagine what must have gone through his head every time his wife was a few minutes late getting home, or had a business trip. Really, accepting that it might have happened was one thing—forgetting it was another. Because one thing’s for sure: something like that can’t be forgotten. Infidelity is incredibly hard to forgive. The doubt destroyed his life. Alfredo had been left a complete wreck, and in the end... he never found out the whole truth. He’d spent months doubting his own sanity, with doubt gnawing at him every moment, and few minds can withstand that.

Once the divorce was finalized, he suddenly found himself single, with absolutely no intention of starting a serious relationship.

Building up a contact list like my friend has after barely a year as a divorcé can’t be easy, though he says the market is well stocked with divorced women eager for sex and single women hunting for one last chance. Tinder and Badoo, among others, have become his go-to tools for meeting women without too much hassle—something we always joked about.

“I don’t get it, what can I say?” I tell him, laughing. “If you walk into a bar and get all the women you want, why bother with your dating sites like some teenager? You’re just asking for trouble, man.”

“I’ll be honest with you. I like to get to know women a little before trying to get them into bed. And on the apps, that’s all they’re looking for. I hate feeling like a damn sex object! I’ve got feelings too, dude. I like to get to know the girl, have a drink... that’s why I go to bars. But on the apps, there’s more to choose from.”

“Right, and at the bar they’re after your intellect, give me a break. The only difference is that at the bar you see them in person instead of in some photo they took a million years ago,” I tell him, still laughing.

“You hook up however you want and leave me alone, okay? Though when it comes to actually hooking up... I think your social skills leave a lot to be desired, and honestly, I think a Benedictine monk gets more action than you.”

“I don’t feel like starting a new relationship. My wounds are still raw. Besides, I don’t need a new relationship. I think I’d rather be alone for a while.”

“Suit yourself, but the internet is full of girls who want to have a good time without starting a relationship. You’re such a dinosaur, damn,” he says, shaking his head. “You’re not even thirty-five and I feel like I’m listening to my grandmother back in the village. I’m talking about getting laid, not getting engaged.”

“When you’re done playing Elena Francis, we could go grab lunch,” I say, trying to end a conversation I know by heart at this point.

“You really are the most old-fashioned guy I’ve ever met, Quique,” he says, looking at me in disbelief.

Alfredo drops into his chair at the restaurant where we’ve come for lunch, wearing that “I told you so” face I hate so much. The ceiling fan spins lazily above us, stirring the hot air. They haven’t turned on the air conditioning yet, and it shows.

“After the success...” he says, dripping with irony as he draws air quotes, “of your first date with Laura, she probably never wants to see you again. Congratulations, man. You’ve beaten your own record for incompetence with women.”

I look at him without saying anything. He shakes his head and continues:

“Damn, Quique, that girl is really into you. It’s obvious from a mile away. And you’d be a monumental idiot to let a woman like that slip away. She’s hot as hell, but on top of that she’s adorable: smart, funny, good at her job... The whole package. And you go and stand her up like some amateur.”

“I didn’t stand her up,” I respond, trying to sound firm.

Alfredo lets out a dry laugh.

“Oh, really? Because she wrote to me saying you'd arranged to meet for drinks and then suddenly you got weird, shut down completely, and practically ran out of there. That, my friend, is called standing someone up.”

I run my hand over my face, tired.

“I don't feel ready, Alfredo. That's all. My head's still a mess from everything with Cristina. I don't want to drag Laura into the middle of my shit.”

“That's no reason to have stood her up,” he insists, leaning forward. “Ready… Who the hell is ever ready to accept being cheated on? There's no magic button that tells you you've mentally recovered from the damage. I should know! Life doesn't send you a text saying 'attention, you're now ready to meet someone worthwhile.' It just happens. And you, instead of grabbing the opportunity, act like an idiot.”

“I didn't stand her up,” I repeat, though I know it sounds weaker each time. “I just… got overwhelmed. It started well, we were talking about this and that, but then suddenly I felt like everything was moving too fast. Like I was watching the same movie all over again, just with a different leading lady.”

Alfredo looks at me in silence for a second, then sighs.

“Listen to me carefully. Laura is not Cristina. She's not asking you to marry her tomorrow or give her the keys to your house. She just wants to get to know you. And instead of enjoying the moment, you freeze up and run away. You know what I think? That you're scared. Scared that you might actually like her. Scared that someone might finally make you forget your ex once and for all.”

I stay quiet. He's right, and that pisses me off even more.

“Give me real advice, not a sermon,” I finally say.

Alfredo stands up and pats me on the shoulder.

“The advice is simple: call her. Tell her you were an idiot, that you got overwhelmed but you'd like to see her again. No pressure, no promises. Just a drink, a chat, and see what happens. Because if you let a girl like Laura slip away because of your ghosts, you really are going to regret it.”

“I'm going to tell you what happened, but stop criticizing everything I say. I'd like to explain myself without every word setting off one of your little jokes.”

For a second, my mind goes back to that restaurant where we'd arranged to meet for dinner. Laura showed up dressed to the nines in a new white dress, fitted at the waist with a small bow, with a very short skirt and a plunging neckline. I liked what I saw: an attractive woman who seemed happy to see me, and who had dressed up like that for a date with me.

Laura, aside from being a great lawyer, was an intelligent, pleasant, and attractive woman who had never lacked for men wanting to take her to dinner, for drinks, and I assumed for everything else. During our trip to Seville to defend Javier Martín, she had told me about her personal frustrations and said she regretted sacrificing her personal life trying to grow professionally. It was clear she was trying to change that part of her life that really frustrated her.

She had told me she'd only had a couple of serious relationships in her life, which lasted less than she would have liked and ended when the guys started being bothered by how strict she was with schedules or how independent she was—paradoxically, the very things both had initially said they liked most about her. She had hinted about sex, saying she'd always approached it naturally, that for her it was the perfect culmination of a relationship.

She had told me that the lack of a social life had started to take its toll on her and she'd decided to try to give herself a second chance with men. I remember in Seville we had a couple of moments of obvious sexual tension, which I made sure to defuse, while behind my back, Cristina was literally devouring my boss. I've always been a bit of an idiot—I have to give Alfredo that.

“You see, when I saw her come in, I started getting nervous. The date you'd set up for us—which according to you had been easy to arrange since you'd barely had to push her to accept dinner with me—seemed to be going well. I was a bit nervous, but she made everything easy.”

“It's just that you could tell she was dying to meet up with you, to see you again. You can tell, man. There was a spark in her eyes, and that kind of thing—you either have it or you don't. It comes from inside. You can't fake it.”

“The date was at a terrace near Orense Street. I arrived pretty nervous, mouth dry. First dates always make me intensely nervous. You never know how things are going to flow. That day, though, that wasn't the reason. It was knowing there was already a connection between us—I won't deny that. In Seville there was chemistry, and I sensed her interest. That prior connection gave me some confidence when talking to her. I don't want casual encounters. I'm not the type to throw myself into meaningless flings with strangers.”

“Yeah. You're like from another era. It's so easy to just let yourself go and end up with a girl in bed…” Alfredo says, shaking his head dramatically.

“Well, anyway, to get to the point,” I continue. “I told her I was really glad to see her again, that she was one of the few people from the firm I didn't feel embarrassed around after everyone found out about Fernando and Cristina. She said she was delighted to see me too, and that the gossip at the office had died down pretty quickly. She asked me about my new life as a single man…”

“You see, you moron! The first thing she emphasizes is that you're single. That means she's thinking about getting into bed with you. She's making it clear there's nothing stopping you anymore. What do you need to pick up on these things? A certified letter?”

“Well, okay... maybe you're right, but at the time it felt more like the typical polite question.”

“Let me guess... that's when you started telling her about how you were rebuilding yourself, how you were in a healing process... or any of that crap you tell me. You know what? A woman doesn't go out with you to listen to you whine about being abandoned. What she wants is a man who's gotten through a tough time with his head held high, a man who's faced infidelity and come out stronger. They don't want some guy moping around feeling sorry for himself. You just don't get it!”

“Women like sensitive men...”

“Bullshit! They like strong men with character. Sure, they like you to be sensitive and thoughtful, but they don't want some wimp who spends the whole date whining.”

“It wasn't exactly like that. I told her I was really focused on my work, that getting started had been tough, that kind of thing. She told me her situation at the firm had improved a lot since I left. Apparently Fernando had promoted her to senior attorney and now she was handling her own cases, had her own office, even a shared assistant. She wasn't the one drafting documents and researching case law for everyone else anymore, like she'd done with me. I congratulated her and praised the work she'd done on Javier Martín's case.”

“Point for you. Women love it when you appreciate their professional accomplishments.”

“Then she caught me up on some office gossip and told me that right after I left, things got weird at first. Apparently the email I sent to everyone did quite a bit of damage... everyone found out what had happened between Fernando and Cristina, and Felipe didn't like that one bit. Like everything else, once things settled down, he went back to acting like nothing happened. You know he's always been a fucking cynic. She told me Felipe was getting more and more checked out from the firm. She even thought there was a lot of tension between the two of them. She couldn't really explain it, but apparently you can't see the closeness between them that used to be there.”

Alfredo nods while playing with the paper napkin.

“I told her how I was setting up the office, that some of my clients had referred others to me, and that things were slowly starting to take off.”

“Great! I suppose during that riveting conversation you didn't suggest spending the weekend together, or taking a little trip to Paris, right?”

There's a brief silence, but I can't help laughing at my obvious awkwardness with women.

“Well, the truth is, no. Instead, I asked her about Fernando and how he'd been acting since I left. But she told me about it like it was no big deal. She said he was acting like nothing had happened. Professional, proper, distant on a personal level. He'd say hello, ask about cases, barely touched on anything personal... but nothing more. Not a single mention of me, or Cristina, or the whole mess. It was like he'd erased that page from history. The reality is, it suits him for all that to be forgotten. Even though he acts completely normal, his reputation took a real hit, both inside the firm and with a lot of clients. Some people don't like that kind of thing, or at least not from the lawyer they're trusting with important matters.”

“Of course, of course... and I suppose to really screw up the date, you asked her about Cris. Right?”

“The truth is, I don't know if I asked or she brought it up, but yeah, it came up. She told me Cristina had been by a couple of times. The first time was a few weeks ago, to pick something up. It was quick—she showed up, went to Fernando's office, and left with a bag. The second time... I think they went out to lunch together. People saw them leaving the office together. She said Cristina looked really pretty, as always, but that they seemed really tense.”

“You're a real smooth operator, man. I'm sure by that point in the date it was crystal clear to Laura that you were really interested in her. You couldn't be more clueless.”

“You're wrong. I asked if it bothered her that I was asking about Cristina, and she said no, that it seemed normal for me to be curious about that.”

“And what did you expect her to say? She was being polite. Didn't you two talk about yourselves at all?”

“She asked me to tell her about my life. She was tired of talking about work. She even hinted that now that I was single...”

“See! You blockhead! Twice! She brought up the single thing again. Don't tell me you don't see it?”

“Relax, man. Of course we talked about personal stuff, but it's not like I wanted to tell her that I've become incredibly distrustful, that I have trouble connecting with people, and that I'd rather spend my few free hours at the house in the mountains than trying to pick up women at singles bars. She asked me if I was seeing anyone.”

“Clear as day.”

“I told her I thought romance was over for me, but that when I saw her, something stirred inside me...”

“Hallelujah! After three hours on the date, the first thing you said that wasn't about work, sadness, or your ex.”

The truth is, Alfredo is completely right, and I start laughing hard at how worked up he's getting over my obvious incompetence with women.

“We laughed reminiscing about when we were together in Seville, about her hints and my caution, and we fell back into that easy rapport as if months hadn't passed without seeing each other. I wanted to suggest we go to her place, or mine, but I chickened out. I was afraid she might reject me. Don't ask me why, but the hair on the back of my neck stood up. Every time I have a bad feeling about something, the same thing happens, and that time it was intense.”

“Damn…”

“What?”

“What? You’re an idiot. Textbook case. I want to smack you upside the head. So how did the date end?”

“Nothing… I paid and we agreed we’d call each other again. I told her maybe we could do it again sometime.”

“Jesus Christ…” Alfredo says, looking shocked.

I look at him. He shakes his head but doesn’t crack any of his usual jokes.

“Dude… That’s leaving her hanging, no matter how you look at it. If you haven’t scared her off for good, it’ll be a miracle.”

“Okay, I screwed up. But I’m terrible at talking to women. I feel insecure, afraid I’ll say something wrong every time I open my mouth…”

“Fools have all the luck, and you’ve got luck plus me. Good ol’ Uncle Fredy. Let me set up another date for you. What you need now is… training. You need to loosen up, learn to make small talk, learn how to be with a woman. But Quique… If you screw this up again, I’m never speaking to you again.”

“I don’t want another date. Why do you keep trying to set me up?” I ask, annoyed.

“Quique, man… you’re divorced. Divorced. You get that? You’re not a widower, you’re not a monk, you’re not a martyr. You’re a free man, thirty-five years old with a good dick and a badass house in the mountains. And the world is full of single, separated, and divorced women who are dying to get laid for a change.”

I take a long sip of the iced coffee I ordered to finish the meal and don’t answer. He continues, leaning forward:

“Most of them aren’t looking for marriage, or a boyfriend, or ‘let’s take things slow.’ They just want to feel desired again, have a proper orgasm for once, and then get on with their lives. No serious relationships. You just don’t fucking get it! Most of these women just want a clean, intense fuck with no strings attached. Why the hell aren’t you taking advantage of that?”

I sigh and look toward the street.

“It’s not that easy.”

“Of course it’s easy,” Alfredo insists. “You’ve got the classic abandoned man crisis. You feel rejected, your ego’s bruised, and now you think no woman is ever really going to want you.”

My head snaps up.

“Nobody abandoned me, Alfredo. I was the one who left Cristina.”

He lets out a dry laugh and shakes his head.

“Don’t get cocky! You left her, but only after she cheated on you so many times it could fill the damn Sistine Chapel. And anyway, all the more reason, damn it. If you were the one who left her, it means you’ve already been through the hardest part. You don’t have to carry any guilt—she was the one who cheated on you. You made the decision. Now all that’s left is to enjoy the good stuff: total freedom. No explanations, no jealousy, no answering to anyone. No kids involved, no assets to divide, no alimony. It’s the perfect time to get laid with no strings attached.”

He goes quiet for a second, looking at me with a mischievous smile.

“And that’s exactly why… I’m going to set up a new date for you. I think I’ve got the perfect candidate. She fucks like an angel and the last thing she wants is anything serious with a sad sack like you. So get your shit together, man. I’ll introduce you, you bang her, and then you thank me. Easy. No emotional consequences or strings attached.”

I look at him suspiciously.

“Who is she?”

“A friend. Her name’s Miranda. She’s an executive secretary at a multinational, thirty-three years old, just out of a shitty marriage. She’s hot as hell, has an ass that’ll make your jaw drop, and most importantly, she’s in the same situation as you: no interest in dating or drama. She just wants to have a good time. In other words: get laid.”

“And how do you know she’ll want to meet me?”

“Because I already told her about you,” he says, completely shameless. “I told her you were a serious guy but lately you’ve been a bit rusty, and that you urgently needed to get laid. She laughed and said the offer sounded interesting.”

I shake my head, somewhere between amused and nervous.

“You’re a bastard.”

“I’m a good friend,” he corrects me, raising his cup. “And I guarantee that if you meet her, you’re going to have the fuck of your life. No pressure, no romantic expectations. What do you have to lose?”

I stay quiet, spinning the empty cup in my hands. Alfredo pats me on the shoulder.

“Think about it. But don’t overthink it, or you’ll freeze up. Just go with it.”

“Do you sleep with women on the first date? I feel like that might make them lose interest.”

“If I feel like it, I do, and if not, I don’t. Depends on how much I want to. And if they lose interest, the sooner the better—that way I can move on to the next one on the list. I’d rather have one date with sex than four dates just to keep them interested. Otherwise I’m missing out on four fucks. I’m way more practical than that.”

I crack up laughing. I know he had a terrible time when things ended with his wife, but now he puts on this superficial act that, even though I know deep down it’s fake, I’m sure plenty of women find appealing.

“Fine. I’ll take your advice. Send me the number.” I give in, unable to resist his persistence.

Alfredo smiles, satisfied, as if he'd just won a bet.

“That's my boy. Welcome back to the land of the living.”


	Old Friends.



Time marches on relentlessly. I haven't made any new friends—aside from the wives of some of Quique's friends, who don't even speak to me anymore. I have friends from twenty years ago who've resurfaced because I've realized I need them. I'm trying to rekindle friendships that, back in our youth, made us the envy of everyone who couldn't break into our exclusive clique—the preppiest girls in school.

María has already been divorced twice, and Jana has been so busy building her career that she hasn't even had a chance to get married. Natalia is a mix of both. She's single and spends all day complaining about the men she dates. She says the dating pool is terrible, that relationships are impossible, that sex is risky. In her opinion, men are narcissists with no sense of humor—crazy, obsessive, arrogant, crude—or if they're handsome and virile, they're also hopelessly unfaithful, or so full of quirks they scare off even the most interested woman.

She always says that twenty-somethings today don't have these problems because they have friends from college, and of course, college is the ultimate social network for hooking up.

As for me, I've discovered that women who are a bit older—those of us in our thirties—are so busy with our jobs that many of us now turn to social media trying to find men who no longer exist. And at a certain age, you get bored and stop trying to meet new people because you realize they have nothing new to offer. As one of my most disillusioned friends put it: “Who are these new people once you get to know them? They're the same as before, just with different faces. There's nothing new about them at all. They're just boring people full of problems and insecurities.”

While I wait for María and Jana, I can't help but look back. The memory of those summer days takes me back almost twenty years, and many of my fears are confirmed. The uncontrolled sexuality that's taken hold of me was already evident back then, only it was disguised by the spontaneity and freshness of youth.

I can't remember the exact year, but the memory of those days is perfectly vivid.

I remember looking at the horizon from the window. The morning sun was really starting to heat things up.

“Well, if we're going to sunbathe, I think we should do it now, in the morning. Sound good?” I said to my friend María.

She nodded with a smile, sliding her finger across her phone screen. Jana was running late.

“Yeah. Totally agree. Better not to risk getting burned this afternoon.”

“I feel like eating on the terrace and enjoying the sun without having to worry about anything.”

She smiled, jumping up while stretching enthusiastically.

“Exactly. Let's make the most of it. It's not every weekend we get to enjoy your parents' mansion without them home.”

I looked at her with a calm smile, getting up too. We were getting ready to spend the morning on the terrace. I had chosen a black bikini from María's little sister—one that would definitely get noticed since it was way too small on me—while María went with a more modest blue one and a light linen blouse, perfect for staying cool in the sun.

Once we were ready, we headed outside, where the pool awaited us. The sun was almost at its peak. The patio was spacious, with lounge chairs, a small wooden table, and a couple of fixed umbrellas with thatched roofs. We both carried beach towels. Potted plants lined the entire perimeter. Perfect artificial grass covered the ground like plush carpet.

I remember settling into one of the lounge chairs, stretching out in the sun with a satisfied smile.

“This is perfect. It's like we're in some classic movie set in Saint Tropez.”

María reclined on another lounge chair in a more daring position, completely sprawled out, enjoying the warmth of the sun caressing her skin.

“What time is Jana coming?” I asked her.

“Well, I don't know,” she responded. “I suppose she'll be here any minute.”

At that moment the doorbell rang. I jumped up and ran to answer it. When I came back with Jana, we started laughing at María's position—she remained motionless, trying to soak up every ray of sun, even in places that rarely saw sunlight.

“Hi bitches!” Jana greeted casually. “God! What a hot day we're in for!”

“Great!” María responded without even moving.

“So we have the house to ourselves all weekend?” Jana asked, taking off her blouse and frayed denim shorts. Her red bikini stood out against her tanned skin. She put on some dark sunglasses and lay down next to our friend, who had flipped over onto her stomach.

“Damn, girls! We should organize something... I don't know, a party… We could invite some guys,” I exclaimed.

“Pass…” María said. “I don't want to spend all Sunday cleaning up vomit.”

“God! You're such a buzzkill. You know that, right?” Jana chimed in.

“Me? Hell no! But I know how the parties you guys throw end up. And I don't want trouble with my folks.” She gave Jana a little kick, and Jana let out a laugh.

“Don’t be such an idiot, damn it! The perfect daughter, the perfect student, the perfect... friend. Ha ha ha!”

“Look who’s talking... You’re the biggest slut of them all!”

I looked at them with a smile. If our parents had known about all our escapades, we surely would have ended up locked away in a convent.

I felt the sun warming my skin and a slight tingling in the more exposed areas. María suddenly jumped up, shouting:

“Ah! I can’t take it anymore. I’m burning up. If I don’t get in the water, I swear I’m going to lose it,” she said as she squirmed on the lounge chair and dove into the water.

“María, you soaked me!” Jana yelled, jumping up from her lounge chair.

“Girls, please. Stop screaming,” I remember protesting. I had a serious hangover from the night before, and the shouting was drilling into my head. “That’s enough. Shut up, damn it. You’re giving me a headache, seriously. So stop it now, or this relaxing morning in the sun is over. I have a hell of a hangover. You’ve been warned. Both of you!” Subtlety wasn’t exactly my strong suit, especially not when I was hungover.

I was almost certainly the one with the best reputation of the three, since I was a brilliant student waiting for my college entrance exam score. But unlike Jana and María, my only dilemma was whether to study at the Complutense or the Autónoma—something that, at the time, was a decision of some significance I still hadn’t made.

Anyone who knew me could also say that, just as I was a responsible student, I also behaved like a total slut who had slept with the cream of the crop at high school and would surely make all the guys at the Law School happy, whether at the Autónoma or the Complutense.

In my eternal search for the perfect boyfriend, I had found the ideal excuse to sleep with every good-looking guy who approached me—and given my undeniable beauty, there were plenty.

Jana was next to me, enjoying the warm sun as we lay on two of the lounge chairs while María was still cooling off in the pool. Our bodies glistened from the sunscreen that had been generously applied to protect us from the intense rays at that time of year.

Jana, always ready to push things a little further, sat up on the lounge chair and looked at me with a mischievous smile. The memory of that moment made me shudder.

“You know what? I’m going to take off my bikini.” She said it as naturally as if it were the most normal thing in the world. With a determined air, she untied the strings of her bikini and bared her breasts to the sun. Then she stood up and took off the bottom. Her naked body glistened in the morning sun.

“No way!” I exclaimed, genuinely surprised. “Don’t you care if someone sees us?”

Jana laughed dismissively, gesturing toward the horizon. “I don’t think anyone can see us. Look how far away the other houses are. Besides, I don’t care. I want a good tan without bikini lines.” As she spoke, she spread more sunscreen over her generous breasts, completely at ease. “You won’t feel uncomfortable about my nudity, will you?”

María watched her movements as she applied the sunscreen. She didn’t detect the slightest hint of modesty in Jana, who had her pubic hair trimmed in a thin strip that didn’t hide anything. Jana didn’t seem to care at all.

Next to her, I had started taking off my top too. I didn’t want to be outdone by my friend.

“Not at all. I’m used to changing in front of the girls on the swim team.” She passed me the bottle of sunscreen, and I started spreading it on. My breasts were somewhat smaller than Jana’s, though still a good size.

“Aren’t you going to take off the bottom? No one’s going to see us. Take it off too.”

I looked toward the horizon, scanning the distant windows of the neighboring mansions, and with a carefree shrug, took off my bottoms too. Jana smiled and gave me a knowing look.

María got out of the pool and lay down comfortably, closing her eyes to enjoy the warmth and the relaxed atmosphere. The warm breeze did nothing to cool the heat. The midday sun beat down hard on the patio.

“You’re the only one left, María.”

The truth was, she wasn’t exactly a modest girl and didn’t have many qualms about showing her body, though she firmly believed that when it came to men, it was always better to conceal than reveal. She thought that’s what kept them interested.

“That’s right, Mary. Who needs a bikini in a place like this?” I said as she undressed.

Jana shifted uncomfortably, trying to reach her back with the bottle of sunscreen, but sighed in frustration when she realized she couldn’t.

“Cris, can you help me? I can’t quite reach my back,” she asked, turning her head toward me.

The memory of what was about to happen at María’s pool makes my heart skip a beat. I look at my watch. The girls are running late.

I can almost see myself sitting up lazily.

“Sure, come here. You don’t want to turn into a lobster.”

Jana settled face down on the lounger, resting her head on her arms. Her body, sculpted by exercise, had soft curves that were still well-defined. She had a slender back and an ass that was equally strong and toned. I poured some lotion into my hands and began spreading it slowly over her shoulders, feeling her skin glide beneath my fingers.

“You’re getting burned,” I’d said lightly. “You should stay in the shade for a while after this.”

Jana giggled, enjoying the coolness of the lotion against her skin.

“That’s why I want to lie face down. I don’t want any more sun on my front, or I’ll overdo it and burn my tits.”

I slid my hands down her back with firm but careful movements, tracing the line of her spine to her waist, then moving down toward her ass. Then I worked my way back up to her shoulders.

Jana tucked her arms under her chin and turned her head to one side. She was completely relaxed.

My hands traveled along the inside of Jana’s thighs and slid toward her ass. Suddenly, Jana became aware that we were completely naked, and that my hands had access to any part of her body. I was starting to pull one of my little stunts.

“That’s enough. Thanks, Cristina. Stop now…” Jana said, trying to turn over, visibly flushed.

But I kept caressing her back, shoulders, and ass. María watched it all in silence, and I’m sure she even got turned on by the scene. Little by little, my hands returned to Jana’s ass, until they slipped between her cheeks, spreading them apart.

“Please, Cristina, stop now,” Jana said, jumping up.

“You’re wet, babe,” I whispered in her ear.

“Don’t say that!” Jana stood up completely, visibly annoyed.

“Okay, relax.” I tried to play it off, seeing that Jana was really angry. “Now it’s my turn. Put plenty on me, please.”

Jana sat up and grabbed the bottle of sunscreen. I lay face down, resting my chin on my folded arms. My back was at least as defined as Jana’s, with a slim figure and curves that were hard to miss. My narrow waist flowed into generous hips and strong legs, which I still have today.

Jana smiled as she poured some lotion into her hands and began applying it to my shoulders.

“You went too far…before,” she told me, gently massaging my reddened back.

“Admit you liked it. You got turned on,” I said mischievously.

Jana didn’t say anything, but she kept sliding her hands carefully, making sure to cover my shoulder blades before moving down past my waist and running her fingers along my lower back.

“Done,” she finally said, giving me a light tap on the shoulder.

I sat up lazily, enjoying the sensation of the heat on my skin.

“Doesn’t my ass deserve a little lotion too? Come on, don’t be such a prude—put some on my butt too.”

Jana looked at María and rolled her eyes, but finally spread the lotion on my ass as well.

“Who’s coming in the water?” María shouted.

“Me,” Jana said, nodding.

A second later, they were both running toward the pool to dive in headfirst.

“Damn it, stop screaming, for fuck’s sake! You’re both completely crazy!” I protested again, sitting on the lounger with my arms crossed to show my anger. Since I knew there was no point fighting those two, I ran and jumped into the pool, landing a few inches from where Jana and María were splashing around.

“About time! You spend all day complaining,” María shouted at me.

The three of us started playing in the water like we did when we were little girls. Over and over, we climbed on top of each other, did cannonballs, splashed each other in a constant burst of laughter and screams, oblivious to everything.

But unlike those years of innocent childhood, that day in the pool I noticed a clear difference in each of us compared to the little girls we’d been. Yes. And those differences were already obvious at first glance.

At our freshly turned eighteen, our bodies were a map of changes that none of us could ignore anymore. Jana, always the most athletic, had shoulders defined by years of swimming, a narrow waist, and firm breasts that seemed to defy gravity—large but proud, with dark areolas and nipples that had hardened from the cold water. The triangle between her thighs was trimmed so close that it revealed the smooth line of her lips without her needing to spread her legs. María, on the other hand, had somewhat wider hips that swayed when she walked, a round, high ass that floated like two perfect peach halves when she submerged, and generous, heavy breasts that moved with each jump and splash, crowned by large, dark nipples. I was somewhere in between: long, slender legs, a flat stomach with the soft shadow of abs that showed when I laughed, medium-sized breasts with small, pointed nipples that got hard at the slightest contact. My mound was almost hairless, just a fine line of hair that descended until it disappeared between the folds of my pussy.

We played like the little girls we still were despite those physical changes. Jana climbed onto María’s back and tried to dunk her. She fought back, grabbed her wrists, and pulled her forward; they both fell in an explosion of water and laughter. I took the opportunity to do a cannonball right next to them, splashing both their faces.

“Oh come on, María!” I insisted, taking advantage of the playful moment between the three of us. “We should throw the party… We could invite some guys.”

María turned toward me.

“No way,” she replied flatly. “If my parents find out I’m throwing parties while they’re gone, they’ll freak. You know how they are. Last time we threw one without permission, they grounded me for two months—I couldn’t set foot outside.”

Jana swam over slowly, smiling with that half-smile of hers that always preceded bad ideas.

“Come on, girl… How often do you get the house to yourself? Your parents are gone until next Sunday. It’s the perfect opportunity. Besides, at the party that got you grounded, we’d invited a ton of people and things got out of hand.”

“Exactly,” I chimed in, floating on my back and letting my breasts peek above the water’s surface. “We’ll be careful. No crowds, no music blasting. Just us and three or four friends, some drinks… and that’s it.”

María shook her head, but Jana and I could see she was already wavering. She bit her lower lip—a gesture she always made when she was about to give in.

“I don’t know… If they find out there were guys here, or if they smell alcohol or cigarettes…”

“And who’s going to tell them?” Jana insisted. “We’re three smart girls. Tomorrow we clean everything up. No one’s going to suspect a thing. Besides, that’s why we have this pool area. We could even blast it with the pressure washer. We won’t leave a trace.”

I knew she was about to cave, so I swam over until I was right in front of her, so close our breasts brushed under the water—which sent a strange flutter through me, an unexpected arousal.

“We can just invite the ones we trust. Gustavo, Jorge, and Luis. All three are sweet, they know how to behave… and, well,” I lowered my voice, smiling, “I don’t think any of us will be bored with those three around.”

María let out a nervous laugh and sank down a little, as if trying to hide the blush creeping up her neck.

“Jesus, Cris… Are you seriously thinking about that?”

“And you’re not?” I shot back without looking away. “Look at us. We’re naked in your parents’ pool, laughing like idiots. Are you really going to waste an empty house and three guys who’ve been looking at us like we’re dessert for months?”

Jana joined us, wrapping her arms around María from behind in a playful hug. Her hands came to rest just below our friend’s breasts—not squeezing, just resting there.

“Come on, babe,” she whispered in her ear. “One night. Just one. If they get annoying or cross the line, we kick them out. But something tells me you’re not going to want to kick them out…”

María closed her eyes for a second. She took a deep breath. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at both of us—first at Jana, then at me. There was surrender in her expression, but also a mischievous gleam I hadn’t seen before.

“Fine,” she said at last, almost in a whisper. “But only those three. No more people. And if anyone breaks anything, I’ll kill you.”

Jana let out a victory whoop and planted a loud kiss on her cheek. I threw myself at her in a hug. Our slippery bodies collided under the water. María laughed, finally relaxed, and hugged us back.

“You’re crazy,” she murmured. “You’re both completely crazy…”

“Cris?”

The voice sounds familiar, though deeper and huskier than I remembered. I look up and take her in. For a second, time contracts and expands at once.

“Oh my God, María… It’s been so long!”

María approaches with a smile, that same mix of shyness and confidence she’d always had. She’s my age, thirty-five, and time has left its marks, though she’s still an attractive woman. She’s no longer the girl with explosive curves and bronzed skin who used to jump naked into her parents’ pool. Her body has filled out a bit more, settling into something that suits her age. Her hips are genuinely wide now, with that roundness that comes with maturity. Her breasts, once generous and perky, have gained weight and dropped slightly; they look soft and heavy under the white linen blouse she’s wearing unbuttoned one button too many, as always. Silvery stretch marks peek out from her cleavage when she moves, and there’s a small curve to her belly that won’t disappear no matter how much Pilates she does. Her hair, still dark and shiny, is shorter now, shoulder-length. Crow’s feet have appeared at the corners of her eyes, a bit deeper than you’d expect, and when she smiles—like now—two soft lines form in her cheeks. She’s still beautiful, but she’s no longer the untouchable goddess of eighteen. Now she’s a real woman, with a real woman’s body.

When we hug, I feel her breasts press against mine, and for an instant, I’m eighteen again, feeling the cold pool water splashing our faces.

“Seventeen years,” María says, sitting down across from me. “Damn, Cris. Seventeen fucking years. You look… incredible. You’ve barely changed. You look better than you did in school, you bitch.”

“You’re too kind,” I reply with a laugh. “But thanks. You don’t look bad yourself.”

María lets out a genuine laugh and runs her hand through her hair.

“I've gained seven kilos since we last saw each other. And I'm not going on a diet. Life's too short to waste counting calories.”

We order two lattes and a couple of croissants. We talk about everything and nothing: María's job at a marketing agency, her latest romantic disaster with a guy who turned out to be married, the house she just bought in the suburbs. I give her the broad strokes of my divorce without going into the painful details, and María listens with that deep attention she always had for the confessions we shared.

We're laughing at some ridiculous story when the café door opens again.

I spot Jana right away as she blows in like a whirlwind. Tall, athletic, with ash-blonde hair cut in a short, modern bob that gives her an almost androgynous look. At thirty-five, she still has her swimmer's body: broad shoulders, narrow waist, long, muscular legs. The years have hardened her features; now she has a sharper jawline and a more direct gaze, less playful than before. She's wearing tight dark jeans, cowboy boots, and a simple black t-shirt that shows off her toned arms. Her breasts, maybe a bit smaller than they used to be, are still firm, almost defiant, and her ass—always her best asset—stays high and round thanks to what's clearly an ongoing commitment to working out.

“Holy shit!” Jana exclaims from the doorway, not caring that half the café is staring at her.

We both stand up at the same time. The embrace is instant, clumsy, and perfect. I find myself crushed between the two bodies I loved so much as a teenager. I feel María's soft breasts against my left side and Jana's hard muscles against my right. For a few endless seconds we stay like this, as if trying to make up for all the lost years in a single gesture.

“Damn...” Jana murmurs. “You look amazing, you bitch. You look better than you did at eighteen...”

“You still swear like you're eighteen,” I reply, my laugh catching in my throat. “You're old enough to stop talking like a Romanian truck driver...”

We'd made plans for lunch, and Jana reserved a table at an Indian restaurant that's supposedly the hottest thing in Madrid. María had suggested meeting at a Japanese place I've never heard of, which isn't surprising since I hate Japanese food.

We finally settled on Indian, much more my style. Jana assured us the place was excellent, even though it was a bit far from my office.

Getting there was a hassle. I had to take two buses and ask someone for directions. I hate driving in Madrid, and unless I know the route, I always try to use public transit. The place, tucked away and half-hidden, is wonderful: minimalist décor, tables spaced far enough apart that conversations don't overlap, and an aesthetic nothing like what I'd imagined Indian restaurants to be. And Jana's right: it's one of the best Indian meals I've ever had.

“I always used to eat at the same restaurant, right downstairs from my office. I thought it was fine, and it saved me time going back and forth, but it was nothing special,” Jana says. “Then a friend who works for a review site suggested this place. I thought it was charming, and I hope you do too. But the best part is that the owners run it themselves, and that makes all the difference.”

I always go to the same restaurants and order the same dishes, I think to myself. I don't even dare to branch out anymore, not even with something as simple as that.

I ask them to tell me more about themselves. About their personal lives. After all, it's been seventeen years since we've seen each other, and our friendship basically ended when we were teenagers.

“I don't have a personal life,” Jana responds. “Unfortunately, I can't have one. I chose a career that's turned me into an automaton. All I do is work, lay out my clothes for the next day, and try to always look impeccable. Most of the time I manage...”

That's not exactly true, but her sincerity disarms me. I know she wants to test the waters, figure out where she stands and how much she wants to share with us. I feel the same way.

Jana seems like one of those women whose only goal is climbing the corporate ladder. She reminds me of Adela, and that puts me off. Like all mature women who feel abandoned, she blames everything on men, when the reality is that often enough, they're the ones who abandon their husbands or partners in their drive to get ahead professionally.

María is completely different. She's more insecure, though her love life doesn't seem to be going much better. She hints that she wasn't happy in either of her two marriages.

“The last two years have had a few months of joy, some challenges, but mostly it's just been surviving week to week and hooking up with some guy on Saturdays. I guess it's not the life I dreamed of.”

“Well, I was forced to give up everything I loved, like going out dancing, for example. Or... being a mother,” Jana adds.

What an exaggeration, for God's sake! Nobody gives up motherhood for a job, no matter how good it is, I think, staring at her in disbelief.

“And you, Cris? Are you happy?” María asks.

“What?”

I try to buy time, because I don't know if I want to open that can of worms, and if I do open it, I don't know how much I'm ready to share. After all, I get the sense they've become strangers to me.

“I've seen something in your eyes... an inexplicable sadness in such a beautiful woman, with a good job. It's like seeing a reflection of my own insecurities. Let me ask you again: are you happy?”

In the country where I was born, raised, and now live, nobody asks those kinds of questions—especially not after almost twenty years without seeing each other. Happiness isn't something you can measure with precision, put to a vote, or have specialists analyze. You wouldn't even ask someone you haven't seen since adolescence what brand of toilet paper they use, let alone something so intimate and impossible to define.

“You don't have to answer. The silence is enough.”

No, the silence isn't enough. It's not an answer. It only shows surprise, bewilderment.

“I'm not happy,” Jana says. “I have everything a woman could dream of, but I'm not happy.”

What causes such deep frustration in everyone? It can't be that everyone I talk to feels the same way I do—that life is boring, devoid of motivation.

So far I haven't said anything. But tormented souls have this incredible ability to recognize each other and draw close, multiplying their suffering.

Why hadn't I realized that none of the three of us had managed to fulfill our dreams, despite achieving a comfortable social and financial standing?

No one has ever asked me if I'm happy. Maybe when I was a child my parents or grandparents asked at some point if I was content, but that's it.

They both tell me they take antidepressants and go to therapy regularly. The last thing I want is to talk to them about my obsession with sex, my inability to stop once I get on the roller coaster of reckless sexual encounters, because I'm starting to realize I'm one step away from a mental illness—and I don't want to accept it.

And precisely because I told myself that would be the last thing I'd want to do, it's the first thing I do. Other people's tragedies always help lessen our own suffering.

I ask them how they're feeling, whether they think the therapy is helping, whether they've noticed any signs of recovery.

“Much better,” María says. “The pills take a while to kick in, but once they start working, you get your interest back in things—they regain their color and flavor. Little by little, I'm getting back the enthusiasm I'd lost.”

They start listing things that seem common to everyone who's visited what they call hell. No willpower to get out of bed. The simplest tasks become monumental efforts. The guilt of having no reason to feel this way, while so many people in the world are truly suffering.

I try to focus on the excellent food, which by now has almost lost its flavor. Jana chimes in:

“Apathy. Faking joy, faking sadness, faking orgasms, pretending you're having fun, pretending you slept well, pretending you're alive. Until there comes a moment when an imaginary red line appears and you realize that if you cross it, there's no turning back. Then you stop complaining, because complaining means you're at least fighting against something. You accept the vegetative state and try to hide it from everyone. Which is a lot of work.”

“And what triggered your depression?”

“Nothing in particular. But why so many questions? Do you feel any of that?”

“Of course not!”

“Are you struggling too? Maybe we could help you?”

“Thanks, but I'm perfectly fine.”

“Are you sure?” María's concern seems genuine.

I want to project complete certainty, but what I'm actually certain of is that I need help from someone. The problem is where to go and what to say when I get there. For a moment, I'm on the verge of telling them about the life I've led since my divorce.

It's easy to talk about sex. No matter how wild your tastes, you can always find an eager audience. But what surrounds the world of desire and passion isn't always so glamorous. I don't feel like telling them that when the switch flips in my obsessive mind, I can't stop myself, or that I've blacked out from erotic asphyxiation. They'd probably love to hear something like that about my behavior, but I think it's better not to share.

When we were young, the three of us had fooled around with boys. I remember almost nostalgically those first rites of sexual initiation, our university years. And to think we considered ourselves sluts! Those three hormone-crazed teenagers would be shocked by how my sexual behavior has evolved.

Besides, the same shadow hangs over all those memories—the shadow of knowing I'll end up in real trouble if I don't change my sexual behavior, and there's no way to explain that over curry with three friends I barely know anymore!

Since my divorce, I've slept in countless strange beds with a whole parade of men and women. Several of them pushed me past the limits of sanity. I've done drugs, abused alcohol, thrown myself into wild orgies, but I feel my resistance wearing thin. I can't keep riding this spiral of wild swings from manic lust to the deepest depression. I need to ground myself, find a stable partner, a friend, a confidant… maybe even a confessor.

The thought intrigues me. It's the strangest solution for a woman who never had any religious convictions. I've always believed that life begins and ends here and that we have to make the most of it, and it never would have occurred to me to question that logic. But suddenly I'm toying with the idea that it might be good to become Catholic, to walk into a confessional every Saturday, recite my sins, and come out clean as a whistle. Though I also know that faith doesn't depend on willpower, that it's not something we can control at will. Either you believe or you don't—you can't try to believe.

It's a useless thought and, of course, completely illogical. If you don't believe in God or sin, why torment yourself? The truth is, I don't think my behavior is sinful—it's dangerous, and sometimes even immoral, and whether that's from a religious or secular standpoint isn't the point.

I feel guilty—no, I feel ridiculous and ashamed—because I had a wonderful life with Quique, and all of that has vanished. I've tried to fill that void with silk, leather, and lace, but here and now, with María and Jana, who feel like shadows of a past that was undoubtedly better, I'm becoming more and more convinced that I need to turn my life around. Maybe it's not too late. I could even try to win Quique back. I know he always loved me, and deep down I think that maybe he could forgive me. For a second, it seems possible, until harsh reality floods my mind again with doubts about whether he'd take me back.

I know that even a prostitute has more common sense than I do; she sells what she has, makes a trade with her body. I've given mine away without getting anything in return but fleeting physical pleasure.

“You look sad, Cris. Very sad.” María's voice pulls me from my private thoughts.

For a second I hesitate. The weight of everything I carry inside—the nights in the cellar, the ropes, the whippings, the choking, the demon that won't let me stop—crushes my chest. How could I tell them? How could I explain that the girl who used to play with them in the pool now lets herself get choked and beaten until she nearly blacks out just to feel something?

María leans toward me and places her hand on mine. Her fingers are warm, soft, her nails painted a subtle red.

“Come on, Cris…” she says, her voice low and warm. “Talk. Get it all out. That's what we're here for. You don't have to keep it all bottled up. Talking helps.”

As if it were that easy.

I look back and forth between them. Jana, with her straight posture and direct gaze, waiting without pressuring. María, softer, with that tenderness she'd never completely lost. They were both still my friends, or at least, on their way to being so again. I take a deep breath, feeling my throat tighten.

“My marriage went to shit because I cheated,” I finally blurt out, my voice flat.

Neither of them says anything for a few seconds. They just look at me, processing my words.

“It wasn't a one-night stand,” I continue, lowering my voice. “It was… repeated. With people I never should have gotten involved with. It started as something exciting, something I needed to feel alive. But it got out of hand. And he found out.”

I've always thought that what hurt Quique most wasn't what I did, but who I did it with. And now I see more clearly than ever that I was right.

I don't go into details about what happened afterward. I don't talk about the marks left on my body some mornings. I don't mention the ropes around my neck, the whippings that left my ass bruised, or how I'd ended up coming while a man nearly died underneath me. They realize I don't want to dig any deeper and give me space. They don't ask anything more.

Jana nods slowly, without looking away.

“Fuck, Cris… I'm sorry.”

María squeezes my hand tighter.

“Do you want to talk about it, or would you rather we change the subject?”

“I don't know if I want to talk,” I admit. “It's just… I'm embarrassed.”

“No one's going to judge you here. All three of us have done stupid things. Some together. The rest… you can let it out whenever you feel like it.”

María smiles, a hint of mischief in her eyes.

“And if someday you want to tell us the dirty details, we'll be here to listen. Nothing like a really hot story to turn us back into the little sluts we used to be. Remember? We've gotten up to some seriously wild shit!”

I smile weakly, feeling something loosen inside my chest. The memory of that afternoon in the pool with Jana, my game to turn her on, and her angry reaction—it all confuses me, holds me back. But finally, I give in, and I begin to tell them everything, though without going into the most sordid details. As I talk, I feel myself letting go, and at the same time, I watch the expressions on my friends' faces shift—from surprise to astonishment, from astonishment to shock. They don't say anything. They don't need to.


	Back to the land of the living. A night with Miranda.



“Look, it's dead simple,” Alfredo says. “First, you meet a girl you like, then you go out a few times to make sure you agree on the essential things in life—you know what I mean—to see if you're compatible on the big stuff, like that whole 'this is our life and we agree to make decisions together' thing. You know, deciding which family you'll spend the holidays with, whether you'll live in a house or an apartment, whether you'll vote PP or PSOE, who gets the shower first in the morning, even which side of the bed. If you both agree on most of that, then you get married. You following me?”

“I'm following you,” I answer, his laughter catching.

We're in my tiny office. I'm sitting behind my laptop while he stands there, pacing back and forth. It's a warm Friday afternoon in July, and he's spent the last half hour trying to drag me out for drinks to meet this girl he wants to introduce me to. I look around, and I have to admit the place really does look depressing. Alfredo always says that if a potential client walked through the door, they'd run like a bat out of hell the moment they saw the dump I call an office. Not even all my good reputation could mask the stench of failure hanging in the air between those four walls.

“So what the hell are you doing? Why aren't you getting ready?” he snaps.

“What you said. Tidying up so we can go get a drink.”

“Well, hurry up. That cutie's not going to wait forever while you shuffle around the four lousy papers on your desk, for Christ's sake.”

“I'm not really in the mood tonight, man.” I don't feel like going out for drinks at all, much less starting some basic mating ritual, but I know how hard Alfredo tries to help me and I should return the favor. The only downsides to his plan are having to meet a stranger and having to make the classic small talk between two recently divorced people. Well, that and my complete inability to strike up a conversation with someone I don't know.

“Tough shit. You need a good woman to clear the rust out of your pipes. You spend all day working and licking your wounds. At this rate, you're gonna miss the boat.”

“I know.”

“There's a knockout waiting for you at the bar. But she won't wait forever,” he says, glancing impatiently at his watch.

We leave the office ten minutes later, my shirt wrinkled as I do my best to fix my tie. Alfredo looks sharp as a tack in his tailored suit, a shirt that looks freshly pressed, and a Hermès tie with a knot I couldn't match if I tried. The July heat of Madrid hits us like a slap the moment we step outside. We walk to the bar on the corner, which at this hour is about to “turn into a pub”: one of those places trying to be trendy where people crowd in on Friday afternoons after work, looking to unwind and maybe meet someone interesting.

I scan the room. Alfredo nods in her direction, and I finally spot her—there she is, Miranda, alone, having a drink and chatting with the bartender. I step back before she sees me.

She's perched on a high stool at the bar, her back to the entrance, legs crossed, wearing a tight dress that hits just above her knees. Her brown, straight hair falls down her back. The moment I see her, I turn to Alfredo.

“Tell me more about her. I can't just walk up to a girl without knowing anything about her.”

“Tell you more? There's nothing more to tell. Her name's Miranda, she's hot as hell, and she's single. She usually nurses a couple of drinks for about an hour, so she's not an alcoholic or a slut. Then she goes home—alone or with company.”

“Alone or with company?”

“You know how it goes, buddy. This is a bar for people our age. You come here to browse or to score... If you've already got what you're looking for at home, you stay home or go somewhere else.”

“Has she been coming here long?”

“I've had my eye on her for a couple of months.”

“But you told me you'd set something up with her.”

“Not exactly... I told her I was going to introduce her to someone she wouldn't forget. She didn't say no.”

“You've got to be kidding me. That's not setting something up.”

“She's still there, isn't she? That's what matters. So quit screwing around and go for it.”

“Come on, Alfredo. What a setup! She's gonna send me packing the second I open my mouth.”

“I don't think so. She comes here regularly, and around here, a woman who shows up alone is looking for something. She'll like you. Play your cards right and you won't have to sleep alone tonight... Come on, damn it. Come on... If you screw this up, Quique, I'll never forgive you... Let her do the talking. But make sure you talk too. And above all... for the love of God, man... Don't tell her how sad you are or how betrayed you feel... Any questions?”

“Well... uh...”

“Relax, damn it,” he says, not meeting my eyes. “You're gonna love her.”

“You're that sure?”

Alfredo looks up and flashes that smug bastard grin he gets when he knows he's right.

“Miranda is an incredible lay, Quique. Trust me. I’ve been with her a couple of times and I can tell you she knows what she’s doing. She’s not the type to play hard to get or ask for the moon. She’s freshly divorced, going through her sexual exploration phase, and all she wants is to fuck and blow off steam from the week. No strings attached. Just good sex, no complications.”

I stay silent, processing. Alfredo continues:

“Plus, she’s seriously hot. You can’t deny it. She’s got a killer body, natural tits, a great ass, and a mouth that… well, you’ll find out. I don’t like talking about the women I sleep with… I’m a gentleman. Best of all, she knows exactly what she wants: she comes to have a good time, period. If you two click, perfect. If not, you each go your separate ways.”

Alfredo walks over and greets her with two quick, almost casual kisses.

“Miranda, this is Quique, the friend I told you about.”

She looks me up and down openly and extends her hand with a confident smile.

“Nice to meet you, Quique.”

“Likewise,” I respond, shaking her hand. Her skin is warm and soft.

After a drink and some help from Alfredo breaking the ice, he grabs his jacket from the back of the chair and throws it on quickly.

“Well, guys, I’ve done my part. I’ll leave you two alone. Miranda, behave yourself… or don’t, whatever you prefer. Quique, don’t screw this up.”

Miranda lets out a low laugh and looks at me.

“Don’t worry, Alfredo. I can take care of myself.”

Alfredo gives me a firm slap on the back and heads toward the door. Before leaving, he turns around one last time and says with a mischievous grin:

“Oh, and I’ve got a date too. A blonde who’s been waiting for me for half an hour. Don’t wait up, okay? You two do your thing.”

And just like that, he disappears through the door.

Suddenly we’re alone. Miranda sits back down and crosses her legs elegantly. Her dress rides up a bit on her thighs. She looks me straight in the eyes, unabashed.

“Well…” she says in a calm, slightly husky voice. “Now it’s just the two of us. Alfredo told me a little about you. He says you’re a lawyer, recently divorced, and that you need to… disconnect.”

I smile, a little nervous.

“Something like that.”

Miranda picks up the drink menu without taking her eyes off me.

“Well, I’m in the same boat. Divorced for a year, no interest in boyfriends or drama. I just want to have a good time, laugh a little, drink something decent, and if things click… Does that work for you?”

Her honesty catches me off guard, but it’s also a relief. I nod.

“Sounds perfect.”

She smiles, satisfied, and signals the bartender.

“Then let’s order something and start getting to know each other… a little. Just enough to justify whatever might come next.”

She smiles at me. It’s not a forced smile; it’s the kind that makes you forget for a second that you’ve spent months messed up over a divorce that still stings. Tall, taller than I expected, with curves. Alfredo hadn’t exaggerated one bit. She’s hot. Very hot.

We go through one of those quick getting-to-know-you rituals. Her name is Miranda Rodriguez, and she works as an executive secretary at a company right across from the bar. I tell her I’m a lawyer, but I don’t want to get into details either. I’m taking Alfredo’s advice—no talk of work or heartbreak.

We chat a bit about drinks and the place. By the time they serve us the third round, we’re feeling comfortable—at least as comfortable as you can feel in a situation this contrived.

“Okay, now you’re going to ask what a girl like me is doing in a place like this, a singles bar,” she says so directly that I almost choke on my drink.

“No, I’m not going to do that. Madrid, for all its bustle, can be an incredibly lonely city, and it’s always nice to have a place where you’re welcome—where no one asks who you are or what you do.”

“Completely agree… After a while, Quique, this city starts to crush you. Everything is too urgent, too impersonal. So what do you want out of life now?”

Unfortunately, I have no choice but to accept that I’m still completely stuck when it comes to women. It’s not just that I’m always busy or that my life has changed drastically, as I’d told Alfredo and the rest of my friends. After all, I hadn’t been able to set up a single date even after getting through the ordeal of my divorce from Cristina. The truth was that for anyone in my situation, dating would have been therapy—a way to avoid falling into depression. It would have been an outlet, but what about now? What if I never got past this rough patch? I felt incapable of holding a halfway intelligent conversation with a woman, especially one as attractive as Miranda.

“I’m not asking for anything. I’m happy just having a good time.”

“Great answer. I like it.”

When she’s down to just a couple of sips, I realize she’ll probably leave once she finishes, and I’ll lose my chance—if there even is one. She’ll move on through the bar until she finds the lucky guy who actually gets to spend the night with her. So I signal the bartender for another round. I don’t want her to slip away. That much I know for sure.

The bartender nods without asking. Must be the usual mating ritual at this bar. Miranda raises an eyebrow knowingly when she sees the fresh drink, but doesn’t protest. She just smiles.

“Thanks,” she says, taking a sip without looking away from me. “I don’t need more alcohol to loosen up. I’m old enough to know what I want.”

“I’m not trying to get you drunk, if that’s what you think. I just thought you’d like another drink to…”

She lets out a laugh.

“Hey, I’m joking. Relax.”

We fall silent for a second. There’s a knowing look in the way she watches me—direct, unguarded, as if she’s already decided what to do with me and is just waiting for me to reach the same conclusion.

“Do you come here often?” I ask, even though she already told me.

She shrugs.

“Yeah. Every Friday.”

“Do you always come alone?”

“Usually. And sometimes I leave alone, and other times… I find someone. What about you?”

“Not at all. My friend set this up.”

I drink slowly, my eyes now fixed on hers.

“I guess he worries about you.”

“Do you usually find someone?”

“Of course,” she says, swirling the ice in her glass. “It’s not hard in a place like this.”

“You’re not very talkative.”

“Yes I am. But we’re getting to know each other. I don’t usually tell my life story to someone I just met. I hate small talk. On Fridays I just want to unwind after work. I’ve been dealing with all kinds of problems all week. I usually just want to disconnect. Something without too many complications.”

“You’re not interested in hearing other people’s problems.”

“What do you think?”

“I guess not. So why did you agree to have a drink with me?”

“I figured you wouldn’t want to tell me your problems, and Alfredo knows how to sell someone.”

“Can I ask why?”

“Because he said you were quite a catch. Lawyer, good-looking, no commitments… I wanted you to come over. And… your friend didn’t lie…”

Her honesty surprises me. She’s damn direct. No fake flirting, no nervous giggles, none of that playing hard to get that gets so exhausting. Miranda cuts straight to the point, and instead of intimidating me, it turns me on.

“And what else did Alfredo tell you?” I ask, leaning my elbow on the bar to get a little closer.

“That you were recently separated, that you were a serious guy, and that if he didn’t drag you out of the hole you’ve dug yourself into, you’d end up married to your laptop. Oh… and that you were terrible on first dates. He asked me to be patient, that once you got past the awkward stammering phase, you knew how to treat a woman.”

I let out a genuine laugh, the first in months.

“Damn, what a bastard.”

“You sure? Because you’ve spent this whole conversation looking at me like you want to devour me, but without making a move. That screams ‘man who hasn’t touched anyone in a while.’”

I stay quiet for a second, processing her words. She’s right. I’ve always had trouble taking that last step.

“It hasn’t been that long,” I half-lie.

“Uh-huh. How long?”

“About… six months without anything serious. Does sex count as something serious?”

“Not when it’s just sex.” She tilts her head, studying me. “Are you looking for something serious now?”

“I don’t know. Tonight I just don’t want to go home alone, thinking about what could have happened.”

Miranda smiles.

“I like that answer better than the last one.”

She takes another sip, sets her glass on the bar, and turns completely toward me. Her knees brush against mine. The contact is electric, even if it’s just fabric against fabric.

“What do you do on normal Fridays?” I ask, lowering my voice without realizing it.

“Depends. Sometimes I stay home with a bottle of wine and a show. Other times I go out, drink just enough, choose someone who looks at me the way you’re looking at me now, and take him home. Or go to his place. Or we stay in the car if things get urgent. I’m not complicated.”

“And tonight?”

“Tonight I haven’t decided yet. Depends on you.”

Direct again. I like it. A lot.

“On me?”

“Yeah. If you’re going to talk about work, your ex, or how screwed up the world is, I’m saying goodbye in ten minutes. If you dare to tell me what you really want, maybe I’ll invite you to my place. Or maybe I’ll let you invite me to yours. Whichever’s closer.”

I swallow. My heart’s pounding, but not from nerves—from pure anticipation.

“And what do you think I want?”

“I think you want to fuck me.”

Damn. The air leaves my lungs for a second. No one’s ever talked to me like that in a first conversation. No one.

“Am I wrong?” she asks, leaning in a little more.

“You’re not wrong.”

“Good. Then stop beating around the bush.”

I rest my hand on her knee, slowly, testing. She doesn't pull away. Quite the opposite: she opens her legs slightly, just enough for my fingers to slip along the inside of her thigh, under the dress.

I lean toward her mouth and kiss her cautiously. She slips me her tongue. For the first time in months I feel that sweet invasion, and I remember the pleasure of that warm, soft wetness in my mouth. I've always believed few things are as sensual as a deep kiss.

“Should we go?”

She nods without taking her eyes off me.

“Do you live far?” Miranda asks, stopping on the sidewalk just as we step out of the bar.

“I'm afraid so. I live near the Valley of the Fallen. In the mountains.”

“Wow. That's quite a haul…” she says, letting out an incredulous laugh. “I don't have my car here. I left it at home.”

“I don't think that's a problem. I can bring you back later or… you can stay the night.”

She tilts her head, evaluating me with those dark eyes that are already starting to seem dangerous.

“I don't have any clothes.”

“We'll find something from my ex. She didn't take everything.”

“I don't know. I hadn't planned on anything like this…”

I smile, because I can tell it's not a flat-out no. It's a “convince me,” and I'm not going to let the opportunity slip away.

“I have a pool.”

“That changes things,” she responds instantly, and her smile turns mischievous, as if I'd just given her the winning argument.

We stand looking at each other for a second in silence. The noise of the street, the cars passing, people laughing on nearby patios, seems distant. It's just her and me, and the prospect of what could happen if she says yes.

“Won't it be cold?” she asks, crossing her arms under her chest. The gesture makes the dress tighten right where I'm most interested in looking. You can tell she has an incredible body.

“No. It gets sun all day. And it's hot today. It's amazing—lit up, with views of the pines... And no neighbors watching.”

“I see… You really know how to sell yourself.”

“I'm not selling myself. Just telling the truth.”

She bites her lower lip for a moment, thinking. Then she pulls her phone out of the tiny purse she's carrying and checks the time.

“It's twelve ten. If I go get my car, it'll take at least an hour.”

“Then let's take mine. I can bring you back later, or tomorrow morning.”

“You're persuasive and persistent. I like that, in the right doses.”

“Only when I really want something.”

“Flattering.”

“It's the truth.”

She takes a step closer.

“Okay. But with conditions.”

“Tell me.”

“No weird promises tomorrow. No ‘let's see each other again.’ If it happens, it happens, but I don't want commitments. If we fuck, we fuck. If not, we don't. And if it doesn't work out, you bring me back, even if it's three in the morning.”

“Deal.”

“And I want to see that pool before I decide whether I'm taking my clothes off or not.”

“Perfect. I think you will.”

The walk to the underground parking garage feels long, though it's quick. In the elevator, just the two of us, the space suddenly feels small. She leans against the mirrored wall, staring at me.

“You know… I'm up for anything,” she says without beating around the bush, her voice low and a bit husky. “I don't have many limits. And the idea of the pool especially turns me on.”

I raise an eyebrow, interested.

“Oh yeah? Why?”

She bites her lower lip for a second and then smiles mischievously.

“Because I imagine the cold water on hot skin, the contrast… fucking in the water, against the edge, floating while you slide into me… or you eating my pussy while I'm sitting on the edge with my legs spread. The idea that someone could see us from far away really gets me going, even though there's actually no one there. Controlled risk, without being truly dangerous—that really turns me on.”

“Exhibitionist?”

“Not too much. But controlled risk gets me going.”

We get in the car, and she puts her hand on my crotch. I'm rock hard, and she smiles knowingly.

“I see you like the idea… I also like doing it outdoors. I'm pretty open. If there's something specific you want, tell me. I don't scare easily.”

The air inside the car has grown thick. I feel my cock hardening just listening to her.

“What are you thinking about right now?” I ask, staring at her.

Miranda lets out a soft laugh and runs her tongue over her lower lip.

“Right now I'm thinking about slipping off my panties as soon as we get inside, getting in the pool naked, and letting you fuck me however you want. Or maybe you eat me out first. After that… we'll see. I want to try things with you. See how far we go tonight.”

She moves closer and puts her hand on my thigh, slowly sliding up toward my crotch. Her fingers brush the obvious bulge under my pants.

“I'm also thinking you seem like the type who fucks well once you let loose,” she adds in a lower voice. “And I really want to find out.”

I go quiet for a second, turned on and a little caught off guard by her boldness.

“And you?” she asks, pressing gently with her palm. “What are you thinking about right now?”

I smile, take her hand and press it against my hard cock.

“I'm thinking tonight's going to be very long… and that the pool is only the beginning.”

Miranda smiles, satisfied, and leans in until her lips brush mine.

Halfway there, on a long, dark stretch of road, she turns toward me a little.

“Did your ex live with you out there, or is it a divorced guy's bachelor pad?”

“Yeah, we used to summer in the mountains. Until she decided she'd rather fuck someone else. And the worst part is how long it took me to realize what was happening behind my back. I kept the house and she got the apartment in Madrid.”

And that was the truth—I had to admit it. I couldn't help wondering if what I'd felt for Cristina had been blind love all along. During the years I was married to her, I never had the slightest doubt about where she was, except at the very end of the relationship. I'd never been tempted to call one of her friends' houses to check if she was really there. I'd rarely called her at work, and only on a handful of occasions had I questioned her behavior—until what happened with Ricardo and his girlfriend, which was really the first time I had any real suspicions. I'd even thought, before all that, that she'd never given me any reason to distrust her. I couldn't remember ever questioning whether she was being unfaithful—until everything blew up in my face.

Miranda gets out of the car first. She stands looking at the chalet's facade for a moment.

“Damn. You weren't exaggerating about the house. It's beautiful.”

“Come on.”

I guide her along the stone path to the back. The pool is normally lit by blue underwater spotlights, which I hadn't left on. With the lights off, the water looks black and bottomless. I flip on the spotlights, and Miranda glances at me in surprise when she sees the effect.

She walks to the edge, crouches down, and dips her hand in the water.

“It's warm,” she says, looking at me over her shoulder. “Getting in with me?”

“I thought you'd want to see the house first.”

“The house can wait. The pool can't.”

She turns around, looks at me intently, and without any preamble, unzips the back of her dress. The shiny fabric falls to the ground with a soft crackle. Underneath she's wearing only a black thong. She has firm, full breasts with a natural hang to them, dark nipples already stiff from the cool night air. Tan skin with soft curves. I notice her flat stomach with a small appendectomy scar that makes her feel real.

She slides the thong down slowly, arching her back so I can see how the fabric peels away from her completely shaved pussy. She stands completely naked in front of me, wearing nothing but her heels. Her body is pure temptation for someone who's gone as long as I have without being with a woman.

She takes off her heels slowly and walks naked to the pool. She puts one foot in, then the other, and gradually sinks in. The water covers her ankles, her calves, her thighs. When it reaches her waist, she takes one last step and is submerged up to her shoulders. She looks at me with a seductive expression.

She dives into the water slowly, without splashing. When she surfaces, her hair is plastered to her face, and her breasts float on the surface.

“You coming or what? The water's perfect… and so am I.”

I strip in seconds. My cock is rock hard, pointing straight at her. I get in the water and reach her. I grab her by the waist and pull her against me. Our bodies collide. The feel of her cool skin against mine is incredible. I kiss her hard, sliding my tongue in while my hands move down to her ass and squeeze.

“We haven't talked about condoms,” she says, her lips an inch from mine.

“There are some in the bedroom. If you want, we can go up now.”

“Or we stay here,” she whispers, biting my lower lip. “I like the risk.”

Miranda moans into my mouth and wraps her arms around my neck. I feel her breasts pressed against my chest. I slide a hand between her legs and touch her. She's soaked, much more than from the pool water. My fingers slip between her swollen lips and find her hard clit.

“Fuck…”

“I've been like this since the bar,” she responds, panting. “Touch me.”

I thrust two fingers in suddenly. She's tight and hot. I move them inside her while my thumb rubs her clit. Miranda throws her head back and moans loudly, without shame. Her hips move against my hand, fucking herself on my fingers.

“I want your mouth down there,” she demands suddenly. “Eat my pussy. Yeah?”

I lift her out of the water and sit her on the edge, with her legs spread wide. I kneel on the submerged step and bring my face to her pussy. I lick it slowly at first, savoring her sweet, thick juices. Then I get more aggressive: I suck her clit hard, slide my tongue inside her, fuck her with my mouth while my hands spread her thighs wider. Miranda tangles her fingers in my hair and pulls me in shamelessly.

“Yes… eat my pussy… you do it so well…”

I make her come in less than two minutes. Her body tenses, her thighs tremble around my head, and she lets out a long cry as her pussy contracts against my tongue. A warm stream wets my chin and makes me lose control.

I hold her by the hips, lower her back into the water, and turn her around. I position her against the edge, with her ass toward me. My cock brushes her entrance from behind.

“Yes… put it in me. I want to feel you deep inside.”

I thrust in all at once, burying myself to the hilt. We both moan loudly. I start fucking her with deep strokes. Water splashes violently with each slam of my hips against her ass. Her breasts bounce against the pool edge. I grab her wet hair with one hand and pull while I thrust harder.

“Harder…” she moans. “Fuck me hard.”

I’m not used to being talked to like that, and it turns me on like crazy. I give her a hard slap on one cheek. The sharp sound echoes in the night. She screams with pleasure and pushes back, begging for more. I give her another, and another. Her ass turns red. I keep fucking her mercilessly, feeling her pussy squeeze me tighter and tighter.

“I want to come again,” she pants. “Touch my clit.”

I reach around and rub her clit hard while I keep thrusting nonstop. Miranda’s whole body tenses, her pussy clenches tight around my cock, and she comes trembling from head to toe.

After going so long without fucking, I can’t hold back anymore. I explode inside her with a hoarse grunt, coming hard, filling her with a thick, heavy load—months of abstinence finally released.

We stay joined, panting. I hold her from behind, kissing her wet neck. My cock still throbs inside her.

Miranda turns her head and kisses me on the mouth, still breathless.

“Fuck… this was exactly what I needed tonight,” she whispers.

I smile against her lips and press my still half-hard cock deeper inside her cum-filled pussy.

We climb the stairs to the master bedroom, still wet from the pool. Miranda walks ahead of me, completely naked, her ass red from my slaps and a trickle of my cum mixing with the water running down her thighs.

As soon as we enter the room, she lies back on the bed, spreads her legs shamelessly, and looks at me with gleaming eyes.

“Come here,” she says, her voice husky. “My pussy is full of your cum. Clean it for me.”

I kneel between her legs. Her pussy is swollen, red, and glistening. A thick white stream of cum slowly leaks out of her. I lean in and run my tongue from bottom to top, collecting my own cum mixed with her juices. It tastes strong, salty, a bit bitter. Miranda moans and puts her hand on my head, pushing me against her.

“That’s it… eat it all. I want you to clean me up good and then let me taste it.”

I suck and lick eagerly, pushing my tongue inside her pussy to get more cum out. I’ve never done anything like this, but I’m so turned on I do it without hesitation. When my mouth is full, I move up her body and hover over her. Miranda opens her mouth, sticking out her tongue.

“Give it to me,” she whispers. “Fill my mouth with your cum.”

I open my lips and let the cum mixed with her wetness drip directly into her mouth. She takes it eagerly, moaning as she tastes it. She swallows some and looks at me with glistening lips.

“I love the taste of cum…” she says, licking her lips. “It’s thick and warm. I want more.”

I’ve never fucked like this. She’s so explicit I can’t believe some of the things she says. Alfredo definitely didn’t exaggerate. He actually undersold it.

I go down again and do it all over: lick her pussy, collect what’s left of my load, and let it drip into her mouth. Miranda swallows it all, looking me in the eyes with pure lust.

When I finish cleaning her, she turns over and gets on all fours on the bed, offering me her ass.

“Now I want you to fuck my ass,” she says bluntly. “I want to feel you there.”

I put on a condom, then grab the lube from the nightstand and squeeze a generous amount onto my cock and her asshole. I work it in with my fingers, opening her up slowly. Miranda pushes back, impatient.

“Don’t be gentle. Put it in me now.”

I position the head against her tight asshole and push. It goes in slowly at first, but she pushes back hard and suddenly I’m almost all the way inside. Miranda lets out a guttural moan.

“Fuck… you’re so big… Fuck me.”

I start moving. First with controlled thrusts, but she doesn’t want control. She moves like crazy against me, fucking my cock with her ass.

“Harder,” she screams. “I want you to wreck my ass.”

I speed up. I grab her hips and thrust harder, burying myself to the hilt each time. The sound of my pelvis slamming against her ass is brutal. Miranda screams with pleasure, pushing back.

The fuck turns savage. I’m giving her everything I’ve got, mercilessly. Suddenly I feel something warm and liquid. I look down and see the condom stained with blood mixing with the lube.

I stop dead.

“Fuck… you’re bleeding.”

Miranda turns her head, panting, her face flushed.

“Don’t stop,” she says, almost angry. “Keep going.”

“But you’re bleeding…” I insist, worried.

She pushes her ass back, taking my cock inside again.

“I said don’t stop. I want you to fuck my ass until you come inside.”

I hesitate for a second, but her insistence wins out. I resume thrusting, though more carefully now. Miranda keeps moving like crazy, moaning and begging for more.

After a few minutes, I can't hold back any longer. I thrust my cock all the way in and come hard inside her ass. She trembles and comes too, squeezing my cock with her ass as she screams.

When I pull out, I see the condom is pretty stained. I remove it carefully and toss it in the bathroom trash.

I lie down beside her, still breathing hard.

“I'm sorry…” I say, stroking her back. “I didn't want to hurt you.”

Miranda turns toward me with a satisfied smile despite her exhaustion.

“Don't apologize. I liked it. Sometimes I like when it hurts a little. Just… next time use more lube, okay?”

Miranda has her head resting on my chest and I'm slowly stroking her back. Neither of us says anything for a long minute.

Finally, she lifts her face and looks at me with those dark eyes still bright with pleasure.

“Did all that intensity scare you?” she asks softly, almost worried.

I think about my answer for a second before speaking.

“No… it didn't scare me,” I say honestly. “But I'm not used to sex that rough. Or that kind of language. But… I loved it. Really. It was intense, raw, and it turned me on so much.”

Miranda smiles with relief and gives me a soft kiss on the chest.

“I'm glad. Because I really liked it too.”

She's quiet for a moment, as if deciding whether to tell me something more. Finally she sighs and continues:

“All my life I was the perfect wife, you know? With my ex, we always fucked with the lights off. Totally vanilla sex: missionary almost always, the occasional quick blowjob when he was in the mood, and not much else. He never asked for anything different. I didn't dare ask either. It was… proper. Polite. Boring.”

She pauses and her voice hardens slightly.

“And what good did that do me? None. One day he came home and told me he was leaving for a coworker. That he'd been seeing her for months. And the worst part is he accused me of being frigid. Said I never knew how to satisfy him, that fucking me was like fucking a piece of furniture. What an asshole.”

Her laugh comes out bitter.

“I only did what he asked me to. I never complained, never denied him anything, and if I ever got especially horny and said something dirty to him, he'd throw a fit. So I stopped doing it so he wouldn't get mad. And in the end he left me because, according to him, I wasn't enough of a woman. That's why, after the divorce, I decided to be as active as I damn well pleased. Try everything I wanted. Be a slut when I felt like it. Say the dirty things that turn me on. Fuck without shame. Does that bother you?”

I look into her eyes and shake my head.

“Not at all. It surprised me, yeah. It's unusual. But it doesn't bother me. Quite the opposite… it turned me on a lot.”

Miranda holds my gaze, her eyes intense.

“Thanks for saying that. Most guys either get scared or get too aggressive when I give them permission. You found the perfect balance. Strong, but respectful.”

We stay silent for a while longer. She traces circles with her finger on my chest. Then she sighs and sits up a little.

“Hey… would you mind taking me home?”

The question catches me by surprise.

“Now? Don't you want to stay the night?”

Miranda shakes her head gently.

“I don't want to be a bother, really. It was really sweet of you to bring me all the way here and everything's been great. But… I don't like waking up in an unfamiliar bed. It gives me anxiety. I'd rather sleep in my own bed. Do you understand?”

I nod. I understand perfectly, even though I really don't feel like getting up.

“Of course. No problem.”

I get up and start getting dressed. She does the same, but first goes into the bathroom for a moment. When she comes out, she's wearing the dress again, though without panties. Her still-damp hair falls over her shoulders.

“Can you get me some water? I'm parched…”

I pour her a glass of water while she sits on a stool. The silence now is different, almost intimate.

“It's been an incredible night,” she says suddenly. “Really. I didn't expect it to be this good.”

“Me neither,” I respond with a smile. “I thought we'd end up having a drink and talking… and look at us.”

Miranda laughs.

“Well yeah. Sometimes things turn out better than planned, though I knew we'd end up fucking.”

She finishes the water and sets the glass on the counter.

She comes closer and gives me a slow, soft kiss, very different from the wild kisses before. We leave the house. The night in the mountains is cool and smells like pine. For the first few minutes of the drive, we barely talk. Miranda looks out the window, thoughtful.

“Can I ask you something?” I say after a while.

“Sure.”

“Why don't you like sleeping at other people's places?”

She sighs and shrugs.

“After the divorce I spent a lot of nights alone in my bed, crying like an idiot. When I started going out and fucking other guys, I discovered that waking up in a bed that isn't mine makes me feel… I don't know, like some whore who fucks in a different bed every night. I'd rather go back to my own space, shower in my bathroom, get into my bed and process it all. Does that sound weird?”

“It doesn’t sound weird,” I reply. “It sounds honest.”

Miranda smiles and places her hand over mine on the gear shift.

The rest of the drive passes in silence. When we arrive at her building, in a quiet Madrid neighborhood, I turn off the engine. She turns toward me.

“Thanks for bringing me home. And thanks for tonight. You were great. I’ll tell Alfredo. Really.”

“Thank you,” I say. “It was… intense. In the best way.”

Miranda leans in and gives me one last kiss, long and affectionate.

“If you feel like doing this again sometime… no strings attached, no expectations… let me know. I really enjoyed fucking you.”

“I’ll let you know,” I reply.

She opens the car door and gets out. Before closing it, she leans in one last time.

“Sometimes sex is just sex… and it’s okay for it to be that way.”

She closes the door and walks toward her building. I watch her go in, elegant even after everything we’ve done. When she disappears, I stay in the car a few seconds longer.


	Girls' Night.



It's finally Friday. I've been dying to see them again. We're meeting at my place at nine. After that, they've promised me one of those plans you just can't say no to. I'm nervous and excited.

I turned down Almudena's invitation to a party at Xtrem, but I'm just not feeling up to it. I think I need to slow down, and the invite sounded as tempting as it was dangerous. I sensed some disappointment in her voice, and maybe I made a mistake turning her down, but I'm in the mood for something low-key, something more normal with the girls.

I'm exhausted. I spent the whole day in front of the computer preparing a report for Adela, and my eyes are paying the price. It's seven o'clock. I use the time to shower and tidy up the house.

The intercom buzzes. I open the door and there they are. Jana with her hair pulled back, jeans and a sweatshirt. María looks similar—sneakers, Levi's, and a jacket. And me, in my ratty house sweatshirt.

“Girl, I've been dying to see you since the other day!” María hugs me tight.

“You look gorgeous. Feeling better?” Jana asks.

“I'm good. How about you two?”

They both nod without hesitation. I grab three glasses of wine and we chat about Jana's work, her disappointment with one of the guys she'd met up with for drinks, and her endless search for work-life balance. She speaks in a calm, controlled way, caressing each word with her lips, but inside she's rebelling against herself.

“Sorry, girls. Looks like it's my turn to share my drama today. More wine?” she says, cutting herself off.

We keep drinking, talking, and enjoying the night slipping in through the window.

María goes into the bathroom to change. Meanwhile, Jana and I finish the bottle of wine. María takes a while, but when she comes out, she looks like a different woman.

“I don't know if I went overboard.”

“Holy shit!” is all I can think to say.

“Right? That neckline,” Jana comments.

“You look spectacular.”

“Don't I look too slutty in this?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Oh, I don't know. It's been years since I wore something this daring.”

“I think you look gorgeous. You're smoking hot.”

“And my hair?”

“Perfect.”

She's wearing her hair down, a black dress that hits just above the knees. It's tight, with a plunging neckline that shows off the full breasts of a woman in her prime. I can't stop looking at her. Her lips are painted red. Her pale skin glows against the black of the dress. I still don't know what they've got planned, but I feel like we're kids again, getting ready to go out and flirt with the boys from school.

“I love how you're looking at me.”

“Why?” I ask her.

“You make me feel sexy. I can't remember the last time I dressed like this. I'm going to get drunk before we go out, girls. I think I need to so I don't die of embarrassment,” she says, laughing.

“Now it's my turn,” Jana says. “Though this slut has set the bar pretty high.”

When she appears twenty minutes later, Jana is wearing a black dress with red and yellow flowers, cut low to show off a fantastic cleavage—her breasts look high and firm. It's also a bit short in the front, leaving her strong legs completely exposed.

“We're going to tear up the city,” Jana says. “Now it's your turn, Cris. What are you going to surprise us with?”

I go into my bedroom and open the closet. I hesitate for a while, but finally decide on a red satin dress that hugs my body with a perfection that defies logic for a thirty-five-year-old. The thin straps leave my shoulders bare, and the plunging neckline frames my breasts in a way that will make it hard for anyone to look away. My long, tanned legs gleam with lotion. I slip on red strappy sandals with sky-high heels that make the final effect truly promising.

“Holy fuck…!” Jana says when she sees me.

María stares at me open-mouthed.

“Holy shit!” she exclaims, her eyes traveling up and down.

We head out. I feel great being openly checked out by all the guys we pass. After all the wine we drank at home, I'm already feeling good. At the first pub we walk into, Natalia is waiting for us. She's also dressed for the occasion, in a super short silver number with a plunging neckline. We order shots and down them in one gulp. I feel the music taking hold of me, inviting me to dance.

We hit the dance floor and let ourselves go. It's obvious we look really good, and all eyes are on us. Well, I don't know if all of them, but definitely a lot. We look incredible. I've already said I love the feeling of being admired, or desired. It's addictive.

The pub is getting more and more crowded. Jana guides us to the bar. Another shot? My body loosens up. I feel sweat running down the valley between my breasts.

“Can we sit down for a bit?” I plead, exhausted and totally overheated.

We sit at a table away from the speakers that make the floor and walls shake. It’s not exactly a place for talking, but you can manage.

“It’s been forever since I’ve had this much fun,” says María, red as a tomato.

“There are a ton of hot guys here, right?” Jana sounds almost surprised. “If we don’t get laid tonight, we should just kill ourselves.”

I throw a napkin at her, which she dodges expertly.

“What do you want me to say? I don’t see myself out there, Jana. I’m just not feeling it,” Natalia responds.

“Give me a break. I’ve spent a year listening to you complain about being alone, that the dating pool is shit, that you’re sick of narcissistic, obsessive, arrogant men and a thousand other things. For once you could tell me about a hookup, you know?” Jana says, dead serious.

“Well, unless I roll around in a mud puddle like a pig...”

I let out an exaggerated, sarcastic laugh, but Natalia’s expression is pure comedy.

“I’ve told you a thousand times, if you want, I can introduce you to some friends. I know plenty of guys looking to get some.”

“Yeah. No thanks. I’ve got enough problems without ending up with some insecure guy or one who just wants to get laid,” says María.

“María,” I say, looking her straight in the eye, “you’ve been married twice. I don’t want you to get married again. Just have a good fuck and enjoy yourself. I know guys who’d rock your world and make you see stars. And a woman who’s had two husbands probably has her own quirks too, right? Maybe you shouldn’t be so picky with the opposite sex.”

Jana raises her gin and tonic and shouts over the music:

“To us, still fuckable past thirty-five!”

We all clink glasses, laughing. María chokes a little on her drink and coughs.

“Speak for yourself, gorgeous. I’ve already got cellulite on my ass and stretch marks that look like a subway map.”

Natalia laughs and elbows her.

“Don’t exaggerate. I’ve seen you at the pool and you look great. Besides, guys nowadays don’t even notice that stuff. They only care if you’ve got tits.”

“Exactly,” I say, taking a long sip of my drink. “The other day I read that millennials don’t want perfect girlfriends anymore—they want authentic women. Translation: have a bit of a belly and know how to give good head.”

Jana bursts out laughing.

“Well, I’ve got a belly and I give amazing head. Where are these millennials?”

“You don’t have a belly, bitch. You look amazing for your age. Stop complaining. It pisses me off.”

María leans in closer, eyes shining.

“Speaking of cocks... do you remember the guy I met this summer? The one with the tattoo right above his dick that said ‘Shake before use’?”

We all burst out laughing.

“No fucking way!” Natalia exclaims. “Like that Hombres G album??”

“How tacky can you get, seriously,” María responds, wiping away tears of laughter. “The cock was average, but that tattoo... every time he put it in, I felt like I was fucking David Summers. Eventually I asked him to cover it with his hand because I couldn’t stop laughing and was going to end up biting it.”

The laughter is so loud that people next to us look over. Natalia almost falls off her stool.

“Fuck, girl, you’re cruel.”

“Not cruel, realistic,” she responds.

María wipes her tears and points at Natalia.

“Come on, show them the photo of your latest Tinder guy.”

Natalia gets a proud look on her face and pulls out her phone. She opens WhatsApp and shows us the photo. He’s a handsome guy, dark-haired, with three-day stubble.

“Look at that package,” she says, zooming in where his cock is clearly outlined under his gray pants.

Jana whistles.

“Holy shit, that’s not a cock, that’s a third leg.”

“Exactly,” Natalia says proudly. “I wrote him: ‘Is that a rolled-up sock or are you just happy to see me?’ And he sent back a nude. Girls... it’s big. Thick. And slightly curved upward. The kind that hits all the right spots and makes you see God.”

María’s eyes go wide.

“And have you met up yet?”

“Tomorrow night. I told him to bring XXL condoms, but I’ve been thinking about buying them myself so that bitch at the pharmacy dies of envy.”

“So what’s the plan, besides ending up in bed?”

“Dinner, lots of laughs, and whatever happens.”

“Look at that one,” I say, and all heads turn toward the bar.

There's a guy at the bar who's smoking hot. A little skinny for my taste, but really handsome. He's got some interesting tattoos.

“Tattoos?” María asks, arching an eyebrow. “I don't recognize you. You've always been so posh…”

“Must be the dry spell. Though from the sound of it, you've got a pretty good thing going with that Fernando guy and his parties. You could invite us to one sometime. They must be... intense.”

For a second I think I could do it, but Fernando and Almudena's parties would probably be too much for them. I'd rather not get them involved in that scene.

“By the way,” Jana says, picking up her phone from the table, “check out the guy who slid into my DMs.”

She shows us a photo she received this morning—a man around our age, about forty, with carefully styled dark hair and a few days' worth of stubble.

“Damn! Who's that? He's hot as hell.”

“Right?”

“Yeah, but that mesh shirt…” she adds with a disgusted look.

I look closer and start laughing.

“Forget it! I don't like him anymore!” Jana blurts out, closing the app.

“Don't be so dramatic. Besides, I don't think he's gonna keep the damn shirt on when he's naked.”

This time we both burst out laughing and take a sip of our drinks.

“Damn, girls, I need to work out. I'm wiped from dancing,” Natalia exclaims, panting.

“I'd tell you to join me for zumba, but you always say no.”

“No thanks. If I want to see sweaty tits and asses, I'd rather stay home watching TV.”

“Then join the gym where Jana goes. She says it's full of buff guys.”

“No way. The most I do is go running. Besides, half the buff guys are gay. It's a proven fact.”

“Do you work out, Cris?”

Natalia interrupts me before I can answer.

“All that's left are bitter divorcés, gays, married guys, and kids. In other words, nothing worth going after.”

Then María gets serious, like she always does when she's about to say something in psychologist mode.

“You know what your problem is? Deep down, you're still in love with Quique. Seriously, Cris. You were married your entire adult life. You were a stable couple, and even though you screwed it all up, I think you still believe you can get him back.”

Now she's really hit the nail on the head. I never talk about it with anyone, but it's true—I've always thought there's a small chance.

“Girl! Who's this?” Natalia exclaims, staring at Jana's phone.

“Some guy who seemed interested in my DMs.”

“And?”

“And nothing, because he hasn't shown up again. Thing is, he even sent me a photo. What do you think?”

“Well, at first glance… He's handsome. Looks hot.”

“Everyone's hot on Tinder. The problem is when you see them in person, things usually change.”

“No, excuse me. Tinder has all types. The ugly ones know they're ugly and don't slide into DMs, much less send photos.”

“She's got a point,” I think, watching her sip from a straw.

“You think he wants something?”

“Girl. You're so dumb! It's obvious. This guy knows he's smoking hot and thought, 'I'll send her a killer photo and have her hooked.'”

“But he hasn't answered my message,” Jana says, confused.

“Because he doesn't want to seem desperate. Or maybe he's trying to figure out if you're interested.”

“Or maybe he doesn't think you're that hot,” María jumps in without missing a beat. I look at her, and she sticks her tongue out at me.

I've gone quiet. I'm still mulling over what she just said about me still being in love with Quique. Why does everything have to be so complicated? I wish I could wipe it all clean like reformatting a hard drive, but I know it's impossible.

The girls keep talking, but I barely pay attention. I pretend to listen, but my mind is miles away.

“Well, there you have it. So? Do you like him?”

“He's gorgeous, but I'm not ready.”

“Ready? For what, if I may ask? To have a drink with him, to go out to dinner, or to sleep with him?”

“None of the above.”

María takes a deep breath before continuing.

“Listen to me, Jana. These are the best kind. They don't want anything serious—just the opposite, they want to have fun. They know everything there is to know in bed, which, trust me, is a lot more than you know.”

“And how do you know what I know?”

“Don't go there. I've been where you are. And you have no fucking clue how good a time you can have with one of these guys. He's a player. Can't you see it?”

Natalia's eyes look ready to pop out of her head, and her dirty smile gives away exactly what she's thinking.

“All I see is a couple photos of a hot guy. I'd fuck him.”

María covers her face, dying laughing.

“How romantic, Jesus.”

I laugh along with them, but inside I feel a pang. It's been a while since I've had normal sex. Mine has been dark, intense, painful. But tonight I don't want to think about that.

We drink. The music gets louder. Jana pulls me toward the dance floor.

I go to the bathroom. When I come back, I see Jana and Natalia talking to some pretty hot guys who freeze when they see me, staring at my cleavage. I walk over, smile, and try to listen, but the music's so loud I can't follow the conversation.

The guys smile. They're handsome. I don't know if it's the booze, or just going out like a normal person, away from the intensity that usually comes with my weekend outings. Or maybe both.

We drink a couple more rounds. The girls dance completely uninhibited. I stumble, fully aware of how wasted I am. I see María letting one of the guys feel her up. I think his name is Andrés. Jana dances with the other one, a guy who can't be thirty yet, with dark eyes and dark hair. She runs her hand over his ass without any subtlety. I find myself alone, but I don't want to ruin the girls' night. It took me enough effort to organize this—I'm not about to kill their vibe when they're clearly having such a good time.

I order another shot. I must've had ten by now, and I'm fully aware I'm drunk. I see María leaning against the wall with her guy. Her hair is a mess. Her eyes, half-closed. She gestures for me to come with her. Says she wants to go to the bathroom. I don't feel like it, but I know she wants to talk.

Basically she tells me she wants to take him home, and apologizes in a voice thick with alcohol. I crack up. After a while Jana appears. She says her guy's name is Lorenzo, or something like that... and that she wants to fuck him too.

Well, isn't this just great... My friends are hooking up with a couple of guys they're going to leave with, and I haven't had the same luck. Looks like I'm going to have to go home alone. I check my watch. It's two fifteen. I could show up at Xtrem, but I really don't feel like it.

Jana and María apologize a thousand times, making excuses and promises about the next time we get together. Natalia disappeared a while ago. None of us has seen her since she latched onto the tattooed guy at the bar. We laugh. They apologize again, and we kiss. The scene must look like something out of Dante. Three drunk women crammed into a tiny bathroom, kissing and making promises we won't remember tomorrow.

Jana and María ask me if I'm going home.

“I won't stay much longer, even though I don't feel like leaving.”

I practically have to shove them out the door, so when I leave, I pull myself together as best I can. I don't feel like going to the club at all, but it pisses me off to have gotten all dressed up for nothing. For a moment I look around. I see candidates everywhere.

I order a gin and tonic. Tomorrow's headache is going to be one for the record books. I rest my arm on the bar and look around. The place is pretty packed. I make eye contact with a couple of guys. They hold my gaze. If I wanted to, I'd have someone to fuck.

They approach with a pretty cocky smile, but they're hot. Their hair is slicked back with gel. It looks really good on them. One is blond, clean-shaven, while his friend is dark-haired with a trimmed beard. They're wearing chinos and dress shirts. Two preppies through and through.

“Hey there, gorgeous?” the blond says to me.

“Pretty good. You?”

“You look beautiful. I love that dress.”

We laugh in this pretty stupid way, though in my case, it's because of how drunk I am.

“I'm Rubén, and this is Pablo. We noticed your friends left you alone.”

“I know.”

“I don't know what happened, gorgeous, but you shouldn't be alone.”

“What happened is pretty simple. They hooked up, and I didn't.”

“What's your name?”

“Pardon?”

“What's your name!” he repeats.

“Oh, right. I'm Cristina. Sorry, I'm a little drunk,” I say, exaggerating my gestures.

He leans in and kisses me on the cheek. He smells really good. I know that if I don't leave right now, I'll end up tangled up with them. The switch is about to flip, and I don't want to end the night in bed with two strangers. After excusing myself as best I can, I call a taxi and head home under their disappointed eyes.

I get into bed sunk in a suicidal depression, convinced I need to fix my life. It's clear there's no way to fix it without cutting out the animal instincts that drive me to surrender to those uncontrolled sexual practices, so I need to face that situation immediately. But how? I think about Quique, about his kisses, about his arms around my waist when we got into bed. I hug myself, trying to recreate the feeling, but I don't even come close.

I can't sleep. I force myself to take a shower, toss my dirty clothes in a pile. I have a terrible headache that not even two ibuprofen can touch. When I look at myself in the mirror, I get a shock. My skin is pale as milk, my lips bloodless, the wrinkles around my eyes cut deeper than usual, and the fear I see in my face—a fear of being left alone, of sinking further into the dark depths of my vices—is so obvious that anyone who saw me would notice.


	Slave to Beauty.



The phone rings early, when I’m still half drunk after a pretty wild night. The headache is killing me, and I grab it to stop the ringing. I can barely mumble a coherent response.

“Cristina, darling?”

I recognize her voice instantly, though there’s something different about it—something thinner, more fragile. As if she’s been weakened.

“Almudena…” I say, feeling slightly dizzy.

There’s a brief, uncomfortable silence. Not the silence of someone who doesn’t know what to say, but of someone weighing how much to reveal.

“Hello, dear. I’m at a clinic,” she finally says. “I’ve been here for three weeks.”

I try to gather my thoughts. What is she talking about? I had no idea. I haven’t heard from them in a while, but I didn’t know she was sick.

“Three weeks? And you hadn’t told me anything? What’s wrong?”

She laughs, but it’s hollow.

“Well… You know… Fernando always wants everything around him to be… perfect. I’d gained a few pounds, and I decided to do a weight loss program at the cosmetic clinic.”

I close my eyes for a second and a random party comes to mind—bodies brushing past each other without really looking, laughter tinged with something that isn’t quite joy. Almudena stood out even there, among people who were trying to stand out. Not because she was young or daring, but for that almost artificial perfection, like a meticulously maintained doll. I don’t remember her having extra pounds, though knowing how much of a perfectionist Fernando is, who knows what he told her.

“What happened to you?” I ask, though I think I know the answer.

“It’s nothing serious,” she says quickly. “But after losing so much weight, I need some touch-ups now.”

“What kind of touch-ups?” I know it’s not the first time she’s gone under the knife to stay radiant.

Another pause. This one longer.

“They’re going to change my implants,” she finally says. “And they’re going to fix… the sagging.”

She says it like it’s a technical term, clean, clinical. But I imagine her skin, the softness she always had, the way she moved so carefully, as if every gesture were rehearsed. I can’t reconcile that image with the idea of something that needs correcting, but it’s obvious that for her husband, nothing is ever enough.

“Almudena, you don’t have to…” I begin.

“Yes, I do,” she cuts me off, with a firmness I hadn’t heard from her before. “It’s now or never. I’m almost sixty, and the years don’t pass without leaving their mark. I needed to improve some things.”

The silence returns. This time she doesn’t break it right away.

“Fernando had to leave,” she adds after a few seconds. “A serious problem with a client overseas that he couldn’t put off. He left last night and won’t be back until everything’s resolved, and he doesn’t know how long that’ll take.”

I don’t know why, but that makes me angrier than everything else.

“And he leaves you alone at a time like this?”

“I’m not alone,” she responds, almost in a whisper. “But…” she stops again. “Cristina, I wanted to ask you a favor.”

I grip the phone tighter.

“Of course.”

“The operation is this afternoon. When I wake up from the anesthesia…” her voice breaks slightly. “I’d like to see a familiar face. Ágata is away too, and won’t make it in time. She changed her flight, but she won’t be back until tomorrow. That’s why I’m reaching out to you. If you have plans, it’s okay…”

I stay silent. Not because I don’t want to answer, but because something inside me resists accepting what that phrase implies. A familiar face.

“She won’t be there either?” I ask, though I already know the answer.

“No. She won’t make it in time.”

There’s something in her tone that isn’t reproach, but isn’t resignation either. It’s something else. Something deeper. Sadness.

“I’m coming. I need a few minutes to shower, but I’ll leave in half an hour,” I say, before my head starts making excuses. “Tell me where you are.”

She gives me the name of the clinic, one of those private, discreet ones that don’t appear in ads but everyone knows about. I write down the address.

“Thank you,” she says, and for the first time in the entire conversation, she sounds genuinely relieved. “You don’t know what this means to me.”

When I walk in, Almudena is sitting on the bed in an open robe, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Without makeup and without her designer clothes, she looks more human, and her age shows. She’s still beautiful, but it’s clear that to really shine, she needs those trappings. It’s the most exposed I’ve ever seen her, but it has nothing to do with her body—which I know intimately—and everything to do with a certain insecurity.

“You came,” she says, and smiles.

“Of course.”

I walk over and kiss her on the cheek. Her skin is cold.

“How are you?”

“Calm,” she responds too quickly. “They’ll be here soon to explain everything. Stay and listen. Someday you’ll probably have to get something done too. It’s the slavery we have to endure to stay beautiful longer.”

As if her words had conjured him, there's a knock at the door. A man in his fifties enters, impeccable, wearing a white coat and carrying a folder. Behind him, a nurse.

“Good morning, Almudena,” he says in a calm, practiced voice. “Ready?”

She nods and looks at me.

“This is Cristina, a friend. She'll stay until I wake up.”

The doctor gives me a brief smile.

“Pleased to meet you. I'm Dr. Antúnez.”

The doctor studies a chart tracking her weight, occasionally casting a scrutinizing glance at Almudena over the top of the paper.

“Fifteen pounds,” he says, satisfied. “We did it, Almudena.” The doctor returns to his desk, settling into his leather chair across from her, relaxed. “How are you feeling?”

“I don't like how I look,” she replies.

“Is something wrong?” he asks.

“Despite all the exercises, my breasts keep getting saggier and my butt is starting to droop. And with my face being thinner, my jowls are just hanging there. I look horrible.”

“It's fifteen pounds,” he says. “Your body is still adjusting. I warned you that at a certain age, the skin doesn't maintain the same elasticity and struggles to adapt, but that's why we're here. Don't worry, you'll look perfect.”

The doctor opens the folder and takes out some documents.

“All right, Almudena. Let's do a complete review to make sure you're informed and comfortable with everything we're going to do, okay?”

She nods again, more slowly this time.

“First, the breast implant replacement. We'll remove the current ones and place new ones. We've agreed to maintain a similar volume, but with a more modern implant and a more natural shape. It's all the rage with young women these days. The incision will be made through the inframammary fold, using the previous scar. Then,” he continues, “we'll perform a lift correction. It's important to adjust everything properly for a harmonious result. They'll look like those of a girl in her early twenties. I assure you.”

He pauses briefly, as if giving her space to ask questions, but Almudena says nothing.

He picks up the chart and studies it for a moment, then takes out a measuring tape.

“Remove your robe.”

Almudena removes her robe, lets it fall, and stands naked before all of us without a trace of shame. That's the Almudena I know. Uninhibited, proud of her body in an almost insolent way. I notice she has indeed lost weight, and her skin is somewhat more slack. It's lost the glow that had always defined her. He points to a small platform in a corner of the room, and she steps onto it. Quickly and impersonally, he begins taking her measurements, starting with her neck. Her chest below the arms, her breasts at nipple level, both arms, her waist, her hips at the pelvis, the fullest part of her buttocks, the upper and lower thighs, and finally her calves and ankles. After each measurement, he notes it on a tablet. Finally, he sets the measuring tape and chart on the table. Standing before her, he studies her with a critical eye. There's not the slightest desire or sexual attraction in his gaze, only professional assessment, as if Almudena's body were an architect's blueprint.

“Stretch your arms above your head as far as you can, palms together, and stand on tiptoe.”

Almudena silently does as he asks. The doctor slowly turns her around, stopping again in front of her. Despite her almost sensual nakedness—incongruous with where we are—the doctor remains absorbed, his face showing only professional judgment.

“Now put your arms at your sides and stand normally,” he says.

The doctor walks slowly around her again.

“With your permission, I'd like to check the muscle response.”

She nods silently.

His face impassive as ever, he places a hand under each armpit, positioning his thumbs at the top of her breasts. He slowly moves his thumbs, lifting and lowering her breasts.

I notice her nipples beginning to harden, and Almudena, realizing it, laughs nervously.

“Don't be embarrassed,” he says quickly. “It's a completely normal response.”

“I don't doubt it,” she says with a laugh. “But it's the most fun I've had since I got here.”

He laughs too, placing his open palm on her stomach. Almudena is completely bare below, but she shows no shame whatsoever.

“Try to tense the muscle as much as possible, pressing against my hand.” A few moments later, he says, “Very good. Now do the same with each buttock when I place my hands on them.”

The doctor moves behind her and places a hand on her buttock. Almudena tenses the muscle. Then I see the doctor's finger press firmly on the underside of her buttock and slowly lift it. Shortly after, he repeats the process with the other buttock. He finishes and returns to his desk, sitting down.

“As for the facial area,” he continues, “we're going to address the jowls. Here we'll combine two techniques: liposuction, then a cervicoplasty.”

I notice Almudena swallow hard. The doctor catches it and elaborates.

“The cervicoplasty involves tightening the neck muscles, especially the platysma, to better define the cervicomental angle,” he explains. “We'll also remove excess skin if necessary, which I'm afraid will be the case.”

The nurse nods slightly, as if seconding every word of the explanation.

“This will involve small incisions behind the ears and, in some cases, a minimal incision under the chin,” he adds. “The scars will be barely visible. No one will notice them.”

Almudena looks down for a moment, then looks up again.

“I want it to look… natural,” she says quietly.

The doctor nods confidently.

“That’s always the goal.”

He turns a page in the folder.

“Regarding the gluteal area, we’ll perform an augmentation and reshaping. In your case, we’ve opted for fat transfer.”

He looks at me for a second, as if gauging whether I understand, and continues.

“We’ll extract fat from other areas of the body through liposuction—mainly the abdomen and flanks—process it, and inject it into the buttocks to improve volume and shape. That way we kill two birds with one stone.”

“You won’t use implants?” Almudena asks.

“We don’t consider it necessary in your case,” he responds. “You have enough donor tissue, and the result with your own fat tends to be more natural, both to the touch and visually. Plus, we avoid the risks associated with implants in that area.”

She nods, though she doesn’t seem entirely convinced.

“Lastly,” the doctor says, “we’ll address the general skin laxity, which seems to be your biggest concern.”

He pauses for a moment, as if searching for the right words.

“We’re not talking about radical surgery, but rather a set of complementary procedures. Since we’ll be performing moderate liposuction on the abdomen and flanks, we’ll apply tightening techniques to achieve the firmness you want.”

“Tightening?” she repeats.

“Yes. It’s a process we do all the time. It’s nothing new or particularly risky, though all of this will be performed under general anesthesia,” he continues. “It’ll be a long procedure, given everything we need to address. The estimated duration is between five and six hours. Obviously, anesthesia has its risks, but no more than any other surgery.”

Five or six hours. It seems like an eternity to me, though everything they’re going to do to her scares me.

“Afterward you’ll go to recovery and, when you’re stable, to your room. It’s normal to feel pain, swelling, and some stiffness. We’ll give you pain medication and antibiotics. I don’t want to mislead you, Almudena. The recovery will be very painful. This is the most invasive surgery you’ve ever had.”

Almudena clenches her hands slightly.

“How long will it take me to recover?”

“The initial recovery is about two weeks,” he responds, “though the final result may take several months to fully show. You’ll have to wear compression garments, avoid exertion, and follow the scheduled check-ups.”

“I didn’t think it would be so long. Is something wrong?” she asked as soon as she was seated.

“Nothing’s wrong,” he said reassuringly. “We’re accomplishing everything we set out to do. It’s precisely at this point in the process that we need to examine some options available to you.”

“I don’t understand,” she said.

The doctor leaned back in his chair and spoke in a calm tone:

“What we’re aiming for is essentially a complete restructuring of your figure. Your body has developed certain characteristics, and we’re transforming it into something you’ll be happier with. Most of the success we’re pursuing depends on your body’s ability to adjust to the new demands we’re placing on it. We train certain muscles to work harder and balance with the others. Sometimes this isn’t achieved as quickly as we’d like; other times, it simply isn’t achieved—the muscles themselves aren’t capable of meeting the demands we place on them. Now we’re at the point where we have to decide how far we want to go.”

“Do you mean you can’t balance the weight loss with firm, wrinkle-free skin?” Almudena asks.

“I’m not saying that,” he corrects her. “I’m confident your muscles can do it, but it will take time. Before achieving the optimal results you want, the muscles need to develop over a long period, though we’re going to help with all the procedures I just explained,” he says, glancing again at his chart. “Right now you’ve lost almost one hundred percent of the proposed weight; your measurements vary in several parts of your anatomy between six and eleven percent less than when you arrived here. All of this is very good, and at this point I believe we shouldn’t try to go further with weight loss.”

“Will I have scars?” she interrupts him immediately.

“Very fine ones,” he says. “And they’ll be invisible unless someone looks for them. We work in the natural folds and creases of the body so they’re completely hidden.”

“If you agree with everything I’ve explained, I need you to sign the consent forms,” he says. “As soon as you do, we’ll proceed to prepare the operating room. Have you made a decision?”

Almudena nods slowly.

“Of course I have,” she says, looking at him, her voice firm. “I’ve made up my mind. We’ll do the surgery.”

“All right.”

The doctor hands her the documents.

“Here’s the informed consent. We already reviewed it in the consultation, but I need your signature to proceed.”

She takes the pen. Her hand trembles slightly, but enough for me to notice.

She signs with a quick, almost routine gesture.

The doctor gathers the papers.

“Perfect. They’ll come for you in a few minutes.”

He turns to me.

“She’ll be in good hands.”

I nod, though I’m not sure what that means exactly.

When they leave, the room falls silent.

Almudena takes a deep breath.

“That’s it,” she says.

I look at her. Now she does seem nervous.

“Are you scared?”

She considers the question.

“No,” she says after a few seconds. “I have… expectations for the outcome.”

I’m alone when they take her away. They prepare her in silence. I catch the fear in her eyes, though she doesn’t want me to see it. The door closes and I sit in the chair by the window overlooking the clinic’s gardens, crossing my legs, not quite sure what to do with my hands.

The silence here isn’t normal silence. It has no life. It’s designed silence, clean, controlled. Like everything else. Designed so women like Almudena can surrender to butchery like what they’re about to do to her, all to hold onto a few more years of a freshness they no longer possess.

And here, in the middle of this stillness, questions and doubts begin to grow.

Where is the limit?

Not the medical limit, not what can or can’t be done with a scalpel. That one seems to not exist, or at least to constantly evolve. Today it’s one thing, tomorrow another, and in a couple of years, today’s procedures will seem outdated. There will always be a new technique, a new touch-up, a new promise of perfection.

I mean the other limit. One that doesn’t appear on informed consent forms. One that no one signs.

The limit between taking care of yourself and submitting.

Between choosing and obeying.

Between wanting to like yourself and needing to be liked.

I close my eyes for a moment and see Almudena lying on that gurney, letting them do what they will. Her body like a project under constant revision, as if it were never finished, as if there were always something to adjust, to tighten, to replace.

Weight loss, implant replacement, double chin, buttocks, skin… What comes next? Eyelids, nose, bags, lips… The list strikes me as cruel and infinite.

The doctor’s list comes back to me, orderly, technical, impeccable. Each procedure justified, measured, reasonable on its own. But together… together they form something else. A map of corrections. A body that isn’t accepted at any point in its evolution.

Doesn’t Fernando worry about his wife’s safety? I think about Quique, how he never would have let me do something like this. But Fernando… he just wants a beautiful object to show off, a beauty to display with pride. For Fernando, his wife is a trophy to exhibit, like the Jaguar in his garage.

I stand up and walk slowly around the room. I run my hand over the perfectly smooth sheet. Everything here seems designed to erase any trace of imperfection. Even the passage of time.

But time doesn’t disappear. It’s only disguised. And that disguise… what does it cost?

I’m not talking about money. I’m talking about something else: identity, life. Almudena is taking a real risk. With a surgery like this, there are dangers. Anesthesia, infections… not to mention the pain she’ll have to endure.

I think about the Almudena from a little over a year ago, when I met her. She was already in that world, yes, but there was something more. Back then it was small touch-ups, skillfully crafted to create a striking beauty, but now, something tells me the result could turn out grotesque. We all have images in our heads of absolute disasters that have emerged from the most prestigious operating tables. I know that if that happened, Almudena couldn’t bear it.

Fernando. His name keeps surfacing in my mind like an uncomfortable refrain. I try to be fair. I try not to simplify. No one is forcing Almudena to have surgery, I tell myself. No one is dragging her to the operating room. She signs, she decides, she accepts.

But then I remember how she says it: “Fernando wants everything to be perfect.”

She doesn’t say it with fear. She doesn’t say it with anger. She says it as if it were pure logic. As if it were a fundamental part of their relationship’s invisible contract.

But if I’m sure of anything, if anything feels like an uncomfortable, almost cruel clarity, it’s that in the end, Fernando will leave her. It won’t be today or tomorrow. It won’t happen right away, but I’m certain it will happen. Because this has no end. Because the beauty he demands—or that she believes he demands—is a goal that keeps receding. Because time, no matter how much it’s disguised, keeps moving forward. And there will come a moment when it won’t be enough.

And then what? Another operation? Another attempt? Another improved version? Or abandonment?

I imagine him with another woman. Younger. Fresher. With less history written on her body. Without hidden scars. And it makes me angry. But not just at him. At her too, for being foolish, for her servility. And that makes me even more uncomfortable. Because I know it’s not that simple.

I go back to the chair and sit down slowly. I can’t help thinking about myself too. Thirty-six years old. Divorced. No partner. No children. No clear plan pushing me toward anywhere in particular. I’ve always said I’m free. That I don’t depend on anyone. That I don’t have to adapt to someone else’s expectations. And yet…

Am I really above all this?

I look at my hands. The skin is still firm, but not like it used to be. I notice small signs that weren't there a few years ago. A few spots, faint wrinkles on the backs of my hands. I'm starting to understand something that deeply unsettles me. Slavery doesn't always take the form of a barred cell. Sometimes it's more subtle—maybe just a mirror where you look at yourself and decide you're not good enough as you are. A mirror where you compare, adjust, and correct.

Is that my expectation too? Is that what's waiting for me? Staying attractive. Taking care of myself. Improving myself. Not for me, but to be desirable. To fit a standard that I don't even know who exactly defines. For the pleasure of a few.

I wonder if someday, without realizing it, I'll end up in one of these beds too, signing papers, repeating that it's my decision… while deep down, I'm just chasing an idea of beauty that can never be caught. But in my case, it's worse than Almudena's. She has someone to fight for, someone worth taking risks for. I don't. I'm alone on this path my life has taken. Quique isn't there when I get home anymore. There's no one to give me a goodnight kiss, or to comfort me. No shared plans. What do I have? Great sex? That's not a life goal. I chase instant pleasure because I have nothing else to fill my life with. I'm overwhelmed by how empty my life is.

Hours pass. When I see her again, she's no longer Almudena entering a room with that calculated elegance she always carries. She's a motionless body on a hospital bed, covered by sheets that can't hide the bandages, drains, and the swelling all over her body.

The constant beeping of a monitor keeps a mechanical rhythm. Her breathing is irregular, heavy.

Her face is swollen. Not a mild, manageable swelling. It's a distortion. The skin is taut, shiny, with purplish tones starting to show beneath the bandage on her neck. Her chin and jaw are wrapped in a compression band that holds everything in place with obvious pressure, as if her own face needs to be contained. It makes me cringe.

Hours pass with no change.

“Almudena…”

I don't know if she can hear me. Her eyelids tremble, heavy. They're slow to open. When they do, there's no immediate recognition. Just confusion. The slightest hint of disorientation. Her eyes are bloodshot. She tries to swallow and grimaces.

That's when the pain hits—it must be tremendous, settling into her face, into the way she clenches her jaw.

“Easy… I'm here,” I say, not really knowing if that will help her at all.

Her eyes fix on me after a few seconds. I think she recognizes me. Or wants to.

She tries to speak, but can't.

She moves her torso slightly, or tries to. Her entire body reacts to the movement, a jolt that ends in another grimace of pain, more intense than before.

The nurse asks me to leave the room. Almudena needs rest.

I go home. I haven't eaten, but I'm not hungry. My stomach is churning. Lately I can't seem to find any peace. I feel empty. I buy myself the best clothes, wear them to the finest venues, move in exclusive circles. In public, I'm modest and discreet, but people who know me from work, or my friends, would be stunned if they knew how wild I am when it comes to pleasure, if they heard the filthy words I say in bed and the vices I indulge in like it's nothing. There was a time when this double life felt like an exciting, intoxicating game. Now it's a dangerous experience, a nighttime walk through a foul alley full of threatening shadows.

The surgery and my dark thoughts afterward have left me sick inside, and although physically I'm fine, I feel hollow. I feel like I'm teetering on the edge of depression, hanging by a thread.

I was starting to feel myself slipping from simple sadness into the beginnings of depression when my phone buzzes on the table. It's a WhatsApp from María.

I feel lucky to have gotten the girls back in my life. María is clearly my best friend, and not just because we share a bond from both having gone through divorce. María and I can laugh nonstop for hours, sometimes without saying more than two words. I adore her fake naivety, because I know that beneath the facade of a sweet, innocent woman, there's someone you don't want to mess with.

Besides her, there's Jana and Natalia. Jana might be the most complex of all of us, with quirks that have made it hard for her to find a steady partner. And Naty… she's a hurricane, capable of drinking, laughing, dancing, and partying until all hours, tireless, cheerful, beautiful, with her curly hair above her shoulders, reddish highlights, and those short, tight dresses that show off a gorgeous pair of long, slender legs. Jana is much less flashy, both in appearance and behavior. She's discreet, speaks softly, but she's one of those people you just want to be around.

Cris, are you awake?

I smile a little despite everything. If she knew what I'd been doing all afternoon… I respond almost without thinking.

Yes. Here I am. How are you?

We scored last night, girl!

Jana and I ended up at an after-party. I lost track of Naty at the bar.

I ended up at my place with the guy I hooked up with. He ate my pussy like his life depended on it. I came twice before he fucked me.

And Jana left with the other one.

Summary: all three of us ended up well fucked and happy.

How are you?

I read the message and, for the first time all day, a genuine laugh escapes me. I shake my head.

“Damn, María… you're all sluts.”

I'm happy for you guys. Really.

Meanwhile, I'm here on the couch in my pajamas.

Oh, sweetie…

I'm coming to your rescue. You need saving.

How about we grab a drink, just the two of us?

I stare at the screen. The idea of leaving the house feels like too much effort, but the idea of staying alone with the dark thoughts creeping in scares me even more.

What time?

Whenever you want.

I'll pick you up at your place at 8 and we can go to that little pub on Huertas Street. The one with the comfy armchairs and soft music. Perfect for a chat between friends.

Sound good?

Yeah. Sounds good.

Thanks, María.

That's what I'm here for, silly.

I love you so much, Cris. Oh, and don't dress like you're on the prowl. We're just two friends chatting.

I get up from the couch, go to the fridge, and grab a bottle of water. I drink slowly, looking out the window. The city is still out there, shining. Almudena must be in terrible pain right now, and the pathetic image of her swollen face pops into my head.

María picks me up at eight on the dot. She parks right in front of my building and flashes her lights.

When I get in the car, María looks me up and down and smiles with approval.

“You look gorgeous! Those leather shorts look killer on you. And the lingerie top… subtly sexy, but elegant. I love it.”

“Thanks,” I reply, adjusting my seatbelt. “You don't look bad yourself.” She's wearing tight jeans and a blazer—simple but effective.

María laughs as she starts the car. She drives at an easy pace toward downtown. For the first few minutes we talk about nothing: traffic, the weather, how some artist's new album is playing too much on the radio. But I notice her watching me out of the corner of her eye.

When we stop at a red light, she turns slightly toward me and her tone softens.

“The other night you looked sad, Cris. Really sad. When we were at the club, for a moment your smile faded and you just stared into space. And I know exactly why.”

I stay quiet, looking out the window. María continues in a calm voice, not pushing:

“It's because of what I told you about Quique, right? You still haven't completely gotten over him. Even though you say you have… he's still there. I can tell.”

I take a deep breath and nod slightly.

“Yeah… it's him. I don't know what's wrong with me. I thought I'd forget him with time, but I can't.”

María nods, letting me talk. Her right hand leaves the steering wheel for a second and gently squeezes my thigh.

“That's exactly what I noticed.”

We get to the pub and park nearby. We sit in a quiet corner. We drop the trivial stuff we normally talk about and, without realizing it, we're talking about things that hurt. She tells me about painful experiences from her life, and I do the same. I tell her everything I feel for Quique, in detail.

I tell her things I've never told anyone out of fear or shame, and I feel so safe, so supported, so understood for the first time in my life, that I cry uncontrollably throughout the whole conversation. Needing someone's touch.

I explain that what happened with Quique wasn't a normal affair, that it was much worse.

María listens in silence. I tell her about Fernando, about the sex that was different, more intense, about how Quique found out about my cheating.

I spill how everything spiraled out of control fast and I started going to his parties, which got more and more extreme. It wasn't just Fernando anymore. There were other people. Couples. Men and women who showed up just for that.

I pause. Shame burns my cheeks, but I continue.

I tell her about being tied up, the spanking, and finally the choking. María's eyes go wide, but she says nothing. She just listens. My voice trembles, but I keep going, pushing through the shame.

I tell her about coming home with marks on my neck, my thighs, my ass… and that I'm scared I have an addiction I don't know how to stop. I tell her about the incident with Jaime, how only Fernando stepping in fast kept it from turning into a disaster.

When I finish, María is silent for a few seconds, completely stunned. Her eyes are wide and her mouth slightly open.

“Holy shit, Cris…” she finally murmurs, barely audible. “I had no idea. I thought you'd had some fling, but… fuck. This is… really intense. Really heavy.”

She runs a hand over her face, processing what she just heard.

“Fuck…” she repeats quietly. “I don't even know what to say.”

She's silent for a few seconds, then speaks again:

“Okay, Cris… I'm going to be completely honest with you, like we've always been.”

She takes a deep breath and continues:

“The way I see it, there are only two options. Two. Not three, not four. Just two.”

She raises one finger.

“First option: try to get Quique back. With everything you've got. Every weapon at your disposal. Be honest, ask for forgiveness, even beg, humble yourself… whatever it takes. Go to his house, call him, write to him, show up at his office—whatever's necessary. Because if you still feel something this strong for him, if it still hurts this much, maybe it's worth trying. Tell him exactly what you told me: that you lost yourself, that you sank into a dark pit, that you're ashamed of what you did and that you want to be the Cristina he knew again. No lies. Bare your soul to him, humiliate yourself if necessary, because sometimes love demands that.”

I shake my head.

“It's impossible, believe me. I hurt him too much. He hates me in a way that can't be fixed.”

“Or… second option: truly turn the page. Close that chapter forever. Not as something you're trying to forget, but as something you consciously leave behind. And if you decide that, then I'd recommend doing it with someone normal. Someone who's not part of that chaotic world you're caught up in. Someone simple. An ordinary man, with an ordinary life.”

María looks directly into my eyes, without blinking.

“Both options work, Cris. But you have to choose one and commit to it. Because staying in the middle, missing Quique while you keep chasing that dangerous high… that's only going to destroy you more. Either you try to get him back for real, with everything that entails, or you decide that chapter is over and start building something new with someone who doesn't constantly remind you of the pit you're trying to climb out of.”

For a few minutes, we both fall silent. It's as if, suddenly, there's nothing more to say.

María stays quiet for a few seconds after laying out the two options. Then her expression changes. The seriousness softens and that mischievous smile she's always had creeps across her face—the same one she had at eighteen when we were constantly getting into trouble.

“Damn, Cris…” she says, letting out a low laugh to lighten the mood. “After everything you've told me, I have to admit… you've got me curious.”

She raises her eyebrows and leans a little closer over the table, as if she's telling me a secret.

“I mean, don't get me wrong. I'm not saying I want to be tied to a cross and choked until I see stars, much less have someone piss on me. That… oof, that's another level. But…” she bites her lip, amused, “I'd love to go to one of those parties. Just one night. None of the extreme craziness you told me about. Just… experiment a little beyond what's considered normal.”

She laughs conspiratorially, almost embarrassed by her own words, and continues:

“I don't know, girl. Beautiful people, a sensual atmosphere. I'm sick to death of sex with the lights off, of boring missionary. I'd like to try being watched while you do it, or touching another woman without it being a big deal. Or just getting fucked while there are people around who don't even look at you. The wild stuff doesn't really attract me, but trying… something a little dirtier. More fun.”

She takes a sip of her drink and looks at me mischievously.

“My whole adult life being a proper wife… and look where it's gotten me. My last husband used to fall asleep after three minutes of mediocre sex. I think I deserve a night where I feel truly desired.”

She shrugs, with that light smile that makes her adorable.

“I'm not asking you to take me to Fernando and Almudena's next orgy, okay? I'm just saying that… maybe I'd be up for it. Just to try. To see what it feels like to stop being the 'proper' girl for a few hours. Do you think I'm crazy for thinking that? Or is it normal to be curious after hearing everything you've told me?”

She waits for my response, with a mix of embarrassment and excitement in her gaze, as if she'd just confessed something that had been rattling around in her head for a while.

I take a second, sip my wine, and answer honestly:

“Not everything there is extreme and dangerous, María. Everyone sets their own limits. There are people who just go to watch, others who kiss and touch, others who fuck as a couple while being watched… You're not obligated to participate in the crazy stuff I told you about. You decide how far you want to go. No one forces you to do anything.”

She nods, but keeps that smile—somewhere between nervous and excited.

“Sounds… interesting.”

I take a deep breath and continue, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks:

“I can ask if you could come with me sometime. Although… I'm a little embarrassed to. I don't know how to explain it to Fernando and Almudena. 'Hey, can I bring my friend María so she can try out the scene?' It sounds weird even coming from me.”

María lets out a nervous laugh, but her eyes shine with interest.

“Damn, Cris… I'm dying of curiosity, honestly. But I'd also be so embarrassed going to something like that with you. You've been my friend my whole life. Imagine I'm there, half naked, and I see you doing… whatever. Or you see me. I don't know if I could fully relax.”

I look at her directly and, unable to help it, a mischievous smile crosses my face. I lean a little toward her and lower my voice:

“I promise the embarrassment would vanish the second you found yourself between a couple of huge cocks focused entirely on you.”

María's eyes go wide and she lets out a laugh that makes several people in the pub turn to look at us. She covers her mouth with her hand, but can't stop laughing.

“You bitch!” she says between laughs, giving me a light slap on the arm. “See? That's why I get embarrassed. Because you're already at that level and I'm still the one who blushes just imagining it.”

She pulls herself together a bit, her cheeks still flushed, and looks at me with a mix of amusement and nervousness.

“But… I’m not saying no. The idea makes me nervous, but it also excites me a little. Just thinking about it makes my pulse race. It would have to start really gentle. Just… test the waters. See what it’s like. Feel people watching me. Maybe let them touch me a little. I think that would drive me crazy.”

She bites her lower lip and adds:

“Do you really think I could go with you? Wouldn’t that be too weird?”

“It’s fine. I promise I’ll ask. I’ll talk to Fernando and Almudena to see if they’d be okay with you coming some night. I’m not promising anything, but I’ll ask.”

She nods, visibly nervous but intrigued.

“Thanks… even if it’s just out of curiosity. I don’t know if I’d have the nerve, but the idea definitely intrigues me.”

I look at her for a moment and decide to be completely honest:

“María, I want you to know something before you get your hopes up. I know it would be a life-changing experience. I went through it. A single night like that… it’s a turning point. It changes the way you see sex. It opens doors that are hard to close afterward. And yes, it can become addictive. Very addictive.”

María frowns but keeps listening attentively.

“The real danger,” I continue, “is that after something like that, conventional sex becomes boring and uninteresting. What used to seem great suddenly feels gray, mechanical, emotionless. You start needing more intensity, more risk, more… everything. And that’s what happened to me. I started out of curiosity and ended up needing to be choked or humiliated to get off. I don’t want the same thing to happen to you.”

She stays quiet for a few seconds, processing my words. Then she asks in a low voice:

“Is the change really that intense?”

“Much more than you can imagine,” I respond. “The first time you get fucked in front of others, or you feel multiple hands on your body at the same time… something awakens inside you. Afterward, when you’re with a regular guy in his bed, with the lights on and romantic music playing, everything feels boring, devoid of sensuality… you realize you don’t get as wet anymore,” I continue, looking at her intently. “You get bored. You start comparing. You start thinking that kind of sex is too soft, or too slow, too… normal. And then the problem kicks in: conventional sex turns gray. Almost bland. And the more you try to enjoy it again, the more you realize you need something stronger to feel the same.”

María looks at me with a serious expression, visibly shaken by my words.

“That sounds pretty dangerous.”

“It is,” I say bluntly. “That’s why I’m telling you everything. I don’t want you going in thinking it’s just a fun night and that’s it. It can be… but it can also hook you. It happened to me. I started out of curiosity and ended up chasing more and more intensity. More pain. More humiliation. More risk. And now I’m here, trying to climb out of that hole.”

There’s a brief silence. María takes a sip of her drink and then looks at me with a mix of curiosity and concern.

“And even so… you’d let me come with you?”

I nod slowly.

“If you want to, yes. But only if you understand what could happen. I’m not going to take you to some wild orgy or anything. But even something tamer… can change the way you see sex forever.”

María sits there thinking, drumming her fingers on her glass. Finally, she looks up and tells me with a nervous but sincere smile:

“Well… the truth is it scares me. But it also turns me on. A lot. The idea of being somewhere no one judges you, where you can be free… it excites me just thinking about it. Even if I regret it later.”

I smile warmly and squeeze her hand on the table.

“I promise I’ll ask. If Fernando and Almudena say yes, I’ll let you know. And if you decide to go, we’ll take it slow. Nothing crazy. Just observe… and if you feel like participating a little… then you go for it. Sound good?”

María nods, still with that mix of embarrassment and excitement on her face.

“Sounds good to me.”

María stares at me wide-eyed, barely blinking. The wine glass is still in her hand, but she’s not drinking anymore. She’s just waiting. I take a deep breath, lean closer to her, and lower my voice to almost a whisper. The pub is quiet enough for me to speak softly.

“I’m going to tell you about one of my first nights. Probably the one that changed everything.”

I close my eyes for a second, and I’m back there.

It was a Friday in late October. Fernando sent a car with a driver to pick me up. But not just any driver—like something out of the movies, suited up and everything. Almudena was in the back seat, wearing a long black cashmere coat with a golden Venetian mask in her lap. I was wearing a simple black dress, almost virginal, and a black lace mask that only covered my eyes. My hands were trembling.

When we arrived at his wine cellar, everything was already set up. We descended the stone staircase, lit only by candles. At the bottom was a double oak door. Fernando opened it without a word and gestured for us to enter.

Inside, the cellar looked like a dream. The stone walls were draped with dark tapestries. The only light came from candles and candelabras. Soft background music played, something slow and baroque. There were about thirty people, all masked. Some wore satin capes in different colors that reached their feet; others were already nearly naked. No one spoke loudly. Only whispers, the clink of crystal glasses, and muffled conversations.

Fernando placed a hand on my waist and guided me toward the center of that enormous room. Almudena took her place on my other side. I felt like I was walking into a movie without knowing the script.

“Tonight just watch if you want,” Fernando whispered in my ear. “No one will touch you without your permission. But if you decide to participate… do it with the mask on. No one uses names here. They’re not important.”

Someone handed me a glass of champagne. I drank it slowly, feeling the warmth spread through my chest. I started looking around.

On a red velvet divan, a woman in a silver mask sat astride a man. She moved slowly, almost lazily, while another man standing behind her kissed her neck and caressed her breasts. No one spoke. The only sounds were sighs and the soft rustle of skin against skin. A little further away, two women in identical golden masks kissed against a column while a man watched them in silence, glass in hand.

I realized I was getting turned on just from watching.

Fernando noticed my quickened breathing.

“Want to get a closer look?” he asked.

I nodded.

He led me to an alcove with a large antique mirror. There, a woman knelt on the floor. She wore only a black mask and thigh-high stockings. Three men surrounded her. One gripped her hair while she sucked his cock with devotion. Another caressed her breasts. The third just watched, stroking himself slowly. The woman moaned around the cock in her mouth, but it wasn’t a vulgar sound. It was elegant, almost musical.

I felt myself getting wet.

Almudena came up behind me and whispered in my ear:

“Do you like what you see?”

“Yes,” I answered, my voice hoarse.

“Do you want to participate?”

I hesitated for only a second.

“I want… to try.”

Fernando smiled beneath his mask.

“Then choose,” he said, gesturing with his hand.

I looked around. My gaze landed on a tall, broad-shouldered man wearing a white Venetian mask and an open black cape that revealed a perfectly sculpted torso. He was staring at me intently. There was something in his posture, in the way he tilted his head, that I found… attractive.

I indicated my choice with a look. Fernando made an almost imperceptible gesture. The man approached. He stopped in front of me. Said nothing. Just extended his hand. I took it. His fingers were warm and firm. He led me to a darker corner where a green velvet chaise longue waited. He sat me down gently. Then he knelt in front of me and, without hurry, lifted my dress to my waist. I wasn’t wearing panties. He parted my legs gently and looked at me for a second, as if asking permission. I nodded.

When his tongue touched my clit, I let out a moan that surprised even me. He was slow, expert, almost reverent. He licked me as if he had all the time in the world. Two fingers slid inside me effortlessly. I moaned louder. I sensed other people approaching to watch, but I didn’t care. If anything, it turned me on more. There were at least ten people watching me, and that made me feel powerful, desired. Men and women standing there touching themselves while I fucked this stranger.

The man stood up, opened his cape, and lowered his pants. His cock was thick, long, perfect. He settled between my legs and slid in slowly, inch by inch, all the way. I moaned and arched my back. He began to fuck me with deep, controlled thrusts. It wasn’t wild. It was… elegant. Like he was performing a perfectly planned ritual. It really was good sex, but nothing out of the ordinary until Almudena appeared at my side. She kissed me on the mouth while the man kept fucking me. Her breasts brushed against mine. Another hand caressed my nipple. Everything was slow, sensual, almost dreamlike. The hands on my body multiplied, but they weren’t invasive or rough. Many belonged to women with perfect manicures—soft, elegant. The caresses were sublime, expert…

I came with a long, deep moan, clenching around the cock inside me. The man kept moving for a few more seconds and then came too, filling me with his cum. He wasn’t wearing a condom, but I didn’t care. That’s how far gone I was. When he finished, he kissed my hand like a gentleman and withdrew in silence. I stayed there, panting, dress hiked up, semen sliding down my thighs. Fernando and Almudena looked at me with lust.

“Do you want to continue?” Fernando asked.

I nodded, still trembling.

After the first one… I didn’t stop. The mask gave me a sense of freedom I’d never felt before. It was as if Cristina had vanished, and all that remained was a nameless woman—without a past, and now without guilt.

The second man was different. He was shorter than the first but had a compact, powerful body, like a boxer’s. He wore a simple black mask that revealed only dark, penetrating eyes. Fernando signaled to him, and he approached without hurry.

Almudena settled behind me on the chaise longue. She wrapped her arms around my waist and whispered in my ear:

“Let yourself go, sweetheart. Tonight you’re ours.”

She kissed my neck while the second man knelt in front of me. He spread my legs and buried his face between my thighs. His tongue was more aggressive than the first man’s: he licked hard, sucked my swollen clit, and thrust two thick fingers inside me without mercy. I moaned loudly. Almudena cupped my breasts from behind, pinching my nipples, making the pleasure more intense.

“You taste so good…” the man murmured against my pussy, his hoarse voice sending a shudder through me. He was lapping up the last guy's cum, but he didn't seem to mind.

Almudena kissed me deeply while he kept eating me out. I felt another orgasm building, faster, more violent than before. My juices soaked his chin. When I recovered, still trembling, the man stood up, undid his pants, and pulled out a short but very thick cock. He looked me in the eyes through the mask and thrust into me in one stroke. I moaned against Almudena's mouth.

He fucked me hard with deep, fast thrusts. Almudena didn't pull away—she kissed me, bit my lips, whispered filthy things in my ear while holding my legs open wide for him.

“I want to hear you moan, sweetheart.”

And I moaned. Loud. Shameless. The sound of his pelvis slapping against mine filled that corner of the room. When I was about to come again, Almudena slipped two fingers into my mouth for me to suck. I came squeezing tight around his cock, screaming around Almudena's fingers. He came shortly after, filling me for the second time that night.

I barely had time to recover. A third man was already waiting his turn. He was tall and slender, with a golden mask covering half his face. He had long, elegant hands. Almudena helped me onto my knees on the small sofa, my ass presented to him.

“This time he's going to fuck you from behind,” Almudena whispered in my ear, stroking my back. “And I'm going to help him.”

She nestled her head between my cheeks, and…

“I'm getting so turned on just remembering it,” I said, looking at María, who was obviously aroused by the story too.

Almudena started licking my ass. I'd never felt a tongue there before, and I swear that sensation will stay with me forever. The softness of her tongue, the light flicks alternating with firmer presses that dipped just inside me. Damn… No one's eaten my ass like she did that night.

The stranger positioned himself behind me. He slicked my hole with saliva and my own juices, slowly working me open with his fingers. Almudena lay beneath me, face up, and started licking my clit while he eased into my ass little by little.

The initial pain quickly gave way to a deep, strange pleasure—almost religious. The man was tall and slender, with a lean but sinewy body, like a classical dancer. His golden mask gleamed in the candlelight, hiding everything except the firm line of his jaw and those unsettling eyes that never left mine. Almudena stayed beneath me. There was no rush in her caresses or her tongue. Her perfect breasts rose and fell with each breath; her dark nipples brushed my belly while her tongue worked slowly and expertly on my clit.

The man gripped my hips with sure hands and pushed a little deeper. I felt myself opening for him, eager to receive that invasion, stretching around him inch by inch until he was completely inside. I moaned into Almudena's mouth as she kissed me deeply, swallowing my saliva. I remember the music still playing in the background—a slow, sensual Albinoni adagio that seemed to synchronize with our movements.

The man moved with expert control. No rough thrusts—quite the opposite. Everything felt harmonious, the three of us so perfectly synchronized that I felt like I was floating. Each time he buried himself completely, Almudena licked my clit harder. It was a perfect symphony of pleasure: the sweet ache in my ass, the wet heat of Almudena's tongue, his hands gripping my cheeks and spreading them so he could go deeper. My body moved between them like some exquisite marionette. Almudena's breasts pressed against my belly; her hard nipples grazed my skin each time he pushed in.

Around us, the atmosphere verged on the surreal. Venetian masks gleamed in the candlelight. A nearby couple fucked standing against a stone column; the woman had her leg hooked over the man's hip and moaned in a low, elegant tone, as if reciting poetry. There was also a heavyset woman in an open red satin cape, having her pussy eaten by two kneeling men while she drank copious amounts of champagne from a crystal glass. Everything was slow, refined, almost ritualistic. No one screamed. Only sighs, muffled moans, and the constant sound of flesh on flesh.

His thrusts grew deeper, more precise, but never frantic. Almudena slipped two fingers into my pussy while she kept licking me. I was filled in both places at once. The orgasm rolled through me like a slow but unstoppable wave. I started trembling, moaning against Almudena's mouth, and I came so hard I soaked her face. The man let out a muffled groan and came inside my ass, filling me with hot, thick spurts.

When he pulled out, a thread of cum mixed with lube slid down my thigh. Almudena sat up, kissed me on the lips, and licked my mouth clean.

“You're perfect,” she whispered.

I lay there on the sofa, naked, mask still on, my body glistening with sweat and cum, breathing hard. Fernando came over, offered me a glass of champagne, and kissed my forehead with almost paternal tenderness.

That was the night everything changed. I became addicted to that pleasure. Sex with Quique seemed ridiculously bland after that—though unfortunately, things fell apart not long after, when he found out what I was doing.

I come back to the present. María sits across from me at the pub, mouth hanging open, cheeks flushed bright red. She's breathing fast. Her hand grips the glass so tight her knuckles have gone white. She doesn't say anything for several seconds. She just stares at me, stunned.

“Fuck, Cris…” she finally manages to get out. Her voice is hoarse, almost shaky. “That… that wasn't a party. That was… a fucking movie. Some high-end erotic film. You've got me… horny as hell.”

She shifts in her seat, crosses her legs and then uncrosses them, clearly uncomfortable from how turned on she is. She runs her hand over her neck, like she's overheating.

“While you were telling me… I could see it all. The candles, the masks, the music… Almudena licking you... I got wet just listening to you. And here I thought I was pretty sexually adventurous. Jesus Christ...”

She laughs nervously and fans her face with her hand.

“I don't know if I want to go… or if I'm scared of wanting to go. Because right now all I can picture is myself there, wearing a mask, letting someone touch me while people watch… And that's turning me on so much.”

She takes a sip of wine and looks at me, eyes bright.

“Thanks for telling me. Really. But… fuck. Right now my panties are soaked and my head is full of images I won't be able to shake all night.”

María stays quiet for a while after the story, staring into her wine glass. Then she shakes her head like she's trying to clear it and lets out a short, nervous laugh.

“Fuck, Cris… my head is completely gone after everything we've been talking about. Half an hour ago I was worried about you and now all I can think about is masks, candles, and cocks in places they shouldn't be. I think I need a cold shower when I get home.”

She smiles, but the smile slowly fades. She looks at me, serious again.

“Getting back to what's important… do you think you can get Quique back?”

The question hits me right in the chest. I look down at my glass and answer honestly:

“No. I don't think I can. It's been months, I hurt him too much emotionally, and professionally too. He probably doesn't even want to see me. But… maybe you're right and I should try. Even if it's just to finally close that chapter. Even if he rejects me. Even if he humiliates me. I need to know I gave it everything I had before giving up completely.”

María nods slowly, her expression understanding.

“I understand. And if you decide to go after him, go all in. No half measures. Be the Cristina he loved… but also be honest about who you are now. Don't hide anything from him. If he rejects you, at least you'll know you tried.”

We both finish our glasses almost at the same time. María checks her watch and sighs.

“It's gotten late. I have to get up early tomorrow. Can I give you a ride home?”

I nod. We pay and leave the pub. At the door, under a streetlamp, we say goodbye. María gives me a tight hug, the kind that lasts a little longer than usual, and then plants a soft kiss on my cheek, very close to the corner of my lips.

The whole ride home I stare out the window, my head full of images: the cellar, the masks, the naked bodies, the glamour pushed to the extreme. But I also see Quique, the way he looked at me when he loved me, his disbelieving look when I betrayed him. That look haunts me. Disbelief and hatred at the same time.

When I get home, I take off my clothes, pull on an old t-shirt, and sit on the couch with my phone in my hand. I open Instagram. I search for his name. His profile is still private, but the profile picture is new: him smiling on the terrace of the mountain house, beer in hand, the sunset behind him. He looks… good. Relaxed. Happy.

I stare at it for a long time.

I know I should let it go. I know the healthiest thing would be to move on, like María recommended. But I can't. I need to know more. I need to know if there's someone in his life, if he's still alone, if he still thinks about me sometimes.

If I have to… I'll follow him. Even if it means becoming someone I never thought I'd be. I turn off my phone and lie down in bed, but I can't fall asleep. All I can think about is Quique. And how I'm going to try to get him back.

	The New Almudena.


It's been five days since Almudena's surgery.

Fernando greets me at the door of the clinic's private suite with a long, affectionate hug, almost protective. He kisses me on the lips and murmurs into my hair:

“Thank you for coming, Cristina. It means a lot to us that you're here. Especially to her.”

I return the hug, but inside I feel a cold knot that won't let me relax. I'm hurt. Hurt because he was the one who insisted so much that Almudena get the surgery, who pressured her to change the implants and get those “necessary” touch-ups to always look perfect. Fernando always has this way of talking that makes his wishes seem inevitable. I don't tell him. It's not the time or place. I just smile and nod.

“Of course I'm here.”

Inside the room, the atmosphere is heavy, almost suffocating despite the luxury. Ágata is sitting next to the bed, looking relaxed as always. She looks at me with that gaze that could make even the calmest person nervous and gives me a knowing smile. She's wearing jeans and a top, and her long blonde hair is perfect. The sight of her pink-painted lips brings back memories of the softness of her wet kisses. Her hand rests on Almudena's, protective and affectionate. When she sees me, she gives me a weak smile, gets up, and gives me a peck on the lips like it's the most natural thing in the world.

Almudena is propped up in bed, her torso bandaged up to her neck and her face covered by thick bandages that leave only her eyes and mouth visible. She looks fragile, much smaller than she really is. Her eyes light up a little when she sees me.

“Cristina… you came.”

I approach and take her free hand. It's cold.

“I wouldn't miss it for the world. I can't wait to see how it turned out. How are you feeling?”

“Like I got hit by a truck,” she responds in a weak voice, trying to smile. “If I'd known how hard this was going to be, I never would've done all this to myself.”

I catch tension in her voice, and she shoots a somewhat hostile glance at her husband, who's standing on the other side of the bed, nervous. He keeps touching his watch, adjusting his tie, pacing back and forth. His usual elegance seems forced.

“Come on, come on. It's just a rough moment, but when you see yourself, you'll know all that pain was worth it. I can't wait to see the result.”

The doctor enters shortly after, accompanied by a nurse. He's the same one who explained the details of the operation to us on Saturday. He moves with confidence and impeccable professionalism. He greets us and approaches Almudena.

“How are you feeling?” he asks.

“Terrible,” she says, looking up.

“I'd be worried if you didn't,” he says, smiling. “After all, it's only been five days. Come on, get out of bed. I want to take a look. Today we'll start seeing the results.”

He offers his hand as she sits up and gets out of bed. He guides her across the room to a full-length mirror.

“Remember, this won't be the final result. There's still swelling, and the tissues need time to settle. What you see today is just a preview, but I'm sure you'll be pleased.”

Fernando tenses visibly. His hand closes into a fist inside his pocket. For the first time, Ágata looks worried.

“I'm going to remove the bandages from your chest and hips. I don't want you to be alarmed when you see the stitches and bruising. They're completely normal and will disappear a few days after we take them out.”

“I still have dark circles under my eyes, and my nose is still swollen,” she says.

“That's normal too,” he replies. “Keep putting ice packs on every two hours. They'll disappear in two or three days. As for the swelling, it'll go down in a week. Take off your gown,” he says, signaling to the nurse.

She approaches with a tray of instruments. The doctor takes a small pair of scissors from the tray; the gown falls to the floor.

“Don't be afraid,” he says. “I won't hurt you.”

“I'm not afraid,” she says, looking at herself in the mirror. “I'm just curious to see what I look like.”

The doctor begins carefully. First he removes the bandage from her face. Gradually, Almudena's skin appears: swollen, bruised in some areas, with small black stitches where they also did some touch-ups around her eyes and on her cheekbones. Her lips are fuller than usual. Her nose looks thinner. It's not ugly, but it's not her either. It's a swollen, strange version of Almudena.

She touches her face with trembling fingers.

“How… how do I look?”

The doctor responds with professional calm:

“As I told you, this isn't the final result. The swelling will go down significantly over the coming weeks. Your cheekbones will settle and your lips will go down. It'll look very natural.”

Fernando approaches, trying to smile, but his voice sounds tense.

“You're beautiful, darling. You'll see when everything goes down. It's all still too recent. We need to be patient.”

Almudena doesn't respond. Her eyes search for mine. There's fear in them. Real fear.

“You may not be able to see much yet,” he says. “It's still very early. I just want to check the stitches and make sure everything's healing well.” He cut the bandage under her left arm and slowly, with great delicacy, began to unwrap it.

Almudena watched the mirror as her breasts appeared. The doctor removed the last bandages. She gasped. Her breasts were covered in bruises and dried blood. They were swollen, taut, with shiny, reddish skin around the incisions, though the shape looked perfect.

Ágata lets out a small choked sound and squeezes Almudena's hand tighter.

“My God…” she murmurs.

Almudena looks at her chest and turns pale.

“They're… so big.”

The doctor intervenes:

“Don't worry,” he said quickly, observing everyone's reactions. “Once I clean them up, they'll look better. The swelling is normal. In a few weeks it'll go down and the result will be much more balanced. Trust the process.”

He works quickly with cotton and alcohol. In a few seconds the dried blood and scabs disappear, and only the slight cross-shaped marks from the stitches remain. The doctor steps back and looks at her with a professional eye.

“Very nice,” he said. “You're recovering better than I expected. You'll have quite a chest to show off this summer.”

“Nice?” Almudena exclaims angrily. “You didn't tell me there would be stitches around my nipples.”

“The areola,” he said. “When we changed the implant model, we saw that your nipples were sitting too far to the sides. It wouldn’t have looked natural, so we moved them to a better position. But there won’t be any scars—they’ll be absorbed by the natural folds of the areola.”

“Can I touch them?” she asked after studying them in silence.

“Yes,” he replied, “but carefully.”

Almudena cupped them delicately in her hands. They felt smaller, lighter. Once the scars disappeared, she was really going to have perfect tits. I couldn’t help feeling admiration for Dr. Antúnez.

“And the scars underneath and under my armpits?”

“They’ll heal and disappear too, absorbed by the natural folds of your body.”

“And how long will that take?”

“Several months,” he answered, more relaxed now. “But in a few weeks you’ll barely be able to see them, and if you don’t like how they look in the meantime, you can always cover them with a little makeup.”

Fernando ran a hand over his face. His nervousness was obvious. He paced two steps toward the window and back, unable to stay still.

“It’s going to be perfect, Almudena. You’ll see. It’s just a matter of time.”

But his voice sounded forced. Even he, who always had everything under control, seemed relieved now.

I stayed quiet. I felt a mixture of compassion and quiet rage toward Fernando. He was the one who’d convinced her. He was the one who’d said that “a little more” would make her feel more confident, more desired. And now here she was, swollen, in pain, and scared, looking at her own body as if she didn’t recognize it.

Almudena closed her eyes for a moment. When she opened them, her voice came out in a trembling whisper:

“I want to see myself up close in a mirror.”

The doctor hesitated but finally agreed. The nurse brought a hand mirror. Almudena took it with trembling hands and looked at herself.

For what felt like an eternity, no one said anything.

Then, very quietly, Almudena murmured:

“I don’t look like myself…”

Fernando moved toward her immediately, trying to hug her.

“Sweetheart, it’s only temporary. Trust me.”

But Almudena didn’t look at him. Her eyes sought mine. There were unshed tears in them. It was true—she didn’t look like herself. I couldn’t say she looked bad, but that wasn’t Almudena. It was another woman.

I squeezed her hand tighter, not knowing what to say.

The atmosphere in the room was so tense it felt like the air could shatter at any moment. And I, who had come to be with her through this delicate moment, suddenly felt like an intruder in a pain that wasn’t just physical.

Almudena let her hands fall to her sides and turned to see herself from the side in the large mirror. Finally, she seemed to be warming to what she saw. She nodded slowly. She looked good. She looked slimmer, and her breasts, though still swollen, had a teardrop shape that many twenty-year-olds would envy.

“This has been excellent work, Almudena. But it’s only been five days. You need to be patient. All right?” he asked.

“All right,” she replied.

The doctor continued carefully. After finishing with her face and chest, he asked Almudena to turn slightly. She obeyed, her face tight with suppressed pain. Ágata helped her move.

“Now we’re going to remove the bandages from the gluteal area and from the skin we’ve tightened on your lower back and sides,” the doctor explained in a professional tone. “Remember that there will be significant inflammation here too over the coming weeks.”

Fernando moved a little closer. His eyes had a wolfish gleam—dark, almost possessive. He watched the doctor’s every movement as if witnessing the creation of a work of art that belonged to him. He said nothing, but his gaze traveled over Almudena’s body with a mixture of anxiety and excitement that turned my stomach.

The doctor slowly removed the bandages covering her buttocks. This time Almudena was expecting the bruises and dried blood, and she said nothing until he finished cleaning her skin. The swollen, reddened, taut skin appeared. The changes to her buttocks—which I knew intimately—were obvious: her ass now looked rounder, higher, more lifted. The skin was still shiny from the inflammation, and the fine lines of the incisions were visible, discreet but present. Higher up, on her lower back and sides, the stretched skin looked smoother, firmer, as if years had been stripped away all at once.

Turning, she looked at herself in the mirror over her shoulder. She paid no attention to the fine line of stitches running along the crease between her thigh and buttock. She nodded again. Her ass looked smaller, a little higher and firmer.

Almudena tried to turn her head to see herself. Then she looked at us with a half smile.

“How… how did it turn out?”

The doctor reassured her in a calm, confident voice:

“Almudena, this is only the initial stage. The inflammation will go down considerably over the next three or four weeks. Your buttocks will settle and take on a much more natural, harmonious shape. The skin tightening turned out excellent. The final result will be incredible, I assure you. You’re going to look spectacular.”

“It’s like a miracle,” she said, turning toward him, now fully convinced that the result was a success.

“It's not a miracle,” the doctor smiles. “It's modern surgery. But we had an advantage working in our favor.”

“What's that?” asks Almudena, who now looks at me with relief.

“You're young,” he explains. “Generally, when we do this kind of work, our patients are much older and their bodies don't have the same ability to heal and bounce back that yours does. You've also proven to be disciplined. All of that makes a difference in the final result.”

“And will all the scars disappear?” she asks, looking at herself in the mirror again.

“They won't disappear,” the doctor answers. “But they'll fade on their own, and in a few months you'll have to look hard to find them.”

“I'm glad I did it,” she says, much calmer now. “I was really terrified.”

“I'm glad you're happy. We'll put the bandages back on to make sure you don't accidentally hurt anything while you sleep. I think in three or four days we can take out the last stitches. You don't have to stay in bed—you can move around as you like. Just remember not to bend over or lift anything heavy.” He gestures to the nurse, who approaches with another gown. The nurse helps her put it on. “I'll see you at the end of the week.”

Fernando can't hide his satisfaction. His lips curve into a slow, almost predatory smile. His eyes roam over Almudena's new curves with obvious hunger.

“You're going to be perfect,” he murmurs, more to himself than to anyone else. “The new Almudena…”

Ágata, who hasn't let go of Almudena's hand this whole time, nods with a tense but proud smile.

“You're going to be the envy of everyone,” she says softly, though you can tell she's been through a rough time. “No one will be able to take their eyes off you.”

Almudena carefully touches one of her swollen buttocks. Her expression is a mix of surprise, insecurity, and a hint of fear.

“They're… really big. And really high. I don't know if I recognize myself.”

Fernando immediately moves closer and strokes her hair with feigned tenderness.

“Honey, trust me. When the swelling goes down, you're going to look spectacular. Better than ever. I've been thinking about throwing a special party in about a month and a half, once you're recovered and the results are visible. An intimate party, just for the usual crowd. I want everyone to see the new Almudena. I want to show you off.”

Ágata nods enthusiastically.

“It'll be wonderful. Everyone's going to die of envy. You're going to be the absolute center of attention.”

I stay silent, observing the scene. I see a transformed woman, yes: with sleeker curves, tighter skin, a body that seems sculpted for desire. But I also know, better than anyone, what she's had to go through to get here. I know about the pain, the hours in the operating room, the swollen nights and the uncertainty that's eating away at her right now. I know that Fernando never really asked her what she wanted. He just sold her the idea that “a little more” would make her feel more powerful, more desired, younger.

Almudena's eyes find mine. Her eyes, which have changed, seem to be asking for something I'm not sure I can give her: understanding, maybe comfort.

I squeeze her hand gently, trying to let her know I'm here, though inside I feel a mix of compassion and barely contained rage toward Fernando. He keeps talking, full of enthusiasm, as if he were planning the premiere of a play.

“It'll be a special night,” he continues. “The best French champagne, soft music… and you, my love, showing off that new body. I want everyone to know you're mine and that you're better than ever.”

Ágata smiles, but her smile doesn't reach her eyes.

“You'll be the envy of all the women in the group. You'll see.”

Almudena lets her head fall back on the pillow, her face settling into a tired grimace.

“I just want the swelling to go down… and to be able to recognize myself when I look in the mirror.”

Fernando moves closer to Almudena and kisses her forehead gently.

“Rest, honey. Everything's going to turn out perfect. You'll see.”


	Outstanding debts must be settled.


1

Barely aware of the hours slipping by, I’m at the restaurant, waiting for Laura. This is the third time we’ve seen each other since what she insists on calling my escape, though I deny having fled and can’t even understand why I made that decision. Over the months, her burning desire to know the whole truth has faded against my stubborn evasions, and I think she’s convinced herself that it will take a lot of time and patience to discover what lay behind my idea of starting a new life. The thing is, I’m starting to doubt she’s going to give me that time.

So our relationship now resembles that of a persistent investigator and a mysteriously reticent witness; everything else, including the mutual attraction between us, seems to depend solely on how successful she is in her search for a possible truth—since there are likely many truths, equivalent and interchangeable. There are no absolute truths, and surely even my story, however clear it may seem, has its nuances.

I have to admit that my night with Miranda has had a healing effect on me. Spending too much time crouched in the shell where I’d taken refuge had led me to a point of complete self-neglect, something I’m only now becoming aware of.

I’ve rejected Laura’s advances twice—advances that didn’t seem obvious to me at the time, but that I now see as a desperate cry for me to pay attention to her.

The veil has fallen from my eyes, and I think the time has come to put my cards on the table. Cristina deceived me in the most terrible way imaginable, and that filled me with doubts about women and their promiscuous behavior, as if every woman was going to do the same thing to me. Laura must have been surprised by my rejection, but she hadn’t shown it—she had simply pulled away.

The very first night I saw her after my divorce, I’d noticed her obvious change in behavior toward me. The moment I saw her, I was struck by her confidence.

Laura was aware of the value of her body. She knew that beneath that image of a serious lawyer, there was a woman through and through. She also knew she fit into the professional world I lived in, since we had worked together and knew the pros and cons of our profession. After I’d fled from her at the restaurant, Alfredo had organized a party at a club to celebrate his birthday. Despite my initial protests, Alfredo practically forced me to go. Laura attended, and there, for the second time, she was warm and open with me. I think that since she wasn’t sure how serious and cautious I might be, especially after what happened on our first date, she had tried not to show too obvious an interest, though I could tell she had one.

That night she wore an elegant black dress and black stockings. At the firm I had always seen her dressed as a serious professional, always in a silk blouse that contrasted with her pale skin, with every button fastened. At the party, once she’d had her first drink, she removed the leather jacket she was wearing and, after that small act of boldness, looked at me with a radiant expression, offering an inviting smile as her bare shoulders came into view. We were standing just inches apart. Laura laughed easily, leaning slightly toward me when she wanted to emphasize something, and each time she did, the neckline of her dress opened a little more, revealing pale skin and the edge of her black lace bra.

After chatting for a while with several of the birthday guests, I felt the air growing too thick. The attraction was obvious, but I wasn’t prepared to face it. Without a word, I left the pub without saying goodbye to anyone. I stepped out into the freezing December street and walked home with my hands in my pockets, feeling like a coward. Honestly, I didn’t think my departure would disappoint anyone, but I was wrong.

The next day Alfredo called me. His voice sounded serious, without his usual joking tone. He told me how disappointed he was—and especially how disappointed Laura was.

I stayed silent, listening as he described how she’d spent the whole night waiting for me to approach.

“She dressed up for you, damn it. She gave you an opening again and again… and you took off like you’d seen a ghost. You left her standing there in front of everyone.”

With my usual clumsiness, I tried to make excuses, though I knew it was too late.

He accused me of cowardice and immaturity, and for the first time I knew he was right. I had opened a door and she thought I was finally open to something new. Then I had run away.

I regretted having raised Laura’s hopes. I remembered her smile, the way her eyes sought mine, the slight lean of her body toward me, the light touch of her hands at the slightest opportunity.

“I thought if I stayed any longer I’d end up doing something I’d regret,” I confessed to Alfredo. “My head is still a mess. I don’t want to drag anyone into my shit.”

“Well, that’s called growing up, Quique. Not waiting for everything to be perfect before you start living. Laura wasn’t asking you for marriage or some eternal declaration. Just that you not run away like a scared kid.”

The conversation left a bitter aftertaste for days. Every time I closed my eyes I saw Laura with that hopeful smile. I imagined what could have happened if I had stayed: one more drink, a deeper conversation, maybe a kiss at the pub door. Instead, I had given her another disappointment.

Over the following weeks I tried to concentrate on work, on my clients (few as they were), on rebuilding my life from scratch. But the memory of Laura kept surfacing at the most unexpected moments.

She finally arrives. She opens the door and walks in, moving confidently between the tables as she heads toward me. She really does seem like a calm, serene woman who can afford to be late for a date with a former coworker. It’s as if she wants to make clear that right now I’m nothing more than that to her, and that if I want something more, I’ll have to work for it. Indeed, she’s about twenty minutes late and apologizes hurriedly, but deep down she’s indifferent. I watch her as she sits down. Now everything is much clearer. Since Cristina’s shadow finally left my life, Laura seems sexier, more direct, more unmistakable. There’s no longer an obstacle between us, beyond my own stupidity.

Laura looks spectacular. Under a black blazer, she’s wearing a very short burgundy dress with a plunging neckline. Her long, shapely legs are sheathed in black stockings that end in sky-high stiletto heels. Her hair falls loose over one shoulder, and she’s done her makeup with intensity: blood-red lips, heavily lined eyes that make her look dangerous and ready for anything. You’d have to be blind, or a complete idiot, not to realize she would never dress this way for a simple dinner with a former office colleague she had no interest in.

The memory comes back to me, as it has many times before, of the trip we took together to Seville. There, during the nights that followed the long days of Javier Martín’s trial, something had almost happened. But I hadn’t wanted to be unfaithful to Cristina, and she hadn’t dared go beyond a simple kiss. Now, looking at her calm eyes—without the glasses she wore every day—her delicate nose and the melancholic expression of her mouth remind me of an actress whose name is on the tip of my tongue, but I can’t quite place. The spontaneity of that image cheers me, because it shows that nothing has changed between us. The attraction is still the same.

When she sits down across from me, she crosses her legs slowly, letting the dress ride up a bit more on her thighs. The gesture is deliberate. She smiles at me with that mixture of sweetness and hunger I recognized on that night in Seville.

“Hello, Quique,” she says in a soft, almost husky voice. “I was starting to think you didn’t want to see me again.”

I sit down across from her and can’t help letting my gaze travel over her. The neckline is deep, especially when she leans forward to grab the menu.

“I’m so sorry… That wasn’t it. I’ve been pretty confused,” I murmur, unable to hide my embarrassment.

The waiter approaches to take our drink order and gives her an obvious once-over, which oddly makes me uncomfortable. While we order, Laura doesn’t take her eyes off me. When we’re alone again, she leans in a little closer.

I’m fully aware that this is probably my last chance with her. If I act like an idiot again tonight, there may not be a fourth.

She looks at me with complete ease. I get the feeling that, unlike me, she’s perfectly comfortable with the situation. Suddenly, the words tumble out before I can stop them:

“Listen, Laura, I think you and I need to talk today.”

She sets aside the menu and answers with surprise:

“But we’ve never stopped talking! Every time we see each other, that’s all we do.”

“Maybe I haven’t explained myself well. When I say that, I mean about you leaving the firm,” I correct myself.

“Look, Quique. I’ve had time to think about that, and I think maybe I rushed things. It had only been a couple of months since what happened with Cristina, and maybe I should have given you more time to process it.”

Suddenly I feel nervous:

“I don’t want this to sound like an excuse, but for a while I was completely lost. I still am, although now I know what I want. That’s why I wanted us to talk.”

After examining the menu, Laura has chosen duck with almonds and signals the waiter.

“All right, let’s talk. What do you want to tell me?”

“I don’t even know where to start. I’m trying to get myself back together after going through a serious personal crisis where I thought I’d never be able to trust again, or work, or care about anything, or… even love.”

Laura rests her chin on her hand and watches me with serious eyes.

“Go on. You’re not doing badly.”

“Do you love me?” I immediately realize I’ve blurted out something completely idiotic. Despite my eloquence in court, when it comes to women, my skills leave a lot to be desired. It’s always been that way, and I’m afraid there’s no fixing it.

She reaches her hand across the table and says:

“We barely know each other. In any case, we wouldn’t be talking about love, but attraction… Don’t you think?”

“Damn, I’m so clumsy…”

“Come on, don’t be a child. Relax. Yes, I like you. A lot. But I think you already know that.”

I just look at her hand. It’s a beautiful hand: long, slender, smooth and soft.

Following my train of thought, I finally manage to pick up the conversation again:

“Do you know what the word destiny means?”

“Everyone knows that.”

“What is it, in your view?”

“Oh, for God’s sake. Destiny is… destiny.”

“Meaning?”

She thinks for a moment, then answers:

“Something that comes to us from outside, that doesn’t depend on us, and that pulls us along whether we like it or not.”

“Exactly. Well, here’s the thing: I firmly believe in destiny, and I think that… maybe what happened with Cristina was something I was predestined for.”

“What does destiny have to do with her cheating on you with Fernando? You respected your commitment and she didn’t.”

“Wait, here’s the rest: I met you, I liked you, and from what I can tell, the feeling’s mutual. It’s possible that you and I are destined to be together.”

“Are you serious?” she says, astonished at my inability to say anything remotely coherent.

The conversation is veering into surreal territory, and Laura looks at me with those intense eyes, waiting. I feel my heart pounding, and before I can think better of it, the words come out rushed, clumsy, almost unfiltered.

“Look… I know I’m a disaster at saying these things, but… I like you a lot.”

I scratch the back of my neck, embarrassed, but keep talking because I can’t stop now.

Laura raises an eyebrow—part amused, part surprised—tilting her head slightly as her red lips curve mischievously.

“Well, that certainly took you long enough…” she says, letting out a genuine laugh. “I thought you’d never make up your mind. I’ve been waiting all through dinner for you to stop beating around the bush, Quique. First the other night, now this… I was starting to think you enjoy suffering. But hey,” she adds, lowering her voice and looking directly into my eyes, “better late than never.”

I lean back and release the breath I’d been holding. It comes out almost like a sigh of relief.

“Now that you’ve finally said it… what do you plan to do about it?”

“How about we grab a drink at one of the terraces on Castellana? It’s a beautiful night, and I’d love to keep talking outside.”

Laura smiles at me.

“Do you like playing pool?”

“Pool? God, it must be twenty years since I’ve played,” I answer, looking like an idiot. It’s the last thing I could have imagined her asking after everything we’d been talking about.

“Want to play?”

I can’t help but raise an eyebrow, amused.

“Seriously?”

“Totally. There’s a pub underneath my building. It has an antique pool table—a real one, with green felt and everything. There’s almost never anyone there at this hour. You up for it?”

The pub is called “El Ocho,” and it’s literally in the basement of Laura’s building, which gives me a feeling—or maybe a hope—that the night might not end there. We head down a narrow staircase of dark wood, and when we open the door, a warm, slightly retro atmosphere greets us.

The place is small. Just three or four couples scattered around, plus the bartender. Through a narrow hallway, there’s a back room with the table. Laura was right—it’s a table with character, the kind you don’t see anymore.

Laura slips off her blazer and drapes it over a chair. The burgundy dress hugs her body as she leans over to choose a cue.

“Ladies first,” she says, winking at me.

The room also has an electronic dartboard, empty like the pool table. It’s a typical side room, the kind that’s probably packed earlier in the evening. The walls are painted black, covered with photographs of pool games. I spot Paul Newman in a scene from “The Hustler,” and another one, in color, with him and Tom Cruise in “The Color of Money.” The fluorescent lights illuminate every corner, casting a brightness that’s maybe a bit too harsh.

I’ve always liked watching. I’m the type who prefers to observe from the shadows, staying on the sidelines, never the center of attention—studying people’s reactions when they don’t know they’re being watched.

And Laura is a constant spectacle. The way she leans over the table, how she crosses her legs, revealing the edge of her lace stockings, the loose dress making it obvious she’s not wearing a bra. Every movement is a silent invitation to look, and I can’t resist.

Laura racks the balls with precise movements and breaks hard. The cue ball shoots forward and two solids drop into the pockets. She smiles, satisfied. She clearly knows how to play.

“Looks like I’m on a roll today.”

We play slowly, enjoying the game—and I’m enjoying the view. Every time Laura leans over the table to shoot, the neckline of her dress falls open dangerously. Her breasts shift slightly without a bra to hold them, almost brushing the felt. I can’t help but stare, and I know she’s doing it on purpose to provoke me.

When she stretches to reach a distant ball, the dress rides up in back, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings and a glimpse of smooth, firm thigh. I close my eyes for a second, trying to calm myself, but the image persists, vivid and burning. Laura, skirt hiked up, sliding slowly across the table, her gaze locked on mine as if she enjoys watching my desire build.

But then, as if sensing my gaze, Laura turns her head slightly, and our eyes meet for a second. A mischievous smile, barely perceptible, forms on her lips before she turns back to the cue ball. In that instant, with that fleeting look, I get the feeling she knows exactly what’s going through my head. And she doesn’t just know it—she enjoys it.

On my turn, while I’m lining up my shot, she plants herself right across from me on the other side of the table, hips pressed against the edge. She watches me with parted lips and bright eyes.

“Come on, Quique…” she murmurs. “You don’t look very focused.”

The image of Laura lifting her skirt slightly, showing me what lies beneath the gauzy fabric of her dress, makes it impossible to concentrate. Every time I try to take a shot, my eyes drift back to her body—the texture of her stockings, her heels, her satisfied expression. She knows she’s letting me look, and she knows that for me, just that glimpse is enough to lose any chance of winning.

Her voice is low, dripping with innuendo. I shoot and miss on purpose just to see her laugh. When it’s her turn again, she takes her time. She leans over far more than necessary, arching her back, giving me a full view of her cleavage. Her breasts nearly spill from the dress. When she straightens up after her shot, she looks at me over her shoulder.

“Do you like what you see?”

“Very much,” I answer, without looking away.

Laura circles the table slowly, moving toward me. She passes by, her hip brushing my arm, and whispers near my ear:

“You know… I think pool has something… exciting about it. The feel of the cue, the way you have to lean over, the concentration… and then that sharp crack and the sound when the ball drops.”

I bite my lip. My body responds to her every word, her every gesture.

Laura knows exactly what she's doing every time she walks around the table. The little ritual of studying the balls from different angles is a carefully calculated parade that makes her feel desired. She doesn't need words to know I'm devouring her with my eyes, and she enjoys every second of it.

We keep playing. The game grows more and more charged. Every brush of her hand when she passes me the chalk is intentional. At one point, when I lean over to take a difficult shot, she moves right behind me, pressing her body against mine. I feel her breasts against my back and her warm breath on my neck.

“Like that…” she whispers. “A little slower. Control your breathing when you take the shot.”

I miss again. She laughs in triumph.

“Seems like I'm distracting you.”

“You're a very dangerous distraction,” I reply, turning toward her.

Laura smiles, leaning on the table with both hands, her breasts lifting provocatively.

“So… do we keep playing? Or would you rather go up to my place and play something else?”

The game gets abandoned halfway through. The balls sit on the green felt, but neither of us has any interest in finishing. The air between us is charged, electric. Laura looks at me with undisguised desire, waiting for my answer.

There's a moment of calm before I speak, a pause just to let us breathe.

After another second of silence, I say:

“I don't want to disappoint you.”

It pisses me off, but a nervous laugh escapes me.

“I'm glad. I wouldn't want you to either.” She looks at me intently and smiles calmly. “But don't obsess over things. Let's take it step by step.”

“Sometimes…” I run both hands through my hair. “I think I'm afraid of being happy.”

“Why am I telling her this?” says a voice inside my head.

“And are you afraid?”

I look at her for a long moment, then shake my head.

“No,” I say. “I know that if you wanted me by your side, I'd be happy. I know you're not like…”

I don't even want to name Cristina. Laura doesn't deserve that, and neither do I. I take her hands and for the first time look directly into her eyes. I'm not afraid anymore.

“I regret all the lost chances to tell you how I felt, and all the times I convinced myself that every woman would do the same thing to me that she did. I want to be happy with you, that's all, but I'm scared of what comes next.” My voice breaks slightly, and that pisses me off. “I'm scared you'll realize I bore you. Or that you'll meet someone else and the same thing will happen all over again.”

“Hey,” she whispers. “I can't make the pain you've felt disappear, or promise you that something like that won't happen again. All I can do is tell you the truth about what I feel. I'm a woman who stays true to what I want. And if I ever stopped wanting you, I'd tell you.” She kisses me softly on the lips. “You've already lost someone you loved and you kept getting out of bed. You've gotten a part of your life back. You're starting over at the office. People have let you down, but your life goes on. It hasn't ended just because you lost trust in someone who betrayed you.”

“Yeah,” I say, still brushing my lips against hers. The touch drives me crazy. “It's just that…” My voice tightens. “I'm scared.”

She takes my hands.

“Then we've found something we agree on,” she whispers. “We're scared shitless of being in love with each other.”

She laughs while sniffling, grabs my face between her hands, and presses her forehead against mine. Her eyes close as her breathing falls into rhythm with mine.

“Do you want to come up to my place?” she asks, her eyes never leaving mine.
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Breath becomes touch. Our mouths are so close I no longer know who’s exhaling and who’s inhaling. I feel the warm moisture of her breath brushing my lips, and suddenly there’s no distance left. I kiss her.

It’s a slow kiss at first, almost reverent, as if we’re afraid of breaking something fragile. Her lips are soft, warm. Laura sighs against my mouth and that sound undoes me. My hands travel up her back, caressing the thin fabric of her dress, feeling her body tremble beneath my palms. She presses against me, her breasts soft against my chest, and the kiss becomes deeper, hungrier.

The restraint we’ve maintained for weeks shatters all at once.

I lift her effortlessly and carry her to the bedroom. I remove her dress slowly, sliding it down her shoulders, over her hips, until she’s left in only black stockings and lace panties. I pause to look at her: pale skin contrasting with dark fabric, her full, heavy breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath, her nipples already hard with desire.

“You’re beautiful…” I whisper, and I mean it. It’s not just desire; it’s pure admiration.

In that instant, I notice the cool stillness of the bedroom enveloping her bare skin. Her eyes betray nervousness, and I smile at her. The warm light from the bedside lamp gives her skin a fragile, pearlescent glow. Her areolas are tender, like ripe fruit. The cool air has hardened her nipples, which point provocatively toward me. Tentatively, she runs her hands along the underside of her breasts, cupping them as if testing their weight.

I reach out and wrap my arms around her, drawing her toward me. I feel her bare torso against mine, her cool skin and the brush of her hard nipples against my abdomen.

A wave of desire washes through me, quickening my breath. Every curve of Laura’s body feels more intense, more real in that moment.

I tilt my face toward hers. Our lips are almost touching, and I kiss her again. This kiss is different—it combines burning passion with a delicate tenderness I’ve never experienced. Our lips meet, soft but urgent, unleashing an electric current that makes my whole body respond.

Laura’s hands cling to my neck, and I want this moment to never end. It’s a kiss that carries a promise and a deep acceptance of what I hadn’t wanted to accept, despite all the signals she’d sent me.

My hands begin to explore her body, feeling every inch of her unfamiliar skin. I slide my palms along her thighs and hips, sensing a trail of warmth that excites me. I feel her tremble with each caress as she waits patiently for me to continue. I explore her ass with almost reverent devotion, spreading her cheeks, trying to reach further, then moving down her abdomen and stopping to caress her breasts. My fingers trace soft circles around her areolas and lightly pinch her nipples, each touch provoking an involuntary sigh from her lips.

I feel delicate skin, smooth as silk. I notice a slight flush on her cheeks that betrays her arousal. Her areolas have darkened, like flowers responding to touch, with a firmness that invites caressing.

Her hands caress me too. Each touch sends a tingling sensation spreading through my body. Each brush, each caress of her fingers awakens pleasure that’s reflected in my hardness.

Meanwhile, her mouth keeps claiming mine, our tongues intertwining in a dance of unbridled passion.

“Quique…” she whispers.

“Don’t say anything. You don’t have to.”

I touch her slowly, exploring, learning what makes her tremble, what makes her gasp louder. When I slip a finger inside her, she’s hot, tight, perfect. I add another and begin moving them in a slow but deep rhythm while my thumb circles her clit. Laura writhes beneath me, her hands clutching my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin.

I don’t want this to be just sex. I want this moment to be ours forever. Trapped between pleasure and need, she sighs in broken gasps, struggling to find air in the middle of the whirlwind building inside her. Her fingers try to arrange her disheveled hair, which has come undone in the heat of our encounter. Every movement she makes only heightens the desire burning between us, intensifying the connection we share.

Laura’s hands clutch the bed, holding on as her body surrenders to long-desired pleasure. She releases one hand and her fingers grip my torso. The softness of her skin feels like silk gloves caressing me, an intoxicating sensation that fills me with longing.

My mouth becomes more demanding, my lips biting hers gently, each wet touch stoking a fire that feeds on our passion. My hands continue exploring her body with an intensity and abandon that makes her feel completely desired. Suddenly, with a decisive motion, I take her and position her straddling me. Our eyes meet and don’t look away. A visceral connection forms between us that goes beyond the physical.

My tongue and lips continue their exploration, sliding from her chin toward her neck, where kisses become playful bites, leaving a wet trail on her skin. I pause at her collarbone, nibbling gently, savoring every inch of her body.

Laura settles gently over me, letting herself sink slowly but firmly onto my cock. She slides down over my pelvis. I feel her ass settle softly against my hard shaft. The contact is electrifying—the softness of her skin merging with the firmness of my body, a contrast that awakens every nerve. The pressure of her weight sends a shiver of pleasure down my spine, quickening our breath. Laura throws her body back and arches, seeking to take me deeper, all the way in. I feel her wetness against me.

Little by little, we find a constant rhythm of rising and falling, the intimacy between us becoming a dance of perfect harmony. Her body moves with a sensual cadence, as if each thrust is syncing with the beating of our hearts. With each rise and fall, I feel my cock enveloped by her slick heat. Our eyes don’t look away. At one point, she closes hers, concentrating on her own pleasure. Her sighs intensify and become moans. I feel the connection that’s formed between us, the need surrounding each gesture, each caress.

She picks up the pace again, rising and dropping hard, as if she wants this erotic dance to finally end. With each movement, the sensations intensify—the friction of her skin, the heat building between us, the way her muscles grip and tighten around my cock. Each time she drops down, Laura shudders slightly, wraps her arms around me, and whispers something unintelligible in my ear. I feel her warm breath against my ear. Our embrace is tender, but charged with the passion of two people who've wanted this for a long time.

Laura's complete surrender excites me, along with the feeling of connection that envelops us. Exploring each other's nakedness for the first time is a declaration of vulnerability and desire, our skin gleaming in the bedroom light. Each caress along her back, each kiss I trail across her skin, each thrust from her seems to carry us further from reality, as if the outside world is vanishing in the hot air around us.

For any lover experiencing their first time with someone they truly desire, everything is exploration and discovery—and that's exactly what I was feeling. Our naked bodies mingled, their softness generating a heat that seemed to melt away any inhibitions we might have had. I feel every inch of her skin against mine, as if my cock is filling her with electricity. Each movement, each whisper seems to pull her deeper into a world where only the two of us exist, along with the fire that's been unleashed between us.

Laura's fingers caressed the nape of my neck, spreading delicately across my scalp, while I ran my fingers through the delicate waves of her chestnut hair, which seemed to shine even brighter in the bedroom light. Each caress was a moment of pure connection, accompanied by kisses and whispers. Her breasts hover within reach of my mouth, and I can't help but admire them with desire and fascination. She's a beautiful woman with a body that surprises me. I was so accustomed to seeing her in formal clothes that the contrast is striking.

I watch her breasts bounce with the steady rhythm of her hips. She's younger than Cristina, and it shows in the firmness of her breasts and the tautness of her body. Cristina was a beautiful woman who knew how to catch any man's eye, but I can't help thinking that Laura is fresher, less artificial than my ex.

Her movements grow bolder, adding circular rolls of her hips that bring me racing toward my limit, while sighs of satisfaction escape her lips and fill the air.

Soon her sighs turn to moans, and soft, stifled cries escape her lips, filling the room with echoes of pure pleasure. My hands, which had stayed firm on her hips, begin roaming over her again, this time with renewed tenderness. First I slide them gently over the curve of her abdomen, caressing it delicately. Then I descend toward her mound. Her hair is trimmed into a thin line. I feel her wetness mixing with the sweat our exertion is building on our bodies. I watch her hair stick to her face as she bites her lower lip and closes her eyes. It's an outrageously sensual sight.

This soft, reverent behavior contrasts sharply with Cristina, who was much more intense in bed. I suppose that's also part of knowing your partner, and the trust that builds between you. The first time isn't the same as when you know all their reactions and exactly what to do to give them pleasure. With Laura, it was a slow learning process, full of tenderness, though not lacking the sensuality that kept bringing me closer to orgasm. Each thrust she made triggered a muscular contraction, a visceral response I could feel gripping my cock despite how slick she was inside. That mix of desire and connection makes me feel what I'd lost when I learned of Cris's betrayal. The sex with Miranda had been magnificent, but now I realize it had been only that. Sex, nothing more. With Laura, the feelings surface on their own. We both need to give ourselves to each other without reservations. There's no shame, no fear, only sincere surrender.

With a final effort, I sit up on the bed, seeking Laura's breasts with my mouth. I focus on one, savoring the salty sweat on her skin as my tongue traces soft circles around the nipple, enjoying each moment before moving to the other, delighting in both its softness and its firmness.

Laura, without stopping the sway of her hips, uses our closeness to wrap her arms around my back, clinging with a mix of desire and need. In a gesture that combines animal ferocity with feminine sensuality, she digs her perfectly manicured nails—painted wine-red—into my back, drawing a grunt from my lips, a sound that reveals more pleasure than pain. Laura is intense but soft, wild and affectionate at the same time.

The tension in her body is palpable; the muscles of her thighs, already fatigued from the constant effort, contract forcefully, and her arched back signals that the explosion is imminent. I'm already at my limit, so I caress her clit to make her come. I want us to come together, and that's not easy the first time with someone new.

With each passing second, the room seems to evaporate around us, and all that remains is the heat of our intertwined, sweaty bodies, the promise of an ecstasy about to explode, carrying us to a moment of complete intimacy.

I close my eyes and feel the semen begin to flow from within me, a torrent of pleasure unleashing beyond my control. The muscles of Laura's pussy contract forcefully, triggering waves of adrenaline through our bodies, creating a symphony of sensations that keeps us locked in an embrace I want to last forever. Neither of us wants to stop; the moment is too perfect, too intense to let slip away.

As my orgasm spills completely, filling her deepest depths, I feel the connection between us grow stronger, more complete. Her moans tell me she's there too. I've always been a romantic, but what just happened feels like an act of love that transcends mere physical pleasure, becoming a bond that connects us on an almost spiritual level.

In that climax, time vanishes, and only the two of us exist, immersed in a sea of emotions.

We collapse exhausted onto the bed. Still holding Laura, I feel her breasts—damp and still sensitive—press softly against my chest as her rapid breathing fills the room.

The room falls into a silence broken only by our ragged breathing, a rhythm that gradually slows. The bed, completely disheveled, reflects the intensity of what we've just shared; the light bathes Laura's soft, almost pearlescent skin in a rosy glow, casting shadows that shift subtly across her body. Our clothes lie scattered across the floor, silent witnesses to what just happened.

We're both lying in bed, resting on the white sheets, still breathing the warm air that lingered after our encounter. Laura has a sheet pulled up to her chest. A deep silence surrounds us, broken only by the sound of our breathing as it gradually falls into sync. Her breathing is calm, but mine isn't. Even though I came inside her just a few minutes ago, my mind is already working again.

I gather my courage and break the silence.

“Laura… can I ask you something?”

She lifts her head slightly and looks at me with those bright eyes, still drowsy with pleasure.

“Of course.”

I swallow hard.

“Do you have any sexual desires we should talk about? Threesomes, an open relationship, intense fantasies… I don't know. I want us to be honest from the start. I don't want something to come up later and catch us off guard.”

Laura sits up suddenly, propping herself on one elbow. She looks at me for a second and bursts into a soft, genuine laugh that makes her breasts bounce deliciously.

“Oh my God, Quique…” she says between laughs, shaking her head. “Relax, please. It hasn't even been half an hour since we fucked for the first time and you're already trying to control everything like it's some kind of contract.”

I feel myself blushing. She leans in and gives me a quick kiss on the lips, still smiling.

“This has started really well,” she continues in a softer voice. “Really. But we don't need to sit down and make an inventory of limits and extreme desires yet. I'm not someone who needs to explore or experiment just for the sake of it. I don't have secret fantasies about threesomes or opening the relationship. I like simple, intense sex with real connection. And with you… I liked it a lot.”

She lies back down on top of me, this time resting her chin on my chest to look directly into my eyes.

“And if that need ever came up, we'd talk about it like adults. No drama, no judgment. But today isn't that day. Today I just want to enjoy this. You. The way you looked at me while you were inside me. The way you kissed me. Can you do that? Can you just enjoy the moment without overthinking everything?”

I stay quiet for a few seconds, feeling the pleasant weight of her body on mine. Finally, I nod, but she notices something's still bothering me.

“What's wrong?” she asks tenderly, caressing my cheek.

I take a deep breath.

“I'm scared, Laura. Scared of not being enough. Scared that after everything I went through with Cristina, I'll end up projecting my insecurities onto you. I'm scared that one day you'll get bored of me because I'm… too normal. Because I don't offer you wild games or intense excitement. Because I'm a guy who, after fucking, wants to hold you and talk about silly things instead of chasing new sexual adventures.”

Laura listens attentively, without interrupting. When I finish, she kisses me softly on the chest, right over my heart.

“Listen to me carefully,” she says in a firm but affectionate voice. “I don't want you to be with me the way you were with Cristina or anyone else. I want you to be yourself. I like you exactly like this: a little insecure, still a little hurt, but honest. I don't need you to offer me depravity to turn me on. What turns me on is the way you look at me, the way you touch me with desire but also with respect, the way you come whispering my name and sweet words. That's enough. More than enough.”

She sits up a bit more and strokes my hair.

“We all have fears after a hard breakup. You have yours, and I have mine too, whether you believe it or not. But we're not going to solve them tonight, or by trying to anticipate every possible problem. We're going to work through them by living this. Day by day. Conversation by conversation.”

“Game by game… like Cholo says…” I joke.

She smiles with that sweetness that drives me crazy.

“And just so you can relax: I don't have any hidden need to experiment with other people. Not now. And I don't think I will for a long time. I like what we're starting. I like how you make me feel safe and desired at the same time. So please… stop torturing yourself. Enjoy. Kiss me. Hold me. Fall asleep with me. Tomorrow, if you want, we can keep talking. But tonight I just want to feel your body pressed against mine and know that you're here, really here.”

Her words calm me like a balm. I feel something loosen in my chest. I pull her toward me and kiss her slowly, with gratitude and renewed desire. She responds with the same passion, tangling her legs with mine.

“Thank you,” I murmur against her lips.

“Don't thank me,” she responds in a low voice. “Just promise me you'll try. That you'll let yourself go a little and live whatever comes naturally.”

“I promise. But speaking of natural…”

I settle between her legs and spread them slightly. I rub my cock, hard again, against her sex, coating myself in her wetness. I look into her eyes as I push in slowly, inch by inch, until I'm completely inside her. We both moan in unison. She's so tight, so hot, that I have to stay still for a moment to keep from coming instantly.

I start to move. First with slow, deep thrusts, savoring every sensation. Her walls squeeze me, caress me. Laura wraps her legs around my waist and lifts her hips to meet each thrust. Our bodies fit together as if they'd been waiting their whole lives for this moment.

The rhythm increases. It's no longer just tenderness; it's pure passion. I fuck her harder, more urgently, kissing her neck, her breasts, her mouth. She moans again and again, her hands roaming my back, my ass, pulling me deeper.

“I want you inside… all the way…” she gasps.

I pick up the pace. The slap of skin on skin fills the room along with her moans and my grunts. I feel her tightening around me, feel her getting close. I bite her shoulder gently and that sends her over the edge. She comes hard, clenching around me in rhythmic spasms, crying out as she trembles beneath me.

Seeing her like that, lost in pleasure, pushes me over the edge. I thrust a few more times and come inside her with a hoarse moan, filling her as waves of pleasure wash through me.

I don’t pull out right away. I stay inside her, holding her close, kissing her softly on the lips, on the forehead, on the eyelids. Our sweaty bodies stay joined, our hearts beating in sync.

Laura opens her eyes and looks at me with a tired but radiant smile.

“This… this was perfect,” she whispers.

I stroke her hair and kiss the tip of her nose.

“That wasn’t just sex,” I tell her quietly. “That was making love to you. And I want to do it again and again.”

She hugs me tight and I roll onto my side, pulling her against my chest. Her head rests over my heart, which is still racing.

For the first time in a long time, the silence after pleasure isn’t empty. It’s full of something warm, real, and ours. For the first time in a long time, the silence after sex doesn’t fill me with anxiety. Just peace.

Gradually, I notice her breathing growing deeper and calmer, and I let myself close my eyes and enjoy the moment, just like she asked me to.

The night was long and sweet. When I open my eyes, sunlight is already streaming through the slats of the blinds. Laura is curled up against me, her head resting on my chest, one leg tangled between mine. Her hair is messy and she has that relaxed look you only get from a deep sleep.

I lie still for a while, enjoying the warmth of her body and the scent of her skin. Finally, I caress her arm gently.

“Good morning…” I whisper.

Laura lets out a soft sound—that contented sigh of someone who slept well—and stretches against me like a cat. She lifts her face and looks at me through half-lidded eyes, still drowsy. A slow smile spreads across her lips.

“Good morning,” she responds, her voice still husky from sleep. “Have you been awake long?”

“A while. I like watching you sleep. You look like a princess.”

She lets out a laugh and buries her face in my neck, embarrassed.

“Don’t say things like that—you’re making me blush.”

“Well, you’re beautiful when you blush too,” I tease, kissing her forehead.

Laura lifts her head again and gives me a slow, lazy kiss—the kind that tastes like morning. When she pulls away, her eyes have a mischievous gleam.

“Last night was… really nice,” she says softly. “Better than I expected.”

“Were you expecting it to be bad?” I ask, feigning offense.

“No,” she laughs. “I wasn’t expecting anything, or maybe that it would be awkward. The first time is always a little awkward. But with you… it wasn’t. It felt natural. And I really liked the way you touched me. The way you looked at me.”

A pleasant warmth spreads through my chest. Who wouldn’t like hearing something like that?

“I really liked it too. So much. I can still feel you.”

Laura bites her lower lip and presses closer to me. Our naked bodies brush together under the sheets.

“Are you hungry?” I ask.

“A little. But I don’t want to get up yet.”

“Me neither.”

We lie there a while longer in silence, caressing each other lazily. My hand travels down her back, down to the curve of her ass and back up again. She sighs, content.

“Hey…” I say after a while. “What do you say we head to the mountains today? To my place. I’ve owed you that invitation for months. We can leave after breakfast, get there around noon, grab something to eat, swim in the pool… no rush. Let’s enjoy the weekend together.”

Laura props herself up on one elbow. She looks at me with an amused smile.

“I hadn’t forgotten you owe me that invitation, you know. I have it written down.”

“So, what do you think?”

“Sounds great,” she says, her smile growing wider. “But just so you know, I’m collecting on the full package: pool, views, and a nice long nap in the sun.”

Laura laughs and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. We hold each other’s gaze for a moment. Then she asks, her tone softer:

“Are you okay? After last night… no morning-after panic?”

I shake my head.

“I’m fine. Better than fine. A little surprised by how everything unfolded.”

“Well, you’re still grinning like an idiot,” she says, touching my cheek affectionately. “I like it.”

I sit up a little and kiss her again, deeper this time. When we pull apart, I tell her:

“Don’t forget your bikini.”

Laura raises an eyebrow, amused. We both laugh. Laura stretches again, arching her back, and I can’t help watching the way her breasts move with the motion.

“I'm going to make coffee,” I finally say, even though getting up is the last thing I want to do. “Do you want breakfast in bed, or would you rather eat in the kitchen like civilized people?”

“Coffee in bed sounds dangerous,” she answers. “But I like danger. Bring something to eat too. I'm starving. Think you can find your way around my kitchen?”

“I think so. If I get lost, I'll yell…”

I get up naked, and she watches me openly, not bothering to hide it.

“Nice view from here,” she says with a shameless grin.

I pull on the boxers I was wearing last night and head to the kitchen. While I'm making the coffee, I smile to myself. It's amazing how easy things can be sometimes. Everything feels light, effortless, natural. No tension, no regret. Just the pleasant feeling of having spent the night with someone I really like.

I return to the bedroom with a tray: two coffees with milk, toast with butter, and a plate of fruit. Laura's sitting up in bed now, the sheet pulled up to her waist, her tousled hair falling over her shoulders.

“Oh my God, full service,” she says, impressed. “I think I'm going to have to bring you over more often.”

“I'll come over whenever you want,” I reply, setting the tray on the bed.

We sit facing each other, eating unhurriedly, talking about nothing in particular. Between bites, we steal little kisses, touch hands, let our eyes linger longer than necessary.

At one point, Laura looks at me over her cup and says softly:

“Thanks for not being weird this morning. A lot of times the first night is great and then the next morning is awkward. With you, it isn't.”

“Well, don't think I'm all that used to waking up in a girl's bed.”

She nods, smiling.

“Well, so far you're doing great.”

We finish breakfast amid laughter and lazy caresses. When we're done, Laura leans in and kisses me more deeply.

“So… to the mountains?”

“To the mountains,” I confirm. “You, me, the pool, and all the time in the world.”

Laura smiles against my lips.

“Perfect. But first… give me five more minutes in this bed with you.”

And I, of course, give them to her.
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Laura gets out of the car and stands motionless on the gravel path, her mouth hanging open.

“Oh my God, Quique… this is beautiful. You guys didn’t tell me it was so amazing.”

The mountain house rises before us—large, built of stone and wood, with a gabled roof and windows open to the pine forest. But what really leaves her speechless is the pool. The water gleams under the midday sun, a deep blue, surrounded by teak decking with endless views of the mountains, protected from prying eyes by a wall and a row of pines that, I just now realize, desperately need pruning.

“It’s bigger than I imagined,” she says, spinning around. “It looks like something out of a magazine.”

I smile, feeling proud. This house is the only material possession that matters to me. Everything else was expendable during the divorce—except the house. I admit that in winter it’s not as pleasant as it is from April on, and sometimes it’s a hassle having to drive everywhere, especially to work, but this peace, and the privacy it offers, more than makes up for those small inconveniences.

“Come on, I’ll show you where you can change.”

I lead her to the master bedroom. It’s a spacious room with an enormous bed and big windows overlooking the pool. It has a walk-in closet that now sits practically empty.

“You have privacy here. Take your time.”

While Laura changes, I head out to the porch and light the grill. I arrange the coals, grab the tongs, and take out the sausages I had in the fridge. I wasn’t planning on spending Saturday afternoon with anyone, and there’s barely anything in the pantry. The smell of charcoal starts drifting through the air.

I’m placing the first sausages on the grill when I hear her barefoot steps on the wood. I turn around.

Laura appears, walking slowly toward the pool. She’s wearing a bright red triangle bikini that contrasts spectacularly with her pale skin. The top barely contains her large, round breasts, revealing the soft swell of her cleavage, deep and tempting. The bottoms are just as minimal, tied at the sides with thin strings, perfectly outlining the curve of her hips and her round, firm ass. Around her waist she wears a sheer black sarong, casually knotted, that offers glimpses of her long legs and the sway of her hips as she walks. Her hair falls loose over her shoulders, and she’s wearing dark sunglasses that give her a look that’s both sophisticated and sexy.

She looks stunning.

“Damn…” I murmur, unable to help myself.

She smiles, satisfied, and does a slow turn so I can get a good look.

“Do you like it?”

“I love it. You look… spectacular.”

She walks up to the grill, barefoot, and gives me a quick kiss on the lips.

While I finish grilling the sausages, Laura throws together a fresh salad in the kitchen with what little she finds: tomatoes, a couple of mozzarella balls, basil, olive oil, and a splash of balsamic vinegar. We eat at the table under the umbrella, chatting easily. The meal is simple, but everything tastes delicious. The cold white wine helps the conversation flow naturally. We talk about the biggest case she’s handling at Fernando’s firm and about the cases I’m working on. We even end up talking about soccer, and she’s surprised I’m a Real Madrid fan—I suppose because of the comment I made last night about Cholo. Fortunately, she’s also a Madrid fan, though she doesn’t particularly like soccer.

After we eat, Laura takes off her sarong, drapes it over a lounge chair, and lies face down in the sun. I clear the table without rushing and then settle into the lounge chair next to hers.

I can’t stop looking at her.

She has an incredible body that, because of how she usually dresses, isn’t always fully appreciated. But in a bikini—or naked—you can see her defined waist, her hips, and that round, firm ass the bikini barely covers, a constant temptation. Her long, toned legs gleam in the sun. Every time she breathes, her breasts press softly against the towel. It’s a sight that takes your breath away.

She notices my gaze. She turns her head toward me and lowers her sunglasses a bit.

“What are you thinking?” she asks with a curious smile.

“Nothing in particular,” I answer, a little caught off guard. “Just… looking at you. I’m surprised you’re not going topless in such a private place.”

Laura lets out a soft laugh and props herself up on her elbows. Her breasts shift with the movement.

“I don’t feel the need to,” she says casually. “I’m comfortable in the bikini. But if you want me to take it off, I will. No problem at all.”

“No, no,” I say quickly. “You don’t have to. I’m just surprised. I thought in a place this isolated you’d want to sunbathe differently…”

She shrugs with a relaxed smile.

“Well, there you go. I don’t always do what’s expected.”

We stay quiet for a while. Laura turns over and lies on her back, offering her body to the sun. I keep admiring her, fascinated by how naturally she moves.

After a while, she sits up.

“Where’s the bathroom? Do I have to go upstairs, or is there one down here?”

“No. There’s one down here. First door on the left.”

She gets up and walks toward the house with that elegant, sensual walk of hers. When she returns, to my astonishment, she’s completely naked.

She walks slowly, on tiptoe over the hot wood of the porch, as if walking on invisible heels. Her body is a vision: her large breasts sway gently with each step, her dark nipples a striking contrast against her pale skin. Her narrow waist gives way to full hips and that round, firm ass. She’s shaved smooth, with only a thin strip of hair left, her lips clearly visible, slightly swollen. Her pale skin gleams in the sun, faint bikini lines still visible. Her hair falls loose, and she wears a seductive smile.

She stops a few feet from me, completely naked, with a knowing smile.

“Do you prefer me like this?” she asks in a low, provocative voice, tilting her head.

I’m speechless for a few seconds. My gaze travels over her body openly: her breasts, her soft belly, her hips, the triangle between her thighs, her long legs.

“Fuck, Laura…” I finally manage to say, my voice hoarse. “Yes. I like you much better like this.”

She smiles, satisfied, and walks toward me slowly. Her breasts sway with each step. She stops in front of me and places her hands on my shoulders.

“Good,” she whispers. “Because I wanted to be comfortable. And because I like how you look at me when I’m naked.”

She leans in and kisses me slowly, her tongue finding mine, while her breasts brush against my torso. I feel her hard nipples against my skin. My hands move automatically to her hips, caressing her waist, then sliding down to her bare ass and squeezing gently.

“I think the pool is waiting for us,” she says, biting my lower lip.

I stand up without letting her go and take her hand. We walk together toward the water—her completely naked, me still in my swim trunks. Before getting in, she turns to me with that mischievous smile that’s already starting to drive me crazy.

“This is so much better than wearing a bikini, isn’t it?”

I nod, unable to look away from her body.

“So much better.”

Laura gets into the water first, slowly, letting the cool water cover her ankles, her knees, her thighs, her waist. When the water reaches her breasts, she sighs with pleasure. She turns toward me, wet hair clinging to her shoulders, her hard nipples just visible above the water.

“Come here,” she says, extending her hand.

And I go. Because in that moment, with Laura naked in my pool, under the mountain sun, there’s no other place in the world I want to be.


	Alone, despite everything.
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We’ve been invited to a party at a house in a subdivision near Madrid. We’ve been a few times before and had a good time. Since I started hanging out regularly with the girls, we go out more and more often, and I’ve stopped going to Fernando and Almudena’s place. I guess I was getting a bit tired of all the extreme sex. With the girls, it’s all less intense, more casual, and I think that’s exactly what I need.

I put on a new dress I haven’t worn yet. It’s a bit more low-cut than what they usually wear, and I know it’ll get comments from the girls. It always seems like we’re competing to impress each other. We did the same thing back during our teenage escapades. An endless competition to see who wore the shortest skirt, the tightest pants, or the lowest neckline. Back then, I wasn’t the boldest one, though now I think I am. Actually, I’d say I’m sure I am.

Some of our friends’ mothers had us labeled as “sluts” and tried to keep their virginal daughters away from our “demonic” influence. What they didn’t know was that their lovely daughters were just as slutty as we were—they just didn’t run in the same circles. But basically, they did the same things we did, and I guess any teenager with raging hormones does. I suppose it doesn’t matter where you live or where you study—at that age, almost all teenagers only think about one thing.

I look at myself in the mirror with satisfaction. The outfit cost a fucking fortune, but it lives up to the price. It fits like a glove and shows just enough for anyone to imagine what’s underneath, without being too obvious. (Everything’s debatable, of course)

“Oh my God! I love what you’re wearing. It’s absolutely inappropriate,” Jana says, covering her mouth and feigning exaggerated shock.

I smile as she tries to offer me her eyeliner.

“Not this time,” I tell her, remembering how my eyes swelled up the last time I used it. I’ve always been sensitive to cheap cosmetics, so I have to stick to my own, which are from a French brand—“super expensive.”

“Okay, well finish up. María’s coming to pick us up today; she just texted me saying she’ll be here any minute. She’s coming with Aitana.”

“I don’t think she likes me very much,” I say, looking at myself in the mirror and sighing with annoyance.

Jana tilts her head.

“What? Aitana? Of course she does. She’s cool. It’s just that she can be a bit sharp-tongued and too honest sometimes. And I think she feels intimidated by you.”

“By me? Why would she feel intimidated?” I burst out laughing. Jana must be confused.

“I think it’s because you’re very different from us,” she adds, and smiles.

I don’t think I’m different from them at all. We’re all single or divorced, and we all usually go out on the prowl for some guy to take home. The only difference is that I’m more intense than they are about it. I have fewer limits, and when I do have them, I cross them more easily without overthinking it.

“But don’t worry about her—she’ll be busy tonight.”

“Oh yeah?” I ask while I keep looking at myself in the mirror, but I can’t help noticing how Jana’s looking at me, with one eyebrow raised.

“She has a boyfriend, or at least a guy in the works, but she’s head over heels for him.”

“The one she went home with last Saturday? Manu, I think his name was. He was pretty hot…”

“No, another one she met this week at work. She changes guys every week.”

Saying that about a friend is pretty harsh, but she just smiles and adjusts the top of her dress, which surprisingly has a lower neckline than mine.

“Isn’t she seeing Manu?”

The image of the two of them making out at the club comes to mind.

“No way. Aitana almost never dates anyone. She sleeps with a lot of guys, but doesn’t date any of them. Some last a bit longer, but she never gets serious with any of them.”

“Wow.” It’s all I manage to say, though I’m thinking some people do all the sinning while others get the reputation.

Tonight’s party is just like the one we were invited to two weeks ago. The garden and house are packed with drunk people. Aitana disappeared after downing a couple of drinks, and María is chatting with a guy who looks familiar. The body language she’s giving off is so obvious—you can tell from a mile away she wants to fuck him. Obviously, he’s picked up on it and is soaking up the attention.

Jana disappears as soon as we arrive, and I can’t find her anywhere. I spot an empty seat on a couch facing the pool and sit there for a good while. Then suddenly, Antonio approaches me—a guy who hits on me every time we run into each other. He’s not bad-looking, but he’s the classic groper type, and I suspect he fucks like a married man—boring and routine. He makes me so tired just thinking about it that I want to make an excuse and bolt.

“Hi Cris,” he says, giving me a couple of kisses. “You look… gorgeous in that dress,” he says after a brief pause. He runs his eyes over my body from top to bottom and back up again, lingering obviously on my cleavage. He doesn’t even try to be subtle about it. I stay quiet until his eyes meet mine. “You look stunning tonight.”

I roll my eyes and adjust the straps of my dress, suddenly wishing I had a shawl to cover up and shield myself from those eyes that are so blatantly undressing me.

“I’m surprised to see you here.”

“And I’m surprised I ended up here again myself.”

“Didn’t you have a good time last time? It was a fun party.”

“It wasn’t bad… Anyway, I’m gonna go find the girls. See you around,” I say, walking away from him.

Luckily, he doesn’t follow me. I don’t feel like having a completely meaningless conversation with him, and besides, I know he’s going to try to hit on me again, which I want even less.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” Jana comes up behind me and wraps me in a hug. She’s pretty drunk, I can tell, but she looks happy. “Let’s dance.”

Three drinks and two tequilas later, I’m starting to feel like Jana. I’ve been dancing for hours and I can feel a trickle of sweat running down my back. Maybe that dress—and especially going without panties—hadn’t been the wisest outfit choice. I’m sweaty between my legs and uncomfortable. Across the yard, I see the guy who’d been flirting with María shoving his tongue down her throat.

“I almost forgot how much I love dancing!” Jana shouts over the pounding music.

“And I almost forgot what a terrible dancer you are,” I shout back, knowing full well she’s amazing. Jana laughs.

“I’m so pumped!” she squeals, throwing her arms over her head and spinning in a circle.

If she keeps this up, she’s going to end up on the floor… After a while, she disappears, and I find myself dancing with some guy I don’t know at all. Even though the alcohol has loosened me up, I’m still not really having a good time. I seriously consider calling an Uber and heading home, but one thing leads to another, and the night slips by almost without me noticing.

A few hours later, I spot Jana, who’s clearly wasted and dancing like a woman possessed at the edge of the pool. Well, like everyone else around her, all groping each other with varying degrees of subtlety. When she sees me, she comes over and plants a quick kiss on my lips.

“Let’s play truth or dare!” she slurs, her voice thick with alcohol. She calls out to María and a small group of people I don’t know, and they all come over.

Jana takes a swig from a vodka bottle and passes it to María, who takes a drink too. They’re definitely going to end up puking in some corner. Another girl I don’t know—wearing jeans that look killer on her and a black lace top—sits down next to me and joins the game, so now there are four girls, Antonio, and three other guys.

I’m thinking that playing truth or dare while drunk with complete strangers can only end badly, when María says with a wicked smile:

“Don’t forget that I know all of you very well. If anyone lies, I’ll find out, and they’ll be punished.”

“I’d rather not play. I barely know anyone here,” I reply without looking at anyone in particular. I have no interest in the little game I know is coming.

“Don’t you dare chicken out,” Jana says, laughing. “If there’s anyone here who can spice up the game, it’s you, Cris.”

Her words piss me off. I’m no prude, but it gets on my nerves having to expose myself to ridicule from people I barely know, and I know the kind of questions that are going to come up. I glare at Jana and try to get up from the small circle we’ve formed. One of the guys laughs and tells me not to chicken out.

During the first round, everyone chooses dare. The game stays within pretty boring limits—downing shots in one gulp, giving each other kisses on the mouth, confessing something stupid.

“Truth or dare, Cris?” María asks, pure malice in her eyes, and I swallow hard.

“Truth?” I answer uncertainly.

She laughs and whispers something in Jana’s ear that I can’t hear. They exchange looks and nod with expressions that tell me I’m not going to like the question:

“Okay. Have you ever had a threesome?” she asks, catching me off guard.

No one seems surprised by the nosy question except me. I feel myself blushing and see everyone looking at me with curiosity.

“Well?” Jana presses.

I just nod. Of course I have. If they only knew... I’ve had group sex with so many people I couldn’t even tell you the exact number.

For a few seconds, there’s nothing but exclamations and murmurs, and I feel everyone’s gaze shift. It’s as if that simple admission has suddenly made me more interesting to everyone.

“So was it two guys or a couple?” Antonio asks, clearly interested, while I squirm in my seat.

I shake my head.

“That’s two questions. One per turn, so move on. It’s Jana’s turn now,” I say quickly, hoping to deflect the attention that’s focused on me. For a moment, I think about getting up with the excuse of going to the bathroom and slipping out of there, until I remember we’re at a house in the suburbs and I came in María’s car. The Uber idea tempts me again.

“Dare!” Jana responds—pretty wasted at this point—before anyone even asks her which option she wants.

“Let’s see…” the blonde girl says. “I bet you won’t…”

“Won’t what?” she asks impatiently.

“Take off that dress and don’t put it back on for the rest of the game!” shouts one of the guys sitting across from us. “Come on, let’s spice things up!”

“You guys are so childish,” she protests, but she pulls down the straps of her dress and sits there in her bra in front of everyone.

I’m honestly surprised she’s wearing one—I thought with that plunging V-neck it wouldn’t be possible. I make a mental note that I’m definitely not wearing one, so I need to be careful if I don’t want to end up naked in front of all these people.

As expected, within ten minutes, pretty much everyone in the circle is half-naked.

Without meaning to, my eyes go straight to the guys’ torsos and zero in on one of them—Ricardo. He’s seriously attractive, with surprisingly tanned skin and defined muscles. Antonio, by contrast, looks soft, with a flabby little belly and even man boobs. He’d never really seemed attractive to me, but now my disappointment is total.

Ricardo has defined muscles in his forearms and chest, and abs like a Nestlé Noir chocolate bar. Jana elbows me and winks.

The game continues. María kisses Antonio and Ricardo. Bea, the girl in the tight jeans, ends up in just her panties and ankle boots. One of the other guys kisses Ricardo on the mouth, drawing cheers and looks of disbelief. Two more shots, and this is going to end badly.

“Cris, truth or dare?” Ricardo asks.

“Why even ask? We all know she’s going to say truth,” María says, trying to needle me.

“Dare,” I answer, surprising her and myself. I already know what they’re going to ask me, and honestly, I’d almost rather take off my clothes than answer their nasty questions. Normally, I have no problem being naked—though obviously not in front of people I don’t know and don’t feel comfortable with. For a moment I’d hesitated, because knowing Jana and María, and seeing the state they were in, if I’d chosen truth they’d probably come up with something way too personal or embarrassing. So without thinking too hard, I went with dare. What a mistake!

“Hmm... Let’s see, Cristina... I dare you...” Ricardo looks me up and down with a wolfish expression. It’s obvious he’s noticed I’m not wearing a bra. What he doesn’t know is that I’m not wearing panties either. “...to take off your dress.”

There it is. Of course. I consider refusing. I freeze. I’m not wearing anything underneath. For a few seconds, I don’t move. Jana seems to understand what’s happening and is about to speak up. I’m going to end up naked in front of everyone, and I’m not okay with that.

“Don’t do this to me, man,” I say, almost pleading.

“Oh, come on! Didn’t we want to spice up the party? Now’s the time.”

“Come on, it’s just a game,” someone insists.

“Don’t chicken out now,” María adds, laughing.

I looked at Ricardo.

“Don’t make me,” I tell him, my tone more serious.

He shrugs, like it’s no big deal, but doesn’t look away. He knows full well I’d be completely naked, and that’s exactly what he wants.

“Rules are rules.”

The group starts getting worked up—some egging him on, others just enjoying the moment. The pressure builds.

I could do it. Hell yes, I could. I have no problem being naked. I’ve done it so many times, in so many situations, that I’ve lost count. The thought is crystal clear. I could stand up, take off my dress just like that, and leave them all stunned. I know I’m capable. I know the effect it would have. The laughter would die down, the looks would change, and for a moment the control would be completely mine. I’m capable of that and so much more.

But I don’t want to.

It would be too easy for them. Too predictable. I’d become the center of attention for a few seconds, and then what? Sit back down like nothing happened while everyone processed what they’d just seen. No, I’m not going to be anyone’s cheap entertainment.

No. That’s not what this is about. I lift my gaze and look at them one by one. Some smile, others avoid my eyes, as if they already sense something uncomfortable is about to happen. Ricardo keeps watching me, expectant, sure I’m about to give in.

I stand up slowly. I stay in front of them long enough for them to get a good look.

The murmur dies down almost instantly. I can feel their anticipation, everyone’s eyes on my body.

I feel the breeze on my legs, the light touch of the dress, and the obvious tension in the air. Ricardo sits up a little, like he doesn’t want to miss a thing. For a second, I think that even though he’s pretty hot, he’s just another one of those jerks I’ve been hanging around with lately. Everything in my life has changed so much recently.

I take a step forward.

And then I shake my head.

“I’m not going to do it.”

There’s a brief silence, followed by some protests.

“What?”

“Hey, that’s not fair!”

“Of course it’s fair,” I respond firmly.

I look directly at Ricardo.

“I’m not wearing underwear,” I say, matter-of-factly, without softening it. “And I’m not going to be anyone’s toy tonight. You want to see a naked woman? Go hire a hooker or look it up online.”

The reactions are immediate: surprise at what I’ve revealed, nervous laughter, someone whistling under their breath, and Jana and María covering their faces, cracking up.

Ricardo blinks, clearly thrown off for a second. He obviously didn't expect me to say that.

I hold his gaze a moment longer, just long enough to make clear the decision is final and there's nothing to negotiate.

“Besides,” I add, shrugging, “I'm already bored with this little game. I used to play this with my friends back in school.”

I turn without hurrying and walk toward the drinks table. I can feel the stares boring into my back. My little announcement about going commando has definitely gotten someone excited. I know men get turned on knowing you're not wearing panties. They're so simple...

Behind me, the game continues. New dares, new laughter, but it's not the same anymore. Before long, the group breaks up. My leaving dealt the final blow. Alcohol flows freely, small groups form—some dancing, some making out, others trying to hook up. I'm bored out of my mind. I decide the night is over for me. I look for María but don't see her anywhere.

“Have you seen María?” I ask Jana, who's just back from the bathroom to continue making out with Ricardo. After I turned him down, he set his sights on her—and clearly succeeded.

She looks around.

“No, I haven't seen her. Maybe she went out to the terrace. Want me to help you look?”

“No,” I answer with a knowing look. “You've got your hands full... I'll find her myself.”

“All right. Thanks.” Jana smiles and sits back down with Ricardo while I make my way to the terrace.

People are still sitting at the tables, drinking and keeping the party going. A quick glance tells me María isn't here. Shrill laughter from the pool catches my attention, and I look over curiously.

As I cross through the small cluster of trees separating the pool from the house, I see things have gotten out of control. Several couples are in seriously compromising positions, not caring that they're surrounded by people. I'm not scandalized in the slightest. If I'd been with more interesting company, I could easily be one of them making out over there.

In the pool, a couple of guys and three girls, all in various states of undress, splash around in the water. Four or five others watch from the edge, laughing at their antics. María isn't among them. There's another small group at the far end of the pool, and I head that way.

There's María, with two guys I haven't seen before. She's got a bottle of champagne in one hand and a joint in the other. Her clothes are a complete mess, and it's clear they're taking advantage of how obviously wasted she is—though she doesn't seem too bothered by the situation.

She turns and smiles at me.

“I was waiting for one of you to come join the party,” she says, her voice slurred. She holds out the bottle. “Have some and join in.”

I shake my head.

“I've had enough to drink, and I think you have too.”

“Don't be a buzzkill,” she says, pushing me forward.

“Don't you think that's enough for today?” I turn toward her angrily. “You're wasted...”

“Well, I think I'm having a great time. Wouldn't you like to join us? I think this is right up your alley. Isn't it?”

“I want to go home,” I tell her, barely containing my anger. “I don't feel well.”

María stares at me. Her pupils are dilated.

“The car's outside. Go if you want, but I'm staying. I can't drive, so I'd better call a cab, or maybe one of these gentlemen will want to take me home. Don't be such a bore. It's the first time I've had fun in months.”

In the state she's in, there's no point arguing, so I walk away and watch her from a distance to make sure things don't get too out of hand.

After a few minutes, I see her laughing uncontrollably, then doubling over. The two guys gesture in disgust and storm off. María has just thrown up. She bolts up the stairs and rushes toward the bathroom.

When I get there, she's kneeling on the floor, gripping the edge of the toilet, her body convulsing with spasm after spasm as she vomits into the bowl. It looks like she's bringing up everything she's eaten all week. Finally, the nausea stops and she sits back on her heels, exhausted. She's gotten vomit all over her dress and feet. I try to help her up, but she waves me off. She leans over again and dry heaves, but nothing comes out. I let her rest a moment until she looks strong enough to stand.

“God, that's disgusting...”

“I told you you'd had too much to drink. And those guys were going to take advantage of you. I'm almost glad you puked on them... Come on, drink some water. It'll make you feel better. I'll call an Uber. None of us are in any shape to drive tonight.”

She staggers to the sink and looks at herself in the mirror. She looks terrible—makeup running, face pale and sweaty. She turns on the cold water, grabs a small towel, and starts washing her face. Then she presses the towel to the back of her neck and rinses her mouth to get rid of the awful taste of vomit.

She opens her purse and slowly starts touching up her makeup. But the result is almost worse. She looks weak and exhausted.

“It must be from mixing drinks. And the joint, I guess. I hadn't smoked since college. I've never felt this shitty in my whole fucking life.”

I can see it takes everything she has just to put on lipstick.

Even as we're about to leave the bathroom, I see her go weak and start trembling.

“A few minutes of rest and I’ll feel better. Sorry, Cris. I should have listened to you… I love you sooo much. You’ve always been my favorite, and I love you, really. You’re my best friend…”

She’s so drunk I can barely understand her, though I think she’s spouting that classic drunk declaration of love and friendship.

“I love you too.”

“And it pisses me off what happened with Quique.”

“I deserve it.”

“Don’t say that. Nobody deserves what happened to you.”

Her voice is thick with alcohol.

“Are you sure he’s going out with that Laura? Are you sure things are going well for them? Because if so, you should just forget about him and close that chapter of your life. You know what I’d do?”

“Surprise me,” I say sarcastically.

“Well, I’d follow them. Go to his place and see if they’re really together… Maybe they’re just fuck buddies.”

It’s not the first time I’ve felt like following them, and despite a little voice inside my head screaming at me not to do it, I decide to follow the advice of a drunk friend with two divorces under her belt who tonight almost screwed two strangers. It’s funny how we cling to any hope, no matter how crazy it seems, just to keep from sinking into despair.

The reality is I have nothing to lose by trying. I know it could be painful, but I convince myself I have to do it.
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The area around the house is quiet, though I worry one of my old neighbors might spot me lurking around. Even though it’s a residential area on a dead-end road, you still run into people walking, jogging, or out with their dogs.

It brings back memories of when we were happy here.

Even though the sun is starting to set, the asphalt is hot, and I’m sweating. A man I don’t recognize pushes a stroller past a couple jogging on the sidewalk. I make my way to the hedge at the back of the house. From there I should be able to see the pool area—where we used to spend our summers. I carefully part the branches of the pine hedge and manage to make a gap big enough to see through. No one’s there. The pool water is still, and neither of them seems to be home. The door is closed, which tells me they’re out.

I wonder if Laura knows her neighbors. I was never one to socialize much with them. The truth is, when I lived here, we barely had a social life—it was limited to the occasional trip into town to shop or grab a bite.

Has anyone missed me? Has anyone noticed that the woman next to Quique isn’t me? I doubt it. I’ve been too invisible for anyone to notice.

I’m prepared to wait a good while. I have a couple bottles of water and a bag of chips. I head back to the car and put on my sunglasses. It’s hot, and I turn on the air conditioning. My body doesn’t feel hot or cold. All I need now is patience.

I don’t like keeping the car running. Wasting fuel has always bothered me, so I only run it long enough to cool down the interior. Shortly after—I don’t think I’ve waited too long—my pulse quickens and my breath catches as I see her turn the corner.

She’s carrying a bag. I look more closely and make out the logo of the only supermarket in town. The bag sways as she walks, swinging in time with her high ponytail.

A black cocker spaniel comes bounding along, dragging a woman who can barely hold on, and Laura stops to avoid getting tangled in the leash. The owner tries to control the dog’s enthusiasm, and Laura smiles, nods, says something. Then she bends down to pet the dog’s head. She’s irritatingly pleasant.

I shrink down slightly and hold my phone against my ear to cover my face as much as possible so she won’t see me. She keeps walking parallel to me and I get a full look at her. She’s wearing workout leggings, a loose white t-shirt, and sneakers. She stops in front of the gate, digs in her pocket for something, and a moment later disappears inside.

I drop my phone and rub my forehead, trying to focus. I tell myself I’m acting like a crazy person. It’s obvious they’re living together, or at least spending the weekend together. There’s not much more to see. It confirms what I feared.

So why am I still here?

I stare at the closed gate. What would happen if I rang the bell and she opened it? It would be a really tense moment.

I don’t want them to know I’m watching them.

I get out of the car and head back to the hedge behind the house. She’s opened the door and I watch her bustle around the kitchen. She thinks she’s alone now—I’m sure the last thing on her mind is some unhinged woman watching her from outside, tracking her every move. I watch her make a salad. Then she disappears for a while, maybe to change clothes or take a shower. No sign of Quique.

It’s still early, and curiosity about what she’s doing gets the better of me. I suppose that’s the secret pleasure voyeurs feel when they watch from the safety of anonymity. I can’t let her catch me, but my curiosity outweighs my fear.

After a while Quique shows up. He almost catches me, but he doesn’t notice me. He pulls the car into the property and closes the gate. I run back to my observation point.

Quique walks into the kitchen and sets a couple of plastic bags on the counter. Through the open window, he says something about how crowded the butcher shop was and blames the delay on a neighbor whose card wasn’t working. Laura is lying on a towel catching the last rays of sun. She’s wearing a small dark green bikini. She’s sunbathing face-up with her arms at her sides and one knee raised. That was always my favorite time to do it too, when the rays were softer and you didn’t get burned. Quique walks over, pulls her up, and kneels beside her. Their faces end up very close together. Laura lifts her head slightly and kisses my ex on the lips. It’s a soft, short kiss, but more than anything, it looks natural. When they pull apart, Laura’s face lights up with that pretty smile of hers. God, the girl is so damn cute!

Then Quique says something—I can’t quite hear what—and she throws her head back and laughs. He leans over her again and their lips meet once more, and this time the kiss lasts several seconds.

It pisses me off more than I expected, seeing how comfortable they are together—just like we used to be. It’s as if I’d forgotten it was Quique there. All I can think is that it’s my old house, and that I was the only woman who’d ever had sex there. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. I remember hooking up there with Ricardo’s girlfriend—Ricardo, my coworker.

Quique’s hands slip inside the small triangles of fabric covering Laura’s breasts as the kiss grows more intense. Then they slide down her abdomen, pause at the edge of her bikini bottoms, and disappear inside.

I imagine more than see what Quique’s hand is doing. I know exactly what he’s doing—he’s done it to me countless times—and unless Laura is frigid, which doesn’t seem to be the case given how she spreads her legs to let him in, they’re going to end up fucking right there.

Sure enough… Just moments later she arches her back, her stomach tenses, and her hips lift slightly. She clumsily pulls off her bikini top. Quique kisses her breasts, which I notice are perkier and firmer than mine. She throws her head back and I hear a long moan.

There’s something perverse and strangely disturbing about watching others have sex. Sex is on television, on the internet, and practically in every aspect of our lives. The basics of fucking are pretty universal, so what I’m observing from my hiding spot is the same thing I could be doing with Quique right now. Stripped down to its essence, sex is an almost crude spectacle, but I can’t deny that what I’m seeing turns me on.

Laura gets on her knees and unbuttons Quique’s chinos. His cock springs out. It’s completely hard, and she takes it in her mouth. I watch as he pulls off his shirt. He hasn’t gained any weight—if anything, he’s thinner, even more toned. He rests his hand on her head, and a perfectly synchronized blowjob ritual begins. He moves his hips slightly back and forth, matching her rhythm as she takes him in and out of her mouth.

I slip a hand inside the loose sweatpants I put on and find, with some frustration, that I’m soaked.

I’m the worst. I’m getting turned on watching the man I love doing it with another woman. I keep my fingers on my pussy. I can’t masturbate in the middle of the street. Someone could show up and that would be seriously awkward. Instead, I take my phone out of my pocket and start recording. I don’t know why I’m doing it, but I keep recording them mid-blowjob.

I notice she’s gripping his ass, and then I’m surprised to see she’s slipped one of her fingers between his cheeks. She’s sticking a fucking finger in his ass! Quique, who would never let anyone put anything back there!

It’s as if my brain is determined to protect me from the certainty that I’m watching a couple in love, and that my thing with Quique is definitely ruined, by projecting sexual thoughts. So instead of thinking in the heat of the moment, “Quique is fucking someone else in what was my house, my marriage is beyond repair,” or something similar, my next thought is: “Quique never let me stick my finger up his ass when we fucked.”

Not that I’d ever harbored any desire in that direction, but now that I’m witnessing it firsthand, I can’t get over it. How long have they been together? It’s incredible that after so little time together he already lets her do something like that. We’d had a lot of fun while we were dating and later in our marriage: positions, toys, creamy desserts in the right places, even popsicles, but he’d made it very clear to me early on that he belonged to that category of men who have never felt the desire to mix their asshole with their sexual pleasure. He said he didn’t intend to judge men who did like it, but that his asshole was sacred. And now he was moaning like a baby while she fingered him at the same time she was sucking him off.

I check that my phone is still recording.

Laura’s bikini bottom rides up between her cheeks. With a quick movement she undoes the ties and it falls to the ground. Her pussy is shaved, and even from this distance I can make out large, fleshy lips, exposed in an almost obscene way. There, between her legs, her sex glistens with wetness.

I swallow. I feel cold sweat running down my back as I watch them. I stay still, barely breathing, my gaze trapped on that scene. Everything by that pool seems set up for them to end up fucking like crazy. I feel like some kind of sick freak. A voyeur. And yet, I can’t stop watching them. Their image is recorded on my phone, but also in my mind.

A noise to my right forces me to look away from the scene. I feel a stab of panic. Someone could appear around the corner, and I wouldn’t have time to hide. I check that no one’s coming and return to my observation point. I’ll have to rely on my hearing to know if anyone’s coming so I don’t get caught in such an awkward situation.

When I look again, they’re both standing. I hear Laura laugh in response to some joke he’s whispered. I fantasize that he’s telling her I’m watching them.

His fingers go in and out of her pussy while she stands and caresses her nipples. Two fingers plunge deep into her pussy while another massages her clit without pause. He doesn’t stop. Laura holds steady, though I see her legs start to give out. She doesn’t say anything, she can only moan. Her wetness soaks Quique’s hand. All you can hear is the sound of her moans and the wet sounds of his fingers. He wants her to come. He loves it when the woman comes first, so he doesn’t have to worry too much about his own orgasm. I know because he did the same thing to me. That usually guaranteed me two orgasms for every time he came. He speeds up with his fingers and rubs her clit harder. It’s obvious the orgasm is approaching. Her legs tremble, her moans change tone, her wetness multiplies. Her spasms tell me she’s come. When he withdraws his fingers he gently tugs on the fleshiness of her pussy lips and a thread of fluid is perfectly visible despite the distance between them and me.

Laura is smiling, having let herself fall back onto the towel. Now it’s Quique’s turn. Without the pressure of getting her to orgasm, he’ll take his time.

His cock is hard. Laura breathes heavily with her legs open, lasciviously showing him her spread pussy. Her skin is shiny with sweat. It’s still hot out.

I touch myself between my legs again. I have to be careful if I don’t want to stain my sweatpants.

Quique reclines on one of the lounge chairs. Laura walks seductively toward him and sits on him. She has her back to him, but I, in turn, have a perfect view of what she’s doing. Quique holds his cock up with one hand while with the other he helps guide her so she can lower herself onto it, and she finally lets herself drop. As she takes him in, she lets out a moan that strikes me as too exaggerated. At first she doesn’t move, she just stays there, sitting on his legs, though now all of Quique’s cock is buried in her pussy.

His hands try to lift Laura’s body, making it go up and down, until they finally find their groove and the right rhythm and start fucking slowly. She rises slowly, to keep him from slipping out, and once up, she drops heavily, their bodies colliding with a hollow thud and the lounge chair creaking beneath them. Quique’s kisses trail across her back, his hands leaving her hips to reach her rounded breasts. The sunset begins to make the sweat running down her tanned skin glisten.

Laura moves slowly, dismounts him for a moment and quickly turns around. Quique seems to offer her his cock again to guide her body, so she can take him in. She lowers herself onto him again. When he’s completely inside, they find each other’s lips and kiss until they almost bite.

I'm incredibly turned on, but more than anything, I envy her. I think it should be me with Quique, me tasting the roughness of his kisses, me with his cock buried deep inside.

They quickly start moving. Laura's breasts press flat against Quique's chest with each movement, each thrust as his hands guide her hips.

In a move that surprises me, Laura stays wrapped around him as he lifts her and stands up. He pauses for a second so his cock doesn't slip out, then Quique lays her down on the grass on her back. Her body arches, her legs draw up, he braces himself on his arms and starts thrusting into her again. Rhythmically, trying to prolong the inevitable, they fuck on the grass in perfect missionary—a position I've always criticized, but that now seems like the most perfect one. Laura moans again like before, almost shrilly. I'm starting to recognize her body's reactions, and she's a bit dramatic. When she closes her eyes and bites her lip, I know she's going to come. From the look on Quique's face, she must be squeezing his cock as she clenches around him. I recognize that face. He's about to come.

Laura wraps her legs around him, locking them behind his ass like she doesn't want to let him escape. I know what he's going to ask her at that moment: “Where do you want me to come?” And I know where he'll want to come.

I know what I would tell him, but I don't know what Laura's going to say.

Suddenly Quique's body arches, he stops thrusting and comes. It's a total surprise. Normally he liked to come in my mouth, on my face, or on my tits. But with Laura, he came inside. I watch the cum gush out of her pussy. Quique stops, exhausted, and collapses onto her, and they stay wrapped in each other's arms while their breathing returns to normal.

I'm so wet I can feel it trickling down between my thighs, but what I really feel is a deep pain. I stop recording.

I straighten my clothes as best I can and head to the car. All I can do is go home. I've seen what I didn't want to see—a harsh reality. They're more than “fuck buddies.” They seem like a completely stable couple who talk, laugh, and share secrets, on top of fucking in perfect sync.
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I sit on the bed and, almost without thinking, start pulling the most important memories of my life from my jewelry box, spreading them across the bed: photographs of me at various ages and in various places, standing next to Mom and Dad; a small black-and-white photo from their wedding day; a yellowed photo of Dad receiving his bachelor’s degree... And there’s my wedding ring... I don’t wear it anymore, of course, but I haven’t been able to throw it away. Quique’s name is inscribed inside, along with the date of our wedding. I smile bitterly. My replacement will be a beautiful bride. I picture her looking at Quique, promising to love and respect him, just as I did, even though I ruined everything later.

I can almost hear her voice. I know what it sounds like. I’ve called the mountain house a couple of times, and she always answers. Even on the answering machine, she’s the one who recorded the message.

“Hi,” her message begins. Her tone is breezy and bright. “Sorry I can’t talk right now! Leave a message and I’ll call you back as soon as I can. Kisses.”

Is she really sorry? Or is it just a polite phrase? Her relationship with Quique is common knowledge among everyone who used to be my friends. I’ve lost them too. It wouldn’t be fair to say they chose sides, but it’s clear they kept calling him and not me. The truth is, Quique and I didn’t have problems. Maybe some monotony from years of hard work and the daily grind of marriage. Doesn’t that happen to all couples after the honeymoon glow and the first years of marriage fade? But that day at the birthday party at his boss’s house... I don’t know what came over me. Fernando was so... seductive? I don’t know. I really don’t know what happened to me. I’ve tried a thousand times to find an explanation and failed. He’s an attractive man, with a certain air of mystery, and he lives surrounded by luxury, even eccentricities. Sometimes I think it was that luxury that dazzled me, the constant pushing of boundaries, the pursuit of extreme pleasures—that’s what made me fall into temptation, and that was the beginning of the end.

Since signing the divorce papers, I haven’t spoken to Quique. It’s as if he wants to pretend we were never married. As if I don’t exist. I know he has every right, but it fills me with a painful unease. I would have liked the chance to apologize, even to humiliate myself if necessary, but I never got to, and now, after what I just saw, I know it’s impossible. I know Quique, and I know he’s absolutely loyal and faithful. If Laura loves him back, he’ll never leave her.

Does he ever think about me? If I had gone to him sooner, would he have forgiven me?

Those questions hit me every night. Sometimes, when I lie awake for hours with the sheets bunched around me, I close my eyes, on the verge of finally drifting off, and then his face flashes into my mind. I sit up and search for the pills in the nightstand drawer. I chew one instead of swallowing it so it kicks in faster and carries me off to sleep as quickly as possible.

Tonight, I saw them happy again, acting like any young couple in love. He had his usual calm demeanor, but she... when I saw her tonight, she seemed incandescent. So different from the Laura I’d met at Fernando’s party. Stripped of the professional veneer she’d worn to that party, she looked radiant. She was younger than me by at least five or six years, tall with a great figure, and she smiled at everyone with a smile that was real.

I was heading home from Jana’s, where we’d gotten together for a quiet drink after the bender María had gone on a couple of weeks before. I spotted them in the distance walking into a terrace bar that was the latest hot spot in Madrid. All the energy and vitality I’d felt leaving home came crashing down. I felt real jealousy. I felt rage seeing Quique so blissfully happy, and her so smugly comfortable with our old friends, with the ease of someone who’d come to replace “the bad one”—meaning me. She fit in so seamlessly that I wanted to slap her. What right did she have to replace me so easily?

Of course, I didn’t even go near them. The last thing my ruined life needed was to make a scene with that charming girl and prove to everyone that I was the villain. So I stayed hidden. I felt worse with every step. Seeing them together had finished ruining a night that was never going to be very interesting anyway.

If I’d walked a little faster, we would have arrived at the entrance at almost the same time. Instead, I ducked into a store and pretended to look at the window display, sneaking glances around the edge of the glass. Then I found a spot where I could watch without being seen. I noticed tanned legs, seductive curves, and the quick smile she flashed Quique as he pulled out a chair for her. My ex-husband was obviously head over heels for her and wanted her badly. He had that dopey look most men get when they fall in love. What man wouldn’t? She was as luscious as a ripe peach—young, energetic, and full of life.

I crept closer and peered through the hedge separating the terrace from the street while Quique ordered a drink for his girlfriend—she seemed to prefer vodka cocktails—and she sipped it elegantly, smiling at everyone around her the whole time. The kind of smile that shows off white, perfect teeth and reaches the eyes. You can’t fake those smiles.

I couldn’t let Quique see me; he wouldn’t believe it was a coincidence. I’d been watching them before, following María’s advice, and the only thing I’d gotten out of it was the disappointment of confirming he was happy with her and that my time with him had passed. The feeling that had washed over me after seeing them at the pool was one of final, irreversible loss—though I refused to admit that everything was over.

But tonight, my feet refused to move. I watched her hungrily as she crossed her legs, letting the slit in her dress reveal her thigh. She had that touch of seductive elegance that very few women can pull off without looking tacky.

He was leaning in beside her, his arm draped over the back of her stool. His hair was a bit longer, brushing the collar of his suit in the back—it looked good on him. He wore the same calm expression I recognized from when he won a complicated case he'd been working on for months. He looked relaxed and happy.

She threw her head back and laughed at something he said.

My nails dug into my palms; I had never been so jealous in my entire life. In that moment, I realized I had never hated anyone as much as I hated her.

How much proof did I need to convince myself? How much pain did I have to put myself through before I'd accept that I didn't have the slightest chance? I tried to walk away and go home, but I couldn't. I wanted to keep torturing myself with those images of a happy couple in love. I couldn't stop the tears. I ran my fingers under my eyes, aware that mascara was probably pooling there, ruining what was left of my makeup.

We hadn't had children despite his insistence, and in the end, I had been dishonest with him. I had betrayed him in the worst way you can betray a man—with someone connected to his work. I hadn't been a good wife, and now I was reaping what I had sown.

Yet seeing them so in sync, I wondered why I had accepted the divorce so quickly. Why I hadn't fought a little harder to win him back. What pissed me off the most was that his new girlfriend would swim naked in what used to be our pool. She would curl up next to him on the lounge chairs we'd bought together. She would sit beside him, caress him, laughing that beautiful laugh of hers while he drove our Audi.

A truck roared past, spewing hot, sticky exhaust that made me sweat. The gray cloud of smoke seemed to settle around me, and it wasn't a metaphor. I stepped away from the terrace—I didn't want to keep suffering—and headed up the parallel street to avoid being seen. A group of girls who'd gone out partying and were already drunk passed by and nearly knocked me off the sidewalk. A man in a perfect dark gray suit walked briskly with his phone pressed to his ear, wearing a determined expression, like he was rushing to an appointment he was late for—he almost ran me over too. I crossed the street in a daze, and a motorcyclist sped past, nearly taking me out. I was stunned, and he yelled something nasty as he flew by.

The city was closing in around me; I needed space. I crossed the street—miraculously unscathed—and passed a small park.

Despite the late hour, a girl with a ponytail was climbing onto a slide, and I watched her. Her parents were at a nearby terrace having drinks, keeping an eye on her. Maybe if I'd had a daughter, if I'd wanted to get pregnant instead of trying to climb the ladder at my shitty company, I could still be with him. Maybe he wouldn't have wanted me to leave. Knowing Quique and his sense of respect and family, he probably would have forgiven me, and today we could be coming here to meet up with Daddy for dinner on a Friday night and end up having drinks on a terrace before going home to fuck, like all normal married couples.

I started to pant. I knew I was having an anxiety attack. I tried to stretch and steady my breathing. I kept my eyes fixed on the ground as I walked home, counting my steps. I focused on the steady rhythm of my heels hitting the pavement, counting each step, setting small goals. A hundred steps. Now another hundred.

Finally, I left that area and headed toward our neighborhood. Or rather, my neighborhood, since he hadn't been around for months. In the distance, I saw the building where I live. I wanted to sleep, to forget. I only had six pills left from the ones Almudena had given me to help me sleep, and the last time I asked my doctor for a new prescription, she hesitated. “I don't want you depending on these to sleep—they're very strong,” she told me. “Try to get a little exercise every day and avoid caffeine after noon. Take a hot shower before bed and see if that works for you.”

I tried linden tea, California poppy, even a glass of hot punch—but those are remedies for ordinary insomnia. They didn't help me. Mine wasn't ordinary. Mine was born from the demons that ruled me and threatened to destroy me.

I was almost home when I realized I'd left the wine at Jana's place. And that night, I needed alcohol. Obviously, I didn't want to walk all the way back to my friend's apartment, so I turned around and headed to one of those 24-hour stores. They were more expensive, but my time was worth something too. I walked through the alcohol aisles on autopilot. I grabbed four reds and two whites.

I wrapped my hands around the bottles—smooth and heavy. Since I'd started my crazy spiral toward self-destruction, I'd drunk more bottles of vodka and gin than I'd ever dare to admit, though since I'd been going out with the girls, I'd switched to wine, which they said was easier on the liver. Of course, on weekends we still drank cocktails, and occasionally I'd do a line to lift my spirits. That was one of the perks of the crowd I ran with. I hesitated, then added a bottle of gin to my cart. I felt a pang of shame as I headed to the register, though I quickly forgot it—I knew I'd never shop at that store again.

The young man behind the counter rang them up without comment. In fact, he barely looked at me. Maybe he was used to women in designer clothes showing up late at night to load up on booze.

I had to admit, recycling the empties was almost worse than buying them. Few things pissed me off as much as dumping bags of bottles into the glass bin—enough to rival a nightclub on a busy night. I'd spread out my trips so I didn't have to empty them all at once, but even so, my trunk clinked every time I hit a pothole. I reminded myself I needed to clear it out; with the summer heat, it was going to end up smelling like a nightclub bathroom.

“Is that all?” the cashier asked.

“Yes.” I dug around for my credit card, thinking: “Doesn’t this seem like enough for one person?”

I asked for two bags to balance the weight, split the bottles between them, and pushed the door open with my shoulder as I headed home. I reached our building—which wasn’t ours anymore, just mine—and waited for the elevator doors to open. Even though I tried to stay in shape, hauling bags up eight floors would’ve been an Olympic event, and my mind was consumed with the thought of that first sip sliding down my throat, warming my stomach. Dulling the edges of my pain.

I left the bags in the kitchen and opened the bottle of gin. After what I’d seen, I needed something stronger than wine. I reached for a glass, then set it down and grabbed a tumbler. I filled it halfway, and then, unable to wait another second, brought it to my lips. The sharp taste of alcohol flooded my mouth. I closed my eyes, swallowed, and felt it burn down my throat. A fraction of the tension coiled inside me slowly drained from my body, and I relaxed. I poured more into the glass and carried it to my bedroom with the bottle.

I take off my dress, leaving it crumpled on the floor, and then stomp on it. Then I bend down to pick it up and hang it properly. I’m desperate for company, even electronic, so I turn on the television. I grab the remote and flip through channels until I land on a talk show. I cradle the glass in my hands and take another long sip.

Now I’m here, glass of gin in hand, surrounded by the few memories of when I was happy scattered across the bed. The TV program seems handpicked by my worst enemy. I try to lose myself in the drama playing on the screen, but the topic of the day is infidelity. Just what I need to cap off this shitty day.

“It can make a marriage stronger,” insists a middle-aged woman, holding the hand of the man beside her. He shifts in his seat and stares at the floor.

“It can also destroy it,” I think. It’s the classic show with unbelievable guests spouting nonsense. Society seems to tolerate—even crave—these people and their absurd behavior, as if seeing widespread stupidity makes your own easier to bear.

I look at the man. Who was she? I wonder. How did you meet her? On a business trip, or maybe waiting in line at the supermarket? What was it about her that attracted you, that made you cross that devastating line?

I’m gripping my glass so hard my hand hurts. I want to throw it at the screen, but instead I refill it. I haven’t even put ice in it.

The man crosses his legs at the ankle, then straightens them. He clears his throat and smirks. He’s built and has a hungry look about him—not my type, but I can see how he’d attract other women.

“Rebuilding trust is a long process, but if both parties are committed to it, it’s very possible,” says a woman identified as a couples therapist in the caption beneath her. Couples therapist! What the hell is that? Must be the latest thing we’ve imported from American culture.

The dull-looking woman is going on about how they’ve completely rebuilt their trust, how their marriage is now their priority, how they lost each other but found each other again. She sounds like she’s reading from a script.

Then the therapist turns to the husband. “Do you agree that trust has been reestablished?”

He shrugs. Idiot, I think, wondering how they caught him. “I’m working on it. But it’s hard. I keep imagining her with that…” A beep cuts off his last word.

So I was wrong. I thought he was the cheater. The clues were there, but I misread them. Wouldn’t be the first time.

I clink the glass against my teeth as I take another sip of gin. I slide lower on the bed, wishing I’d turned off the TV.

When I answered Fernando’s message and gave in to temptation, I didn’t think through how serious it would be. I thought I was just having fun. I figured it would be one wild night, we’d have a good fuck, and I’d go home like nothing happened.

I tried to downplay the fact that Fernando was Quique’s boss, to look the other way. Besides, why would he ever find out? Thousands of women had flings and no one was the wiser. I had no intention of doing it again, so I felt completely safe. So safe that I got careless, and Quique ended up finding the gifts Fernando had given me. I had no defense. I couldn’t even lie—it was all too obvious.

Right after the brief, almost clinical scene that officially ended our nearly ten-year marriage, Quique filed for a quick divorce and moved to the house in the mountains. He didn’t want to fight over anything except that house. He adored it: the privacy it offered, the freedom it gave him... Now it’s his new girlfriend who gets to enjoy it, who’ll swim naked in the pool, hidden from prying eyes. I wonder if she’s planning to move in with him and start a life together, maybe try to get pregnant.

I can't believe I have any tears left, but they slide down my cheeks as I refill the glass. The bottle's almost half empty and I spill a few drops on the sheets. If I weren't so drunk, I'd go out looking for a good fuck, but I doubt I can even walk, much less hold a coherent conversation. Not that I need to hook up with an Albert Einstein, but at least be able to say my name without slurring.

A familiar fog settles around me, the embrace of an old friend—alcohol—numbing me. The mattress shifts beneath me, disorienting. I let my head fall onto the pillow, feeling the dizziness wrap around me. I have six pills left. If I let one of those bitter white tablets dissolve on my tongue, I could probably sleep until tomorrow.

But suddenly a better idea hits me. The thought cuts through the fog in my mind: It's not too late yet!

I fumble for my purse and grab my phone. Quique's number is still saved in my contacts. His phone rings twice before I regret hitting the green call button.

The clarity I felt a moment ago slips away like a fish through my fingers. I struggle to think of a believable excuse—something to claim I called him by mistake.

I hold the phone to my chest and close my eyes. Maybe I could have avoided the regret that devastated my body and soul if I'd tried harder to fix things. It's too late now.

As always at moments like this, I think the best relief might be getting laid. Hard sex has become a great escape from the demons consuming me, but I'm so drunk it wouldn't make sense to try picking up some guy.

I go out to the terrace and sit in one of the faux-bamboo chairs we bought at Ikea. Sitting there, with the balcony open letting in the murmur of the street—drunken laughter, a distant horn—I cut the alcohol with some tonic. The image of Quique from tonight comes to mind. I'd always thought he was pretty handsome, but today I saw him as undeniably attractive. Of course! Tall, with that jaw that begged to be bitten, those light eyes that undressed his girl without touching her, and a body that tensed under his suit jacket. I imagine him now, making love to his new girlfriend, who gets to enjoy his considerable assets.

I turn off the terrace light and light a cigarette under the indifferent stars. The city seems to sleep, but it's an illusion. On a Friday night the city buzzes with life, while I spend it drunk and bitter. I lean out and rest against the wrought iron railing. That simple gesture brings the street sounds into sharp focus: drunken laughter, a distant horn, the eternal hum of the city that never sleeps. But my mind... fuck, my mind isn't there. It's back on Quique.

I've known dozens of men. From older guys wanting to experience new sensations, to textbook bad boys who smelled of tobacco, with that cockiness that showed in crooked smiles and lines they thought were clever.

They were the classic types who made you hate them and want them at the same time, the ones who fucked you with their eyes before opening their mouths, but who gave you nothing. Dicks attached to brains so small they could barely keep from pissing themselves.

Fernando was different from those vulgar types. He projected the image of a successful professional, a man of expensive and complex vices. It pisses me off to admit how I surrendered to him, how my nipples hardened and my pussy throbbed thinking about him and the things he proposed. Each one bolder than the last.

Quique, on the other hand, was natural, behaved without affectation, and I didn't appreciate what I had lying next to me.

I bite my lower lip, heat rising through my belly. Beneath that normalcy was a man who excited me. He wasn't like the other lovers I'd had afterward, wasn't an animal I wanted to tame... or who would tame me. I close my eyes and begin to fantasize. I feel aroused, and I'm alone, as always lately. I imagine his cock: thick, with a swollen head. I see it in my mind, springing free from his pants, dripping like a promise. Tonight Laura's probably giving him a blowjob, when it should be me. The heat between my thighs intensifies and a wet pulse makes me spread my legs. I'm getting turned on.

I return to the bedroom with purpose. The room is organized chaos: rumpled sheets with everything I took out of the jewelry box scattered on top, the bottle on the nightstand next to an unopened pack of condoms, and in the dresser drawer, under the underwear, my secret lover for emergencies like this. I pull off my shirt in one tug, my breasts springing free with a soft bounce. I check myself out in the mirror: medium-sized breasts, firm, with dark nipples already erect from how turned on I am. They're more than decent tits that hold their shape perfectly. I feel my lace panties, soaked in the center from my growing arousal. I look at myself in the full-length mirror, my silhouette outlined against the streetlight coming through the window: curves of a woman who takes care of herself, not a twenty-something model, but with enough appeal to make any man turn and look. I know what it takes to make them do it.

I lie back on the bed, feeling the cold sheets against my bare skin, and let the image of Quique fill my mind completely. Quique on top of me, like so many times before. I try to imagine a scene that excites me more. Maybe in his old office at the firm, pushing me against the desk covered in files. “Take off your panties, Cris. Show me that wet pussy you have for me.” His hands would move down on their own, brushing my nipples first: a soft pinch, then harder, pulling on them until a cry escaped me. The pleasure would shoot down like lightning, through my belly, concentrating on my swollen clit under the damp fabric of my panties.

I slide a hand inside my panties, my fingers already finding the slippery wetness. I've always gotten incredibly wet, and that usually drives almost all the men I sleep with wild. I touch myself: first slow, torturous circles over my clit, imagining Quique's rough tongue licking me there, devouring me like his last meal. “Fuck, yes... suck me whole,” I murmur between drunken gasps.

My hips arch involuntarily, my index finger sliding toward my entrance. I slip just one finger in at first, feeling my inner walls contract around it, hot and eager.

But it's not enough. Not with Quique in my head and all the alcohol I've had. I pull my hand out, glistening with my juices, and open the drawer with trembling fingers. There it is: the enormous dildo, my private vice for nights when I need quick relief, a monster of black silicone over twelve inches long, thick as a beer can, with simulated veins that make it look real, alive. I'd bought it on impulse, thinking of lonely nights while I got off on sex with those bad boys—the ones who fucked me at Xtrem without mercy. I coat it with saliva first, spitting on it and spreading the shine with my hand, imagining it's his cock, hard and throbbing. “Look at it, slut... this cock is for you. To fuck you until you lose your voice.” I know the man I fantasize about while touching myself could never be Quique. He's not like that. He doesn't treat every fuck like a painful fight. Quique is tender, affectionate... exactly what I don't have right now. He rarely insulted me, rarely let himself go far enough to hurt me, even when I begged him to. Quique is the type who whispers that he loves you, who moans quietly, and kisses you tenderly when it's over.

I pull off my panties, spread my legs on the bed, and bend my knees, completely exposing my soaked pussy.

I start slowly, as always: with the latex tip grazing my outer lips, separating them carefully, pressing against my clit in increasingly intense touches that make me gasp. The size of that latex cock intimidates me even now, drunk on desire and vodka. Or was it gin? Whatever... but that's part of the thrill: the stretching, the edge of pain that melts into pleasure. I push the tip inside, just a few inches, feeling myself yield to the invasion, wrapping around it in a tight, wet embrace. “Ah... yes, Quique, fuck me harder.” My hips move on their own, an instinctive rocking that sinks the toy deeper inside me, inch by inch, until half of it is in, filling me the way I imagined he would: brutal, possessive, grazing that spot inside that always makes me see stars.

With my free hand, I touch my nipples again, pinching them viciously, especially the one with the piercing, the way I like to be touched, while with the other I pump the plastic cock in a quickening rhythm: in, out, in, deeper each time, the wet sound of my pussy swallowing it whole echoing through the room like an obscene symphony. I imagine Quique on top of me, his weight crushing me, his hoarse moans in my ear—“Take it, swallow it whole... you're mine.” The dildo slides in almost completely now, to the base, my lips stretched to the limit around that unnatural thickness, my clit rubbing against the hand that drives it like a dagger. I speed up and sweat begins to bead on my forehead. My thighs start to tremble, ignoring the orders my alcohol-dulled brain sends. The moans turn into muffled screams: “Fuck me harder! Fill me... come inside me.” The orgasm hits me almost without warning, a violent spasm clenching my pussy around the dildo. I feel jets of pleasure escaping in waves, soaking the sheets and my fingers. I come thinking of him, of his cock exploding inside me.

Panting, exhausted, I pull out the enormous cock, which makes a wet sound as it slides out. My whole body still convulses in small spasms like aftershocks of an earthquake. It pisses me off, yes—his memory, making me vulnerable, turning me on like a teenager in love for the first time. But in that moment, with my pulse slowing and the night enveloping me, I smile alone in the darkness. The orgasm had left me trembling, my pussy still throbbing and slippery from all that cum, but the emptiness persists in my head, a hunger that the dildo in my hand—still glistening with my juices—hadn't completely satisfied. I stare at it, the black silicone monster gleaming under the dim light filtering through the window, and I feel a dark pressure in my belly, a longing that gnaws at my insides. I want more. I need more.

I regret drinking so much. If I hadn't, I'd go out hunting, looking for one of those cocks attached to a muscular body. I'd been on the terrace spying on Quique and Laura, but besides them, there were plenty of candidates I could have ended up fucking without having to resort to this immense horse cock.

I know I still have enough beauty and seductive power to take any guy to bed. Well... anyone except the one I really want.

But for a fuck, almost anyone will do. Now, lying on the bed with my legs spread like a whore on display, I curse myself for not dragging one of those guys to my apartment, for not pushing someone against the wall and letting him fuck me however he wanted. I could have done it in front of Quique. Maybe seeing me in action would have stirred something inside him, though I doubt it. He'd probably just look at me with that proverbial contempt in his eyes.

I want to be fucked like a bitch. Yes, that. On all fours on the floor anywhere, with someone behind me, thrusting mercilessly, big rough hands digging into my ass until it's covered in bruises and marks. I want a cock—enormous, I imagine, and so veiny it would hurt going in—in my ass, stretching me to the limit, making me scream with pain and pleasure. Then in my mouth, deep, choking me until I gag, tears rolling down my cheeks. And finally, his hot, thick cum flooding me inside, marking me like a cheap whore, which is what I am.

The arousal ignites me again, a fire running through my veins. I turn over in bed, face down, the sheets tangling around my ankles like chains I'm sometimes bound with. I arch my back, offering myself to the empty air, and spit in my hand, coating the dildo with plenty of saliva—a long, obscene stream that slides down the thick plastic shaft until it pools at the base. I position it against my asshole. I know it's going to be almost impossible to get in, and that it's going to hurt, but I need that pain. I press against the tight opening and gasp at the resistance. I know I need to relax. “Make it hurt, bastard...” I whisper to myself.

I push slowly at first, the swollen head forcing its way in with a resistance that makes me protest, the initial burn feeling like a kiss of fire. Half an inch, an inch... the stretch is brutal, my ass yielding reluctantly, sending waves of pain that merge into twisted pleasure—leading me to something like redemption. “Fuck... yes, more,” I moan, biting the pillow to keep from screaming too loud. I spread my hips wider, pushing back to sink it deeper. The silicone fills my ass now. I try to imagine that thick, relentless cock invading me, grazing nerves that make me tremble. The pain from being stretched so wide hits like a lash that soaks me all over again. I touch my pussy and find it dripping onto the sheets—untouched until now.

I speed up the rhythm, driving the dildo in with short, deep thrusts. With my other hand, I work my clit frantically, tracing quick circles and pressing hard. I know I’m approaching the edge of a second orgasm, imagining a guy on top of me, his full weight crushing me, his huge cock alternating: first in my ass, wrecking me until I beg for mercy, then pulling out dripping wet to shove it in my mouth. “Suck it, slut... lick my cock clean of all your filth.” The dirty thought drives me wild. Lately, I’ve been enjoying humiliating myself, exposing myself, letting myself be used.

The climax hits me like a sledgehammer, my ass clenching around the dildo in violent spasms, the pain amplifying the pleasure until it feels like getting hit by a freight train. I scream into the pillow, the sound muffled as my body shakes, my pussy gushing uncontrollably, soaking everything.

I let myself fall to the side, the dildo still inside me, pulsing.

Feeling more relaxed now, I pull the dildo out of my ass and clean it in the bathroom. The water turns pink. Tomorrow my ass will be sore, but right now I feel like I’ll sleep straight through without needing pills. I’m so drunk I nearly fall over in the bathroom. I put the dildo back in the drawer for next time, though I know what I really need is a real cock—hot, pulsing flesh.


	Who said that what cannot be, cannot be—and furthermore, is impossible?


I'm loading things into the trunk to head to the office when the sight of a car I unfortunately know all too well stops me cold. Cristina pulls up in her Series 1 and parks right behind mine, blocking me from backing out. She gets out quickly, before I have a chance to leave. I haven't seen her in a while. I haven't returned her calls, and I barely even think about her anymore. But there she is, as immaculate as always, poured into the elegant clothes she always wears to the office, her hair perfect, dyed with honey-colored highlights that I imagine cost a fortune. She forces a smile, stretching her lips in an attempt to make it look natural. I know each of Cristina's smiles, what they mean and where they lead, and this one, despite the calm she's trying to project, shows she's nervous. What the hell does she want?

My problem with her is that every time I see her, I can't help but remember the first time I saw her—tight jeans, loose white t-shirt, heeled booties—at that college party, dancing with her friends. The image of her hair flying free behind her comes to mind, her face flushed from the excitement of dancing, and how our eyes had locked instantly. It had been immediate attraction, a kind of chemical love at first sight. For the rest of the party, we kept exchanging intense looks, until finally, we ended up talking all night. The image of her that lingers in my memory is not the one you want in your head when you're facing the woman who's become your ex-wife, the one you're trying to push out of your thoughts at all costs.

Ex-wife. It's still a strange word to me. Foreign. Ex-wife—everything we blew to hell in a few weeks after her betrayal. The self-help books and websites haven't yet come up with an adequate title for ex-wives who show up at your house after the courts have officially stamped your personal tragedy, when there's nothing left to talk about, nothing left to negotiate, nothing left to fight over. Only the emptiness of something that could have been and wasn't. As I suppose happens to anyone in my situation, I feel a pang of sorrow the moment I see her—not because it brings back the memory of the infidelity, but because, ever since I left her, seeing her fills me with an anger I thought I'd managed to banish from my head. With studied confidence, she looks at me as if I were the one caught in such an embarrassing situation. As if I had been the unfaithful one, or at the very least the one who'd driven her into her lovers' arms by failing to satisfy her. She's one of those people who could spin any situation in her favor.

“Hi,” she says, as if we'd had a fight last night and she wanted to tiptoe past it.

I toss my briefcase and files into the trunk and respond without an ounce of enthusiasm:

“Hi.”

It's so paradoxical it's pathetic. We were married nine years. Now everything's been reduced to an awkward “hi” and avoiding eye contact.

“After I promised to respect your wish to be left alone, I think enough time has passed for us to talk like civilized people. I need you to hear me out, Quique. I've never had the chance to explain myself. After ten years of marriage, I think that's the least I deserve. Please.” Her gaze is pleading, but there's still a hint of haughtiness in it.

“I'm very busy,” is all I can think to say. “I have a client in an hour, and I don't want to be late.” It's a lie, but she doesn't know that.

“I can imagine.” Her sarcasm triggers that familiar, simultaneous urge to either kiss her deeply or strangle her until she turns blue. Neither option is appropriate given the circumstances, so I settle for slamming the trunk harder than necessary.

“We need to talk, Quique.”

“I'm telling you, it's not a good time.”

She plants herself in front of the driver's door and leans against it, flashing her most weaponized smile—the one I always told her was responsible for making me fall in love with her over and over again. But this time it backfires, because now it's nothing more than a reminder of everything I despise about her.

“I don't see why this can't be friendly. But I need you to listen to me. After that, you can do whatever you want, but let me explain myself,” she says.

“You were fucking my boss. I'd say that's a pretty good reason not to want to talk to you.”

She closes her eyes, summoning the enormous reserves of patience required to deal with me when I dig in my heels, and I have to admit I was completely closed off to anything coming from her. Despite that, I notice her beauty again. I used to kiss those eyelids before we fell asleep, feel the tickle of her eyelashes like butterfly wings against my lips and her breath on my chin and neck. Now what my body craves has more to do with violence. In fact, I think if I hit her, I'd get a serious dopamine rush and it would be genuinely satisfying. I hold back, but not because I don't want to do it.

“You're right,” she concedes, trying hard to look bored with this same old conversation. “I'm a complete disaster. I wasn't even unhappy, and still, I did something unforgivable. But as much as you might hate me for ruining your life, playing the victim doesn't suit you.”

“Hey, I'm handling it pretty damn well. Besides, I'm not playing the victim. I am the fucking victim, Cristina!”

“Yes, you're handling it wonderfully. I can tell.”

Cristina turns her gaze to the house. I suppose she's noticing that, now that I've been living here full-time, it's much better maintained. I haven't done any of the renovations we'd planned, but I've varnished the wood on the doors and windows, painted the facade, and the hedgerow pines are trimmed with precision. The lawn and gardens are in better shape too, though she can't see that from out here, and I have no intention of letting her in.

I have to admit that even though I had every right to ask for the divorce, she didn't object to me keeping the house. Of course, I didn't object to her keeping the Madrid apartment either—the one we also bought with our life savings, where she still lives, probably sleeping with another man in what used to be my bed. Honestly, it doesn't bother me at this point.

It was in the conference room of a law firm overlooking the Castellana. Obviously, I didn't want my divorce handled at Fernando's firm. I remember the cold light streaming through the windows, falling across the dark wooden table. Cristina sat across from me, her hair pulled back, wearing an impeccable white blouse. She looked like the same woman she'd always been, but she wasn't. Not anymore. I wasn't the same man either.

The lawyer had stepped out to take a call. We were alone. The silence was thick, heavy with everything we no longer said to each other.

“You didn't show up for the mediator,” she said, her voice low but cutting.

“I don't like him. He's not impartial.”

“Of course he is.”

“There's a chance you're fucking him. That would put me at a bit of a disadvantage, don't you think?”

Cristina let out a dry, incredulous laugh and shook her head.

“Oh, for God's sake, don't be ridiculous. I don't fuck everything around me, even if you don't believe it.”

“Yeah, well, that's something I've been thinking about a lot lately. And you can't say the guy doesn't have good taste.”

She pressed her lips together. I watched her shoulders tense. For a second it looked like she might lunge at me, but she held back.

“This isn't getting us anywhere, Quique. We're just hurting each other more.”

“Well, welcome to the club,” I replied. “You've been hurting me for months. At least now it's a fair fight.”

Cristina ran a tired hand over her face. When she spoke again, her voice was lower, almost broken.

“I don't want to fight anymore. Really. I just want this to end in a civilized way.”

“Civilized,” I repeated, the word dripping with irony. “What a nice word to cover up everything that's happened.”

She looked me straight in the eyes. For an instant I caught a glimpse of the woman I had once loved.

“I know I hurt you. A lot. And I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry. But we can't keep going like this. If there's no chance of fixing things between us, the best thing we can do is sign this and move on with our lives.”

I was quiet for a few seconds. Then I spoke calmly, without raising my voice:

“I'll keep the house in the mountains and my car. I don't want anything else. Not the money from the joint account, not the furniture, nothing that reminds me of you. Just that. The house and the car.”

Cristina blinked in surprise.

“The house in the mountains?”

“It's the only place I still feel at peace. I'm not giving it up.”

She lowered her gaze to her hands. For a few seconds she seemed to be wrestling with herself. When she spoke again, her voice trembled slightly.

“Quique… please. I know I have no right to ask you for anything. But… could you try to forgive me? Even just a little. Even if we never get back together. Just… don't hate me. Don't look at me like I'm some kind of monster.”

I looked at her in silence. Her face was pale. She had dark circles under her eyes. For a moment it was like seeing the twenty-year-old girl dancing at that college party all over again. But that image faded quickly, replaced by much darker ones—things I never saw but know happened: the marks on her neck, the lies, the nights she spent with another man.

“I don't hate you,” I said finally, and to some extent that was true. “But I can't forgive you yet. Maybe I never will. You betrayed me in the dirtiest way possible. You didn't just sleep with other men—you did it with Fernando. That destroyed me professionally too. You made me feel like an idiot. You turned me into the laughingstock of the firm. How could I have kept working there? It's unforgivable.”

Cristina closed her eyes. A tear slid down her cheek. She didn't wipe it away.

“I know,” she whispered. “And I'm sorry. If I could go back…”

“You can't,” I interrupted. “Neither of us can. That's why I just want to finish this. Sign the papers. Keep everything. I'll take the mountain house and the car. And we each go our separate ways.”

She looked up. Her eyes were full of tears.

“Quique… I loved you. Really. Even though I did everything wrong. Even though I got lost in a spiral I can't even understand. I loved you. I still love you.”

For a second I felt something break inside me. But I managed to hold it together. The anger was stronger than any ember that might still hold a trace of the love we once shared.

“I loved you too,” I replied. “But love isn't enough. Not against everything you did.”

Cristina nodded slowly. She wiped the tears away with the back of her hand and took a deep breath, trying to pull herself together.

“All right,” she said, her voice trembling. “I'll keep the apartment. You keep the house in the mountains. I'm not going to argue with you about that. I won't argue about anything. This is all my fault.”

A long silence stretched between us. The lawyer still hadn't returned. Cristina looked at me one last time, her expression a mix of pain and resignation.

“I just want you to know that, even if you don't forgive me… I'll never stop regretting it.”

I didn't respond. The truth was, I didn't know what to say. Part of me wanted to hug her. Another part wanted to scream at her for all the pain she'd caused me. In the end, I did neither.

I could detail the rest of the conversation, but it's just more of the same: two people whose love had turned into toxic grenades hurled back and forth, full of hatred and spite.

When the lawyer returned, we signed the documents mechanically. He seemed genuinely relieved at how quickly we'd finished, and honestly, so was I.

I headed toward the door. Before leaving, I turned one last time. Her eyes were full of tears.

“Take care, Cristina.”

She didn't answer. She just nodded, her eyes glistening.

I left the room and closed the door behind me. The hallway was empty and silent. I walked toward the elevator feeling a strange weight in my chest. It was the end of something that had once been beautiful.

I return to the present. I look at Cristina. She's still as beautiful as ever—even more so when she's angry.

“There's no talking to you when you get like this,” she says, stepping away from the car, upset.

“I'm always like this. This is who I am. It's what I've become thanks to you.”

I wish I could tell her yes, that she destroyed me, that for a year I've been like a lost soul. I want to scream at her. But I hold back because if I do, she'll probably start crying, and if she does, I'll probably follow, and then she'll find a crack to slip through. I won't let her breach my walls with her Trojan horse full of memories and pretty words. What we had lies buried under months of pain. I've managed to control the rage that loomed over me at the beginning. More than once, if she'd been within reach, I would have lunged at her, slapped her face, and screamed the obscenities that would have hurt her most.

Cristina shakes her head sadly, and I see her lower lip tremble as a tear begins to form in the corner of her eye. I can't touch her, kiss her, or even, it seems, have a conversation that doesn't devolve into angry accusations within three minutes. But I can make her sad, and I can hurt her, and for now that'll have to be enough. And it would be easier, much easier, if she didn't insist on being so damn gorgeous, so fit, her hair so perfect, with those huge eyes looking so vulnerable. Because even now, despite everything she's done to me, there's something in her gaze that makes me want to give in, even forgive her at any cost, even though I know that deep down, I never could. It would be so much easier if she weren't Cris. But she is, and where there was once one of the purest loves, now there's nothing but a snake pit full of fury and resentment—another form of love, darker and more twisted, that hurts more than everything else combined.

“Quique...”

“I have to go, Cristina. It's not a good time,” I say, opening the car door.

“I'm not with Fernando. Not with anyone, really. I'm alone and full of regret. And I still love you, Quique.”

I've never been shot, but the sensation must be similar—that fraction of a second of emptiness before the pain hits. You'd think anyone in my situation would be filled with deep satisfaction hearing her words, but there's no pleasure at all, which surprises and unsettles me in equal measure. Learning that things weren't going the way I'd assumed throws me off balance. Obviously, Fernando was a textbook manipulator who played with her with the indifference of someone using a toy for entertainment. It didn't surprise me in the least that he didn't want to leave Almudena for Cristina. The stability and social status his wife provided were far above the pleasure he'd get from screwing Cris, and in any case, if not with her, he'd have no problem finding another mistress willing to join him for his nights of wild sex.

“Don't worry. I'm sure you'll find someone soon. You're a very attractive woman,” I say, ignoring her last comment.

“I just thought you should know. There's no one.”

“And now I know. And it doesn't change how I feel.”

I get in the car, but she moves in front of it so I can't pull out.

“Say something, please.”

“Fine. If that's what you want, I'll tell you. Go to hell, Cris. Seriously, go to hell. I hope everything goes well for you, that you find stability, that you're happy. I don't wish you any harm, but I don't want anything to do with you either. We're done here, Cristina. Can I go now?”

“Quique,” she says in a low, trembling voice. “Do you hate me that much?”

I look her straight in the eye with all the sincerity I can muster.

“Yes. I try not to, I swear, but I can't help it. The betrayal still hurts.”

Maybe it's the pain from remembering her betrayal that's finally gotten to me, or maybe it's the way she steps back as if she'd been slapped, but the intense pain shining in the depths of her wide eyes in that instant of vulnerability is almost enough to make me reconsider forgiveness. Fortunately, it's only an instant, because I know that forgiving is one thing and forgetting is another—and I know I couldn't live with that.

My marriage ended the way these things end: with blame and hatred toward the person I had loved so much, and that doesn't change just because she came to apologize and tell me she was alone.

Marriages tend to fall apart. Everyone has their reasons, but no one really knows why. We got married young. Maybe that was our mistake. You have to go to driving school before you can drive a car, but no one prepares you for the abyss that opens when you decide to get married. It’s the same with children. There should be a course for first-time parents, preparing you for the greatest responsibility a person can face in life: being a parent and raising a child.

We understood the difficulties of marriage and parenthood about as well as we understood starving children in Africa. Tragic realities, sure, but worlds away from our life in a nice neighborhood with a summer house.

Our story was no different from countless other marriages that fall apart. We kept the flame of love burning until, at the first sign of trouble, she succumbed to a desire I still can’t understand. We’d always been two people in love who fucked every night and treated each day like it was our last. We’d avoided the pitfalls of complacency—stayed active and connected, body and soul. Our kisses had been as long and deep as our love, which seemed unbreakable. We walked hand in hand, whispered to each other until the early hours of the morning even though work left us exhausted, went out to dinner or the movies, and loved each other with undisguised enthusiasm—until the first bump in the road sent everything crashing down.

“Will you still love me when I’m old?” Cris used to ask me, almost always when we were in the bedroom, drowsy in the fading haze of recent sex. She’d be lying on her stomach while I lay on my side, lazily tracing a finger down the valley of her spine until I reached the curves of her spectacular ass. I felt stupidly proud of her ass when we went out. I used to hold the door for her just to watch it sway in front of me—tight and inviting, perfectly proportioned in her jeans or her miniskirt—and I’d tell myself I’d be happy to grow old with that ass. I looked at Cristina’s ass like it was a personal achievement. Even now, the image of her tanned cheeks comes to mind.

“When my breasts sag, when I have a belly and I’m all dried up like a raisin?” she’d continue.

“Of course I will.”

“You won’t trade me in for a younger model?”

“Of course I will, but I’ll feel terrible about it.”

And then we’d both burst out laughing at how absurd the whole conversation was.

Love made us companions, lovers, and friends—but in a life that had never really tested us. Honestly, we didn’t even have real money problems. Our parents helped us through the rough patches, so once the wind filled our sails, we were ready to cruise. Back then, we’d talk about how close we felt, how perfect our union was, as if we were the first people in history to crack the code. We were that perfect couple for a while—a pair of insufferably smug assholes, too busy gazing into each other’s eyes while trying to have a good time. When I think about how stupid we were, how stubbornly oblivious to the realities waiting for us, I want to go back to that painless state of numbness and slap some sense into myself.

I’d love to be able to go back and tell myself how the love of my life would gradually drift into routine, how sex—while technically perfect—would become so mundane that we’d think nothing of putting it off for a TV show or a late-night snack.

Because now I do see it. It started with small things, nothing significant: telling anecdotes to friends, knowing we’d heard them all before; how she gradually stopped laughing at my jokes the way everyone else did; how she spent more and more time on the phone at night. It’s true we hadn’t reached the phase of intense fights over trivial things—not replacing a roll of toilet paper or a burnt-out light bulb, a bowl of cereal hardening in the sink, irresponsible credit card spending. We never got that far. Everything went to hell before then.

…The day I walked into the bedroom and found Fernando’s gift to Cristina with the note promising many more…

By then, I should have suspected something. Adultery, like any other crime, leaves evidence behind—an inevitable residue. Even the most advanced recycling plants produce waste that can’t be managed, and I think adultery is a kind of byproduct of marriage.

Now I find an infinite number of ways to imagine it, sparing myself the trauma of witnessing it firsthand. The clues must have been piling up for some time, like unread emails just a click away from being opened.

I hadn’t noticed an unfamiliar number on her phone bill, a call hastily ended when I walked into the room. I hadn’t noticed the faint mark of a bite on her neck that I didn’t remember leaving. But then again, there hadn’t been clear signs. Her libido had been the same as always—intense, provocative, almost obscene.

In the days after my discovery, I scrutinized the last months of our marriage like someone reviewing security footage after a robbery, wondering how the hell I could have been so careless—how I’d actually needed to stumble onto the deception right under my nose before realizing something was wrong. And even then, after watching her act completely inappropriately with Ricardo and Adriana, it took me a while to put all the pieces together and convince myself of what had been going on behind my back.

Because the fact is, no matter how much you like sex, there’s something perverse and deeply unsettling about finding out it’s been happening without your knowledge.

I look at Cristina, who shifts uncomfortably but steps away from my car. It seems like she’s finally going to let me leave.

“You can’t ask me to forget everything like nothing happened. What you did is unforgivable…”

“Quique. Sex is addictive. Nature went to great lengths to establish the chemical foundations that make us lose control. I swear I have no excuse beyond losing that control, for reasons I still don’t understand. It doesn’t matter if you’re a loving wife or a complete slut. Because at its core, sex is a crude, vulgar, and sometimes even grotesque spectacle to watch, but it’s perhaps the most powerful force in the world.” Cristina speaks with a certain bitterness, and she’s got my attention. “The sweaty hair, the scratches, the marks on the skin; the gaping holes; the slick, exposed sex organs. And the violence of the act itself, primitive and elemental, reminding us that we’re nothing more than animals clinging to our instincts, eating, sleeping, and fucking as much as possible before something comes along and takes it all away.”

“That’s a very naturalistic argument, but it doesn’t work as an excuse, Cris. Nothing you say or do will erase what happened.”

“I have no excuse. That’s true, and I don’t deserve forgiveness, but that doesn’t erase everything we shared. I loved you madly. You know that, don’t you?”

“When I found the dress and the note hidden in the closet, I think it hit me the same as if I’d found you spread-eagled on the bed with Fernando on top, fucking you nonstop. It took me a while to process.”

“Please, Quique. Drop the sarcasm.”

“What do you want, Cristina? Why did you come here?”

“I don’t know. I think... I’m hoping you’ll forgive me. No. That didn’t come out right—I need you to forgive me. I can’t live with this anguish.”

“I can’t do it, Cris. I can’t believe you did that,” I hear myself say.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, trembling, arms wrapped around herself. “So what do we do now?” she asks. “I’ll do anything to get you back. I’m begging you to give me a chance. We’ll do it however you want. One step at a time—I’m only asking for some time to earn your forgiveness. I know what I’m telling you won’t mean anything right now, but I regret it more than I’ll ever be able to put into words.”

“Stop begging. There’s no fixing what we had. I’m sorry, but it’s not about resentment—it’s about memory, and you know mine is very good. Maybe I could forgive, but I’d never forget, and I couldn’t live with that scar on my heart. I can’t look at you the way I used to. Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t.”

“There’s no excuse for what I’ve done. You know, I’ve been so unhappy for so long, so lost, and...”

“Would you mind shutting the fuck up? Just stop, please,” I yelled, and she flinched, as if she thought I was going to hit her. Her eyes were full of tears, her nose already swollen, snot running down her face. I closed my eyes and rubbed my temples, trying to regain my composure.

“I don’t want to hurt you anymore, really. Even within all the hatred and resentment I admit I feel toward you, I can still find a small oasis of pity for what could have been and never will be. Do you understand that?”

She nodded.

“How long had you been fucking Fernando?”

“Quique...”

“Answer the question!”

“Not long. Since his birthday party. But it only happened twice.”

You’d think that after all the time that had passed, nothing could scare me anymore. Twice could be considered a random fling. It wasn’t a relationship. But then again, from what point did it count? Their first flirtation? The first kiss? The first fuck? Did she ever tell him “I love you”? Cristina was sentimental, though I knew perfectly well that Fernando wasn’t.

Cris had taken advantage of my trip to Seville to sleep with Fernando, my fucking boss. I couldn’t wrap my head around it; it was as if someone had suddenly told me Cristina was a serial killer, which certainly would have been preferable.

“The excuse that it only happened twice doesn’t work for me. I caught you before you could do it again. Besides, you also slept with Ricardo and his girlfriend. What does that make you? And me? I think it makes you an unfaithful woman, don’t you? And me a damn cuckold.”

“I turned us into that, yes.” She holds my gaze, almost defiant.

“Did you love him?”

“No. It was a whim—I’ve already explained. I fell into his web. I got swept up in the confidence and security he projected. I was seduced by his control, his connection to luxury and sophistication, but we never had anything resembling a relationship. It was just sex.”

“Well, that’s quite a relief,” I say sarcastically.

The conversation goes no further. I don’t tell her that I think I’m starting to rebuild my life with Laura. I don’t think it’s any of her business, given the circumstances. Nine years of marriage evaporated in the blink of an eye, without much left to say. I pull away from the gravel path, accelerating hard enough to kick up a spray of stones.

Looking in the rearview mirror, for the first time I feel real pity. I see a woman who has collapsed, haunted by guilt and confronting the impossibility of salvaging what we had. I know her apology was sincere, and I assure you I think I can forgive her. In fact, that image of a fragile, desolate woman she projects—one I’d never seen in her before—humanizes her. But forgiving isn’t forgetting. What we had doesn’t need forgiveness; it needs oblivion.

I stay lost in thought for several kilometers, somewhere between dazed and desolate, haunted by a memory I thought I’d buried. I realize I’m holding my breath.


	Hit and sunk.
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Fernando had called me countless times, and I hadn’t answered. I’d been avoiding his parties for months, especially after Almudena’s surgery. Between my absences and the fact that she was still in the middle of her recovery, my visits to their house had become increasingly rare. I knew what he wanted. Going more than a month without sex wasn’t something Fernando was accustomed to.

After he kept insisting, I agreed to meet him at his place, though he’d made it clear this wouldn’t be a party—just a simple conversation between friends.

Given that unusual warning, I dressed casually—jeans and a blouse. It felt strange walking down the gravel path in sneakers instead of the usual impossible heels. When I arrived, the welcome was warm, much warmer than I’d expected. Fernando approached me and kissed me on the lips with what seemed like genuine tenderness. We hadn’t seen each other since Almudena’s surgery, and I sensed a different kind of affection than usual. There was no sign of her.

When I arrive, I notice he treats me with more deference, as if my absence these past months had affected him. Deep down, that makes me proud, because it makes me think that maybe, just maybe, I’m more to him than just a passing amusement—something I’ve been suspecting more and more.

“We’ve missed you, sweetheart,” Fernando says, kissing me on the cheek. “I’d started to think you’d gotten bored with us, or something worse...”

Though I’m fond of him, I can’t help noticing that despite how well he’s held up, the years are starting to show. The same goes for Almudena, who’d put herself through an absolute butcher shop of surgeries trying to look younger. Who knows where she is at the moment.

“It’s not that, Fernando. I needed time to think. I’ve been too close to the edge. You know that. After what happened with Jaime... I thought about quitting, even wanted to get help, though all I found were quacks whose only solution was to drug me for life. Sometimes I feel like I don’t act like a normal person. The list of things I’ve let myself get dragged into is endless. But you already know that. You’ve witnessed plenty of them. You saw me when they put a plastic bag over my head while a guy fucked me from behind. He suffocated me until I started seeing black spots. The orgasm was brutal, as if all the oxygen I was missing turned into pure pleasure, but when he took the bag off, it took me several minutes to recover, and I was left in a trance. The worst part is that all I wanted was for him to do it again.”

Fernando lowers his gaze and runs a hand through his hair, visibly nervous. He looks worried.

“I’ve let them whip me with belts, wooden paddles, riding crops. Once they left my ass so bruised I couldn’t sit right for three days, and yet, the next day I was already thinking about going back. You should have seen the excuses I had to make up at work. I told them I’d fallen on my ass skiing. Not to mention all the fake flus and excuses that even I don’t believe.”

Fernando shakes his head, looking at the floor, and takes my hand tenderly.

“I’ve tried ropes around my neck, tightening until I almost lost consciousness. I’ve let them tie me in impossible positions and use me like a toy for hours. I’ve done threesomes, foursomes, orgies...”

I bite my lip, visibly embarrassed but unable to stop spitting out what I’ve been holding inside.

“I’ve drunk urine. Yes, I have. One night, on my knees, mouth open, while a guy pissed on me and I swallowed what I could. I came just from that, without being touched. And what pisses me off most is that I liked it. I’ve let them slap me in the face while they fucked me, insult me, call me a whore, a slut, tell me how depraved I am... and every time they did it, I got wetter.”

I pause again, staring into space.

“But what happened with Jaime... He survived, thank God, but I... I was left feeling like I’d crossed a line I could never come back from. Right now I’m terrified. Because I know that if anyone proposes any of those things to me, I’ll probably end up doing them again. Even though I know it’s dangerous. Even though I know I’m losing control. It’s like an addiction. I’m a sex junkie. I need the pain, the humiliation, the feeling of total surrender to feel alive. And the more extreme it is, the stronger the orgasm. The thing is, each time I need to go a little further, like an addict who needs to up her dose. But afterward... afterward comes the emptiness. The shame. The fear that one day I won’t be able to stop in time.”

I fall silent for a moment. When I look up, Fernando’s eyes are shining, almost watery. Now that I’ve started, talking is a relief. I’m surprised to find myself reliving all the details. But he interrupts me in a very serious tone:

“The moment I met you, I felt you were a very special woman. I was instantly attracted to you. You know that. It was like love at first sight. Under other circumstances, I would have asked you to be my mistress, or if I weren’t married, I might have proposed something more serious. From the moment I met you, you became my weakness. But obviously, none of that is possible. What I will say is simply this: you need to be careful. Take care of yourself. I’m afraid you could be dangerous to yourself and to others. What happened with Jaime was a warning, but it could happen again. Do you know what I think?”

“Tell me,” I answer, worried by the strange tone of his voice.

“You’ve gotten into all this alone. Without a partner to share the passionate moments with—someone who could also stop you when you go too far. Look, sweetheart, Almudena and I have done all the things you mentioned, and even worse, but we’ve always done it as a couple. We’ve set limits for ourselves, lines we won’t cross, and that’s kept us from putting ourselves in danger. You’ve had to explore everything alone, without anyone to stop you when you let yourself go too far, or to advise you out of love and concern. I feel guilty about that. We shouldn’t have left you alone. I know you’re not a child, but there are certain things that are safer to do as a couple, or at least with someone who cares about you looking out for you.”

“You know exactly how it all happened. Any chance of having someone like that by my side ended the moment my husband caught us. I’ve lost him, the chance to be a mother, to have any stability. Enrique has moved on with his life, and I… I’m here ready to jump into bed with the first person who offers me anything remotely exciting.”

I’m suddenly exhausted, so tired I can barely walk. I’m sick of talking, sick of being talked to. All I want is to be deaf, mute, and blind to everything around me. What Fernando’s saying pisses me off. Now he decides to worry about my emotional stability! I know I’m the one most to blame for everything that’s happened to me, but I curse the moment I fell for his sophistication, his promises of luxury and endless pleasures. I’ve lost a good husband—handsome, attentive, responsible—who I know adored me. There’s not the slightest chance of reconciliation. I’ve seen how he looks at Laura and remembered when those eyes were meant for me.

“It’s too late, Fernando. I’ve thrown my life away.”

“It’s not, sweetheart.” Fernando, who had poured a whiskey for himself and a drink for me, stepped in, placing a hand on my cheek. “Plenty of men would be thrilled to give you their heart. You just need to give yourself a chance, and to do that, you have to start by forgiving yourself. There’s no redemption without forgiveness. But forget about Enrique. You’re not getting him back.”

“How did you two manage it?” I ask, looking at him with curiosity and a flash of anger over that last comment—I know it’s true, but it hurts.

Fernando lowers his head and responds with a hint of sadness in his voice:

“Ours didn’t start with a betrayal.”

“Just the opposite,” Fernando interjected. “From the moment I wanted to explore the boundaries of a relationship like ours, Almudena and I talked about it completely openly. No deceptions, no lies. I told her what I wanted and she agreed, with her own conditions. The arrangement evolved over time, but always with both our approval. What happened between you and me after my birthday party was agreed on with her beforehand.”

“I feel used…” I said, shaking my head. “To you two, I was just another toy in your twisted sexual games.”

He looks away.

“I don’t blame you,” I continue. I feel like I need to get everything off my chest. “The blame is all mine. But you used me. I mean nothing to you two,” I say, on the verge of tears.

“Don’t say that, sweetheart…” He tries to calm the rage that must be showing on my face more than I’d like. “Almudena and I love you and we care about you. In fact, we’ve been talking about… maybe it would be a good idea for you to come live here with us. At least for a while, until you’re back on your feet emotionally.”

“Live with you? Are you kidding?”

“We’ve never been more serious. We think you could see a therapist, get some help. We’d cover the costs and take care of you.”

“We feel responsible. And I mean it—we love you,” Fernando insisted.

Now they’re worried? Really? I feel bile rising in my throat and stand up abruptly. I need to get out of this house.

“No offense, but you can shove your help where the sun don’t shine.”
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Xtrem is packed. The music’s so loud I can barely hear the people around me. The club feels more like a regular nightclub tonight, though I’m sure all kinds of wild, tempting things are going on in the private rooms out back. I want to dance, laugh, and forget about the fight I just had with Fernando. Whatever happens, happens—but right now, I want to dance. A couple of gin and tonics had loosened me up enough to get moving, but I’d need something more to hit that “start button.”

I still don’t know how everything went so wrong, but I want to move on, and I’m here to have the time of my life. My body’s warmed up—really warmed up—with the third gin and tonic. I’ve let my hair down on the dance floor and snorted a couple of lines that are hitting just right. Lately, my reliance on alcohol and drugs to deal with uncomfortable situations is becoming more of a habit than it should be.

Tonight’s mission: find a guy to have some fun with. And let’s be honest—if you’re looking, you’ll find, especially dressed the way I am. After leaving his place, I went back home and picked out an outfit that matched my plans for the night. I didn’t want to miss a single opportunity. I need to blow off steam and have a good time.

In the back, near the door leading to the club’s private rooms and VIP areas, there are two absolute hunks. Two tall guys who can’t be older than thirty, with toned gym bodies—fit but not overdone—dressed in chinos and designer shirts. Total preppies, through and through.

I won’t deny my eyes keep drifting their way more than they should. How could I not look at two guys like that?

I slip into the bathroom and do another line. The coke hits fast: a tingling across my skin that makes every touch feel like a caress, warmth spreading from my belly out to my fingertips and toes, relaxing every muscle.

The dance floor is an open circle about thirty feet across, ringed by sofas filled with casual spectators, girls sipping cocktails, groups of friends chatting away, and couples all over each other. The air is thick with subtle air freshener and expensive perfume.

Under a flickering LED spotlight, I start dancing with a sensuality that borders on obscene—movements that aren’t choreographed but instinctive, unleashed by the chemistry coursing through my veins and my desire to drive those two guys wild. My hips sway in wide, slow circles at first, the dress pulling tight as it rides up my thighs with each turn, revealing the smooth skin of my legs above my four-inch heels. In one of those movements, I lift my skirt for just a second, flashing my bare mound before the fabric falls back down to hide what I won’t wait long to show again. My hands slide up my sides, grazing my breasts as they move freely under the thin fabric. My fingers trace circles over my breasts, a slow massage that makes my nipples harden and press sharply against the red satin.

The music picks up speed, and I let myself go in a dance that shows way more than what’s decent: I turn around, back to the crowd. A group of young guys whistle, their comments clearly crude. I couldn’t care less.

I notice some older couples can’t take their eyes off me, whispering to each other. That doesn’t faze me—if anything, it eggs me on. I turn again, arms raised above my head in a stretch that lifts the fabric of my dress, giving them another quick flash of my bare mound.

My movements become more fluid, bolder on my own body: I slide a hand down my belly, tracing circles through the fabric like a caress, the dress bunching against my fingers as my hips roll in figure-eights that make the hem rise, flashing glimpses of what shouldn’t be shown so easily in public. I dance with my hair loose, whipping against my bare back with each turn, sweat beading on my cleavage and sliding down between my breasts.

The dance is pure provocation—I’m doing it on purpose, a deliberate challenge to the decorum of any upscale place. Breasts, thighs, everything on display with each turn that exposes my bare back almost down to my ass. The thin straps can barely hold up the scrap of fabric that’s all that covers me.

I look at those two guys who can’t take their eyes off me and crook my finger, beckoning them over. And they come, of course they come. With the confidence of predators on familiar hunting ground, they walk toward me like runway models. They’re seriously attractive—the first one tall and broad-shouldered under a white shirt, wavy black hair falling over his forehead, a trimmed beard framing a square, masculine jaw; the second a bit leaner, with piercing light eyes and a cocky smile, wearing a blue shirt that shows off his torso and light pants falling straight over polished loafers.

I slow down but keep up the provocation. I take the darker one by the hand and start dancing with him. The other doesn’t back off—just like I knew he wouldn’t—and slides in behind me. I feel his bulge pressing against my ass, his hands on my back. Soon another pair of hands runs along the side of my dress, grazing my breasts. I’m practically sandwiched between these two hunks.

One introduces himself as Edu, and the other is Hugo, I think—or maybe Lucas. I don’t really care.

They press against me as we dance, grinding shamelessly. I match their rhythm.

“You’re pretty drunk,” the blond one says.

“Oh yeah... Totally wasted,” I admit with a laugh. “Better for you guys, right?”

He flashes me a wolfish grin and shrugs with that cocky confidence.

“I don’t know, I guess that makes things easier. You tell me.”

“I don’t usually need alcohol or drugs to get what I want, but they definitely help me let go. And when I let go, I tend to show my partners a veeery good time,” I tell him, my voice a little thick.

He stops dancing and looks at me intently.

“You know you're teasing us, right?”

I smile at him.

“I've had my eye on you two for a while. You're both pretty hot, and I'm in the mood to hook up.”

“With both of us?” he asks, a little surprised.

“Of course. Any problem with that?”

He wraps his arm around my waist, not caring about the people around us, and presses his body against mine a second before catching my mouth in a bite that's pleasurably painful. “Click.”

I decide to just enjoy this intensity. This is what I came for, right? And I get a little drunker. This time his friend brings a couple of vodka lemonades. I surrender, tangling my tongue with theirs. I really want them, and I want them to know it. I wrap my arms around the blond's neck and keep melting into his mouth, which bites mine, filling me with excitement. It's the first time I've made out with two guys in public, not giving a damn about anyone around us. I pull away from those soft lips to trace their necks, brushing them with my mouth and tongue.

“Fuck, we better stop or else...”

“Or else what?” I tease.

He grabs the back of my neck with one hand and presses his mouth against my ear. He doesn't need to raise his voice—I hear him perfectly.

“Or else we'll have to go to one of the private rooms, or to the bathroom so we can fuck you.”

I sigh, flushed.

I push my luck and brush his neck again. They're both toys in my hands now.

“The bathrooms here are really small, and I don't think all three of us will fit...” I whisper near his ear. He presses my hip harder against the bulge in his crotch. “I want to fuck properly. With both of you,” I finally manage to get out, completely wasted.

A gleam awakens in his eyes, making them deeper and more dangerous.

“You're such a slut...”

He pulls my arm, making me walk, and I follow him through the crowd until we reach the bathroom door. His friend follows close behind. The line for the women's bathroom is endless, and without thinking twice, he pulls me into the men's room. Several guys whistle when they see the three of us walk in. We find a stall with a toilet that's moderately clean.

The three of us can barely move in that tiny cubicle, and even less once the blond closes the door behind him. His wild eyes watch me as I let one strap of my dress fall. We stay silent, almost challenging each other. Then suddenly, they approach slowly but confidently. The blond, positioned to my left, takes my neck from his side, and the dark-haired one from the right. I close my eyes and throw my head back, fully enjoying the sensations those lips awaken in me. I feel their wet tongues on my skin, and my pussy is soaked. I'm dying for them to touch me with four hands.

The thin strappy dress slides to the floor. The alcohol and coke have loosened me up so much that I don't give a damn about being in a club bathroom, separated from the other stalls by a thin wooden panel.

In the blink of an eye I'm completely naked, in heels, standing before two complete strangers who look at me like they want to destroy me.

The dark-haired guy grabs my face in his hands and pulls me to his mouth with a rough, almost painful movement. I feel his teeth on my lips, his lips pressed against mine, tongues intertwined, fighting... I can feel that tongue trying to dominate mine, to go deeper. It's a rough kiss, lacking tenderness, but that's what I want right now, and I'm getting it. I'm hot, horny to the point where I can feel my wetness soaking me. Four hands caress my waist, my breasts, and my ass while I arch my body, offering my breasts to be devoured by either of them. The blond squeezes my nipples firmly and pinches them to harden them even more. My hands roam parts of their bodies I can't quite make out. They move uncontrollably over them, eager for their toned, muscular bodies. I focus on Hugo's shirt, unbuttoning it impatiently to the point where one of the buttons flies off, quickly giving me access to that sculpted, hard torso. I caress it until I reach the top of pants that threaten to burst at any moment. Bold, sick with desire, I slip my fingers along the edge of the fabric, brushing his big, hard cock, but not quite touching it completely. Until I get brave and go further. I unbutton them and pull them down slowly until I free his hard cock against my hip. I glance down, slipping away from his mouth that I really don't want to leave, and see his buddy unbuttoning his pants and grabbing his dick, jerking it gently up and down. I sigh without thinking as I take in the situation I'm in. Pablo or Lucas or whatever the fuck this guy's name is smiles into my mouth and turns me around, making me rest my hands on top of the toilet with my ass facing him, just like he wanted. He stands up, unbuttons the first few buttons of his shirt, and leans against the wall, taking his cock back in his hand. I feel the blond give me a hard slap on the ass that makes me shudder, and he bites one of my cheeks so hard I let out a cry of pain. If anyone was pissing in the bathroom, they must be freaking out at the sounds coming from this cubicle. He spreads me open with his hands and teases my clit with the tip of his cock until, with one thrust, he slides into me. Trying to control the uncontrollable, I moan with pleasure. The situation is tense, almost humiliating—I'm being fucked by two guys in a fucking club bathroom. But that's precisely part of the thrill of the scene unfolding here, and it's what I came looking for.

All you can hear is our ragged breathing and the rhythm of the one fucking me hard, almost furiously. I look at the other one lustfully while his buddy kills me with pleasure. I don't know how long we've been in here, but I don't want it to ever end. He's still leaning against the wall, jerking off while his friend and I fuck like crazy, his eyes locked on mine.

“Look at me,” he moans as he grabs my hair to make me lift my head. “I want to see you dying of pleasure while you come. You're a fucking slut.”

“Even though it's someone else making me come?” I ask, unable to control myself as his friend keeps fucking me from behind even harder after my comment.

“I love watching someone else make you come,” he says in a hoarse voice as he strokes his cock harder, pumping up and down, eyes closing as pleasure overwhelms him.

I do. I watch him as indescribable pleasure takes over me—the situation is so fucking hot. I hear the grunts of the one pounding me, each thrust rougher than the last, forcing me to hold on tight to take it, not caring who might hear us. I feel his cock hitting deep inside me, deliciously. I feel the ridge of his head sliding out only to push back in, driving me crazy. And I come, flooded by a rush of sensations that make my legs and arms tremble uncontrollably as I watch the other one, still jerking off, moaning, his head thrown back against the wall, letting me appreciate the masculine line of his Adam's apple. The one fucking me grips my waist tight, waiting for me to recover without ever stopping. With an almost animal grunt, he pulls out and comes all over my ass with a final moan that turns me on all over again. He leaves me there, breathless, and I look at the one in front of me, challenging him with my eyes to take his place and give me a good hard fuck. The tables turn: he positions himself behind me while the blond stands in front, his cock wet with my juices and his cum.

Again I feel that sensation of being complete. Complete with a cock inside me and another within reach of my mouth.

The blond crosses his arms, watching us with a serious expression, and yanks my hair hard. He guides his cock to my mouth and slaps me to make me suck it. That finishes me off. I can barely handle the pressure he exerts on my throat while his friend rubs my clit with brutal intensity and I explode again, tremble again, sigh again, moan uncontrollably, and at the same time, I feel the hot load from the one fucking me in the same spot where minutes before I'd felt the blond's. In that instant, nearly choking on the cock invading my throat, I feel cum filling my mouth. I gag, on the verge of vomiting from the reflex. My mouth is full of cum, but the bastard won't let me spit it out. He forces me to swallow with a hard slap. I'm not fucking amused. It really hurts, and I feel humiliated. With some disgust, even though I consider myself good at swallowing, I swallow it down, trying to suppress the gagging.

I stay propped on my elbows over the toilet seat, head buried in my hands. I try to recover while they reposition themselves, trying not to wreck the tiny stall we've been fucking in.

One of them gives me a tremendous slap that echoes through the bathroom. They lift me up and start spreading their cum over my body, covering me like it's the world's best moisturizing mask. They grope every inch of my skin at will, without asking, knowing full well they're in complete control. I feel some fear, but I'm also aware that if things went wrong, I could scream and someone would come help. But they don't seem interested in treating me well. I have to admit I'm scared. They trap my body between theirs, rubbing against each other while caressing me. I feel their hard cocks against me, straining not to burst at any moment.

“Tonight we're going to show you a good time,” they tell me, leaving me with no idea what might come next.

The blond reaches for his pants lying on the floor and pulls out a small vial of what I assume is cocaine. He opens it and taps a small amount onto the back of his hand. He grabs me by the hair and brings my nose to his hand.

And I accept the advice of that demon who always leads me deeper into the pit: “Don't leave anything behind, girl. Enjoy every moment to the fullest.”

When I inhale, I hear the dark-haired one:

“Careful, fuck! Don't give her that much.”

It's like a fucking shot straight to the center of my brain. And I'm not exaggerating. I feel a spark in my forehead, and a wave of unreality washes over me. That's not coke—it's something stronger. For an instant, I feel like I'm fainting, losing consciousness. I don't know which one slaps me, snapping me back slightly.

I sink to my knees with them in front of me and grab a cock in each hand—both seeming almost threatening. I look them in the eyes before licking their heads, tasting the slight saltiness, and take the liberty of rubbing them together while licking both at once. I look up at them, expecting a reaction that doesn't come.

I can't help it—my eyes start to close, and I feel another hard slap across my face.

“I told you to be careful, damn it!”

“Relax, damn it. It was just the rush hitting her. I've got it under control. You'll see how she gets...”

In my mind, I only hear sighs, grunts, and distorted voices, as if played back in slow motion. I'm dazed, and for a moment, I think the last shred of judgment I have left is slipping away.

My lack of resistance is more about my confusion than any real awareness of what they're doing to me, but they seem intent on enjoying themselves to the end.

Little by little, I relax, so I keep rubbing them together, sucking them and struggling to fit both cocks in my mouth at once. My nipples ache and my clit throbs between my legs as I devour those two cocks, their heads turning purple, looking ready to burst. For a second I picture those heads exploding and filling everything with dark blood, soaking me completely like in a gore movie, but another slap snaps me out of that nightmare. I look them straight in the eyes as I wildly shove one deep in my throat, then the other, then both at once. My vision blurs and I feel completely without will.

One of them sits on the toilet and lifts me by the waist, setting me on top of him, thrusting into me frantically, painfully. I've never been squeamish about getting fucked in the ass, but for the first time in my life, I feel something tearing inside me. I can't tell if it's the blond or the dark-haired one who spits in my mouth. He does it several more times, until his saliva starts sliding down between my breasts.

I move on top of that cock, moaning, as it thrusts into me without stopping, while they shove the other one in my mouth just as wildly as they're fucking my ass. The pain is becoming unbearable. Another slap jolts me from the strange lethargy I've sunk into. I don't know if that white powder is stimulating me or numbing me. The sensation is completely different from anything I've ever experienced.

“Now we're going to impale you at the same time. We're going to fill both your holes, slut,” I hear one of them say.

I notice the excitement in their eyes the same way the panic must be showing in mine.

“Fuck, stay still,” one of them says, giving me another slap that hurts like hell but keeps me from passing out.

I try to scream for help, but a hand covers my mouth. I have a brief memory of breath-play sex, but instead of excitement, I feel panic.

One positions himself behind me and the one who was fucking my ass pulls out to give him space. The blond bends me over while the other one “entertains himself,” savagely biting my shoulders, my nipples, and my mouth. The blond licks my pussy, drawing a moan from my throat. I don't know if it's from pleasure or terror, but I'm dizzy and feel too weak to react. I feel a tongue licking my ass and hear the sound of spit. With a rough movement he shoves several fingers into my hole, causing me pain that makes me squeeze my eyes shut and try to relax to dilate it and prevent him from tearing my sphincter. The invasion is overwhelming. Honestly, I can't say what he's putting in me—three or four fingers or his whole hand—but finally he pulls out, causing unbearable pain again. With utter panic I receive the tip of a cock that seems too big for the tightness of my hole, and at first it causes me such pain that I think, for the first time, I'm going to lose consciousness. Little by little, it forces its way in and molds itself to that sharp sensation until it bursts through my insides.

I can't remember at what point the other cock starts fucking my pussy. Everything becomes confused. I feel them moving inside me, making me feel like they're tearing me apart. And I can only moan, scream, and sob, gripped by a terror I've never felt before.

The thrusts increase in force and violence. I feel my body impaled, I feel parts of my sex or my anus about to break, but I come. I come in an impressive way without them stopping fucking me for a moment, and I feel my fluids spilling inside both my holes.

And that drives them wild. They pump inside me between hoarse grunts, sighs, moans, slaps, and saliva covering me everywhere. They pull out of me, leaving me emptier and more sore than ever.

I start crying the moment they separate from my body. I'm not even aware of what happens next, because I'm so dazed that I don't have a clear image of the moment. The bathroom door opens, and I hear everyone present applauding and whistling, probably without really knowing what had happened in there. I look down and see myself completely naked. I'm only wearing my high-heeled sandals, on which I can barely hold myself up.

Suddenly, a deafening noise is heard, and an enormous man enters the bathroom. I hear screams, there are blows, bodies hitting the floor and walls. I sink into a strange lethargy and end up on the floor. I notice it's wet, and I think it's probably urine, but I don't have the strength to move.

A familiar face, a voice that sounds familiar… but no. It's impossible.


3

A shrill metallic groan tears through the silence of my sleep. I try to dodge it, to escape it, curling up tighter in the cool darkness where the fog of deep, probably restorative sleep still lingers, but the noise repeats over and over until my eyes snap open to the harsh light of day.

I look at the clock and struggle to focus on the hands. It's past eleven on Saturday morning. Last night must have been intense, to say the least, though I don't remember anything. My nose feels like it's encased in reinforced concrete, my head hurts, and the first fly of the season is crawling up my bare thigh, making me squirm with disgust. I swat it away, but the little bitch lands right back on my hip. My clothes are balled up on the floor. From where I'm lying, I can see one of my shoes, but I can't find the other. Only after taking stock of all this do I manage to remember part of what happened last night. I look around and see I'm alone. No trace of the two guys I ended up with last night. Pablo and Edu? Fuck, I don't even remember their names.

The bedroom, though—that I recognize. It's not the first time I've slept here. What I'm not clear about is how I got to this house. I don't remember driving, or riding in anyone's car. I know I had an argument with Fernando last night and left angry, though I can't remember what the fight was about. Everything's jumbled in my head.

The truth is I don't remember much about what happened with those two guys either. Only the ache in my pussy and ass reminds me that things got out of hand. The pain is intense, searing. I have no fucking idea what happened, but I've crossed some of those lines again—lines that keep getting blurrier in my head.

Lately, I've lost control even more. I'd been drinking until all hours, and now I remember doing a couple of lines. Probably more. That explains the numb feeling in my nose. And only after remembering this does an explanation for that god-awful noise come to mind: the old lawnmower, someone getting the lawn looking perfect. Obviously, it needed oiling, and the racket was torturing me. Someone was cutting the grass right below the bedroom window, oblivious to the headache threatening to completely ruin my day. I silently curse all this domestic discipline.

I sit up heavily and walk naked across the room. I look out the window and see a guy with his back to me, busy cutting the grass. Fuck, everything hurts. Every step feels like red-hot needles stabbing me between the legs. What the fuck did I do last night?

The brightness streaming through the window hurts my eyes. The damn gardener keeps pushing the fucking machine back and forth over the already-cut grass, wearing a brown shirt and baggy pants. I don't know who he is.

He looks up, and I know he's seen me. I'm naked, so his gaze lingers a second longer than it should on my tits. I don't cover up or move away from the window. I don't give a shit. Let him enjoy the view.

In the bathroom, I use enough cold water, toothpaste, and Kleenex to revive the parts of my head I think still work, and I recover the ability to breathe and some control over my aching limbs. I discover bruises and bite marks on my breasts and shoulders. I have teeth marks on my nipples too, which burn. My cheeks feel swollen, and there are traces of blood on my lips and a crack in the right corner of my mouth that stings when the toothpaste touches it. The image staring back at me from the mirror is almost grotesque. I'm scared by what I see. I even have a black eye, slightly swollen. I'm freaked out. What did I do last night? What am I doing here?

I try to repair the damage with some makeup remover pads, but it's useless.

As for my pussy and ass, there's nothing I can do. They're swollen and red, like I'd given birth through both holes. As soon as the soap touches the raw skin, the stinging makes me close my eyes and let out a moan. When I look down and see traces of blood around my ass, a fragment of last night comes back to me. Those two guys had used me however they wanted, though it's not like I put up much resistance at first. But something went wrong during the night. Something I'm not at all clear about, but obvious from the state of my body. I'm wrecked. I don't think it's anything serious, but I feel like I've been beaten up.

I remember that when I was heading to Xtrem, I was thinking I wouldn't torture myself anymore over my fears about sex. If my sexuality led me to explore those limits, I'd do it. Confronting my demons had only brought me anxiety and frustration, without giving me anything in return. I was sure of what I wanted to do, and clearly I'd done it, though now, despite everything, I feel confused. What am I doing here?

When I step into the shower under the cold water, my thoughts clear, and the memory comes flooding back, vivid and complete, and my soul freezes. When I return to the bedroom, I find him sitting on the bed. He just looks at me without saying anything.

His silence weighs more than any words.

“How are you feeling?” he finally says.

“How do you think I feel, for fuck's sake? I was raped last night,” I finally say.

The words come out raw, barely held together by the thread of voice I have left.

“I know.”

No surprise, no doubt, no emotion. Just the certainty that he believes what I'm telling him.

“Who do you think got you out of there and brought you here?” he adds, with a calm that chills me. “We had to ask the bouncer for help. Without him, we couldn't have even gotten you into the car.”

I look at him, trying to find something in his face to hold onto. But I find nothing. No anger, no compassion. Just a coldness that freaks me out.

“I want to report them,” I say, holding back the tears threatening to spill over.

He lets out a short, dry laugh, dripping with sarcasm.

“Report them?” He laughs. “Are you kidding me?”

He shakes his head, as if the very idea were absurd.

“Look, Cris. There are dozens of witnesses who’ll say you were drunk off your ass, that you’d done every drug under the sun, and that you were the one who came on to them. Others will swear you went into that bathroom of your own free will. That you provoked them. That you asked them to be rough with you.”

Each sentence feels like a punch to the gut.

“I’ve already done my research,” he continues. “Even with all the media pressure these days, you wouldn’t get a favorable verdict. And that’s not counting the public humiliation they’d put you through. No lawyer who actually cares about their client would encourage you to do it. I certainly won’t. Look, Cris. I could find someone capable of making them pay for what they did to you. I know all kinds of people who, for a pittance, could ‘punish’ them, but if you want free advice from a lawyer, don’t even think about doing something like that. Don’t screw up your life any more than it already is.”

His tone is firm, unyielding. As if he were stating an indisputable fact, not a possibility.

“So... what am I supposed to do?” I ask, almost in a whisper. “Forget about it? Let it go? Convince myself it was my fault?”

He holds my gaze. His eyes are opaque, unreadable, but what hurts most is his distant, icy tone.

“What you need to do,” he says slowly, “is stop getting high until you lose control. Stop drinking until you don’t even know where you are. Stop throwing yourself at anyone like a cheap whore. That’s what you need to do, for a change.”

I stay frozen.

The words hit me, but I can’t find anything to say. I want to protest, defend myself, scream that none of that justifies what happened... but something inside me shrinks back, retreats, unable to react.

He says nothing. He moves slowly to my side.

I feel the softness of a silk robe against my bare skin. He drapes it carefully over me, covering my body. Then he leans in and kisses my cheek.

It’s a light touch, but enough to make something inside me tremble in a different way. I close my eyes for an instant. Neither of us says anything. My gaze drifts to some vague point on the floor.

“You need to face reality,” he says, his voice soft in a way that contrasts with the harshness of his words. “You need to accept, once and for all, that you’ve lost Enrique.”

His voice is low, almost warm, but leaves no room for argument, and I sense that what’s coming next won’t be something I want to hear.

“You’re not going to get him back. Accept it.”

Each syllable settles on me with unbearable weight.

“If there’s any remnant of the love you two shared,” he continues, “it’ll be snuffed out by resentment... by bitterness.”

I look at him. In his expression there’s a kind of firm tenderness, a compassion that doesn’t give an inch. It’s sweet, yes, but implacable—and probably that’s what I need.

“We want to help you, Cristina. I already told you that yesterday, and it seemed to bother you,” he adds after a brief silence. “But first you have to accept your situation.”

The word situation hangs in the air, like something too big to grasp all at once.

“Start by respecting yourself.” Fernando takes my hands. “Find a partner. You’re young, attractive, independent, and sexually active. Find someone who loves you for who you are... or, at least, someone who won’t destroy you.”

I feel his words moving through me, touching places I’d rather not look at.

“Quit the drugs. Quit the alcohol.” Now his tone becomes firmer, clearer. “Because if you don’t...”

He pauses for an instant.

“Someday we won’t be picking up the same person we picked up yesterday at the club. We’ll be picking up a wreck.” The silence stretches just long enough for the idea to fully sink in. “Or something worse.”

He doesn’t need to say more.

I lower my gaze. My hands pull free and clutch the robe as if it were the only thing holding me together.

“We can get you psychological help,” he says, his tone softening slightly. “You don’t have to go through this alone.”

We both fall silent again. It’s a brief pause. I feel ashamed—and that’s not like me.

“This house is always open to you, Cristina. Always.”

For the first time, his voice breaks slightly, almost imperceptibly.

“But you have to change.”

It’s not a threat. It’s not exactly a plea. It’s a condition.


	An embarrassing moment.


One Friday night in mid-June, late in the evening, we enjoy a long dinner on the porch by the pool. When I head inside to make some ice-cold mojitos, I find Laura standing in the kitchen reading an email.

They’ve just confirmed her vacation for August, so the beach trip we’d been planning can finally happen. For months, we’ve been wanting to swap Madrid or the mountains for a few days at the beach to forget about work. She looks so happy, so radiantly herself, that I snap a picture without warning her. I like it so much I think I’ll make it my phone’s wallpaper. Laura’s wearing flip-flops, shorts, and a tank top. Her beauty lies precisely in that simplicity—no artifice at all. She’s naturally beautiful. I notice the ponytail, the lack of makeup, and still she’s gorgeous.

We decide we have to celebrate (as if we haven’t been celebrating since we started our relationship). I bring out the two mojitos, their fresh mint scent wafting up, and we settle into the lounge chairs looking out at the valley, listening to the muted, crackling sounds of the countryside at night. It smells like pool chlorine and summer.

Laura barely drinks. When I ask why, she tells me she’s been feeling nauseous all night and, to my surprise, decides to go to bed. She excuses herself, saying she needs to rest. I tell her I’ll come up as soon as I finish my mojito. I stay a while longer, enjoying the tranquility of the countryside, then head up to check on her.

“Don’t worry, I’m just a little queasy. Dinner didn’t sit well with me. It’s nothing.”

I climb into bed an hour later, cheerful from the alcohol, and kiss her neck. I wake her, and she lets out a grunt of protest. She’s wearing summer pajamas: a thin cream-colored tank top and matching panties. The fabric is so light it barely covers her breasts; one of them is almost spilling out the side of the neckline. Her skin looks fresh, soft, inviting.

I slip into bed carefully, still cheerful from having finished both my mojito and hers. I move in close from behind and kiss her neck slowly. She smells like shower gel and her own scent—the one I’m starting to recognize as uniquely hers. She lets out another soft grunt of protest, half asleep.

“Quique… I’m tired…”

“How are you feeling?”

“Fine… It’s passed.”

I smile against her skin and keep kissing her, moving down the curve of her shoulder. I feel her cool skin beneath my warm lips. One of her nipples has slipped completely out the side of the tank top. It’s dark, perfect, and visibly hardens when the air touches it. I can’t resist. I lean in and take it gently into my mouth, sucking slowly, circling it with my tongue. Laura sighs, still half asleep, but her body responds. The nipple stiffens against my tongue.

I stretch out over her, propping myself up on one elbow. My hands begin to caress her body with restrained urgency. I trace her waist, move up her sides, circle her breasts. The other nipple hardens beneath the thin fabric too. I pull down the strap with my teeth and free the second breast. Now both are exposed—full, soft, rising and falling with each breath.

Laura finally opens her eyes. She looks at me with a mixture of sleepiness and desire.

“You’re insatiable…” she murmurs, but her voice already has that husky tone I know.

“Just a little,” I reply with a smile, and kiss her on the lips again.

Laura is the family’s good girl, the one who’d never gone out without underwear or talked about anything indecent out loud. She looks at me intensely, lips slightly parted, as if already expecting another kiss. But behind that facade is a woman capable of wearing tight miniskirts, plunging necklines, and red lipstick—walking in a way that made men inevitably turn their heads.

She could be the picture of innocence… or a passionate woman who loved sex. She could be a serious, even cold professional, and an hour later become the one who pushed you to your limits.

Cristina was dominant, almost overwhelming in bed. She was used to calling the shots, whereas Laura surrendered willingly, giving herself completely—body and soul.

My mouth travels down her neck, claiming it with hungry bites, while my tongue leaves wet trails on her shoulders. She arches beneath my weight, feeling the heat of my breath slide along her collarbone before my hands roam across her body.

I want to undress her completely so I can enjoy the sight of her naked body, but the position of her arms won’t let me pull off her top. I settle for pushing it aside.

She’s been sunbathing naked or topless for months now and barely has any tan lines. At first she hadn’t, but she soon realized the privacy we had there shouldn’t go to waste. I capture her breasts eagerly, my palms closing over her flesh before my mouth descends to devour them. My tongue traces just the tip of each nipple with slow movements, drawing trembling gasps from her that fill the room.

If I’d been with Cristina, she would have climbed on top of me, or gotten on all fours begging me to fuck her from behind. Laura, on the other hand, kisses me calmly, her hands running slowly down my back, warm and unhurried, tracing each vertebra as if she had all the time in the world—as if my skin were something to savor, not assault all at once.

But I know she’s the same in bed as she is in life. She can go from being a patient, affectionate lover—unhurried, even uncomfortable with urgency—to becoming a panther that devours you in one bite.

Right now she’s still the adorable, affectionate kitten. She stretches slightly and, with almost cruel slowness, catches my lip between her teeth and bites. I feel tension run down my spine, a gasp escaping my mouth as I protest the unexpected bite.

Laura smiles against my lips. The kitten is starting to become a panther...

“What is it?” I whisper, sliding my fingers along her straps.

“I’m feeling… daring today.”

With a mischievous smile, she pushes me firmly onto the bed. I feel the slight tremor in her muscles as my back hits the mattress. Her breathing grows heavier, faster, as she straddles me, trapping me between her hot thighs. My cock is visibly hard, and Laura smiles at me as her eyes catch mine roaming over her body with desire.

With deliberate slowness, she slides her hands over her body, tracing the curves of her waist up to the neckline of her pajama top. Her fingers toy with the edge of the fabric, as if hesitating, but her eyes never leave mine, savoring how my breathing quickens, how my pupils dilate with each inch of skin she reveals. Finally, with a calculated movement, she slides the straps down her shoulders, letting the fabric fall slowly until her breasts are free.

I hold my breath, unable to look away. Laura’s nipples, erect and sensitive from the cool air and my caresses, look like ripe strawberries I want to bite, and she knows it. With almost cruel slowness, she leans forward, swaying above me, letting her breasts hover inches from my face. The warmth of her breath grazes my skin, and I tense beneath her. I know something is about to happen, and my hands grip the sheets as if struggling to maintain control.

“Do you like what you see?” Laura whispers, her voice dripping with provocation, swaying slightly so her breasts move temptingly close to my mouth.

I don’t respond with words, but the moan that escapes my throat is more than enough. Laura smiles, savoring the power she has over me. With an even bolder move, she leans in closer, brushing her nipples against my lips without letting me fully touch them. The tension in the air is palpable, and Laura knows she’s torturing me, but she’s in no hurry. Tonight, she wants control.

Her red-painted nails descend slowly down my bare torso, digging in a bit more than usual, leaving a reddened trail on my skin. She circles my shoulders, traces the contour of my muscles, and then, with a deliberate gesture, brings her nail tips together just above my abdomen, tracing a slow, firm line that makes me tense under her touch. I feel the pinch at my groin. She digs her nails into my cock, just enough not to hurt, but enough to make it harden more. She looks at me defiantly and does something no woman has ever done to me. With one nail, she grazes the tip. It’s a strange sensation, almost too much, but it’s only a graze. She senses my tension and does it again. This time, the touch lasts a few seconds longer.

“Where did you learn to do that?” I murmur, slowly sliding my thumb across her cheek.

Laura smiles at me shyly, with that studied sweetness she’s perfected. “I always want to make you happy,” she whispers, playing the good girl. “Do you like it?”

My gaze doesn’t leave hers as my thumb continues its journey across her face, sliding from her cheek to graze her lips. The pressure is light, but enough for her to part them. With deliberate slowness, she opens wider, letting my finger slip between them.

“Lick it.”

She does. With a slow, sensual movement, she runs her tongue over my thumb, savoring its firmness. It’s an intimate, deeply erotic gesture, her gaze heavy with lust. She seems to enjoy playing without the slightest hurry.

“You’re wonderful. I like it like this—slow, unhurried, savoring every moment.”

She keeps her gaze lowered, feigning shyness, but it’s clear she’s burning inside.

Our eyes stay locked as her hands travel down my thighs again, and I feel the contrast between the softness of her skin and my coarse hair. Her fingers slide lower, grazing the base of my cock before slowly closing around it. She doesn’t do it with the urgency Cristina would have. I can’t help comparing them. I know it’s not fair, but I can’t stop.

I close my eyes and feel the first touch of her lips on the tip of my cock, the warmth of her mouth opening slowly, unhurried. Her tongue traces light, provocative strokes, leaving a wet trail as she takes me deeper and deeper. Her tongue pauses at the tip, then focuses on the frenulum. I bring my hand to her hair and thread my fingers through it, but I don’t want to push her head. I want her to set the pace. She’s doing it so well that I don’t want to break the spell.

Arousal tightens my abdomen, my skin tingling from the excitement her calm composure stirs in me as she savors every touch, every lick. She never quickens the pace, and I don’t encourage her to. Every time she runs her tongue over my head, she looks up at me with that false innocence that’s driving me crazy.

“You’re too quiet…” she murmurs with a crooked smile, her hand trailing down my abdomen before slowly descending again, slipping between my legs.

“I’m just enjoying what you’re doing. It’s incredible.”

Laura smiles at my words, and I see the desire reflected in her dilated pupils. But again, she doesn’t rush. She doesn’t take me in her mouth right away. She lets me watch her moisten her lips, lets me feel the warmth of her breath just before her tongue grazes the tip with deliberate provocation.

It’s a sensation that could easily tip from pleasure to discomfort given how sensitive I am there, but she handles it masterfully, stopping just as it starts to become too much.

“Shit, Laura…”

Laura smiles, fully aware she’s wrecking me with pleasure. I feel her body rubbing against mine.

Without further preamble, she takes me deep in one firm, sudden motion, no warning, no subtlety. There are no hesitations, no tenderness, only a ferocity she hadn’t shown before. Her tongue slides with precision, caressing every sensitive spot with an intensity that makes me shudder. This shift catches me off guard, but it ratchets up the intensity so much that I struggle to suppress my moans.

With a bold move, she slides a hand to the base of my cock, squeezing firmly while her mouth descends even further, taking me completely. The sensation of being so deep inside her throat ignites me in a way I’ve never experienced.

In one fluid motion, I flip her onto her back, my body covering hers. My hands travel over her skin with urgency. “Tell me you love me,” I whisper against her ear, my voice coming out deep and demanding, as if I won’t accept any answer but the one I want to hear.

I can tell my words leave her incredibly aroused, thrilled by the possessiveness I’m claiming. Tonight, she seems willing to give me everything I want.

“I love you,” she whispers, her voice cracking with what sounds like genuine longing.

I don’t need anything more. In one rough motion, I thrust into her, my cock finding her wet entrance with enough force to make her stifle a moan. Laura closes her eyes, her body adjusting to my intensity, each thrust taking her beyond anything she’s experienced before. I’m no longer gentle—I’m overwhelming, possessive. Her declaration of love has ignited something in me, and I want our bodies to merge in the ultimate act of love.

My hands slide to her thighs, spreading them with firm determination, as if to expose her completely, to make her mine without reservation. Her thighs tense as I spread them wider still, giving me a deeper, more intense angle.

“You’re mine, Laura,” I tell her, my voice thick with possessiveness, as I pin her wrists, immobilizing her beneath me. Each thrust is a claim, a reminder that in this moment, she belongs to me completely.

Laura clings to my shoulders, her body yielding to my intensity. I pick up the pace, my thrusts growing harder, more urgent. My pelvis crashes against hers with a deep, wet slap.

Her moans begin to give her away. She’s coming alive in a way I’ve never seen before, and it drives me to take her as if she belongs to me, as if she exists only for me. Laura surrenders to the first waves of orgasm.

“God, Lau…” I murmur, my voice trembling with pleasure as I grip her hips hard enough to leave marks. “I’ve never felt you like this.”

She smiles through her moans. Her hair clings to her sweat-dampened face. My hands slide to her thighs, lifting them slightly to adjust the angle, to sink even deeper into her.

In one fluid motion, Laura positions herself over me and sinks down onto my cock. I feel every inch of myself inside her—soaked and hot. Her hips move slowly at first, letting me feel every curve, every squeeze of her inner walls. But soon the rhythm changes. She begins to rise and fall with more force, her ass tensing with each movement, rounding and relaxing in a sensual dance that takes my breath away.

With each rise, Laura arches slightly, letting me admire the hypnotic movement of her breasts as they rise and fall to the rhythm of her hips. The light from the window accentuates every curve, every muscle, her hard nipples swaying temptingly before me.

“God, Laura… You’re incredible,” I groan, feeling myself getting close.

She doesn’t respond with words. Instead, she intensifies the rhythm, her ass moving with more determination, more boldness. I feel the tension building inside me, each movement bringing me closer to the edge.

Her lustful gaze does the rest. She smiles at me, letting her head fall back as she moves with a steady rhythm, determined to take me past the point of no return. Her hands roam over her own body, caressing her curves, her breasts, her thighs, as if savoring every second of her own pleasure.

“You like it when I take my time… don’t you?” she whispers, her voice low and provocative, as her nails trace soft lines across my abdomen, stopping just short of where I want them most.

“Fuck, Laura… you’re killing me,” I moan, unable to hold back.

I grab the back of her neck and kiss her urgently, and she arches over me in a wave of contractions that make me spill inside her. Laura loses herself to her own orgasm, shaking in waves. It’s a powerful climax, overwhelming, as if every fiber of her body is in sync with mine.

The echo of moans and gasps still hangs in the room when I feel the urge to take things further. I caress her between her legs, feeling her wetness mixed with my cum. But Laura stops me. She sits up with a pained expression, waving me off before I can say anything, and rushes to the bathroom. I hear a retch, almost a grunt, and I know she’s thrown up. When I reach the bathroom, she’s straightening up. Her eyes are full of tears from the effort of vomiting.

She brushes her teeth and apologizes. She’s pale.

“I’m sorry. I don’t feel well, Quique. Let’s go to sleep. I need to rest.”

“There’s nothing to be sorry for. You’re just feeling sick, that’s all. Come on, get some rest. You’ll feel better tomorrow.”

“It was beautiful, though…” she murmurs, her voice sleepy and satisfied.

I caress her hair, her back, the curve of her hip. I kiss her forehead, her eyelids, her lips.

“I love you,” I tell her softly.

She smiles against my skin, snuggling closer as if seeking my warmth, my protection.

“I love you too.”

We lie in silence, wrapped in each other’s arms, our breathing slowly falling into sync. The alcohol, the exhaustion, the pleasure—they all pull me toward sleep.

Before I drift off, I think that this is what I want. This. Affection, intensity, connection. Not the darkness I had with Cristina. Just this: Laura in my bed, her warm body against mine.

At three in the morning, I wake with a start. Laura’s side of the bed is empty. I hear noises from the bathroom: retching again, the unmistakable sound of someone vomiting. I get up quickly and head over.

Laura is on her knees in front of the toilet, gripping the rim with both hands. Her hair is disheveled, her face pale and covered in sweat. She vomits again, her whole body convulsing. I kneel beside her, holding her hair back with one hand while rubbing her back with the other.

“Easy… I’m here,” I tell her softly.

She tries to speak, but all that comes out is another retch. When she finishes, she slumps back against the bathroom wall. She’s dizzy, nauseous, and white as a sheet. Her eyes are closed and she’s struggling to breathe.

“Do you want some water?” I ask, stroking her damp forehead.

She nods weakly. I bring her a glass. She takes only a sip and sets it aside. She stays on the bathroom floor, her head resting on my legs, trembling slightly.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me…” she murmurs. “I woke up with my stomach churning and suddenly… I barely made it to the bathroom.”

I stroke her hair tenderly.

“It must have been something we ate. Or a virus. Go back to bed and rest a bit.”

I help her up, take her back to bed, and lie down beside her, spooning her from behind. Gradually, her breathing calms and she falls asleep again, though she remains restless.

The next day I get up early. The sun is already warming the terrace. I put on some shorts and an old t-shirt and head out to mow the lawn. I’m already sweating in the sun when I hear the door open.

Laura appears on the terrace, still pale with dark circles under her eyes. She’s wearing baggy sweatpants and an oversized t-shirt. She comes over and gives me a soft kiss on the lips.

“I’m heading into town to get groceries,” she says. “Do you need anything?”

I smile at her, wiping the sweat from my forehead.

“Are you feeling better?”

“Yes. Though I had a really rough night. But I think I’m okay now. Do you need me to pick up anything?”

“Get some meat for the barbecue. And potatoes, salad… whatever you feel like. Something light for dinner.”

She nods, but doesn’t look very convinced.

“Okay. I’ll be back soon.”

I watch her drive off and go back to mowing the lawn, humming a song without realizing it. When I finish, I put the mower away and sit on the terrace with a cold beer, enjoying the silence of the mountains.

Laura returns almost two hours later. She parks and gets out of the car with bags in her hands. She doesn’t look good—pale and walking slowly.

“Don’t bother with the barbecue, at least not for me,” she says as soon as she sees me. “I’m not hungry. I’m feeling queasy again.”

I get up, worried, and take the bags from her.

“Again? Come on, let’s go upstairs. Lie down for a while.”

I walk her to the bedroom, help her take off her shoes, and get her into bed. I place a damp towel on her forehead and sit beside her, stroking her arm.

“Do you want me to bring you something? Some herbal tea? A pill?”

She shakes her head.

“I just want to rest.”

“Then rest. I’ll come up in a bit and cuddle you for as long as you need.”

I head downstairs to put the groceries in the fridge and make some broth in case she feels like having something later. Half an hour later, I go up to check on her.

I find her sitting on the toilet with the lid down. She’s pale as a ghost, with red eyes and a vacant stare. Her hands rest on her belly.

“Laura…” I say, kneeling in front of her. “We’re going to the emergency room. This isn’t normal.”

She shakes her head weakly.

“It’s not necessary…”

“I insist,” I respond firmly. “You’ve been throwing up since last night. I’m not just going to sit here and watch you suffer.”

She starts to cry. Silent tears slide down her cheeks. It breaks my heart to see her like this.

“Hey… it’s okay,” I tell her, hugging her. “Come on, let’s go to the ER. You can’t keep going like this.”

Laura keeps crying, but suddenly she pulls back a little and opens her hand. She shows me something that looks like a long white pen. She holds it out to me with a trembling hand.

“I was supposed to get my period sometime this week… and it hasn’t come.”

Then it all clicks, and my heart skips a beat.

I take it. It’s a pregnancy test. Two clear, sharp, unmistakable lines.

I stare at the two pink lines for several seconds, unable to process what I’m seeing. The world seems to stop. All I hear is my own heart pounding in my ears.

Laura watches me with tear-filled eyes, waiting for my reaction.

“I’m pregnant,” she whispers, her voice breaking.

I stay silent, still holding the test. Two lines. Two lines that change everything.

I feel an overwhelming mix of emotions: fear, surprise, joy, panic, tenderness… all at once. I kneel in front of her again and take her hands.

“Laura…” I say, my voice faltering. “Are you sure?”

She nods, crying harder.

“I should have gotten it on Monday. A two-day delay isn’t unusual. And feeling nauseous after drinking a little shouldn’t be either. But I’ve taken it three times and it’s always the same result. Besides, yesterday I didn’t drink anything and barely ate dinner. This is something else.”

I hug her tightly, pressing her against my chest. I feel her trembling in my arms. I kiss her hair, her forehead, her wet cheeks.

Laura sobs against my shoulder.

“I'm scared, Quique… We hadn't planned this. I don't know if I'm ready. I don't know if you want…”

I interrupt her gently.

“Shh… Don't think about that now. First let's make sure you're okay. Then we'll talk. As much as we need to.”

I walk her to the bed. Panic has completely taken over. All I can do is pace back and forth on the terrace with the test clutched tightly in my hand.

“Freaking out?” I hear her deep voice behind me, making me jump.

Laura has gotten up and is leaning against the doorframe that opens onto the terrace. She's wearing black shorts and a t-shirt.

“I'm sorry…” she sobs. “I'm so sorry, Quique. I don't know how this could have happened. I don't think I messed up with the pill… I take it every day, at the same time… I don't understand…”

I stroke her hair tenderly, trying to calm her, but she keeps crying.

“What a mess…” she murmurs between sobs. “This wasn't planned. We weren't looking for this. What do you want to do?”

I look at her intently. I take her face in my hands, wiping away her tears with my thumbs. Her eyes are swollen, red, full of fear and guilt. I make her look at me.

“What are you talking about?” I ask, my voice soft but firm.

She blinks, confused, as if she doesn't understand my reaction.

“What do I want to do…?” I repeat, shaking my head. “You're kidding, right?”

Laura stares at me, uncomprehending. The tears keep falling. I see fear in her eyes.

“Quique… this changes everything. We haven't been together that long. We didn't have plans. I… I don't want you to feel trapped. If you don't want…”

I interrupt her with a soft kiss on her lips, silencing her. When I pull away, I look directly into her eyes, still holding her face.

“Laura… you've made me the happiest man in the world.”

She stays still, as if she hasn't quite understood.

“You're the love of my life,” I continue, my voice growing more confident. “Despite the short time we've been together, I love you. I truly love you. I want you to be part of my life… not just as my partner, but as the mother of my child. As the person I want to wake up next to every day. As the woman I want to build the rest of my life with.”

Laura's tears change. They're no longer just from fear. There's surprise, relief, emotion. She keeps crying, but now she's smiling through her sobs.

“Really?” she whispers.

“Really,” I respond, kissing her forehead, her wet cheeks, the tip of her nose. “No, it wasn't planned. But life almost never is. And this… this is the best thing that's happened to me in a long time.”

I hug her tightly, pressing her against my chest. I feel her body gradually relax, her sobs slowly calming.

“You don't have to apologize for anything,” I whisper in her ear. “You haven't done anything wrong. The pill isn't foolproof. And even if it had been… this happened. And I'm happy. Scared, yes. But happy.”

Laura pulls back a little to look at me. Her eyes are swollen, but they shine with something new.

“I was so afraid you'd get angry… or that you'd feel trapped… We've only been together a few months. I thought you'd say it was too soon, that you wanted to wait…”

I shake my head and caress her cheek with my thumb.

“I stopped being afraid of good things a long time ago. With you I've learned that the best things come when you least expect them. Like you. Like our first night.”

I kiss her lips tenderly, slowly. She responds to the kiss, still trembling a little, but calmer now.

“We're going to be parents,” I whisper against her mouth.

Laura lets out a broken laugh, a mix of crying and joy.

“Oh my God… we're going to be parents.”

I hug her again, tighter. I caress her back, her waist, the curve of her still-flat belly. I imagine something of ours already growing inside. A tiny being that's going to change everything.

“I don't know anything about babies,” she says suddenly, with a nervous laugh. “Not about diapers, or breastfeeding, or anything.”

“Me neither,” I respond, smiling. “But we'll learn. My mother always says kids don't come with instruction manuals, but we'll find books, we'll go to classes… whatever it takes. And if we make mistakes… well, we'll make mistakes, like all first-time parents.”

Laura stays quiet for a moment, resting her forehead on my chest.

“I was so afraid to tell you… I thought you were going to get angry. That you were going to say it was too soon, that you weren't ready…”

I lift her face again and look into her eyes.

“Laura, listen to me carefully. I'm not angry. I'm excited. I'm terrified, yes, because this is the biggest thing that can happen to a man. But I'm also happy. Very happy. I want this with you. I want to watch your belly grow. I want to be with you at the ultrasounds. I want to be awake at night when the baby cries. I want all of that… with you.”

She smiles through her tears and kisses me. This time the kiss is longer, filled with relief and love.

When we pull apart, I gently caress her belly with my palm. Laura laughs softly and places her hand over mine.

“You're going to be an incredible father,” she says quietly.

“And you'll be the best mother in the world.”

We stay embraced a while longer, processing what just happened. The pregnancy test is still in my hand, its two pink lines showing.

Laura sighs, still trembling.

“What do we do now?”

“We'll find an OB-GYN, do whatever tests we need, and start planning how we want to handle this. We have a lot to talk about. Starting with living together.”

She nods, calmer now.

“But let's take it slow, okay? Don't overwhelm me.”

She's still pale, but no longer crying. I kiss her forehead and lead her by the hand to the bed.

“Rest for a bit. I'll take care of everything else.”

Laura lies down and looks at me with a genuine smile.

“I love you, Quique.”

“I love you too.”

I sit beside her, stroking her hair until she falls asleep. I look at her belly, still flat, and feel a lump of emotion in my throat. I watch her hand resting on her belly, as if protecting something not yet visible. Her breathing grows deeper, slower, and after a few minutes she starts to snore lightly, a soft, almost childlike snore that makes me smile.

I'm terrified. A child. The word hits me like a punch—soft but final. Vertigo. It rises from my stomach to my throat. Fear. Pure, raw fear, the kind that makes you doubt everything. Are we ready? Are we prepared enough as a couple to face this? We've only been together a few months. Wonderful months, yes, but still just months. We haven't talked about the future, haven't planned anything beyond the next few weekends and vacations. And now... this.

I run my hands over my face, trying to sort through the thoughts piling up. I've spent half my life wanting to be a father. Memories flood back of arguments with Cristina, who never thought it was the right time, no matter how many years went by. I even started to think it was a lost cause, that I'd never get there. I always wanted this. And now that it's here, now that it's real... I'm doubting. Doubting like an idiot.

Laura snores lightly again. I lean down and give her a soft kiss on the cheek. Her skin is warm, still a little damp from her earlier tears. I study her face. She's beautiful. Even now, with swollen eyes and messy hair, she's beautiful. I see a scared girl, but also a strong woman who has shown me she loves me. I have no doubt about that.

But my parents don't even know her.

That thought hits me out of nowhere. My parents. My mother, who still asks about Cristina from time to time with that painful caution. My father, who never talks about the divorce but who I know suffered through it in silence. How am I going to tell them I'm having a baby with a woman they barely know? How do I explain that everything happened so fast, that there wasn't time for formal introductions, for family dinners, for them to get used to the idea?

I get up carefully, trying not to wake her, and step out onto the terrace. The mountain air is cool and clean. I lean on the railing and look out at the valley dotted with junipers, thyme, and rockroses. My heart is pounding.

I go back inside and sit on the bed again. Laura shifts slightly and murmurs something unintelligible in her sleep. I stroke her hair, very gently. She's still so young, so full of life. And me... I'm already thirty-six.

Are we ready? Probably not. No one ever is, not completely. But who is? Life doesn't give you a manual or warn you in advance. It just shows up and forces you to learn as you go.

I think about Cristina for a second. About how our marriage fell apart precisely because neither of us could grow at the same pace. About how fear and pain drove us apart. I don't want to repeat that. Not with Laura.

She sighs in her sleep and turns toward me, seeking my warmth. I lie down beside her and wrap my arms around her from behind, pressing my chest to her back. I place my hand gently on her belly, as if I could protect what's inside.

“We're going to be okay,” I whisper against her hair, even though I know she's asleep. “We're going to do the best we can.”


	Why wait for what will never come…


1

It's a beautiful early summer morning—sunny, refreshing, with a temperature that's more than bearable until noon. I dress casually to go see Almudena. It's been several days since the operation, and Fernando told me she's home now, recovering. I park in front of the mansion and feel a familiar knot in my stomach, though this time I'm not here for one of her parties but to pay a social call.

Ágata opens the door. She looks gorgeous in a casual outfit and smiles at me warmly.

“She's upstairs. She's expecting you. I'm heading out shopping—meeting some friends to pick out swimsuits.”

“You surprise me. I thought you didn't wear those…” I joke.

“You're completely wrong, Cris. You should never show all your cards at once. You lose the surprise, and then the interest fades. It's much better to keep them guessing. Don't you think?”

I let out a laugh and tell her she's absolutely right. We say goodbye with a soft peck on the lips. Like every time I kiss her, I feel a jolt of excitement in my belly. Ágata has that effect on me. She turns me on like crazy…

I climb the stairs slowly. The house is silent, nothing like the bustle of the parties. I knock softly on the bedroom door and enter.

Almudena is sitting in an armchair by the window, wearing a white silk robe open in front. Her hair is down and her face is no longer swollen. When she sees me, her face lights up with a genuine smile.

“Cristina… thank you for coming. Really. You have no idea how much it's meant to me—your concern. Your messages, your calls, the visits… they've been such a huge support during the worst moments.”

I walk over and give her a soft kiss on the cheek. She smells of expensive moisturizer.

“How are you?” I ask, sitting on the edge of the bed facing her.

Almudena takes a deep breath and smiles—tired, but also proud.

“Very well. Better than I expected. They removed the last stitches this week. I don't feel pain anymore, just a slight discomfort when I move too quickly or stretch too far. The doctors say the swelling has gone down nicely. My breasts are settling, my butt too… It was terrible, Cristina. The first weeks were hell: swelling, bruises, stabbing pains… and paralyzing pain. I was drugged most of the time. I couldn't even look at myself in the mirror without crying. But now… I'm better. Much better.”

She opens her robe a bit more and shows me the result. Her new breasts are full and round, with a beautiful, natural shape. The skin is still somewhat pink around the areolas, but it looks healthy. She lowers her gaze to her belly and hips.

“Fernando is crazy about the result,” she continues, with a mixture of pride and resignation. “He doesn't want to leave anything to chance. He says this is just the beginning of my transformation. He's going to take me to an exclusive spa for a few days to finish recovering. All so everything turns out perfect. He thinks of nothing but organizing a party to show off the result. He's already talking about dates, guests… Sometimes it overwhelms me a little, but… I understand he's excited.”

I look at her in silence. There's something in her voice that pains me—a quiet resignation, as if she's already accepted that her body no longer fully belongs to her.

Almudena watches me for a moment and then asks, almost shyly:

“Would you like to see me naked? Without bandages, without anything. I want you to see the full result.”

I nod without hesitation.

“I'd love to.”

She rises slowly from the armchair. The silk robe slides off her shoulders and falls to the floor with a soft whisper. Almudena stands completely naked in front of me.

Her body is impressive. Her new breasts are firm and high, with a natural shape that contrasts with her narrower waist. Her nipples look slightly larger and darker, still sensitive from the operation. Her abdomen is flat, the skin taut.

She turns slowly, proud, so I can see her from all angles. Her back is elegant, the curve of her lower back pronounced, her ass firm and round.

“It's… spectacular,” I say sincerely. “You look beautiful, Almudena. Really.”

She smiles, a hint of defiance on her face.

“Thank you. Fernando says the same thing every day. He's obsessed. He says now I'm finally the definitive version of myself. That the party is going to be memorable.”

She's quiet for a moment, looking at herself in the full-length mirror next to the armchair. She touches her breasts carefully, as if she still can't quite believe they're hers.

“Would you like to take a dip in the pool? It's a beautiful day and the water will be perfect. I need to swim for a while—you know, it's part of the recovery routine the doctor recommended.”

I hesitate for a second, looking at my clothes.

“I didn't bring a swimsuit.”

She lets out a soft laugh, almost amused.

“You won't need one. I'm not wearing one either. I don't want any marks on my new skin. A bikini would leave white lines and Fernando would be furious. Though I have to be careful about sun exposure… the doctors told me no direct sun yet. But there's plenty of shade by the pool in the mornings.”

We go down to the pool. She slips off her robe without ceremony and lets it fall on the chair. She's completely naked again. Her body gleams in the morning light. Her skin still shows a slight pink tone in some areas, but overall it looks taut, luminous, as if she'd just turned thirty.

“Come on,” she says, reaching out to me. “It's just the two of us. No one's going to bother us.”

I stand up and start undressing. I take off my blouse, my jeans, my underwear. I feel strangely exposed, even though Almudena has seen me naked many times. But today is different. Today her body is a freshly completed work of art and mine… mine is still the same as always, with its small imperfections and memories.

The pool shimmers under the afternoon sun, the water a deep, warm blue. Almudena walks slowly, carefully, savoring the feel of the air on her bare skin. She eases into the water bit by bit, letting it cover her ankles, her calves, her thighs. When it reaches her waist, she sighs with pleasure.

“It's perfect… Come on.”

I get in too. The water is delicious, neither cold nor hot. We swim for a while in silence, floating, moving slowly. Almudena drifts closer and smiles.

“Thank you for coming today. Really.”

I smile back and caress her arm under the water.

“You look beautiful, Almudena. Really.”

We float in silence for a while, two naked bodies in the warm water under the morning sun. We don't talk much more. We're just relaxing. And for a moment, it feels like the world outside this pool doesn't exist. We swim slowly, enjoying the warm water and the quiet of the garden. Almudena moves a little closer and looks at my breasts with curiosity. The water makes them float gently. Her eyes linger on my left nipple.

“How pretty…” she murmurs. “I should have gotten a piercing like yours.”

Today I'm wearing a discreet titanium barbell with two small gems on the sides. It's thin, elegant, almost invisible under regular clothes, but when I'm naked it catches the light with every movement.

I smile at her and move a little closer, letting the water rock us.

“It's sensual,” I explain in a low voice. “The friction against my clothes is constant, very subtle. During the day, every time I move, the fabric rubs against the piercing and gives me a little tug. It doesn't hurt, it just… excites me. It's like wearing ben wa balls. Sometimes, in the middle of a meeting or while driving, I feel that friction and I get wet without being able to stop it.”

Almudena listens attentively, her eyes fixed on my pierced nipple. The water laps at her new breasts, making her own nipples visibly harden.

“It sounds… very erotic. Fernando told me he doesn't want me to get tattoos, or anything permanent, but… I don't think he'd object to a piercing. Maybe someday I'll work up the nerve.”

She moves even closer. Our breasts almost touch under the water. Her gaze stays fixed on my piercing.

“Does it hurt?” she asks, curious.

“A little at first, but nothing compared to what you've been through,” I reply, smiling. “Now it feels good.”

We get out of the water. Almudena grabs some towels and walks to the lounge chair without covering herself. It's obvious she's trying to entice me, and she's succeeding. She's a true master of seduction, and I can attest to that.

Her gaze has changed. I know her, and I know what she wants.

“I haven't fucked in weeks—not since before the operation,” she confesses in a low, sensual voice. “Fernando doesn't dare yet. He finds his release with others, you know how he is. He says he doesn't want to hurt me, that he'd rather wait. But I… I'm really horny.”

She looks directly into my eyes.

“Do you want to?”

The question is direct, no beating around the bush. I smile, feeling a familiar heat rising through my belly.

“You don't even have to ask,” I respond softly. “Of course I want to. But not here, at the pool. Your house is a constant stream of staff, gardeners, unexpected visitors… I don't want anyone who wanders in to see us.”

Almudena nods. A mischievous smile plays on her lips.

“That's awfully prudish for you. You're not the Cristina who couldn't care less about that stuff. But if you prefer, let's go up to the bedroom. No one will bother us there.”

Her naked body glistens under the afternoon sun, and she knows she looks magnificent with her new breasts, firm and perky. Water slides down her oiled skin. She quickly wraps herself in a large towel and hands another one to me.

We climb the stairs in silence. My heart is pounding. It's not the first time I've been with Almudena. I want to get into bed with her. To enjoy her experience, her softness, and that body that's begging to be broken in.

When we enter the bedroom, she locks the door. The room is spacious, with a huge bed draped in white. Light filters in through the half-open curtains.

While she goes into the bathroom, I lie down on the bed, positioning myself in the sexiest way possible. She comes out wrapped in an enormous white towel, drying her hair with another. When she sees me on the bed, her eyes nearly pop out of her head. “I see I'm not the only one who's turned on!” she says with a half smile.

She drops the towel. My body is still damp, so she starts drying me at the neck, then slowly works her way down, attending to my breasts very gently, one by one. I can feel her hands caressing my tits through the towel. Then she moves to my back, and as she draws closer, we press our bodies together. I feel her warm breasts against mine. The firmness of them, her fully erect nipples pressing into my skin, excites me immediately. Meanwhile, her hands travel down my back, making my skin tingle even more. When she reaches my ass, she starts squeezing it, and after a few moments I feel her slip part of the towel between my cheeks. I close my eyes and start to sigh. I feel her move the towel toward my belly button to dry my entire abdomen. Then she starts going lower until she reaches between my legs. I wrap my arms around her neck and instinctively start spreading my legs wider and wider. It's not just water she's drying with the towel anymore.

She takes her time patting me dry with the soft towel, working over my legs and feet. She dries every inch of my skin with such tenderness that each touch arouses me. Then she starts pressing little kisses to my feet, between my toes, gradually working her way up my legs. I melt as her mouth inches closer and closer to my sex.

But suddenly she stops, takes my hands, and pulls me upright on the bed. We gaze at each other's naked bodies with desire. Her eyes full of longing, she brings her lips to mine and we kiss. We kiss intensely, our lips pressing hard together. Our wet mouths open to each other. Our eager tongues dart forward, each seeking to claim the other's mouth. She tastes divine, and I feel her warm breath fill my mouth and burn down my throat. Suddenly she pulls back, leaving a thin thread of saliva stretching between our lips. Almudena sees the confusion in my eyes.

“Relax, sweetheart. We have all day to do whatever we want—it’ll be more fun if we take our time.”

She closes her eyes and rests her forehead against mine. Our noses brush together, our lips a hair’s breadth from touching. Her hands glide over my back and buttocks, unhurried, and it excites me beyond words. I catch a whisper against my lips that I can’t quite make out. I tilt my head gently, bringing my ear to her mouth to hear what she’s saying. “I want you, Cris. I want you and I want to be yours.”

My heart leaps when I hear her whisper that in my ear. I can’t hold back anymore and kiss her with all the passion that’s becoming uncontrollable. The sensation of that kiss is electrifying, and our caresses grow more urgent. But our lips don’t stay together for long. She looks at me intently, her eyes blazing, and I understand the message perfectly.

She leans slightly forward, freeing her ass for me to caress more firmly while she keeps kissing me like crazy. She leans slightly back, bringing her perfect breasts right in front of my face. I close my eyes and lean in to lick them, gently nibbling her nipples. Her body is slick with sweat and I lap it eagerly from her breasts, running my tongue over their full curves before moving to one nipple, tracing the tip of my tongue across it. It’s hard, erect.

She cups my head in her hands and presses it gently against her breasts, moaning and sighing. I start devouring her neck—not a single wrinkle on it. In one smooth motion, she lies back and turns me so we’re in a sixty-nine, ready to satisfy our thirst for passion and sex. Something clicks inside me. On top of her, I give her clit no mercy, licking it relentlessly while slipping two fingers into her slit.

She, meanwhile, drives me crazy by plunging her tongue deep into my pussy, sucking and licking every inch of me while slipping a finger into my ass. We both moan loudly, not caring if anyone hears us. The heat radiating from our bodies makes sweat slick our skin as our mouths eagerly devour the honey flowing from deep within us. I know the orgasm is close. I know Almudena’s hip movements well—the ones that signal she’s about to come. Her legs wrap around my back, pulling me tighter against her, and her mouth sucks me with such intensity it pushes me toward the edge, toward that abyss of pleasure just before orgasm, which crashes over us in electric waves that make us lose all control, moaning loudly. Our bodies convulse in unison on the bedspread as our mouths overflow with the torrent of flavor pouring from our sexes, as if we don’t want a single drop to fall on the pristine bed.

But clearly, it’s not enough for either of us. Breathing hard and whispering sweet nothings, I guide her onto all fours in front of me. I bring my mouth to her sex and run my tongue over her several times. I spread her legs as wide as they’ll go, settle comfortably behind her, and grip her ass cheeks to spread them wider. Her entire sex and the cleft of her ass lie exposed before me. I dive in to devour her. I plunge my whole tongue into her pussy and start sucking, using my lips to part hers as I press my face against her vulva. Almudena’s moans and sighs come quickly—it excites me beyond words to hear those muffled groans rising from deep in her throat. It’s wonderful to feel myself controlling her pleasure, to feel her body respond instantly to my every touch.

She keeps repeating my name between moans, babbling filthy requests for me to do everything to her. It drives me crazy—the thrill is so intense that I press my mouth harder against her pussy, now flooded with her juices and my saliva. In this position, my nose bumps against her asshole every time she rocks backward. I can feel her hole starting to dilate on its own. Almudena’s scent excites me. Drops of sweat, her wetness, and saliva run from her pussy down her legs. My nipples are rock hard, my pussy is dripping, and my hair is soaked with sweat. I keep working my tongue as deep as I can inside her pussy and venture a finger into her ass, which slides in easily. That single finger in her ass makes her shudder, her body already anticipating orgasm. She grinds her pussy hard against my face as her moans turn into screams. A wave of her fluids washes over my face. I lick up everything I can, and to intensify her trembling, I add a second finger to her ass. That triggers a second orgasm that makes her convulse even harder.

Gradually she recovers from the orgasm, though I don’t stop savoring her fluids. I pull my fingers out of her ass and she moans again at the release. I can’t resist the temptation—I slip both fingers into my mouth to taste her. When she sees what I’m doing, she throws herself on top of me to kiss me like crazy.

She lies on top of me and slides her tongue deep into my throat. After we make out for a while, giving free rein to all the passion that’s already spiraled out of control, she moves down to my tits and starts biting them. She licks me, sucks me. I moan in rhythm with her bites.

She pulls her lips from my breasts and continues licking her way down. When she reaches my mound, she buries her face between my legs as I bend my knees to rest my feet on her back. She starts kissing and licking my slit. She takes my clit between her lips and starts sucking. I moan and pinch my nipples, trying to heighten the sensations. She pulls my hair and pushes my hips toward her. I feel two of her fingers slide deep inside me. They move within me while her tongue keeps working my clit relentlessly. My breathing is so fast I nearly get dizzy. My whole body is soaked with sweat and now I’m the one moaning like crazy. Suddenly, without any warning, she forces me to flip over onto my stomach. Her fingers keep working me and soon I feel another one join in. Her tongue starts licking my ass cheeks and quickly zeroes in on my asshole. Feeling her tongue on my hole is mind-blowing. Her tongue pushes into my ass and I explode. The orgasm tears through my entire body, making me shudder uncontrollably. I can’t stop—I convulse and scream as Almudena’s fingers and tongue drive deeper and deeper inside me.

When I finally calm down after the convulsions of my orgasm, I see that Almudena is sitting with her legs spread, eyes half-closed, licking her fingers still wet from my climax. It's like we can't get enough of each other. Our tongues tangle together outside our mouths. We don't care that saliva drips onto the bedspread—after this encounter, it'll need to be washed anyway.

“Hardly anything turns me on as much as feeling you come. You're so… intense, darling. Do you want to feel me?” she says.

“I don't know if I can…” I answer, winking at her knowingly.

She spreads my legs and moves closer with hers open too. I realize what she wants. We position ourselves and bring our pussies together in a scissor. Feeling her lips against mine makes me shudder. They're hot and slippery. She laces her fingers through mine and helps me sit up. Our mouths go straight for each other. It's a magical moment—we're kissing mouth to mouth and pussy to pussy. I feel my slit rubbing against Almudena's, our clits straining to penetrate each other. Once again we're both completely aroused. We move our hips and press our pussies together harder and harder. We kiss like crazy, sucking and biting, our tongues tangling. We hold each other tight with our arms and legs, not wanting any part of us to separate. Our hair tangles together. We're so in sync that our bodies move as one. I feel her nipples digging into my breasts.

We lean back and push our sexes together harder. I think that's what triggers it—suddenly we both feel like a bomb exploding inside us. Shared orgasms overtake us. We fall sideways onto the mattress, still joined at our pussies. Our fluids meet like two rivers. The bedspread is definitely ruined…

What we feel is overwhelming. We lie exhausted and panting for several minutes. We're both worn out, neither of us able to do anything but try to catch our breath.

After sex we lie sprawled on the enormous bed, still breathing heavily. The bedroom air smells of sweat, hot skin, and wild sex. My hand rests on her belly, gently caressing her smooth, still-sensitive skin. Her eyes are closed, a small, satisfied smile on her lips. She seems relaxed, almost at peace.

Suddenly, the bedroom door opens without warning.

Fernando strides in, still dressed in a suit and tie. He stops for a second when he sees us naked on the bed, intertwined. His gaze travels over Almudena's body with that possessive hunger I know so well, but he says nothing about it.

I sit up a bit, unhurried, and ask casually:

“Do you want to join us? Though I think you should give us a while to recover.”

Fernando shakes his head, an ironic smile playing on his lips. He looks us over, his gaze heavy with desire.

“I can't. I have a meeting with an important client in less than an hour. I can't be late. I came to pick up some papers I forgot this morning.”

He approaches the bed and stands beside us, studying Almudena. Then he looks at me and his smile turns sharper, almost mocking.

“You're completely shameless…” he adds with a smirk. “You were the first to sample the new Almudena. I haven't even done it yet. I wanted to wait until she was completely recovered, but I see you couldn't resist her undeniable charm.”

I feel a small pang of satisfaction and, at the same time, discomfort. Almudena blushes slightly but says nothing. She just looks at him with a mixture of desire and exhaustion.

“Why don't you join the party? That way you'll arrive more relaxed at that meeting,” she purrs seductively. “And you can see for yourself that your investment was worth it…”

“Nothing would please me more than to join your little party, but I really can't, darling. It's an important meeting. I don't think I'll even be able to get out for lunch.”

Fernando extends his hand toward her.

“Come here a moment. Come with me to the sitting room. I need to talk to you before I leave.”

Almudena sighs but obeys. She sits up carefully and grabs the white silk robe from the armchair. She slips it on without tying it all the way, letting the fabric fall open to reveal part of her new breasts and smooth belly. Everything about her is pure provocation. She approaches Fernando and gives him a soft kiss on the lips.

The two of them leave the bedroom and head to the private sitting room adjoining it. The door remains ajar. I hear their low voices but can't make out the words.

I'm left alone in the bed, naked, staring at the ceiling. Almudena's scent still lingers on the sheets. I feel a strange mixture: the recent pleasure, the tenderness of the moment we just shared… and that uneasiness Fernando always stirs in me when he appears.

Murmurs drift in from the sitting room. Fernando speaks in a low but firm tone. Almudena responds in monosyllables. I don't know what they're talking about, but something in the atmosphere has changed. The calm from a few minutes ago has shattered. I'm worried they've had a fight.

When Almudena returns to the bedroom, I know it instantly. Something's not right.

Her face has lost all the color and softness it had just minutes ago. She walks slowly, as if each step takes effort, and closes the door behind her. The sensuality that floated in the air a moment ago has completely evaporated, replaced by a thick, almost tangible tension.

I sit up in bed, still naked, and feel the immediate need to cover myself. I grab the towel I'd dropped on the floor and wrap it around my body, as if the fabric could protect me from whatever she's about to tell me. Naked, I feel defenseless, exposed. Almudena's face tells me nothing good is coming.

“Did Fernando get angry…” I ask fearfully, my voice weaker than I intended. “…about finding us in bed?”

She shakes her head, sitting on the edge of the bed. Her eyes avoid mine.

“It’s not that, sweetheart. Fernando was joking, and believe me, if he could have, he would have joined us. It’s not that, Cris.”

The silence that follows is unbearable. I pull the towel tighter around me.

“What’s wrong?” I insist, my heart racing. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Almudena lowers her gaze to her hands, twisting them in her lap. All the sensuality that had filled the room has vanished. Now there’s only a cold, heavy tension pressing down on my chest.

“What is it, Almudena? Talk to me. Don’t leave me hanging like this.”

She takes a deep breath, as if struggling to get the words out.

“You see, sweetheart… Fernando just told me that… Well, that Laura, the lawyer from the firm who’s dating Enrique…”

She stops again. Lowers her gaze. I feel the world stop. Quique’s name lands like a stone in my stomach.

“Go on,” I beg, my voice trembling. “Please.”

Almudena finally looks up. Her eyes are full of compassion and something like pity.

“She’s pregnant.”

The words hit me like a punch to the chest. I freeze, the towel pressed against my body, unable to react. The air suddenly feels too thick to breathe.

“Pregnant?” I repeat, as if the word makes no sense. “Laura… is pregnant?”

Almudena nods slowly.

“Fernando found out this morning. Apparently, she confirmed it to someone at the firm and the news spread like wildfire. You know how these things go in a small company.”

I feel all the warmth drain from my body at once. The memory of Quique, of our life together, of how I lost him, crashes over me with brutal force. And now… now he’s going to be a father with another woman. With Laura.

My hands are shaking. The towel slips a little and I grip it tighter.

“It can’t be…” I murmur, more to myself than to her. “It can’t be true.”

Almudena moves closer and puts a hand on my shoulder. Her touch is warm, but I barely feel it.

“I’m sorry, Cris. I know what Enrique meant to you. I know you still… love him and that you can’t close that chapter.”

I don’t respond. I just stare at the floor, trying to process what I’ve just heard. Pregnant. Laura is pregnant with Quique’s baby. The man I betrayed, the man I lost, the man I still love in silence despite all the damage I did to him.

I feel nauseous. I feel rage. I feel a dull, deep pain that pierces my chest.

“How did Fernando find out?” I finally ask, my voice hoarse.

“Apparently, Laura told Felipe, to ask for time off for doctor’s appointments and… you know how these things are at the firm. News travels fast.”

I stay quiet. Tears burn in my eyes, but I hold them back. I don’t want to cry in front of Almudena.

She strokes my arm tenderly.

“Maybe you should talk to him. Or maybe not. I don’t know. I don’t know what to tell you. Honestly, I think it’s time you closed the book on Enrique. You need to rebuild your life without him.”

I feel the floor open up beneath my feet. The room, which just minutes ago was full of pleasure and intimacy, now feels cold and strange. I wrap the towel tighter around myself and look at Almudena, who watches me with concern.

“I don’t know what to do,” I whisper.

“Maybe there’s nothing you can do…” The simplicity of the comment disarms me, because I know it’s true—there’s nothing I can do.
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Jana and María stare at me, eyes wide as saucers. They're sitting on my couch, the cups of tea I made them still untouched on the table. The silence following my words is so thick you could cut it with a knife.

Jana is the first to react. She leans forward, mouth hanging open.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I answer, my voice steadier than I feel.

María claps a hand over her mouth, eyes wide.

“And it’s Quique’s?”

“Of course it’s Quique’s,” I say, the words coming out sharper than I meant. “They’ve been together for months. There’s been no one else. Laura’s not the type.”

Jana lets out a long sigh and runs her hands through her hair.

“Holy shit, Cris… This is huge. How did you find out? Did he tell you?”

I shake my head.

“No. Almudena told me. Apparently, the news is already making the rounds at the firm. Laura told Felipe she’d need time off for doctor’s appointments and… you know how these things go. Fernando found out and told Almudena. And she told me.”

María frowns, clearly shaken.

“And Quique? Does he know yet?”

“I don’t know,” I answer, shrugging. “I assume so. Or he will soon. But the worst part is… he’ll be over the moon.”

The words hurt as they leave my mouth. Jana and María exchange an uncomfortable look.

“Why do you say that?” Jana asks softly.

“Because I know him. He always wanted to be a father. We used to talk about it all the time. He said he wanted a little girl who looked like me or a boy he could teach to play soccer. When we split up, one of the things that hurt him most was thinking he’d never have that with me. And now… now he’s going to have it with her. With Laura.”

María reaches out and squeezes my arm.

“Cris… I’m so sorry. Really.”

Jana shifts on the couch, searching for the right words.

“How are you doing? What are you feeling?”

I stay quiet for a moment, staring at my hands.

“I’m… a wreck. If there was ever the slightest chance of getting him back, it just vanished. It’s like the universe is reminding me of everything I lost. Everything I threw away with my shitty decisions.”

María sighs.

“Are you going to talk to him?”

“I don’t know,” I admit. “Part of me wants to call him, ask how he’s feeling, tell him I’m happy for him, even though I’m dying inside. Another part just wants to disappear and never hear about any of it again.”

Jana shakes her head.

I stare at the cup of tea cooling on the table. The lump in my throat won’t go away. All I can think about is Quique—his smile when he finds out he’s going to be a father, how he’ll hug Laura, how his life will keep moving forward while mine stays stuck in the same pit.

I think about all the times he’d asked me to start trying for a baby. Back then I had big ambitions, and my career was at a critical point. I always put him off, even though he kept saying he wanted to be a father, not a grandfather.

“And you’re just going to sit there and do nothing?” Jana asks, and I want to slap her.

“What do you want me to do? Nothing! There’s nothing I can do.”

We sit in silence.

“Fuck, why? How could I screw everything up so badly? We were happy! We wanted to be together! We’d made plans for the future. And he was dying to be a father. God damn it!”

“Cris, calm down…”

I can’t help it—I burst into tears. It’s the hardest I’ve ever cried in my life. I can’t get a single word out. Jana and María wrap their arms around me, but it only makes me fall apart even more. The despair is so overwhelming that nothing could possibly comfort me.
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The days drag by, slow and heavy. Almudena called to tell me she’s going to the spa, but if I need her, I shouldn’t hesitate to reach out. She asked how I’m doing, but nothing she says can pull me out of the void I’ve sunk into since hearing the news.

Since I found out, I only get out of bed to go to work. I can barely eat. My stomach is so knotted up that all I can manage is ice cream or cookies.

I step into the shower, thinking about how my heart pounded and lurched when I dreamed of Quique surrounded by babies. I’m still reeling from that devastating news.

I know the human body often responds the same way to two opposite emotional states: romantic excitement and fear. In both cases, you get the classic pounding in your chest, dilated pupils, increased blood pressure. The same sensations show up whether you’re terrified or falling in love.

My problem is that both states are mixing together. When we’re in the grip of romantic love, the part of our brain responsible for critical thinking can shut down—and the same thing happens with fear. And I’m terrified. I’m terrified of being alone. Whatever sliver of hope I had of getting my husband back has evaporated. I picture him thrilled about becoming a father.

For the past few days, all I notice are pregnant women. On the subway, I spot one now. I watch as she moves toward the platform, toward the roar of the approaching train. The wheels screech to a stop and the doors open with a tired exhalation. I wait until the crowd has shoved their way in, then step forward, feeling a twinge of unease.

Once inside the car, I hear the warning chime—the doors are closing. “Excuse me,” I say to a young man standing in front of me, but he doesn’t move. His head bobs to the music blaring through his earbuds; I can feel the bass vibrating. The doors close, but the train stays put. It’s so hot my legs are practically sticking together.

“Would you like to sit down, ma’am?” someone offers, and an older man stands to give his seat to the pregnant woman. She smiles as she accepts. She’s wearing a checkered dress, simple and cheap-looking, and her full breasts press against the thin fabric as she stretches to lift the hair off the back of her neck and fan herself with one hand. Her skin is flushed and damp—she’s radiant with happiness. I see Laura’s face in hers, and another shiver runs through me.

It’s absurd, but suddenly I imagine Quique standing behind her, his hands reaching out to cradle her swollen belly. She’s no longer a stranger—the girl is Laura. Damn it, Cris, focus! You’re being paranoid!

I breathe in shallow gasps. A man in a white shirt with yellowed armpits grips the overhead bar near my head. I turn my face away, but I can still smell his pungent sweat. I feel dizzy.

The car lurches and I fall against a woman reading the newspaper. She doesn’t even look up. It must be over a hundred degrees, and in here, the air conditioning can’t keep up. A few more stops, I tell myself. Ten minutes, maybe fifteen.

The train roars along the tracks, sounding indignant, racing through the dark tunnel. I feel a body pressing against mine. Too close—everyone is too close. The stench makes me dizzy. My sweaty hand slips from the greasy aluminum bar as my knees buckle. I collapse against the doors, crouching with my head between my knees.

“Are you okay?” someone asks.

A guy in a green t-shirt approaches me.

“I think I’m going to faint,” I gasp. “It must be the heat.”

I start swaying, counting the rhythmic hum of the wheels along the tracks. One, two… ten… twenty…

“Hey! Is there a doctor here?”

…Fifty… sixty-four…

The train stops at the next station and I feel arms around my waist, helping me up. They guide me out and sit me down on a bench.

“Can I call someone?” asks a voice to my right.


	To the Highest Bidder…


Fernando has sent a black car with a chauffeur for us. When the vehicle stops in front of my building, María and I step out of the elevator and wobble toward it on our stiletto heels. We're mortified at the thought of a neighbor catching us dressed like this, so we walk as fast as the five-inch heels will allow. Sure, they're sexy as hell, but they make walking nearly impossible. María isn't faring much better than I am, and I'm worried she's going to twist an ankle.

The chauffeur—all cinematic elegance in his dark suit and black tie—opens the rear door for us without a word, barely glancing our way. He keeps his eyes down, professional, as if trained not to see what's right in front of him—which is plenty, and obviously tempting.

María looks spectacular—and clearly nervous. She's wearing a tiny black halter dress that ties at the neck and leaves her back completely bare down to the base of her spine. The front plunges in a deep V that barely contains her breasts; every movement makes the fabric strain, threatening to reveal more than intended. The skirt is so short that when she sits down, I have to remind her to keep her legs together. She's got on sky-high red stilettos and has her hair pulled back in a low, loose bun with a few strands falling over her neck. Her makeup is heavier than usual, with bold red lips and smoky lined eyes that really stand out. She looks gorgeous, sexy, and completely out of her comfort zone.

I've chosen a red halter dress, but more form-fitting than hers. The neckline plunges just as deep, showing my cleavage and the inner curve of my breasts. The fabric is thin and clings to my hips, ending right where my ass begins. I'm wearing black stilettos with my hair pulled up too. I feel exposed, but also strangely powerful.

We climb into the car. The moment the doors close, María lets out a loud huff and fans her face with her hand.

“My God, Cris… what the hell are we doing?” she says, her voice trembling. “My legs are shaking. I think I'm going to throw up.”

I'm nervous too. You can tell by the way I keep crossing and uncrossing my legs.

“You're not the only one,” I admit. “It's been over a month since I've seen Almudena. Fernando only told me the recovery went well and that he wanted to present her 'in society.' I have no idea what he's planning. He's so unpredictable…”

The car moves forward in silence. María stares out the window, saying nothing. A few days earlier, when I was still unsure whether bringing María was a good idea, I'd written to Fernando asking if there'd be any problem with my friend coming to the party. His response came quickly that same night, brief and direct: no problem, as long as María understood the basic house rules. He accepted her presence but set one condition: that we be stunning.

He didn't say “elegant” or “sexy.” He said “stunning.” Fernando had always been like that: subtle on the surface, but exacting underneath. It wasn't enough for us to be pretty; he wanted us to be a spectacle. He was obsessed with beauty and perfection.

That's why I chose the best of the best from the endless options in my closet. That's why the stilettos, the heavy makeup, and no underwear. We weren't dressed to feel comfortable. We were dressed to fulfill Fernando's request: to be stunning.

“I'm practically naked. If anyone saw me, I'd die of embarrassment… Where do you even get clothes like this? Definitely not from the juniors section at El Corte Inglés.”

I laugh and explain that almost all my outfits are gifts from Fernando.

We arrive at the house in Puerta de Hierro almost twenty minutes later. The car stops in front of the mansion's main entrance. The lights are on in the ground-floor rooms. Several luxury cars are parked outside.

We get out. The chauffeur keeps his eyes fixed straight ahead. I'm tempted to flash him just to see if he reacts, but I don't, of course.

As soon as we step into the foyer, I notice the party isn't in the cellar like other times. Tonight everything is happening in the spacious rooms on the main floor. There are far more people than usual. I pull a couple of masquerade masks from my purse and hand one to María. Everyone here is wearing one—no uncovered faces. Some are simple and elegant; others are more elaborate, almost theatrical. Despite the masks, I recognize several of the regulars, who've also recognized me, and they greet me with kisses and hugs. No one uses names. Everyone calls you “darling,” “sweetheart,” “gorgeous…”

It bugs me that there are no waiters serving drinks. People are holding their own glasses, but I don't see anyone offering anything. I have no idea what Fernando has planned this time.

Just then, a figure emerges from the crowd. Ágata approaches us with her most genuine smile. I gaze at her like a mirage: a blonde beauty. Her blonde hair hangs loose, contrasting with her pale skin. I notice her pink-painted lips—those lips that tempt me to kiss them every time I see her. She's wearing a gold mini-dress that clings to her figure, tight, with a back cut so low it reaches the miniskirt that grazes the tops of her thighs. The fabric is metallic, covered in large sequins that sparkle with each step she takes in her high gold sandals, their thin straps winding up her calves like intertwined snakes to her slender ankles. Her body is a symphony I remember inch by inch.

“Hello, gorgeous girls… you came,” she says in a low but urgent voice. She gives us each two quick kisses, me first, then María. Her perfume is intense—and probably very expensive. “Dad is super nervous. And Mom… she looks spectacular. But she hasn't come down yet. Dad wants her to make a… special entrance.”

María swallows hard, visibly shaken by the fact that our hosts' daughter is attending a party like the one this house is about to see. I'll have to explain it to her at some point, though now isn't the time.

“Where is she?” I ask.

“Upstairs, finishing up. Dad's prepared something… different for tonight, though he's been tight-lipped about it. He wants everyone to see the result of her… renovation.”

Ágata looks us up and down, her gaze lingering a second longer than necessary on our necklines and the shortness of our dresses.

“You look… very beautiful. Very provocative. Perfect for the occasion.”

Her tone is polite, but there's something possessive in her gaze when it settles on María—as if she's sizing up whether my friend can handle what's about to happen.

María shifts uncomfortably and moves a little closer to me.

“Is she the daughter of…?” she whispers when Ágata turns for a moment to greet someone.

I nod and whisper that I'll explain later.

“I don't know if I'm ready for this. But damn, girl, this is next level. It's better than I imagined. I'm starting to see why you keep coming back to these parties. I feel like I'm in a movie.”

I sense a different atmosphere than usual. There are plenty of guests I don't recognize. And unlike most of his parties, there's no one fucking, no naked women putting themselves on shameless display. People move slowly, speaking in whispers, touching each other casually. And here we are in our barely-there dresses and stiletto heels, looking like two guests who've just stepped into a world whose rules we haven't yet learned.

“Come on. Dad wants to say hello before everything starts,” Ágata says, returning to our side.

She leads us deeper into the house. I don't see Almudena anywhere—she must still be upstairs in her bedroom getting ready.

Fernando greets us in the center of the main salon with that elegance of his that always seems calculated. He's wearing an impeccable black suit and a dark Venetian mask that reveals only his gray eyes and the arrogant curve of his smile. He approaches María first and gives her two slow kisses, one on each cheek, pausing a second longer than necessary to take her in.

“So this is your friend…” he murmurs, looking her over without the slightest pretense of subtlety. “You're absolutely stunning, dear. That dress is pure provocation. I believe it's a gift I gave Cris… I'm glad you accepted the invitation.”

María blushes visibly but manages to smile. Fernando then turns to me. His eyes darken as he looks at me. He gives me the two kisses, but this time his right hand doesn't stay at my waist. He slides his fingers down my back, slips unhurriedly beneath my dress, and without a hint of hesitation, slides two fingers between my ass cheeks. He touches my bare pussy directly.

“Cristina…” he whispers against my ear as his fingers brush my folds. “Perfect. I love that you came without panties. Very good girl.”

He slowly withdraws his fingers and, right in front of us, brings them to his mouth and licks them with deliberate slowness, savoring me. His eyes don't leave mine until he turns to María and gives her a suggestive smile. Beside me, María holds her breath.

Fernando smiles with satisfaction, takes a step back, and speaks again in a relaxed tone, as if nothing had happened.

“Come. It's time to reveal the evening's big surprise.”

He taps the edge of a crystal glass with a small spoon. The clear, sharp tinkling carries through the room. The music fades almost instantly. All conversations cease. The guests, all masked, turn toward him expectantly.

Fernando raises his glass, and his voice resonates with that calm authority he's always had:

“Ladies and gentlemen… thank you for being here tonight. As many of you know, the last few months have been a time of transformation for someone very special in my life. Someone who has decided to be reborn, literally, to shine more brightly than ever.”

He pauses theatrically. The silence is absolute.

“Tonight, I want to show you the result of that rebirth. A woman who was already extraordinary and who now… is simply unforgettable. A creation that combines elegance, sensuality, and power. A woman who has walked through fire and emerged more beautiful, more desirable, and more alive.”

He raises his glass slightly.

“Tonight, for the first time, I give you the new Almudena—reborn in a perfected form.”

A murmur of anticipation ripples through the room. Fernando gestures elegantly toward the wide staircase descending from the upper floor.

The lights dim even further. A soft spotlight illuminates the top of the staircase. All eyes are fixed there.

And then she appears.

Almudena descends slowly, step by step, as if floating. She's wearing a long champagne-colored dress. The neckline plunges deep, almost to her navel, revealing the pronounced cleavage of her new breasts—larger and firmer. The fabric parts in a long side slit that shows off a slender, toned leg. Her waist looks narrower, her hips more rounded, her ass higher and more lifted thanks to the implants. The skin of her face and décolletage is smooth, luminous, with that glow of someone fresh from the hands of the best surgeons.

Her hair falls loose and wavy over her bare shoulders. A delicate golden mask covers only her eyes, revealing lips painted a deep red and an expression that mixes pride, vulnerability, and barely contained excitement.

The guests begin to applaud—first with restraint, then more forcefully. Some whistle discreetly. Others raise their glasses in approval.

Almudena reaches the bottom of the staircase and stops. Fernando approaches, takes her hand, and slowly spins her so everyone can admire her. The dress parts with the movement, revealing the perfect curve of her new ass and the smooth skin of her back.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Fernando continues, his voice thick with satisfaction, “I present to you the new Almudena. Renewed. Improved. More beautiful and more alive than ever.”

The applause intensifies. Almudena smiles, but I know her well enough to see the tension in her jaw and the slight tremor in her fingers.

María, beside me, is completely motionless. Her breathing is rapid and shallow. Her eyes don’t leave Almudena.

I can only think about everything she’s had to go through to get here: the pain, the uncertainty, the weeks of recovery… and now this. Being put on display like a freshly polished trophy. I have no idea if she’s okay with what’s happening.

Fernando raises his glass toward Almudena, then toward the crowd.

“Let’s toast to her. To her courage. To her beauty. And to the nights still to come.”

The guests raise their glasses. The sound of clinking crystal fills the room.

Fernando raises his glass a little higher, his voice ringing clear and confident through the silent room.

“And now… the highlight of the evening… The surprise none of you are expecting…”

All the masks turn toward him again. The air seems to thicken. Fernando smiles with that predatory elegance I know so well, and I know he’s about to drop a bomb.

“As you can imagine, these changes haven’t come cheap. The surgery, the touch-ups, the implants, the lift… it’s all cost a pretty penny. And I’ve thought of an elegant and fair way to recoup my investment. Today. Here and now.”

A murmur ripples through the room. A few voices rise:

“What do you mean?”

“Are you going to auction her off?”

“Seriously?”

“You’ve always been a bastard… but this is a new low…”

The words float among the masks. There’s surprise, excitement, some joking comments and a few tasteless ones. No one seems scandalized. Quite the opposite. Eyes gleam behind the masks. Someone lets out a low, approving laugh.

Fernando raises a hand for silence.

“Ágata, please… help me out. I’m sure my guests want to see what they’ll be bidding on.”

Ágata approaches Almudena with confident strides. Her hands—nails painted a perfect red—rest on the straps of the dress. With a slow, theatrical gesture, she unties the knot at the neck. The fabric loosens. The dress slides down Almudena’s body.

And she stands completely naked.

Absolute silence falls over the room for three eternal seconds, then a murmur begins. I study the guests’ eyes. I see curiosity, lust, and a certain envy in the gazes of the older women.

Almudena looks spectacular. Her new breasts are full, round, and firm—generous but natural-looking. The nipples, dark and slightly larger than I remember, are already hard from the anticipation and the cool air. The skin of her cleavage and torso gleams from the lotion she must have applied: an oil that makes every curve catch the light as if bathed in gold.

Her waist is narrower, sculpted by the lift. Her abs are subtly visible under the taut skin. Her hips have widened slightly, and her glutes… her glutes are now a masterpiece: high, round, jutting back in a perfect, tempting curve. The skin is smooth, gleaming, without a single stretch mark. The incisions have become invisible.

Her legs are long, and you can tell she’s been hitting the gym—I’ve never seen her thighs so firm or her calves so defined, accentuated by the stiletto heels she’s still wearing. Even her feet are perfect. Her nails are painted a deep red. She’s had an impeccable pedicure. Even the arch gleams from the same lotion covering her entire body.

Ágata takes Almudena’s hand and turns her slowly in place. I feel a wave of secondhand embarrassment. Almudena is being treated like a car fresh off the lot, like an object to be sold to the highest bidder. The idea makes me uncomfortable.

A spotlight operated from the back of the room travels over every inch of her body. You can see the perfect curve of her back, the high, round shape of her ass, the cleft between her buttocks, the taut skin of her sides, the smooth, bare triangle between her legs where a faint wet gleam is already visible.

The murmurs turn into low, approving whistles. Exclamations ring out, along with words growing increasingly explicit. There’s pure desire in the air, but also a cold, possessive admiration from those who know they’re looking at a luxury trophy.

Almudena completes the turn and stands facing the audience. Her breasts rise and fall with her rapid breathing. Her nipples are rock hard. The lotion makes her skin look wet, as if she’d just emerged from a pool of perfumed oil. Her feet, with that perfect pedicure, stay planted firmly on the floor.

Fernando observes his guests’ reaction with evident satisfaction. His wolfish gaze sweeps the room, measuring the effect of his “creation.”

“As you can see,” he says, his voice slow and proud, “the investment has paid off. Almudena is more beautiful, more sensual, and more… available than ever.”

The whistles intensify. Someone applauds.

I’m paralyzed. Beside me, María’s breath comes in gasps. Her eyes are fixed on Almudena’s naked body. Her cheeks are flushed and her lips parted. She says nothing, but her hand squeezes mine tightly. She looks at me for an instant, and I can see her confusion. This is too much even for me.

Fernando raises his glass again.

“And now, dear friends… the time has come to decide who will have the honor of enjoying this work of art tonight.”

The silence that follows is so tense that when a voice rises from the back of the room, it breaks the spell.

“What exactly can the winning bidder expect? Tell us what the prize entails.”

Fernando smiles with arrogant composure and answers in a clear, projected voice, as if directing a play:

“Good question. Tonight’s winner gets the exclusive privilege of spending the next few hours with her. He’ll have complete access to her transformed body: he can touch her, kiss her, taste her, and enjoy her however he wishes. He can take her to any of the upstairs rooms, or stay here in the parlors if he prefers an audience. I’m imposing no limits. Only the ones she chooses to set. Almudena has been informed and has accepted the conditions. Tonight, she’s yours to enjoy… and for her to feel fully desired.”

A murmur of approval ripples through the room. Some low laughter, a stifled whistle. The masks lean toward each other, whispering. The growing excitement is palpable. The air has grown thicker, hotter.

Ágata descends the side staircase slowly, her steps elegant and controlled. She approaches us and winks. She says nothing, just watches the scene with gleaming eyes.

I can’t believe it. Fernando has crossed a line I never thought he’d cross. Almudena is not an object. She’s his wife. The woman he’s shared years, secrets, and pleasures with. And now he’s offering her up publicly, like she’s a piece in an auction house. The humiliation turns my stomach. I look at Almudena, naked under the lights, her body glistening, her new breasts firm, her ass round and high. She’s there, exposed, breathing hard, and though she tries to keep her composure, I see the slight tremor in her hands. She’s not smiling.

Fernando continues, clearly enjoying his moment, because it is his—Almudena is merely the means to make himself the center of everything, once again:

“Bidding starts at ten thousand euros. Each increment is five thousand. The winner pays at the end of the auction.”

Someone raises their hand almost instantly.

“Twenty thousand,” says a deep voice, and a collective gasp of surprise sweeps the room.

Another man, taller, fires back:

“Twenty-five thousand.”

A woman in a black mask with red lips chimes in:

“Thirty thousand. And I promise to be very gentle with her.”

Discreet laughter. Alejandro, one of the regulars—I recognize him from dozens of nights together—seems intent on breaking the bank:

“Sixty thousand,” he roars.

Fernando nods with satisfaction. His eyes gleam with possessive pride each time he looks at Almudena.

I feel nauseous and aroused at the same time. It’s repugnant yet hypnotic. María, beside me, is rigid. Her hand squeezes mine tight. Her breathing is rapid and shallow. Ágata, between us, watches everything with an unsettling calm, as if she’s seen this before. I can’t believe she’s watching her mother’s auction unfold without flinching. What the fuck are these people made of?

Almudena remains standing in the center, completely naked. Fernando savors the spectacle. Each new bid draws a satisfied smile from him. He looks at Almudena the way an artist contemplates his masterpiece.

The atmosphere is electric. The guests no longer hide their desire. Some touch themselves discreetly while gazing at Almudena’s naked body. Others murmur about what they’d do with her if they won.

María whispers in my ear, her voice trembling:

“My God, Cris… this is insane. They’re… selling her. And she’s just standing there, naked, letting them look at her like she’s some object. What kind of people are these…?”

I can’t respond. I feel rage, jealousy, arousal, and shame all tangled together. Fernando has turned Almudena into a public trophy. And the worst part is she seems to accept it. Her eyes, behind the golden mask, glitter. I can’t tell if she’s aroused or humiliated. The truth is, what some find addictive, I find repugnant. I’m even ashamed that María is seeing the kind of people I associate with.

A clear, firm voice rings out from the entrance.

“One hundred thousand euros.”

Everyone falls silent. Heads turn toward the door. The man who just spoke isn’t wearing a mask. His face is completely bare. I recognize him instantly: it’s Felipe, Fernando’s law firm partner. Tall, with well-groomed gray hair. He’s wearing a light suit without a tie. He’s the only man not dressed in dark colors, as Fernando always requires at his parties.

Fernando frowns, and his fake smile freezes for a second when he sees him.

“Felipe… the auction is only for party guests. You’re not on the list tonight.”

Felipe takes a step forward, unfazed. His voice is calm, almost mocking.

“You didn’t mention that rule before, Fernando. My money is worth exactly as much as anyone else’s here. One hundred thousand euros. In cash, right now, if you like.”

An uneasy murmur ripples through the room. Some guests exchange glances, surprised by the interruption. Others seem amused. No one dares speak.

Almudena, who until that moment had remained standing, naked and exposed under the lights, suddenly crouches down. She snatches the dress from the floor with trembling hands. She clutches it against her chest like a shield and, without a word, runs toward the staircase. Her golden heels echo against the marble. She’s clearly crying—her shoulders shake and a choked sob escapes her throat before she disappears upstairs.

The silence that settles over the room is thick, uncomfortable. I can’t stop watching Fernando and Felipe as they stare each other down from across the room.

Felipe pulls a black card from his wallet and raises it slightly, as if the gesture were proof enough.

“Or an immediate transfer. Whichever you prefer.”

Fernando takes a deep breath. His jaw is clenched. He tries to regain control of the situation and raises his voice again. But there’s no composure left in it:

“Ladies and gentlemen, let’s continue with the bidding. Does anyone offer more than one hundred thousand?”

The silence stretches on. No one raises a hand. No one speaks. The guests exchange glances—some uncomfortable, others morbidly curious. Felipe’s interruption has shattered the ritual’s spell. The decadent elegance has curdled into something tense, almost vulgar.

Fernando presses on with a forced smile:

“One hundred and five thousand… anyone?”

Nothing. The room stays silent. Only the distant crackle of candles and the ragged breathing of a few guests.

Ágata, beside me, has gone rigid. Her hand squeezes mine tight. María, on my other side, looks ready to faint. Her face is pale, her eyes wide and fixed on the spot where Almudena vanished.

I feel nauseous. This has stopped being an elegant game of power and desire. It’s become something dirty, humiliating, and real. Almudena fleeing naked, crying, covering herself with her own dress… it’s an image I won’t forget easily.

Fernando tries to salvage the situation one more time:

“Come on, friends. Don’t let an interruption ruin the night. Almudena is upstairs, waiting for the winner. One hundred and five thousand?”

Silence.

Felipe remains standing, card in hand, a calm smile on his lips. He doesn’t seem nervous. Quite the opposite—he seems to be enjoying the discomfort he’s caused. He looks so confident that I know if anyone topped his bid, he’d match it again, as many times as necessary. He didn’t come here to lose.

Fernando looks around, growing more tense. His wolfish gaze has lost some of its gleam. For the first time all night, he doesn’t seem to be in complete control.

“Last chance,” he says, his voice slightly lower. “Does anyone offer more than one hundred thousand euros?”

The silence is now absolute. No one dares break it. Some guests lower their eyes, uncomfortable. Others watch Felipe with a mix of respect and wariness.

Fernando takes a deep breath. His smile has vanished completely. He glances toward the staircase where Almudena fled, then turns back to the room.

“Very well,” he says at last, his voice controlled but clearly irritated. “Since there are no more bids… Felipe’s offer is accepted. Almudena will spend the night with him.”

A low, disappointed murmur ripples through the room. Some guests protest under their breath. Others simply shrug, as if the spectacle has suddenly lost its appeal.

Felipe calmly tucks the card away and nods at Fernando.

“A pleasure doing business with you.”

Fernando doesn’t respond. He just gives a curt nod and turns to Ágata.

“Go up with her. Make sure she’s… ready.”

Ágata squeezes my hand one last time before letting go. She looks into my eyes for a second, as if she wants to say something, but doesn’t speak. Then she heads up the stairs.

María is still clinging to my arm. Her breathing is rapid and shallow.

“Cris…” she whispers, her voice breaking. “This is shit. Fucking shit. What the hell are we doing here?”

I don’t know what to say. I can only stare at the empty staircase, where Almudena disappeared crying, naked, humiliated in front of everyone.

Fernando tries to regain control of the evening. He raises his voice and announces in a forced tone:

“Ladies and gentlemen, the auction has concluded. Let the party continue. There are private rooms available, drinks, music… enjoy the evening.”

But the atmosphere isn’t the same. The magic has been broken. The decadent elegance has turned into something cruder, more uncomfortable.

I stand there, dress clinging to my body, heart pounding, a wave of disgust and sadness rising in my throat.

Almudena has been auctioned off.

And I watched her “renovation” become a public spectacle of humiliation.

María squeezes my arm harder.

“I want to leave,” she whispers. “Please, Cris… I want to leave.”

I look at Fernando, who’s now talking to two guests, trying to hide his anger. Then I glance toward the staircase.

And for the first time all night, I realize I want to leave too.

“Stay here, please. I won’t be long,” I say to María, who looks completely lost. “I need to talk to Almudena.”

She nods, pale and wide-eyed, but doesn’t argue. She stays by a column, hugging herself as if she were cold.

I climb the stairs, heart pounding. At the end of the hallway, the door to the master bedroom is ajar. I hear muffled sobs before I even step inside.

Almudena is sitting on the edge of the bed, still completely naked, the dress bunched up in her lap. She’s crying inconsolably, face buried in her hands. Her shoulders shake with each sob. Ágata sits beside her, also crying silently, tenderly stroking her hair. Tears stream down her cheeks unchecked.

I feel like an intruder. This isn’t my pain, but I’m here. I step inside slowly and close the door behind me. Neither of them looks at me.

I approach without saying anything. I sit on the other side of Almudena and carefully place my hand on her bare back. Her skin is warm, still gleaming from the lotion. I trace her spine with my fingertips, gently, drawing slow circles. I don't speak. I just caress. Down her back, up again, around her shoulders. I feel the small tremors running through her.

Almudena sobs harder when she feels my touch, but she doesn't pull away. She rests her forehead on my shoulder. Her face is soaked with tears. I kiss her temple delicately, then her damp cheek. She tastes of salt. I wipe away a tear with my lips, then another. My fingers keep caressing her back, down to the curve of her waist, up again to the nape of her neck. There's nothing sexual in the gesture. Only comfort. Only presence and a silent promise of support.

Ágata moves closer. Her eyes are red. She looks at me for a second, as if asking permission, then leans in. She softly kisses Almudena's other cheek, then her forehead, then the bridge of her nose. Her lips collect tears. Then she turns to me and kisses me on the lips—a short kiss, wet with tears, full of gratitude and exhaustion.

The three of us stay like this for a while. Without words. Only caresses. My hand keeps traveling over Almudena's back, and little by little I feel her breathing grow less ragged. I stroke her hair, gently massage the nape of her neck, run my fingers over her arms. Ágata kisses her shoulder, her collarbone, the back of her hand. Almudena grows calm. Her sobs turn into deep, trembling breaths.

Then there's a knock at the door. Three soft taps.

Almudena tenses instantly. She covers her face with her hands and breaks down crying again, harder than before.

Ágata stands up, furious and protective.

“One moment,” she calls toward the door.

She opens it just a crack. It's Felipe. He's standing there, hands in his pockets, calm.

Ágata speaks in a low but sharp voice:

“Not now. Wait outside, please.”

Felipe nods without arguing. His eyes meet mine for a second through the crack.

“All right. I'll wait outside.”

She closes the door gently.

Almudena keeps crying, her face completely hidden in her hands.

“I can't…” she sobs. “I can't look him in the eye. I can't…”

I don't understand any of this. I look at Ágata, searching for answers, but she just shakes her head, as lost as I am.

I stay a few more minutes, caressing Almudena's back until her tears begin to subside again. I kiss the crown of her head one last time.

“I'm going to step out for a moment,” I whisper to her. “I'll be right back.”

I leave the room. Felipe is leaning against the hallway wall, waiting. When he sees me, he straightens up.

“Are you Enrique's ex-wife?” he asks without preamble.

I look at him, surprised. I wasn't expecting that question.

“Yes,” I answer. “I'm Cristina.”

Felipe nods, his expression heavy. He shakes his head slowly, as if he'd just confirmed something he already suspected.

“Fuck…” he murmurs. “I'm sorry.”

“For what?” I find myself asking. What is he talking about?

He says nothing. He just looks at me with a mixture of pity and resignation. Then he lowers his gaze to the floor and stays quiet. He runs a hand over his face, as if trying to gather his thoughts, then looks me directly in the eyes.

“What attracts you to that man…” he says in a low voice, almost to himself. “What he gives you. I don't understand it. There's absolutely nothing sincere about him.”

He leans against the wall and exhales a long sigh, heavy with exhaustion and something like rage.

“I've seen this too many times. Intelligent, strong, beautiful women… falling again and again for men like Fernando. Men who treat you like objects. Who put you on display, mold you, break you, and then abandon you when you're nothing but wreckage. And you… you give yourselves over. You let yourselves be seduced by that elegant darkness, by that arrogant confidence, by that way of looking at you as if you were the most desirable thing in the world… as long as you follow their rules.”

He pauses. His voice becomes deeper, more pained.

“Fernando doesn't love. He destroys. Everything he touches, he shatters. Didn't he destroy your marriage without caring in the slightest? Do you think anyone in their right mind would sleep with his most promising lawyer's wife on a whim? Any woman who gets close to him becomes his possession, an extension of his ego. Almudena was a brilliant, independent woman with character… and look at her now. He's turned her into a trophy he auctions off in front of his friends like she's a painting or a luxury car. And the worst part is that she allows it. Because he makes her feel desired in a way that no good man seems capable of offering. It's all a damn lie, and you don't see it.”

He looks at me intently.

“Bad men seduce you because they give you intensity. They give you danger. They make you feel alive in a way that quiet affection never can. They treat you like objects… and paradoxically, that makes you feel special. Unique. Because only they can possess you that way. Because only they dare to break you so they can boast about picking up your pieces.”

“And meanwhile, good men… we're left behind. Until the destruction is so deep that there's barely anything left to pick up. And even so, we do it. We pick up those fragments. We clean the wounds, trying to rebuild what they've destroyed. We're the ones who hold you when you cry, who listen to your stories of humiliation, who tell you that you're enough just as you are. But we're never the ones who make you tremble. We're never the ones who bring you to your knees with a single look. We're the consolation prize. And when you finally realize we're right… it's too late. You've already been marked. And you know the worst part? If he came back for you once you were put back together, you'd fall for him all over again.”

He runs his hand through his hair, visibly shaken. His words hurt me, because I feel they're nothing but the truth. It's a perfect portrait of Fernando, and of me too.

“Today we witnessed a grotesque spectacle. Shameful. Worse than a slave auction, because at least slaves knew they had no choice. Almudena chose this. Or believes she did. She let herself be molded, surgically altered, put on display… all to keep feeling Fernando's gaze on her. And you… you look at him with fascination, as if that darkness were the most exciting thing you've ever seen. It's disgusting.”

He looks at me again, and for a moment his voice softens.

“Cristina… you've already been through this, and yet here you are. You know how it is—you keep chasing that feeling of total surrender, even though it destroys you. And still… here you are. Close to this world again. Letting Fernando set the pace again. Those of us who truly love you are never first on your list. Just the opposite—we're always last. We're never the ones who make you lose your head. We're the end of the story… not the beginning.”

He falls silent for a moment. The hallway seems darker now. The distant murmur of the party drifts up from below, but up here it's just him and me, and the echo of his words.

“I'm sorry,” he says finally, his voice quieter. “I shouldn't talk to you like this. I barely know you, and it's none of my business. But seeing Almudena down there… naked, exposed, sold off like a trophy… it stirred up something old in me. Something I thought I'd forgotten.”

He raises his eyes and looks at me with pity.

“You already know what it's like to be destroyed by a man like Fernando. I just hope this time you don't let him drag you back into the same pit. Stay away from him.”

Felipe enters the room, his step firm but respectful. Ágata, who had been sitting next to Almudena until that moment, immediately stands up. Her eyes are red and she looks completely lost. She glances at me for a second, as if asking permission, then leaves the bedroom without a word, closing the door gently behind her.

“Ágata, I need an explanation,” I say, my voice low but urgent. “What the hell just happened?”

She lets out a bitter laugh—ironic, almost broken.

“I need one too, Cristina. I swear I have no idea. Felipe shouldn't be here. Fernando never invites him to his parties. And then suddenly… he shows up and… well, you saw.”

It's true. I'd never seen Felipe at any of those parties, and Fernando had even hinted to me once that he and Felipe were partners at the firm, but not friends. Ágata says nothing more. She just shakes her head and walks away down the hallway, visibly agitated.

I go down the stairs with my stomach churning. The party, which barely half an hour ago seemed charged with anticipation and decadent luxury, has completely deflated. Most of the guests have left. Only a few small groups remain, talking in low voices, masks off and glasses half empty. The atmosphere is uncomfortable, almost funereal. Fernando is in the center of the room, pacing back and forth like a caged animal. He has his phone in his hand and speaks in a low voice, but it's obvious he's rattled. His usual elegance has completely cracked.

María spots me from across the room and rushes toward me. Her face is a mix of relief and anguish. She hugs me tightly, trembling.

“Please, Cris… let's go. Now. I can't stand being here another second.”

I nod. I pull out my phone and call a taxi. Ágata appears then, her eyes still red. She looks at me with a silent plea.

“Can I come with you?” she asks quietly. “I don't want to stay here alone with him right now.”

“Of course,” I say without hesitation.

The taxi arrives in less than ten minutes. The three of us get in silently. María sits in the middle, squeezing my hand tightly. Ágata stares out the window, her jaw tense. No one says a word the whole ride. The taxi driver's glances make me self-conscious.

When we get to my place, we sit on the living room sofa. The lights are off; only the orange glow of the streetlamps filters in. We're still dressed in those skimpy outfits and stiletto heels that now seem ridiculous, out of place. Three stunning women reduced to three silent figures, eyes full of tears and a thousand unanswered questions.

Ágata is the first to speak. Her voice sounds exhausted.

“I couldn't get a single word out of my mother. She's completely shut down. But I know there's something between Felipe, my father, and her. Something old. Something I don't understand… but that finally exploded tonight.”

María, who has stayed silent until now, can't hold back any longer. She leans forward, her eyes blazing with indignation.

“I'm not one to meddle in your decadent lives,” she says, her voice trembling but firm, “but what I saw tonight is beyond explanation. A husband auctioning off his wife. A daughter helping put her own mother on display like merchandise. What kind of people are you? Don't you have any values? Don't you have any limits? Do you just throw yourselves into any pleasure without thinking about the consequences?”

Ágata and I look down at the same time. We can't say anything. María's words land like slaps. She continues, her voice growing heavier:

“I saw you dressed like you were going to conquer the world, but really you were just putting yourselves on offer. I saw the way you looked at Almudena while they stripped her and put her on display like a trophy. And the worst part is that part of you… seemed excited by it. How far are you willing to go? Where are your limits? Where is your self-respect?”

Her voice breaks. A tear slides down her cheek.

“I… I felt things tonight that I never want to feel again. I got turned on watching something that disgusts me. And that makes me disgusted with myself. Thank God the night went sideways and I didn’t end up participating in that.”

The silence that follows is heavy, painful. Ágata has her head down, her hands clasped together so tightly her knuckles have turned white. I feel a knot in my throat that won’t let me speak. María looks at both of us, her eyes full of disappointment.

“I’m not judging you… or maybe I am, a little. But mostly I’m scared. Scared for you. Scared of how easy it is to fall into that world. Scared because I felt the pull myself tonight.”

María wipes her cheeks with the back of her hand and whispers, almost to herself:

“I never thought I’d see something like that. Never.”


	Epilogue.


I’m running through Retiro Park. Exercise is part of my therapy. I run, sweat, and exhaust myself, but I also purify myself. Mind and body. It’s as if the sweat flushes out all the toxins I carry inside. Each stride is a blow against the old me, against the woman who lost herself in dark places searching for a way to feel alive. I haven’t heard from Fernando in months. Since Almudena left him, I’ve seen her a couple of times, but I know nothing about him. And I prefer it that way.

The morning sun filters through the trees and the fresh air hits my face. I’m wearing earbuds, but the music is turned down low. I want to hear my own breathing, the rhythm of my feet against the ground.

Then I see them. The Cristina from a few months ago would have run off to hide, to spy on them from a distance. But that Cristina no longer exists. I think about my psychologist and what she would recommend: face it without fear, without guilt. Look them in the eye and move forward.

Quique is pushing a baby stroller along the main path. Laura walks beside him, one hand on the handlebar and the other holding an ice cream. They’re talking, relaxed. He’s smiling. So is she. The baby is covered with a little blanket.

My heart skips a beat, but I don’t slow down. I keep running toward them. When I’m a few yards away, I slow down and stop. I take out one earbud.

Mayte, my psychologist, had made it clear to me. First, it was important to understand the grieving process. Although it’s usually associated with death, it also applies to the loss of a significant relationship. The different stages—denial, anger, sadness, and finally acceptance. I think I’ve been through all of them.

Facing Quique and Laura for the first time, I feel like an athlete stepping into competition after months of hard training, unsure if all that effort will pay off.

“Hi, Quique. Laura…”

He looks up and freezes. Visibly surprised.

“Cris… Hi.”

Laura greets me naturally, no tension in her voice.

“Hi, Cristina.”

“Is that…?” I say, pointing at the stroller.

“Yes,” Laura responds with a sincere smile. “It’s Quique. Come see him. Come closer.”

I’m surprised she doesn’t see me as a rival. After all, I’m her partner’s ex-wife, and I know I probably would. Her smile is genuine. I honestly believe that, in another life, under different circumstances, we could have been good friends.

I approach slowly. The baby is adorable: only a few months old, round face, sleeping oblivious to everything around him. I can’t see any resemblance to either of them. I’ve never understood people who can clearly see the parents’ features in a little piglet sleeping on its side, half-covered. He has light, fine hair, like Quique’s, but that’s all the resemblance I can make out.

“He’s beautiful,” I say, and my voice sounds more stable than I expected. “He looks like you,” I tell Quique, because I know that’s what all parents like to hear.

He smiles, a bit uncomfortable, but without hostility.

“Thanks. We’re… very happy.”

Laura nods, looking at the baby tenderly.

“He was a bit of a surprise, but… he’s here to stay. How are you, Cristina?”

The question is direct, no hidden agenda. There’s no resentment in her voice. Just genuine curiosity.

“I’m… better,” I respond. “Running a lot. Going to therapy. Trying to rebuild things little by little.”

Quique looks at me with that look I know so well. As if he still doesn’t quite know how to treat me.

“I’m glad,” he finally says. “Really.”

We stand in silence for a few seconds. The baby lets out a small whimper and Laura leans down to adjust his blanket. I watch them: the natural way they move together, the quiet complicity. It’s a picture of normal life. Of life that goes on.

I feel a pang in my chest, but it’s not as strong as I expected. It’s not the sharp pain from before.

“I’ll let you continue your walk,” I finally say, taking a step back. “I’m glad to see you’re doing well.”

Laura smiles at me again.

“Take care, Cristina.”

Quique nods.

“Take care.”

I start running again. This time faster. My heart is pounding hard, but it’s not just from the effort. It’s from the certainty that I’ve just closed a chapter without needing grandiose words. Without pleas. Without tears.

I run through Retiro Park, sweating, exhausting myself, purifying myself. The Cristina who would have hidden no longer exists. The one who remains keeps running. Keeps moving forward. And although it still hurts a little, she’s starting to feel good.

THE END


	Synopsis.


Writing a synopsis for a sequel without spoiling the first book isn't easy. If you haven't read Tale of a Betrayal, you should—this is its continuation.

But it wouldn't be fair—or smart—to give away details about the first book here.

What can I tell you without giving anything away? Not much. Only that this sequel blends all the ingredients for a compelling story: guilt, betrayal, revenge, forgiveness, regret, love… and, as in all my novels, plenty of sex.

Cristina, Quique, Almudena, Fernando, Laura, and several new characters are waiting for you.

I just hope you enjoy it.

Selena Valente.

?? “Want more stories about cheating and betrayal? Dare to try The Price of My Nights, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Sex has become my drug because it's the only part of my life where I feel powerful, competent, and desired without conditions. At work, I feel insecure; as a mother, I feel guilty; as an ex-wife, I feel like a traitor. But in bed (or on the floor, or against the wall), I'm a goddess. And that's addictive.

Sex therapy would help me understand that having a high libido doesn't make me a slut or a freak. I don't have some nymphomania disorder. It's much simpler than that. It's just part of who I am now that I've woken up. Learning to enjoy sex.

Working through the guilt and shame I've carried since my Catholic upbringing, since marriage, since living in a society that punishes women who enjoy themselves. Rebuilding a healthy sexuality—or unhealthy if I damn well please. So what? Who gets to say what's healthy and what isn't? Who draws the line between decent and indecent?

I want to be able to say “yes” when I want to and “no” when I don't, without feeling like I'm losing something. To integrate my role as a mother with my role as a sexual woman. Because one doesn't have to cancel out the other.

I know I'm never going back to who I was before: the woman who faked her moans. That woman no longer exists. I want to be someone who loves herself, who respects herself, who enjoys sex. Someone who can be a loving mother by day and a passionate woman by night, without one part killing the other.

I'm beautiful. Hot as hell, actually—that's more accurate. I see it when I look in the mirror. I saw it in Kike's eyes the first time he saw me. I saw it in the way Victor devoured me with his gaze. I saw it on Susi's face that drunken night when she told me, “You're gorgeous even when you're puking.”

[image: ]

?? “Want more stories just as intense? Discover Unfaithful, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

What happens when you discover your entire world is built on lies? Behind her stunning looks and 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 soon, what should have been the brightest memory of their lives becomes the crack where doubt begins to seep in. Patricia seems to have woven 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 chessboard of suspicions and betrayals.

Fernando will learn too late: knowing the truth isn't enough—you have to dare to look it in the face… even if it might destroy everything you once called love.
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