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	A Woman’s Weapons


He had always loved watching her. Since they’d started dating, he’d made a habit of observing her when she didn’t know she was being observed. He liked seeing her through the lens of anonymity, when her gestures weren’t calibrated for him or anyone else, when she was simply herself. Watching her unaware gave him a different perspective—cleaner somehow—as if that anonymity let him discover nuances that would otherwise slip by unnoticed. And even now, after so many years together, he still found new things in her behavior.

That Friday in May, the sun beat down hard at three-thirty in the afternoon, though a breeze kept the temperature in check. He parked two blocks away, as always, and walked slowly to the corner where Café Velázquez sat with its terrace—the coffee shop two blocks from the multinational building where she worked. From the sidewalk across the street, he spotted her sitting on the back patio. It was their Friday ritual. He usually left the law firm a little early, came here, and picked her up to officially kick off the weekend. They’d never talked about it, but both of them knew that moment marked the line between a week of obligations and the shared territory of the weekend’s slow hours.

Cris sat in profile, back straight, legs crossed with that elegant naturalness that came so naturally to her. She wore a dark suit, impeccably cut. The fabric draped softly over her shoulders, traced her waist with discretion, and slid over her hips before disappearing at the edge of the chair. It was a serious, professional ensemble—the kind that commanded respect in a meeting—but on her it always achieved something more: a detail, an attitude, a gesture that made it subtly provocative.

The top peeking out beneath the jacket was pale, a lightweight fabric—probably satin—that contrasted with the suit’s firm structure. The neckline wasn’t deep, but it was open enough to soften the ensemble’s severity. Cris never dressed carelessly; each garment seemed chosen to say something without quite saying it. From across the street, he found himself smiling as he recognized that balance so characteristic of her—between authority and femininity.

Her hair, chestnut and shiny with balayage highlights the May sun had lightened a bit, fell loose over her shoulders. During the day she usually pulled it back for work, but by this hour she wore it down, as if it too had given itself permission to start the weekend. A strand brushed her cheek each time she turned her head, and she pushed it away with an automatic, delicate gesture he knew by heart—one that still captivated him.

Her hands rested on the table, one over the other, long fingers relaxed but attentive. She wasn’t fiddling with her phone or checking her watch. She watched the street with that expression of hers—somewhere between curious and absent—as if she were always processing something deeper than what lay in front of her. He knew her work in human resources forced her to read people, to decipher gestures, silences, tensions. Maybe that’s why, even at rest, her gaze seemed active.

She checked her watch. She stood and headed inside the coffee shop, walking with that confidence she’d had since she was young. The black stilettos gave her hips a slight sway. It wasn’t a hurried walk—it was measured, almost choreographed. She carried her black purse on her right shoulder, phone in her left hand.

She came back shortly after. She’d probably gone to the bathroom or to order a beer. He still had a couple of minutes before he’d officially be late, and he didn’t want to steal even a second from this voyeuristic moment that gave him so much pleasure.

She paused on the terrace, looking for another table—one that faced the street but was shielded from direct sunlight. She sat down, crossing her legs in one fluid, elegant movement. The skirt rode up a couple of inches, revealing a bit more of the tanned skin of her thighs—that May tan that wasn’t yet uniform, still bearing the subtle marks of sunglasses and the bikini from the previous weekend at the house in the mountains. She rested her elbows on the table, interlaced her fingers under her chin, and looked around with the serene expression she wore when alone: eyebrows slightly arched, lips relaxed but not quite smiling, as if she were evaluating her surroundings without the slightest hurry.

The waiter, a young guy in his early twenties with slicked-back hair and a white shirt rolled up at the sleeves, approached with the tray. He set the beer in front of her—a well-poured beer with creamy foam that held firm—and she thanked him with a brief, polite smile, the kind that doesn’t invite familiarity but doesn’t reject it either. Quique clearly saw the moment the young man’s gaze wavered. It was a quick glance, almost clumsy, that dropped and came back up with the haste of someone afraid of being caught. But for a fraction of a second, it lingered where it shouldn’t have, drawn to the soft line of her neckline.

Cristina noticed. So did Quique, even from across the street—he knew her too well. She didn’t change her posture or frown; she simply raised her eyes and held the waiter’s gaze an instant longer than usual. It wasn’t an open challenge, but it wasn’t a concession either. It was a silent way of reminding him that she was perfectly aware of what was happening and that the situation was under her control. The waiter cleared his throat, murmured something that sounded like “I’ll bring you the tapa now,” and walked away with a barely disguised blush.

A familiar mixture ran through him—pride and a slight pang of jealousy that never turned unpleasant. He liked that others looked at her; it was confirmation of the obvious. But he was also fascinated by the confidence with which she handled those looks, how she accepted them without submitting to them, how she set her limits without needing words.

He was still surprised by how beautiful she was. At thirty-five—thirty-six in September—she hadn’t lost any of what had made him fall in love at twenty-two. She’d only polished it. Perfected it. Her skin was still smooth, with those small expression lines at the corners of her eyes that appeared when she really laughed. High cheekbones, a defined jawline, the straight nose she always said she hated but that he thought was perfect, giving her face character. Nothing like those cookie-cutter noses from the operating room. Her eyes, dark with golden flecks, framed by long lashes that didn’t need mascara to stand out. When she looked at you directly, you felt she was seeing right through you, but in that moment, from a distance, he just enjoyed seeing her so sure of herself.

The May sun beat down with an intensity unusual for early spring. The shade barely cut the heat, and Cris finally unbuttoned her jacket. She slipped it off with a slow, almost distracted movement—sensual without meaning to be. She let it hang on the back of her chair.

She wore a simple, fitted tank top in a soft shade that set off her lightly tanned skin. Her arms were bare now, firm and elegant, with that combination of strength and delicacy he had always admired. The change transformed her completely: the impeccable executive gave way to something more approachable, more summery, without losing an ounce of presence.

She crossed her legs again, more casually this time, and leaned forward to take a sip of her beer. The movement was minimal but charged with an involuntary sensuality, the kind that isn’t rehearsed in front of a mirror. It was simply her being herself, oblivious to the scene she was creating. She reached for her purse and pulled out her sunglasses. She put them on, glancing over them toward the next table. The sunglasses only made her look better, if that was possible.

At one of the nearby tables, a man in a suit—someone who worked in an office around the corner—looked up from his phone and stared at her. He didn’t do it with the waiter’s clumsiness, but with a studied confidence, almost appraising. His eyes traveled over her figure with restrained boldness, as if he believed it was his right to do so.

Cris turned her head, and their eyes met.

Quique held his breath without realizing it. He knew what was going to happen because he’d seen it before. She didn’t look away immediately. She held the stranger’s gaze for a long couple of seconds, enough for the message to be clear: I see you, I know you’re looking at me, and you don’t intimidate me. There was no obvious flirtation, but there was a serene firmness, a complete awareness of herself.

The man, caught off guard, was the first to look away. He pretended to check his phone with studied indifference.

Cris relaxed her expression, took another sip of beer, and let an almost imperceptible smile escape. She was a woman of character. She always had been. From her university days, when she’d argue with professors with a mixture of respect and determination, to now, in meetings with executives twice her age.

She could do that naturally. She always had. She was a woman of character, as her mother would say when she spoke of her with admiration mixed with wariness. She didn’t seek attention, but she didn’t shy away from it when it came either. She knew her presence commanded space, that her body drew reactions. And she accepted them without guilt or excessive vanity.

Quique checked his watch again. He was already late, but he wanted to keep watching. It gave him a certain thrill. He observed the man’s indiscreet glances, the way he was drawn to her beauty.

He watched her take another sip of beer, run her tongue over her lower lip to catch a drop of foam. The gesture was unconscious, but from where he stood he saw it as if in slow motion: the pink tip of her tongue brushing her skin, the wet shine it left behind, the slight movement of her throat as she swallowed.

He reached into his pocket for his phone to send her a message: “I’ll be there in five minutes. Took me a while to park.”

She read it almost immediately. He saw the exact moment her thumb brushed the screen: her eyes lit up for an instant with the bluish glow of the phone, then she set it face down on the table with a measured gesture. She leaned back in her chair and tucked a stray strand behind her ear with her fingertips. The movement was slow, deliberate, as if she knew someone was watching her. And someone was watching her.

Her eyes found the suited man’s again. This time it wasn’t a casual glance. He had turned his stool a quarter turn, enough to have her in full view without pretense. She held eye contact again with that serenity of hers, without smiling, without blinking more than necessary. Two, three, four seconds. The man didn’t look away. On the contrary: he tilted his head slightly, as if considering the opportunity presenting itself, and a half smile began to form on his lips.

He rose from the stool calmly. He walked the five or six steps between them unhurriedly. He stopped in front of Cris’s table, rested one hand on the back of the empty chair, and leaned toward her slightly. Quique couldn’t hear what he was saying, but he could guess. Something neutral at first, an excuse to break the ice, then probably something more direct—a compliment wrapped in courtesy, a comment about the May heat or how good the tank top looked on her.

Cris listened with her head slightly tilted and a neutral but attentive expression. She didn’t lean forward or backward; she maintained the exact distance. Her lips barely curved when he finished speaking, a minimal smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. She responded with something brief, and he laughed quietly, a short, pleased laugh, as if he’d received the permission he was seeking.

That was when Quique decided to approach.

He walked naturally, as if he really had just arrived, without rushing or sidelong glances. He passed by the bar, nodded to the waiter, and planted himself beside the table. The man looked at him immediately. First with surprise, then with that contained frustration that surfaces when a plan goes awry at the last second. His shoulders tensed, his smile froze for an instant before becoming a polite grimace.

“Hi, honey,” he said, addressing Cris but also looking at the man.

She looked up, and the transformation was instantaneous: her eyes softened, her mouth opened in a genuine, warm smile—the one she reserved for when the world shrank to just the two of them.

“Hi, sweetheart,” she replied, reaching out to brush his forearm.

He leaned down and gave her a light kiss on the lips. Short but firm. A kiss of absolute possession. The man stepped back, muttered a brief apology that neither of them heard, and headed toward the bar with his back a little more rigid than when he’d arrived.

Quique sat down across from Cris.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said, taking off his sunglasses and setting them on the table. “The usual lot was full.”

She smiled, a hint of mischief in her eyes now.

“No worries. I’ve been entertained.”

He ordered a beer from the waiter as he passed by. The waiter brought it quickly, with a perfect head of foam, and set it in front of him without giving them much of a look. He and Cris sat in silence for a moment, just looking at each other. She took a sip of her nearly finished beer, set down the empty glass, and leaned toward him.

“I noticed. I think you gave him too much hope,” he said, amused.

“Did you see how he ran off?” she said in a low voice, an amused gleam in her eyes.

“I saw how he was looking at you,” he replied, also in a low voice. “And how you held his gaze.”

She shrugged with that elegance of hers, as if it didn’t matter.

“It’s Friday. People loosen up. The weekend’s here and some people try to improve their odds.”

Quique took a long sip of his beer. The cold slid down his throat, refreshing. He looked at her, amused.

“What did he say to you?” he finally asked, trying to sound casual.

Cris laughed softly.

“He asked if I was alone.”

“And you?”

“I told him I was waiting for my husband. I got the feeling he didn’t believe me…”

She looked at him directly, with that intensity that always disarmed him.

They got up to leave and went inside the bar to pay. The coolness hit them first. The air conditioning was doing its job. Two guys came out through the automatic doors to the terrace, beers in hand. Their eyes lingered on Cris’s neckline.

The waiter had his back turned, whispering with another guy with graying hair. Quique cleared his throat to get their attention, but they didn’t turn around.

“Excuse me…”

This time it worked. Both turned around, surprised to see him. The one with graying hair gave Cristina a long look, while she seemed oblivious to it all.

“Yes, sir…”

“I’d like to pay. The beers from the corner table…”

The man seemed to hesitate for a moment. He glanced at Cris again, then at his companion, who winked at him.

“That’s six euros,” he finally said.

He excused himself to Cris to go to the bathroom.

“I’ll be right back,” he told her, brushing her arm with his fingers. “Won’t be long.”

She nodded, still smiling. The bathroom was occupied. He waited outside, leaning against the wall, scrolling through his phone without really paying attention. Three minutes passed, then five. Someone came out, someone else went in. He waited again. By the time he finally got in and out, almost ten minutes had passed.

When he returned to the bar, Cris wasn’t there. He checked the interior terrace—the table where they’d been sitting was empty. The beer glasses were still there. He looked around: tables full of people chatting, laughter, the waiter rushing to serve customers. No trace of her.

He approached the bar. The man in the navy blue suit—the same one who had tried to hit on Cris earlier—was there. He looked at him sideways, recognizing him instantly.

“Have you seen my wife?” he asked him.

He shrugged, took a slow sip, and shook his head.

“I don’t know. Maybe she went to the bathroom or something.”

He didn’t push it. He went out to the terrace facing the street, looking for her among the outdoor tables, among the groups smoking on the sidewalk. And then he saw her.

She was a few feet away, talking to a man. Tall—easily six-one. About thirty. Short brown hair, styled with a bit of gel or wax that gave it a natural shine. Angular face, defined jawline. A good-looking guy.

He was wearing a dark gray suit with an impeccable cut—you could tell by how the fabric fell, how it fit him like a glove. Blue silk tie and a steel sports watch. Handsome in that way you can’t ignore: attractive, with an easy smile he was now flashing at Cris.

His hand rested on the small of her back. Not excessive contact, but not casual either. The fingers of his right hand sat right where the skirt hugged the curve of her hip. She wasn’t pulling away. On the contrary—she seemed comfortable. When she gestured for him to come closer, the movement made her top tighten over her breasts, and the left strap slipped down her shoulder. She didn’t pull it up. She kept talking to the man.

He approached. When he was three steps away, the man saw him. His hand withdrew from Cris’s waist naturally, as if it had never been there. He let it fall to his side, tucking his thumb into his pants pocket. Cris turned toward her husband and smiled.

“Hi, Quique,” she said, completely casual. “I ran into Ricardo. A colleague from the Finance Department. I’ve mentioned him to you before.”

He didn't remember. Or maybe he did, vaguely. Some company dinner, some casual comment about "someone from finance." But he'd never seen him in person. Or if he had, it hadn't registered. Now he was registering everything: the height that made him lift his chin slightly to meet his eyes, the scent of fresh, expensive cologne wafting toward him, the way Ricardo's gaze lingered on Cris before returning to his own, sizing him up openly.

“Pleased to meet you,” Ricardo said, extending his hand. Quique shook it—firm, but not trying too hard. The handshake of a man who knew he didn't need to prove anything.

“Quique,” he said, curt.

Cris stepped in, oblivious—or pretending to be—to the tension already hanging in the air.

“Ricardo's buying us another beer. There's an open table back there, with a view of the plaza.”

Quique looked toward the table she was pointing at: a four-top in the most secluded corner. Then he looked at Cris. Her eyes were shining, her cheeks slightly flushed from the heat or the conversation or both. That stubborn strand of hair had fallen across her cheek again; this time she didn't brush it away.

“Cris, we have to go,” he said, checking his watch. “If we don't leave now, we'll be late getting to the house in the mountains. You know how the A-6 gets on Friday afternoons.”

She tilted her head, wearing that look of hers—half amused, half defiant.

“Just one more beer, Quique. What's the big deal if we're half an hour late? It's a gorgeous day, and it's been ages since I've run into Ricardo outside of work.”

Ricardo smiled, resting a hand on the back of an empty chair, as if already claiming the spot.

“I don't want to butt in where I'm not wanted,” he said, his voice deep and calm in a way that seemed rehearsed. “But it would be a pleasure. My treat. Come on.”

Cris held his gaze. It wasn't a plea; it was a decision half-made, waiting for his approval or refusal. But there was something more in her eyes—almost a challenge, daring him to say no.

“Come on,” she insisted, lowering her voice for his ears only. “One beer. Then we leave. I promise.”

He felt his pulse throbbing in his temples. He looked at Ricardo, who carried himself with the confidence of a man who knew he could have whatever he wanted if he asked politely. Then he looked at Cris: his wife, still beautiful, still the master of her own body and choices, still capable of attracting men like Ricardo without lifting a finger. Or lifting it just enough.

“One beer,” he said finally, though the words came out sharper than he'd intended. “Then we're leaving.”

Cris smiled, triumphant, and turned to Ricardo.

“Great. Let's grab that table.”

Ricardo gestured gallantly for her to go ahead. She walked with that subtle sway of her hips she'd always had. He followed close behind—close enough for his hand to brush the small of her back again as he guided her between the tables. A fleeting touch, almost innocent. Almost.

The conversation started light: work, colleagues they had in common, anecdotes and gossip. Ricardo was charming, clearly likeable, gesturing with his large hands, laughing when Cris laughed. She leaned forward as she listened to him, relaxed, her neckline dipping an inch lower than necessary from time to time. Every time he made a clever remark, she laughed.

Quique drank in silence. He had to admit the guy was pleasant, that he made an effort to include him in the conversation, even though it wasn't easy. After a while, with the glasses empty, he decided it was time to leave.

“Alright… let's get going. We're going to be late,” he said.

“One more beer,” Cris said.

“Come on, Cris. I don't want to drink any more—I have to drive. Besides,” he checked his watch, “we're going to be late.”

And just when it seemed like she was going to give in and they'd finally leave…

“But come on, if we get there a little later, nothing's going to happen. The house will still be there, and everything's ready. We already opened it up last weekend. I promise, one more and we'll go,” she said, putting on her most pleading face.

“You're really something.”

“I'm just asking for one more beer, okay?” Her tone was polite, but there was an edge of exasperation. “Order another round, come on, Ricardo…”

“Hey… if you guys need to go…” Ricardo said, backing off as he saw the conversation heating up.

“Come on, don't be such a drag, Quique. It'll just be a minute. That way I can catch up on the latest gossip. There's all kinds of drama going on.”

“Seriously, Cris. We have to go.”

“We don't have to do anything. It's Friday. Damn it, Quique, don't be so uptight.”

“I wanted to clean the pool today…”

Cris stared at him with an expression Quique knew all too well. He didn't want to start the weekend with a fight, so he finally gave in. Ricardo went to order another round.

“So you guys have a house in the mountains,” he said, glancing between them as if he'd just uncovered a state secret. “You're loaded, aren't you? I'm still paying off a two-bedroom apartment in Las Tablas and you two have a second home. You're depressing me.”

Cris laughed—one of those genuine laughs that only escaped when something really tickled her.

“It’s not that big a deal,” she said, waving it off. “Quique found us a steal through the firm. A client going through a nasty divorce. They fought over everything: the furniture, the car, even the dog. In the end, to avoid auctions and more drama, they decided to sell the house quick and cheap. Quique handled the negotiation and heard about it before anyone else. We snagged it for less than half its market value.”

Ricardo let out a low whistle, theatrically impressed.

“Damn, talk about having a nose for opportunity. So where is it exactly? Navacerrada? Cercedilla?”

“Cotos de Cuelgamuros,” she said. “Forty-five minutes from Madrid if there’s no traffic. A small development with pine trees everywhere and views of the reservoir. Nothing fancy, but really peaceful.”

Ricardo nodded slowly, as if picturing the place.

“The Valley of the Fallen?”

“Yes. Very close.”

“Must be amazing having a place like that for weekends in this weather. May already feels like summer, and June and July are even better. Pool, barbecue, fresh air… We spend Saturdays on the couch watching TV and telling ourselves we should get off our asses, but most of the time we never do.”

Cris smiled, shooting her husband a knowing glance.

“Yeah,” Quique chimed in. “In June, July, and September we leave the Madrid apartment and head to the mountains. That way we make the most of summer hours at the firm and at your company. In May, we leave Friday afternoons and come back Sunday nights. August we go to the beach like everyone else, but we spend the rest of the nice weather up there. It’s like having two lives without fully relocating. The pool really comes alive in summer.”

Ricardo raised his eyebrows.

“And the pool? Don’t tell me it’s private. Or is it a community pool?”

Cris nodded, a proud gleam in her eyes that her husband hadn’t seen in a long time.

“It’s small, but it’s ours. We fixed it up last year. This year we saved up for some decent lounge chairs… And the barbecue is wood-fired. We put on music, open a bottle of wine, and spend the afternoon doing nothing. Or just enough: reading, swimming, napping on the porch…”

“Damn,” Ricardo said, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms behind his head. He’d taken off his tie, and the movement made his shirt gap open at the chest. “That’s the life. I’m jealous—good jealousy, but jealous all the same. We hit the public pool some afternoons. Kids screaming, grandmas in floaties… Not exactly the same thing.”

Cris laughed again, more freely this time.

“Well, come by sometime,” she said, almost without thinking. “A Saturday or Sunday. Bring your girlfriend. We’ll throw a barbecue for you.”

Ricardo held her gaze for a second, as if gauging whether she was serious. Then he smiled—that perfect-toothed smile that looked rehearsed in front of a mirror.

“Don’t tempt me, Cris. I might actually take you up on that.”

Quique stayed quiet, finishing the last of his beer. He looked at Cris: rosy cheeks from the sun and the beers, bright eyes, her body relaxed against the chair back.

“Come on,” he said, suddenly getting to his feet. “We’re really running late. I don’t want to hit all that traffic…”

Ricardo stood up too, pulling out his wallet.

“I’ve got this—I already told you.”

“No, come on,” Quique protested, but Ricardo was already paying the waiter with his card.

They said goodbye on the sidewalk. Ricardo gave Cris two kisses—one on each cheek—and shook Quique’s hand firmly.

“Thanks for the company. Really enjoyed grabbing a drink with you guys,” he said.

They walked to the car in silence. He unlocked it with the remote and opened the passenger door for her, as always. She got in, took off her sunglasses, and tucked them in the glove compartment. He started the engine, put it in first, and pulled out slowly.

They’d driven a couple of blocks when Cris spoke.

“We could actually invite them, you know? Ricardo and his girlfriend. Spend a Saturday or Sunday afternoon. Do a barbecue. Meat, salad, wine… It’d be fun. It’s been a while since we had anyone up to the mountains.”

He kept his eyes on the road. Traffic was starting to build up.

“His girlfriend?” he asked, trying to sound neutral.

“Yeah, he has a girlfriend. They’ve been together a couple years, I think. Her name is… I don’t know, something with an ‘a.’ Andrea, I think. Or Alba. I don’t know. But she seems nice. And Ricardo’s a good guy. At work he’s the type who always helps out, never makes a fuss.”

He nodded slowly.

“Sure. We can think about it.”

She turned her head toward him, studying him.

“Does the idea bother you?”

“No,” he lied. “It’s just that… I don’t know. I don’t know him.”

Cris rested her hand on his thigh—an affectionate, familiar gesture.

“That’s exactly why. You never know. Maybe we could become friends. It’s not like we’re swimming in them here… Besides, not every weekend, just one. One afternoon. Grilled meat, pool, some laughs… It’d be good for us to socialize a bit more. Lately it’s just been the two of us.”

He took his hand off the gear shift to cover hers for a second.

“You’re right,” he said. “We’ll talk about it calmly at home.”

She smiled, satisfied, and settled into her seat. She rolled down the window and let the warm air rush in. The wind caught her hair, loose strands dancing around her face.

At the Puerta de Hierro junction, traffic thickened. Red brake lights, honking horns... Cris hummed along to the song, oblivious to it all.

The house sat in the heart of the northern mountains, an old area of detached homes surrounded by gardens where Madrid’s wealthiest families had spent their summers for years. It was a neighborhood that had “seen better days,” one that time hadn’t treated kindly. The streets were laid out in a grid.

The house was an old build from the early sixties, with multiple levels and a roof that Quique knew would eventually give them trouble with leaks. It had a stone facade and windows with varnished wooden frames.

The house actually had two floors, but true to the architectural taste of the era, no two rooms were at the same height. Wherever you wanted to go, you had to go up or down a couple of steps. Visually effective, but a total inconvenience. The ground floor had the kitchen, a bathroom, a living-dining room, and a spare bedroom. The second floor had three bedrooms and two more bathrooms.

It had an old-fashioned layout, full of small rooms they couldn’t find any real use for. They’d wanted to knock down walls, change the floors, redo the design of all those useless little staircases, but the purchase had drained their budget, and the long-awaited renovation would have to wait. They’d made the basic repairs. Plumbing fixes, a coat of paint, and fixing a couple of leaks that had taken more than a month to track down in that six-pitched roof. A nightmare...

The back garden was reached through glass doors in the living room. The sun lit up the walls of the two upper floors, though the house still held a cool feel from sitting empty the last six months.

For Quique, it was a dream, somewhere to escape the whirlwind of Madrid. An island of peace in the middle of his usually hectic life. When he found out it was for sale, he didn’t think twice. Cris had agreed, and that little discovery made them feel very fortunate.

Cris stood by the glass doors looking out at the garden. She took a deep breath and for a second let her gaze sweep over it: the green grass, a bit overgrown, the hedge of arborvitae, the small pool. She took a couple of steps and opened the doors.

They went out onto the terrace and sat in the old wooden chairs facing the pool.

She went into the house and came back with a beer in each hand. The afternoon sun slanted through the pines and painted golden stripes on her bare arms. She was wearing the loose gray t-shirt she wore around the house, with the faded logo of a concert from ten years ago, and black leggings that clung to her legs like a second skin. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

“Weren’t you going to clean the pool?” she asked, with that neutral voice she put on when she’d already decided something bothered her. “You were in such a hurry to come do it.”

He froze for a second. The surface of the pool was dotted with dry pine needles, yellow pollen gathered at the edges, and a few bougainvillea petals that had blown over from the neighbor’s garden. It wasn’t a disaster, but enough that you wouldn’t want to get in without skimming it first.

“I’m going now,” he said, shrugging. “I was just unloading the car.”

She didn’t respond right away. She set the beers on the low porch table, one for each of them, and crossed her arms. The gesture made her shirt ride up a little, revealing a strip of tanned skin at her waist.

“Well, do it now, come on. Otherwise you’ll say you’re tired later and it’ll get pushed to tomorrow. And tomorrow, you know the new lounge chairs are coming and you won’t feel like doing anything.”

To avoid arguing, he got to it. He grabbed the long handle of the skimmer and started dragging the net across the surface with slow, methodical movements. The leaves piled up in damp little heaps that he tossed into the recycling bin. Cris watched him from the sliding door, then went into the house and started opening windows to air it out. He could hear the creak of the blinds going up, the sharp slap of the shutters against the wall, the fresh air slipping in and stirring the light curtains in the living room.

When he finished with the surface, he went to the outdoor cabinet where they kept the chemicals and pulled out the chlorine tablets. He dropped them in the floating dispenser and adjusted it. The water smelled of fresh chlorine, that chemical smell that always reminded him of the start of summer.

Cris came back out with a theatrical sigh.

“Where did you leave the cooler with the dinner stuff?” she asked.

“Damn... I forgot it in the kitchen,” he admitted. “The rush...”

“The rush,” she repeated, imitating his tone without malice, just that gentle irony she used when she wanted to needle him. “Great. So there’s nothing for dinner.”

“It’s not that bad. We’ll go down to town in a bit and pick something up. Or order a pizza. Or open a can of tuna and have a healthy dinner.”

She shook her head, but she was smiling.

They sat in the old lounge chairs, the ones that creaked like they might break at any moment. Cris settled in with her legs crossed and the beer between her thighs. He dropped down beside her, resting his head on the backrest and watching the sky turn orange in the west.

“I can't wait for the new lounge chairs to get here,” she said, taking a sip. “One of these days they're going to break and we'll end up in the hospital.”

“They promised they'd be here tomorrow,” he replied.

“You've got your work cut out for you putting them together.”

“No way,” he shot back. “I specifically didn't buy them at Ikea so I wouldn't have to put them together.”

He'd picked them out at a pricey shop in La Moraleja—solid teak with waterproof fabric that promised to hold up against sun and rain. He'd paid full price because he knew Cris was excited about sprucing up the porch and making the house feel more alive.

Silence settled between them for a moment, comfortable at first. The wind stirred the pines, leaves whispered, a bird sang somewhere in the distance. Then Cris spoke again, without looking directly at him.

“So can I invite Ricardo and his girlfriend?”

The question wasn't unexpected—Quique knew she was going to bring it up again.

“Sure. Fine,” he said, trying to sound neutral. “But Sunday would be better. If you want to do a barbecue, we'll have to go into town to shop. Meat, salad… more beers and a bottle of wine. We don't even have half an onion.”

“If having them over makes you uncomfortable, we can do it another time,” she said, turning her head toward him. Her dark eyes studied him with that calm of hers, the one she always used when she wanted to gauge his reactions.

“No, no. Invite them. It's fine with me.”

He lied effortlessly. Or maybe it wasn't entirely a lie. Part of him actually wanted a good barbecue—the pool, some laughs with her coworker and his girlfriend. If they'd spent a fortune on a house like this, it was meant to be enjoyed.

“What are we having for dinner tonight?” he asked, changing the subject.

She set her beer on the ground, stood up, and moved behind his lounge chair. She wrapped her arms around him from behind, crossing them over his chest, and rested her chin on top of his head. She smelled like clean sweat.

“There's nothing,” she whispered, her mouth against his ear. “You forgot the cooler, remember?”

Her breath brushed his ear, warm and playful. He felt her breasts pressed against his back through his thin t-shirt. For a second, the knot in his stomach loosened. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against her body.

“Let's head into town now,” he suggested. “We'll grab something quick. Frozen pizzas, wine, whatever.”

“Or we could stay here,” she murmured. “Open a bottle from the pantry and make love on the couch until it gets dark.”

He smiled in spite of himself. That was so Cris—going from irony to desire in two sentences.

“Sounds better than going into town,” he admitted.

She kissed him on the neck, a slow, wet kiss that made his skin prickle. Her hands slid down his chest, brushing the buttons of his shirt. Then she went inside. He heard her footsteps on the stairs, the creak of old wood. Quique stayed on the porch alone, the nearly empty beer in his hand, watching the pool gleam clean under the setting sun.

He got up, dumped the rest of his beer in the outdoor sink, and went upstairs to find her. She was in the master bedroom, opening the window that faced the back garden. The evening light bathed her completely, silhouetting her body against the glass.

He came up behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her neck.

“Let's go with your plan,” he whispered. “No trip into town.”

She turned in his arms, smiled, and kissed him. A deeper, slower kiss that tasted like beer and passion.

“I'm going to take a dip. I'm sticky and half melted. The water must be perfect in this heat. Coming?”

When they got downstairs, she stripped off her clothes without taking her eyes off him. She stood there completely naked, looking at him with an intensity that disarmed him, then pulled her hair back with an elastic and walked toward the edge, stretching like a cat, her naked body gleaming in the light.

“Give me a minute,” he replied.

She laughed softly and walked the way only she could, hips swaying with that effortless grace that had always driven him wild. Her shoulders were relaxed, the curve of her back descending to her narrow waist, her firm, round ass barely moving as she shifted her weight from one leg to the other. Her hair was loose now, falling in waves down her back.

She turned slightly when she heard him coming, and Quique caught the profile of her breast, the dark nipple hardened by the cool evening breeze. She took a step toward the pool's edge and dipped a foot in the water, testing the temperature.

“You're not going to put on a bikini?” he asked, walking toward her with a smile, though his heart was beating a little faster just from seeing her like that, exposed and unashamed.

She looked at him over her shoulder with that expression—half innocent, half provocative—that she knew drove him crazy.

“Nobody can see me here,” she replied, shrugging gracefully. “Just you and the pines. But if it bothers you, I'll put it on. I don't want my husband getting nervous.”

He laughed, moving closer until he stood beside her. He reached out, brushing her hip with his fingers, feeling the soft, warm skin.

“No, I like seeing you naked,” he admitted, lowering his voice as if sharing a secret. “I love it, actually. You look... liberated. Like you own all of this.”

“Well... I do,” she said with a laugh.

She turned to face him fully, not bothering to cover herself. Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief, and the sun lit up her entire body: her full breasts, her flat stomach with that subtle bikini tan line from the weekend before, the trimmed triangle of dark hair between her legs that had always struck him as the perfect map to pleasure.

“Liberated?” she repeated, tilting her head. “Or do you like imagining I’m some forest nymph, all wild and unbound?”

He stepped closer, his hand traveling up her arm to her shoulder. He felt her skin prickle beneath his fingers.

“Something like that,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss her neck. “But with a hint of siren. The kind that drove sailors mad with their song... or their bodies.”

She let out a soft laugh and pushed him playfully back.

“Careful, sailor.”

She turned and dove into the water without hesitation. She surfaced a second later, shaking her head to clear the water from her hair. The water reached her waist, covering her hips but leaving her breasts exposed, droplets sliding down her skin.

“Come on,” she said, stretching out her arms. “The water’s perfect. Cool, but not cold. Just how you like it... refreshing, but not enough to shrink your little guy...”

He pulled off his boxers without a second thought and dove in headfirst, feeling the cold shock against his skin. He swam toward her underwater, surfacing right in front of her. Their bodies brushed together, slippery and warm inside despite the cool water.

“Though on Sunday, if Ricardo and his girlfriend actually show up, I hope you’ll be more modest,” he said, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her close. “I don’t want you giving them a show.”

She pressed closer, her breasts pushing against his chest, their legs intertwining underwater. She looked straight into his eyes with that intensity that drove him wild.

“Modest?” she repeated, feigning surprise. “Me? Come on, Quique. You know I’m the soul of discretion. But... what if I show them just a little? So they can see what they’re missing by not having a pool like ours.”

Cristina’s hands slid down his back, grazing the curve of his ass underwater. The touch was light but full of intent.

“A little could be dangerous,” he replied, kissing her wet shoulder. “Ricardo might think you’re flirting. And his girlfriend... well, she might get jealous seeing you with nothing on.”

Cris laughed again, throwing her head back and letting the water run down her neck.

“Relax. I’ll wear my best bikini, that black one that hugs me in all the right places. The one that makes you do a double take whenever I wear it.”

Quique’s hands traveled up her sides, grazing the outer curves of her breasts. He felt her nipples harden against his palms.

“That bikini is a double-edged sword,” he murmured, kissing her collarbone. “It makes you irresistible. Almost worse than seeing you naked.”

She kissed him then, deeper this time. Her legs wrapped around his hips as they floated together in the center of the pool. The movement made them spin slowly, like a lazy dance.

“Lethal, huh?” she whispered against his lips. “And what would you do if you saw me like this, but with company? If Ricardo and his girlfriend showed up and I was here, splashing around with nothing on?”

He pretended to think about it, though just imagining it turned him on more than he wanted to admit out loud.

“I’d kick them out,” he joked. “Or charge them admission. ‘Private show.’”

Cristina let out a genuine laugh, her body shaking against his.

“You’re a born businessman, counselor. But seriously... on Sunday I’ll behave. Full bikini, sarong over it, and nothing but innocent looks. No double meanings.”

Her fingers played with the hair on his chest underwater, slowly trailing down toward his abdomen. She smiled mischievously, her hand dipping lower, grazing just where he was starting to grow hard.

He kissed her again, this time with more urgency, his tongue exploring deeper, their bodies pressing closer. They swam toward the edge of the pool where the water was shallower, and Quique sat on the submerged step. She straddled him, the water lapping at her shoulders. Her hips moved slowly, a teasing friction that promised more.

“You know I love it when you let go like this,” he told her, his hands on her ass, guiding her movements. “Naked, free...”

“Yours,” she confirmed, kissing his earlobe. “God, I forgot how good it feels here.”

“You forgot how good it feels with me, you mean.”

“Don’t put words in my mouth. The setting is everything, don’t forget...” she said playfully.

“So what do you think about what’s in store for you here this summer?”

	“	Hmmmm. Let me see... A clean pool, a man who cooks without asking questions, shade for reading, and a comfy couch for fucking... not bad at all.”


She lifted her head and smiled with that mischievous curl of her lips that had always been her secret weapon, her free hand rising to brush his cheek, her thumb tracing the arc of his jaw—a move she always made when she wanted to seduce him.

“You know what I’m really in the mood for?” she asked, more serious now.

“Enlighten me,” Quique said with a grin.

“I’m going to plan the vacation of your dreams,” she announced with a purr as she leaned in to kiss him. “At the best hotel in Las Palmas. A suite with a terrace, a spa, pampering until we melt. Two weeks, my love... Actually, I already have a couple of ideas...”

He laughed and looked at her with a raised eyebrow, his hand caressing her back until his fingers tangled in her hair.

“Sounds good to me,” he murmured against her mouth as the kiss deepened, his fingers playing with the chestnut strands of her hair. “The Canaries... sounds amazing. But tell me, what else is going on in that pretty little head of yours? Because that smile promises more than beaches and hotels.”

She pulled back just enough to look at him. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and she bit her lower lip the way she always did.

“Nothing too crazy... just a little fire to spice things up. Or maybe it is... Depends on how you behave. I’ll go topless on the beach,” she whispered in his ear. “I’ll wear low-cut tops, dresses that cling to my body... I’m going to keep you turned on around the clock...”

She laughed and swam to the edge of the pool. She stayed there, arms resting on the ledge, water from her hair dripping down her back. She didn’t say anything. Just watched him with a smile. But that look was worth a thousand words.

She climbed out of the water without bothering to dry off. The water slid down her body, glistening in a way that immediately turned Quique on. She took a few steps and dropped onto one of the loungers, crossed her legs, pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and sat there watching him.

She let her head fall back and closed her eyes. Her hand began gently caressing one of her breasts. Her nipples were stiff from the cool water. She said nothing and barely moved, except to trace circles with her nails over her breasts and around her navel.

“You’re turning me on,” he said with amusement, turning to look at her.

Her head was thrown back, one hand on her breast, the other drifting dangerously close to her mound.

“I think I’m going to shave this,” she said. “It’s too natural. Do you like it shaved?”

Then she slid the tip of her tongue over her lips and wet her fingers with saliva.

“I think I like it any way.”

She watched him from there, her gaze fixed, with an expression he could only describe as a mix of arousal and confidence. There was nothing timid about Cristina. There never had been. Her intense eyes, still made up despite the swim, gave her the feline look of a wild animal. Resisting her was impossible.

Quique climbed out of the pool rock hard and knelt beside her. They kissed again. Their bodies were still cool. Her eyes were closed as his hands roamed over her breasts, soft yet firm. He took her hand and slid it down her belly to her mound, whispering in her ear for her to touch herself. He began to do so, slowly, tracing circles over her sex, sliding his fingers along the lips of her pussy and parting them, wetting his fingertip with her slickness before moving back up to her clit, which had swollen with arousal, taking on a presence it hadn’t had seconds before. She asked him to use his tongue, and he didn’t need to be told twice. He kissed his way down her chest, pausing to suck her nipples, but she pushed him lower. She lifted one leg and rested it on the arm of the lounger, so he knelt, positioned his head between her thighs, and gripped them with both hands, pressing them open wider. He parted her lips, buried his mouth in her pussy, and began licking gently. She moaned and rocked her hips side to side, up and down, in a rhythm he matched with his tongue.

Her whole body tensed, and Quique felt it like a wave passing through her. When he looked up, he saw her hands pinching her nipples. Her eyes were closed. A couple of seconds later, she let out a long moan, and a small but lingering tremor accompanied her orgasm.

Quique raised his head to take her in. Her naked body was the most sensual, exciting thing he’d ever seen. She was beautiful like this, so exposed. Her breasts, her nipples, her long legs...

She moaned again and asked him to kiss her. He rose, sliding his body against hers until their eyes met. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him once more.

Then, with a lascivious smile, she took his hand and led him to the bedroom. Her steps were confident. The sway of her hips, hypnotic. She pushed him onto the bed and straddled him.

“Aren’t you tired after a day at the office?” she asked between kisses, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

She was so wet. Quique rested his hands on her hips, following the gentle, rhythmic movement of her body. He gazed at her in all her beauty. Her breasts lifted high, her belly taut. Her hair still wet, falling over her face, hiding her eyes and reaching her parted lips. The sight was so arousing he had to close his eyes and turn his head to keep from coming at the next brush of her sex against his cock.

“I think I can handle it…” he whispered confidently in her ear.

“I don't think so. I'm really horny today…”

And she was—she really was. Cris had always been a deeply sexual woman. From their first months of dating, she'd made it clear that for her, sex wasn't an extra, not even an occasional pleasure: it was a necessity, a language, a way of connecting that didn't allow for half measures. She was rarely satisfied with just one fuck. Usually she wanted more. Really, she always wanted more.

During the “work” week she usually settled for something quicker, more functional: a morning fuck before the shower, a rushed encounter on the couch after dinner, or just mutual oral in bed. She was intense but contained, as if she knew they had to be up early the next day and on their game at work. Quique came home exhausted from the firm, she from her company, and still they found those fifteen or twenty minutes to touch each other, to come together and fall asleep tangled up. They were good fucks—solid, affectionate. But on weekends… on weekends she turned into an animal.

And there in the mountains, far from the noise of Madrid and the endless schedules, Cris let loose completely. It was as if the fresh air, the silence of the pines, and the freedom from deadlines stripped away any restraint. Friday nights, the moment they walked through the door, they were already pulling off their clothes in the hallway, tossing her blouse on the floor, unhooking her bra as they stumbled up the stairs.

Sometimes without a word: she'd just straddle him on the lounge chair, pull down his swimsuit, and ride him until they both came in silent gasps. Other times she'd drag him to the bedroom, open the nightstand drawer, and pull out one of her toys: the black silicone dildo she loved so much, or the remote-controlled vibrator he operated while she writhed on the bed.

She'd never been the least bit shy about using them with him. On the contrary: she asked him to watch while she slid them inside herself, to tell her how beautiful she looked with the toy inside her, to squeeze her nipples while she came again and again. “Harder,” she'd say. “Don't stop.” And he obeyed, fascinated to see her so in command of her own pleasure.

He considered himself a good lover. He knew how to read her body: where to touch her, how long to take, how to make her gasp. He knew every sensitive spot, every moan that meant “keep going like that” or “deeper.” But sometimes he felt like he couldn't fully satisfy her. Not because she said so—she never had—but because after three or four solid fucks, when he was already exhausted and satisfied, she was still awake. Several times he'd caught her masturbating beside him while he pretended to sleep. He heard her quickened breathing, the soft buzz of the vibrator under the sheets, her hand moving between her legs. She didn't completely hide it; she simply continued, as if she knew he was listening and liked that he knew.

Cris toweled off her hair while Quique opened a bottle of wine from the fridge, left over from the previous weekend. They sat on the bed, naked, windows open, cool air drifting in. She took a long sip, set the glass on the nightstand, and lay face down, chin resting on her hands.

“You know what?” she said, looking at him with that mischievous smile. “I don't think I'm done enjoying the day yet.”

Quique moved closer, kissing her back from her shoulder blades down to the curve of her ass.

“You want more?” he asked, though he already knew the answer.

“I always want more,” she replied, turning over onto her back. She spread her legs slowly, inviting him. “Come here. This time I want you to make me come with your mouth while I use the Satisfyer. And after… after we'll see. I want to come slowly, no rush, just savoring your tongue.”

He settled between her open legs, kissing her inner thighs while she reached for the drawer. She pulled out the pink toy, switched it to the lowest setting, and pressed it against her clit. The buzzing filled the room. She closed her eyes for a second, sighed, then looked at him.

“Don't stop,” she whispered. “Make me come like this. And when I'm done… fuck me again. I want to feel you inside me until I can't take anymore.”

And he did. He licked her slowly at first, following the rhythm of the vibrator, increasing the pressure when she moaned louder. Her hips moved against his mouth, her hands in his hair, pulling gently. When she came—a long, trembling orgasm, her body arched, a moan escaping like a sob—she didn't stop. She kept working the toy, chasing another.

“Now you,” she said, panting. “Put it in me. I want to come with you inside.”

He positioned himself on top and entered slowly, feeling her body still throbbing around him. They began to move together, slowly at first, then faster, deeper. She dug her nails into his back, legs wrapped around Quique's waist, and when she felt another orgasm building, she quickened her pace until they both shattered at the same time in a symphony of moans and gasps.

Afterward they lay tangled together, sweaty, breathing hard. Cristina kissed his chest, tracing circles on his skin with her finger.

“You’re the best,” she murmured. “You always have been.”

He smiled, ego sky-high, and kissed her forehead.

“And you’re insatiable,” he replied. “But I love it.”

She laughed, curled up against him, and closed her eyes.

“More tomorrow,” she said, already half asleep.

Always more, Quique thought. Then silence fell. It was hot, even in the mountains. Small beads of sweat started trickling down his back.


	New Friends.


1

Saturday dawned with clear, warm light filtering through the curtains of the master bedroom. Cris woke first, as always, stretching beneath the sheets with a satisfied sigh. Quique, still half asleep beside her, felt the movement and cracked one eye open to look at her: her hair was tousled, her bare skin creased from the pillow, her breasts peeking out above the comforter. She turned toward him and kissed his shoulder, murmuring a sleepy “good morning.”

“We need to go shopping for tomorrow. Want to shower together?”

He smiled, rolling across the sheets to wrap his arms around her waist.

“If you drag me into the shower, we won’t leave the house until noon.” Cris laughed, slipping nimbly from his arms.

“Tempting, but no. We have to get everything ready for when Ricardo and his girlfriend arrive. Come on, get up.” She stood up naked and walked toward the bathroom with that natural sway of her hips that always turned Quique on.

He stayed in bed a moment longer, listening to the water run, imagining her under the stream, soap sliding down her body. He shook his head and got up, pulling on old jeans and a t-shirt to go downstairs and make breakfast.

The kitchen was nearly bare, so he made coffee. Cris came down shortly after, wrapped in a short towel that barely covered her thighs, her damp hair falling down her back. She hopped up onto the counter.

“You smell amazing,” he said, moving closer to kiss her. She wrapped her arms around his neck, parting her legs so he could step between them. Obviously, she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“And you smell like coffee. But I love it.” The kiss lingered, his hands sliding down the towel to brush against her damp skin.

“The barbecue won’t make itself,” she murmured against his lips. “You’d better stop.”

He pulled away reluctantly. While they drank coffee on the porch, they went over what they needed to buy. “Meat: chops, chorizo, burgers. Veggies for the salad: lettuce, tomatoes, onion. Drinks: beer, red wine, soft drinks in case his girlfriend doesn’t drink. And charcoal—what we have left is damp,” Cris listed, typing it into her phone.

Quique added, “Bread, olives, cheese. And something for dessert—ice cream or fruit.” She looked at him with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“And condoms, in case the barbecue gets interesting afterward.”

Quique burst out laughing.

“Not with guests around, woman. That’s for later, when they leave. I promise you a repeat of last night.” Cris leaned across the table, her fingers brushing his hand.

“Last night was incredible. You left me exhausted... almost. But tomorrow, with the pool and the sun, I might get playful before they leave. And you know you and I don’t need condoms.... I was saying it in case…”

Quique felt heat rising up his neck, his heart racing. The comment seemed pretty bold, even for her.

They dressed quickly. Cris threw on jean shorts and a white tank top, no bra underneath.

Quique put on his Adidas sneakers, jeans, and a polo. They drove down to the village, a fifteen-minute trip along the winding road through the pines. The local supermarket, small but well-stocked, was half empty at that hour. They pushed the cart together, like old times. In the meat section, Cris picked out the chops, bending over to reach them and letting her tank top reveal more than rural decorum would consider decent.

“You’re showing everything, Cris. Be careful,” Quique warned.

In the produce section, he grabbed a large cucumber and waved it playfully.

“Look, your favorite toy.” Cris took it from him, putting it in the cart with feigned seriousness.

“That one’s for the salad. The one I want is a bit more... alive, though unfortunately it doesn’t quite measure up,” she said, eyeing the vegetable.

Quique pretended to be offended, but they laughed and kept up the innuendos down every aisle.

They paid and loaded the car with several bags of food, two sacks of charcoal, two dozen beers, three bottles of Rioja, and extras like potato chips and a cheesecake for dessert. They got home around eleven. They unpacked the bags in the kitchen, organizing everything: meat in the fridge, vegetables in the sink to wash, and drinks in to chill.

Quique went out to the porch to clean the barbecue: he cleared out the old ashes, scrubbed the grill with a wire brush, and stacked the charcoal underneath to keep it dry. The sun was already beating down hard, making sweat run down his back. Cris came out with a glass of cold water, watching him work.

“Look at you, my big strong man, getting the fire ready. You turn me on when I see you like this, all sweaty…”

Quique turned, took the glass, and drank a long sip. “Come here,” he said, pulling her in by the waist and kissing her. His hands slid down to her ass, squeezing.

Just then, the doorbell rang.

“Must be the loungers.” Cris adjusted her tank top and went to answer the door. A delivery guy, young, in uniform, wheeled up two large boxes on a dolly. “Delivery for Mr. Barrios. Two premium teak loungers.” She signed the receipt and they carried them to the porch. No assembly required—just unfold the legs and adjust the reclining backs. They set them up by the pool and tested one out.

“Perfect. Sturdy, comfortable... ideal for naps... or something more.” Cris lay down on one, stretching like a movie star. “Mmm, yes. Imagine me here, in a bikini, slathering on sunscreen... and you watching me with that dopey look on your face right now.”

“Or without a bikini. Like last night. You drive me crazy when you show yourself off like that.”

She lifted one leg, brushing his thigh with her bare foot. “Crazy how? With desire? Because I... I get wet just thinking about it.”
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The doorbell rang at exactly eleven-forty. Cristina, who had just slipped on a sheer white cover-up over the black bikini her husband loved so much, went to answer the door with the warm, welcoming smile she always put on for guests. He stayed on the porch, lighting the barbecue, adjusting the coals with the tongs so they’d be just right when it was time for the meat. The smell of hot charcoal already filled the air, mingling with the scent of the surrounding pines and the chlorine from the pool.

He heard their voices before he saw them, followed by laughter and the sound of cheek kisses. Then footsteps crunched on the gravel path, and they came through the living room.

Ricardo wore a navy polo and beige linen shorts. His hair was slicked back, Ray-Bans on, easy smile in place. Next to him was his girlfriend, whom he introduced as Adriana. Clearly younger—about twenty-five—and tall, maybe five-nine, with light brown hair streaked with blonde highlights that fell just below her shoulders, large warm brown eyes, and a shy but genuine smile. She had on a short white cotton beach dress with a floral print, flat sandals, and a straw bag slung over her shoulder. But what stood out most was how she moved: with a natural grace, as if she knew exactly how good everything looked on her.

“Come in, come in,” Cristina said, opening her arms to hug them. “I’m so glad you could make it!”

While the women went inside, Ricardo and Quique headed to the car for a couple of bags they’d forgotten. Ricardo decided to break the ice.

“This place is incredible. And that pool—wow.”

“Yeah, we love it,” Quique replied, still needing a bit more time to warm up to him.

Ricardo held up the bag.

“We brought wine.” He pulled out a couple of brown paper bags with one hand and a box of pastries with the other. “Hope you like them.”

When they got back to the garden, the women were already chatting away. Cristina called out to them, and Adriana smiled, a bit more reserved.

“Thanks for having us. The house is beautiful. And the location is just incredible.”

Cristina took everything from their hands and set it on the porch table.

“Come on, we’ll give you the tour before you take a dip.”

Quique walked over, wiping his hands on a rag.

“Glad you got here early. That way we can make the most of the day.”

“Thanks for the invite, Quique. Adriana was dying to see the famous mountain house.”

“It’s such a treat to get out here. Madrid’s already unbearable.”

They gave them the tour. First the spacious living room with its pale sofas and views of the back garden, the exposed wooden beams overhead and the stone fireplace they barely used but Quique had refused to take out. Then the kitchen, with the island where Cristina had already set out the salad and drinks. They headed upstairs: the master bedroom, the guest rooms, and the small office where Quique worked some weekends when something urgent came up. Adriana paused at each window, taking in the pine-covered landscape and the reservoir in the distance.

“This is amazing,” she said when they got back to the living room. “Honestly, I never imagined it would be so beautiful and cozy at the same time. It looks like something out of a magazine.”

Cristina laughed.

“Thanks. We got lucky with the timing, like I told Ricardo. But now it’s our little escape. Come on, let’s head back to the pool.”

They stepped out onto the porch and down to the garden. The pool sparkled under the midday sun, the turquoise water practically begging for a dip. The new teak loungers were arranged poolside, with folded towels and fresh cushions. Adriana’s hand flew to her mouth.

“Oh my God. This is paradise.”

Ricardo let out a low whistle.

“And here I thought my forty-foot terrace was big… This is next level.”

Cristina slipped off her cover-up in one fluid motion, down to her bikini. The black fabric contrasted with her tanned skin, the snug top hugging her breasts and the high-cut bottoms showing off the curve of her hips.

“All right then,” she said, turning to face them. “We’ll give you five minutes to change, and then you can jump in. The water’s perfect.”

Ricardo grinned.

“You don’t have to tell me twice.”

Adriana pulled her dress off over her head with easy confidence, revealing the tiny bikini underneath. It was a bright red two-piece with small triangle cups that barely covered her nipples and tie-side bottoms that left almost all of her hips and the top of her mound exposed. The fabric caught the sunlight, and when she turned to fold her dress on a lounger, Quique noticed—with a twinge of embarrassment—that the back was little more than a thong, just a thin strip disappearing between those two round cheeks. Her body was athletic but soft: long, toned legs, a narrow waist, breasts that were modest but sat high, and an even tan that spoke of hours at the beach or in a tanning bed.

Ricardo pulled off his shirt, down to his navy swim trunks. He was tall, with broad shoulders and gym-toned arms, though nothing overdone. He took off his sunglasses and set them on the table.

“This is the life,” he said, stretching.

Cristina clapped her hands.

“Perfect. In you go.”

Adriana laughed, a little nervous but amused.

“Ugh, I know! The bikini is… a little small, I know. But it’s what I wear at the beach… when I wear anything…”

Cristina shook her head.

“You look spectacular. And no one here is judging you. Enjoy yourself.”

Ricardo and Adriana walked to the edge. He dove in headfirst with a clean arc, surfacing and shaking out his hair. Adriana sat on the edge first, dangling her feet in the water, then slid in slowly, letting it cover her body inch by inch. When she surfaced, the red bikini had darkened with the water, clinging even tighter to her skin and leaving little to the imagination.

Quique stayed on the porch, leaning against the railing, watching them.

Ricardo swam over to Adriana, wrapped his arms around her waist beneath the surface, and lifted her slightly, making her laugh and splash him. Then they swam around lazily. Cristina joined them, and the three started splashing each other.

After the initial dip, they relaxed at the edge. Quique brought them beers in plastic cups to avoid accidents and sat down next to them. Adriana climbed out first, using the ladder. Water slid down her body, droplets glistening on her skin, the bikini clinging so tight that her dark areolas showed faintly through the red triangles. She shook out her hair and headed for the loungers, grabbing a towel to dry off.

Ricardo climbed out behind her, his wet swimsuit clinging and outlining everything. He walked over to the table, opened the bottle of Rioja they’d brought, and poured four glasses.

“A toast to our hosts,” he said, handing one to each of them.

Cristina raised her glass.

“To new friends and summer days.”

They drank. Adriana sat on a lounger, crossing her legs, the bikini barely covering anything. Ricardo sat beside her, draping an arm over her shoulders.

“Thank you, really,” Adriana said. “This is exactly what we needed. Too bad we have to go back to the real world tomorrow.”

Cristina smiled, sitting on Quique’s lap on the other lounger.

“Well, enjoy it.”

While the coals reached the perfect temperature for grilling, Adriana and Cristina lay on towels on a patch of grass near the pool, sunbathing on their backs, completely relaxed. Ricardo, who had jumped back in the water, climbed out and slowly approached them. He stood beside them and let cold water drip from his hair, his arms, and his hands onto the stomachs and chests of both women, who flinched in surprise.

Adriana grabbed her boyfriend’s hand and pulled him down to kneel beside her. Their faces ended up inches apart. Adriana lifted her head slightly and kissed Ricardo. It was a deep, intense kiss, though to Quique the whole thing seemed surreal, given that the two women were so close together they were touching.

Ricardo dried off and walked over to Quique, who was busy with the coals. Cristina and Adriana propped themselves up on their elbows, smiling. They were talking to each other, though Quique couldn’t hear them from the grill. Cristina must have cracked one of her jokes because Adriana threw her head back and burst out laughing.

“How’s the meat coming?” Ricardo asked him.

Quique smiled and showed him how things were coming along. “Five minutes and we can sit down to eat.”

For a moment he glanced over at the women, who had lain back down and were chatting animatedly.

“So you two have been together... how long?” Ricardo asked.

“We met in college, so do the math... Many years now. Since we were twenty-two.”

Ricardo looked toward the women, squinting.

“What a pair of beauties we have there. We’re two lucky guys.”

“We are,” Quique said, looking at them too.

“How long have you two been together?”

“I’ve known Adriana for about four years, but we’ve been together for two. That’s how long it took me to get her to leave her boyfriend at the time...” he said with a smirk. “And it wasn’t easy. The guy knew he had pure gold on his hands.”

“She’s very pretty, yes,” Quique said as he transferred the finished chorizos onto a platter.

“She’s a knockout.” He made a gesture toward her chest, which Quique found out of place given how little they knew each other.

They crossed the yard toward the table, carrying the meat, a bottle of ice-cold white wine, glasses, and a bowl of salad.

The women left the edge of the pool and came over to the table where the men were setting out the platters in the shade. Cristina put her hand on the back of Quique’s neck.

“You’re sweating,” she said, asking if he wanted to take a dip.

“Later. Let’s eat now. The meat will get cold.”

“This smells heavenly,” Ricardo said as Cristina served him a generous chop.

“Quique, you’re a grill master. Where did you learn?”

“Trial and error,” he replied, passing him the salad bowl. “The first time I tried a barbecue here, I burned the ribs. Cris still gives me grief about it.”

Cris laughed.

“It wasn't that bad. We only needed three days to get the charcoal smell out of the house. But hey, now he's an expert. Right, honey?”

Adriana smiled, slicing a cherry tomato.

“That's impressive. I can barely keep food from sticking to the pan. Ricardo cooks better than me, but only pasta and frozen pizza.”

Ricardo feigned indignation.

“Hey, my carbonara is legendary. Ask my roommates. I bring them leftovers on Mondays and they love me for it.”

The conversation flowed easily, but with that slight formality you get when dining with people you don't know well yet: polite questions, funny anecdotes, restrained laughter.

Adriana, more reserved at first, gradually loosened up.

“So how did you two meet?” she asked, looking at Cristina and Quique.

Cristina leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table.

“Law school. I was the group nerd and he was the cute guy who always showed up late to class. One day he asked to borrow my notes and... well, here we are. Fifteen years later, we're still keeping tabs on each other.”

Ricardo whistled.

“College love story. Classic. We met at the gym. Me lifting weights, her running on the treadmill. Been together ever since. Though I did have to deal with an ex along the way who wouldn't make things easy for me.”

Adriana gave him a gentle nudge with her elbow.

“Don't exaggerate. Admit it—you're the one who came between us.”

More laughter. Cristina dished out more salad onto their plates.

“Adriana, that bikini is gorgeous. Where did you get it? I love that red.”

Adriana blushed a little but smiled.

“From an Italian online store. It's tiny, I know, but I feel comfortable wearing it at the beach. There, I don't feel self-conscious. Here... well, thanks for not making me feel out of place.”

Cristina shook her head.

“Make yourself at home. I don't want you feeling embarrassed at all. And it looks amazing on you. Right, Quique?”

Quique nodded, smiling.

“Totally agree. The only downside is I'm having a hard time not looking where I shouldn't.”

Ricardo raised an eyebrow playfully.

“Careful, Quique. Keep complimenting my girlfriend like that and I might get jealous...”

“Are you?” Cristina asked.

“Fortunately, no,” he answered. “With a woman like Adriana, if you're the jealous type, you're screwed... let's just say we've had to learn to handle that a little differently.”

Ricardo let out a low laugh and straightened up in his chair, casually draping an arm around Adriana's shoulders.

“Don't get us wrong. At first we were like any couple: petty jealousy, arguments over glances at the gym or late-night texts. But a couple of years ago we decided to try something different. We talked a lot, set clear rules, and... well, now we handle things differently.”

Adriana nodded, her smile a mix of shyness and confidence.

“I used to get jealous when he went out with a female friend and came back late, and he felt the same about me. But instead of forbidding it, we turned it into part of the game. We tell each other everything afterward: how it went, what we felt, whether it turned us on, if we did something different.... And surprisingly... most of the time it turns us both on. It makes us feel closer. We know it's not normal, but it works for us.”

Cristina raised her eyebrows, but her expression showed genuine curiosity.

“Wow. That's definitely next level. We've never gone that far. And it works? No major blowups?”

Ricardo shrugged, taking a sip from his glass.

“There have been tough moments, sure.”

Adriana laughed softly, blushing a little.

Cristina glanced at Quique with that smile of hers that said “this is getting interesting.”

“We've talked about fantasies, of course. Sometimes in bed we fantasize about threesomes, or one of us watching the other with someone else. But we've never acted on it. It's more... a mental game that turns us on.”

By the time they finished dessert, the sun had started to dip and the glasses were nearly empty. Cristina stood up, stretching.

“That was a perfect meal. Who's up for another dip before coffee?”

Ricardo and Adriana raised their hands in unison.

“We're in,” he said. “But first we'll help you clean up.”

While Ricardo and Adriana headed to the pool, Cristina came over and gave Quique a quick kiss on the cheek.

“Thanks for this,” she whispered. “It's going great.”

He smiled, watching her walk toward the table to collect the plates. Everything was easy, natural, fun. A perfect Sunday in the mountains.

He stripped off his clothes, took a swig from his glass, and dove into the cool water. He swam two or three laps, then stopped at the far end, resting his arms on the edge with his head pillowed on them. Cristina swam over, wrapped her arms around him from behind, and stayed there holding on for a while. Quique shifted his gaze toward the back of the garden. Adriana was watching them. She wore mirrored sunglasses, so he couldn't see her dark eyes, but she smiled at him.

Cristina and Adriana had settled into the new teak lounge chairs lined up along the pool's edge, where the mid-afternoon sun beat down with a warm, golden intensity. The water gleamed like a turquoise mirror, reflecting the tall pines that surrounded the property. The men had opted to stay on the porch, chatting about soccer and work over gin and tonics. The girls looked like they were sleeping, bodies stretched out lazily, eyes closed, skin already glistening with a light sheen of sweat from the heat.

Adriana was the first to break the stillness. She propped herself up on her elbows, her tiny red bikini straining against her breasts, and grimaced as she checked her shoulders.

“Ugh, I'm starting to burn,” she said, touching the pink skin on her right shoulder. “This sun is sneaky. Cris, do you have sunscreen? I don't want to get back to Madrid looking like a ripe tomato.”

Cristina opened one eye, smiling lazily beneath her sunglasses.

“Sure, it's in my bag. Come here, I'll put it on you. Otherwise you'll miss spots.”

Adriana sat up completely, crossing her legs on the lounge chair, and Cristina stood, grabbing the bottle of sunscreen. It was high SPF, which Cristina squeezed generously onto her palms before approaching. Adriana turned her back, sweeping her damp hair off her neck to expose the skin. Cristina started with her shoulders, working the lotion in with slow, circular movements, her fingers gliding smoothly over Adriana's warm skin. The texture was creamy and slippery, leaving a subtle shine that accentuated the golden tone of her skin.

“Mmm, that smells so good,” Adriana murmured, tilting her head to one side to give her better access. “Your hands are magic. If Ricardo rubbed lotion on me like this, we'd never leave the house.”

Cristina laughed, moving her hands down Adriana's back, brushing the thin strap of her bikini top. Her fingers paused at her waist, pressing lightly to work the lotion in evenly.

“It's just practice. Quique always says I'm too much of a perfectionist about this stuff. But I hate sunburns. Turn a little so I can get your sides.”

Adriana obeyed, turning just enough for Cristina to reach the sides of her torso. Cristina's fingers brushed the edge of the bikini, sliding along the outer curve of her breast—an innocent touch, but one charged with intimacy in the afternoon sun. Adriana sighed, closing her eyes for a moment.

“It's such a shame, the tan lines we're going to get,” Adriana said, her voice low and reflective. “Look, you can already see the strap line on me. And down below… with this tiny thong, maybe not as much, but there's always that white strip that looks ridiculous when you're naked. Look at you… You've got bikini marks too.”

Cristina nodded. She glanced down at her own breasts, which already showed the first tan lines where the bikini had covered them. Her hands moved down to the small of Adriana's back, just above the thong strap. The skin there was softer, more sensitive, and Cristina noticed Adriana shiver slightly beneath her touch.

“Yeah, it's the worst. I always try to tan evenly, but with a bikini it's impossible. Although… we're alone out here. Nobody can see us except the guys, and they're up there chatting about their stuff.”

Adriana turned a bit more, looking at Cristina over her shoulder with a mischievous smile. Her brown eyes sparkled, and the sun caught the drops of sweat beading on her collarbone.

“Are you suggesting what I think you are?” she asked, lowering her voice as if it were forbidden.

Cristina shrugged, her fingers pausing on Adriana's bikini strap.

“I'm just saying, if you want to… why not? It's our house, and the sun is perfect right now. I do it sometimes when I'm alone. It's liberating. But whatever you want…”

“I don't know if it would be appropriate. Won't Quique mind?”

“I don't think so.”

Adriana bit her lower lip for a second, considering. Then, with a fluid gesture, she untied the knot of her top, letting the straps fall. The red bikini came loose, revealing her full, firm breasts, with pink nipples that hardened slightly in the open air. She took it off completely and set it aside, lying back naturally.

“You're right,” she said, stretching under the sun. “What a relief. I can really feel the warmth on my skin now. What about you? Don't leave me hanging.”

Cristina hesitated only for an instant, but the warmth in Adriana's voice and the relaxed atmosphere convinced her. She untied her own black top, slipping it off with an elegant motion. Her breasts, larger and curvier, were exposed to the sun, the skin already tanned but with a slight difference where the bikini had covered it. She lay down next to Adriana, feeling the direct heat on her sensitive skin—a pleasant tingling that made her sigh.

“Much better,” Cristina admitted, closing her eyes.

Adriana turned on her side, resting her head on her hand, and looked at Cristina with open admiration. Cristina's naked body gleamed under the sun, the soft curves of her hips and flat stomach catching the light hypnotically.

“You look spectacular,” Adriana said, her voice soft and husky. “Your skin is so even...”

Cristina opened her eyes and turned to look at her. Their bodies were close, heat radiating between them, and the air felt charged with a subtle electricity. She looked at Adriana's thong, so skimpy it barely hid anything.

“Do you keep it shaved?” she asked, gesturing toward the girl's mound.

“Yes. Always. What about you?”

“I've thought about it. Quique has suggested it a few times, jokingly. He says it would be sexy.”

“The skin is softer, and when you touch it… or when someone touches you… it's like everything is more sensitive. Ricardo loves it. He says it's like an open invitation. Have you tried it?”

Cristina felt heat creeping up her neck—not just from the sun. Adriana's proximity, their naked bodies so close together, was turning the conversation intimate, charged. She shifted a bit more, her breasts accidentally brushing Adriana's arm as she moved, a fleeting contact that sent a shiver down her spine.

“No. Never completely. What do you do? Wax or laser?”

Adriana moved an inch closer, her warm breath grazing Cristina's shoulder. She reached out and, with implicit permission, tugged the edge of Cristina's bikini bottom aside with her fingertips.

“Brazilian wax,” she said, her voice low and sensual. “Leaves everything smooth, like silk. Imagine tanning like this—nothing on, the sun touching every inch. It's sinful, but addictive. And afterward, when you put on lotion… or when someone puts lotion on you… it's exciting. Guys go crazy for it.”

Cristina swallowed, feeling her pulse quicken. Adriana's fingers paused at the tie of her bikini—not pulling, just grazing—but the promise was there. The sun warmed her exposed skin, making every pore feel alive, and Adriana's gaze, intense and playful, raised the temperature beyond the heat of the day.

“Sounds tempting,” Cristina murmured, her hand moving instinctively to brush Adriana's hip. “Maybe I'll try it.”

Adriana smiled, her eyes traveling down Cristina's body with open appreciation. Slowly, she untied the bow of her own thong, slipping it off with a fluid motion and setting it aside. Her pussy was exposed, completely bare, the skin smooth and pink under the sun, glistening slightly with sweat. Her slit was perfectly visible, and Cristina noticed she had rather prominent lips.

“Does it bother you?” she said, lying back down. “This way there won't be any tan lines. You're right, no one can see us.”

“Not at all,” she said, glancing toward Quique and Ricardo, who were chatting, oblivious to what was happening. “Though they'll notice us eventually, just wait…”

“Aren't you going to take yours off? I feel weird being the only one naked…”

Cristina hesitated, but the heat in her belly was undeniable. She didn't think Quique would mind. She untied the bows of her black bikini, slipping it off slowly, feeling the cool air brush against her newly exposed skin. She lay down next to Adriana, both completely naked now.

“This is nice,” Cristina whispered, closing her eyes as the sun licked every curve.

Quique had gotten up from the porch to get more ice from the kitchen, but as he passed the living room window, he stopped dead. From there he had a direct view of the loungers by the pool: Cristina and Adriana, both completely naked under the sun, lying on their sides facing each other, talking in low voices. Their bodies gleamed with sunscreen and a light sheen of sweat, breasts exposed, their hips brushing almost accidentally each time one of them moved. Cristina laughed at something Adriana had just said, and her hand rested casually on the other woman's thigh—a gesture that seemed innocent but that Quique found… unexpected.

Cristina didn't usually act this confident with anyone, let alone a woman she'd just met that morning. She'd always been uninhibited in private, with him, but in public—even with close friends—she maintained an elegant distance, playful but contained. Seeing her like this, naked and relaxed, touching Adriana's skin so naturally, left him unsettled. It wasn't exactly jealousy; it was a mix of surprise, arousal, and a pang of something he couldn't name. He stood still for a second, watching as Adriana reached out and brushed the inside of Cristina's thigh with her fingertips, a light touch that made Cristina bite her lower lip.

Ricardo, sitting on the porch with his drink in hand, saw it too. He turned his head toward the pool, saw the two naked women whispering to each other, and a slow smile spread across his face. He said nothing. He just took a long sip, set his glass on the table, and looked back toward the horizon, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Adriana rolled onto her side and looked at Cristina with a mischievous glint.

	“	Will you let me wax you?”
	“	What?” Cristina said with a laugh.




“Come on, don't be chicken,” Adriana said, turning toward her. “I'll do it for you. It'll be quick, clean, and… fun. I'm sure Quique will thank me for it.”

Cristina blushed instantly. Her cheeks burned, and she lowered her gaze to her own mound, covered by a triangle of dark, trimmed hair. A spark of mischief flashed briefly in her eyes. More than one guy had hinted he'd love it bare. She made up her mind immediately, though she preferred not to show her cards so openly with Adriana.

“I don't know, girl… It's embarrassing. No one's ever shaved me but myself. It's so intimate.”

Adriana moved closer, her nakedness so natural it seemed she'd always been that way. Cristina looked at Adriana's pussy, then at her own. Hers definitely looked wild in comparison—Adriana's was so smooth and soft-looking.

“Come on. Did Quique bring a razor?”

“Always. He shaves daily.”

“Perfect. Let’s go to the bathroom. Though if you’re really too embarrassed… we can drop it. No big deal.”

Cristina and Adriana came in through the living room’s sliding door, laughing softly, wrapped in towels that barely covered the essentials. Cristina had hers knotted under her arms, but it kept falling open with every step. Adriana had let hers drop to the floor the moment she crossed the threshold, completely naked again. Her skin smelled of coconut from the sunscreen.

Cristina hesitated for a second, but something in Adriana’s gaze—that mix of mischief and lust—made up her mind. She nodded, biting her lip.

“Okay. But if you cut me, I’ll kill you.”

Adriana laughed and took her hand, pulling her toward the main bathroom. It was spacious, with a huge rainfall shower, a large mirror, and a wooden bench next to the sink. Adriana turned on the hot water to let it run warm, wet a small towel, and set it aside. Then she rummaged through the cabinet: shaving cream, Quique’s razor—a five-blade Gillette—alcohol-free aftershave, and moisturizing cream.

“Sit here,” she said, pointing to the bench. “Spread your legs. Relax.”

Cristina sat down, the towel still knotted but open in front. Her thighs trembled slightly as she spread them. The mirror reflected the scene: her sitting with legs spread wide, completely exposed; Adriana kneeling in front of her, naked, hair falling over her shoulders. Steam from the hot water was starting to fog the mirror, creating an intimate, hazy atmosphere.

Adriana grabbed the shaving cream, shook it, and squeezed a generous amount into her palm. She spread it slowly over Cristina’s mound, covering the hair with circular motions. Her fingers grazed the sensitive skin, moving down to the outer lips, spreading the foam carefully, taking her time. Cristina held her breath when she felt Adriana’s fingers slide between the folds—just enough to cover everything—but the touch was electric.

“Fuck…” Cristina whispered, her voice shaky.

Adriana looked up, smiling.

“Relax. Don’t move.”

She picked up the razor, wet it under the tap, and started at the top. Slow, precise strokes, from the mound downward. Each stroke left the skin smooth, pale, and glistening. Cristina felt the cold metal scraping against her hot skin, followed by Adriana’s fingers wiping away the excess foam with the damp towel. When she reached the lips, Adriana separated them delicately with two fingers, exposing the most intimate flesh. She drew the razor with extreme slowness, following the curve, getting every spot.

“You’re trembling,” Adriana murmured, her warm breath grazing the freshly exposed skin. “Does it hurt?”

“No…” Cristina gasped. “It’s just… I’m embarrassed.”

“Or maybe you’re getting turned on?”

Cristina didn’t answer. Adriana smiled, setting the razor aside for a moment to run the damp towel over the entire area, wiping away the last of the foam. The skin was flawless, smooth as silk, and incredibly sensitive. She touched it with the tip of her index finger, tracing a line from the mound to the clit—just a light touch.

“Look how pretty,” she said, her voice husky. “So exposed… so accessible. Imagine when Quique sees you like this. Or when he touches you. Every touch is going to feel like fire.”

Cristina closed her eyes, her head thrown back. Her breathing was quick and shallow. She could feel her nipples hard and straining upward, and between her legs a constant pulse—hot, wet. She was incredibly turned on.

Adriana dipped her fingers in the moisturizer, spreading it with slow movements, massaging the freshly shaved skin. She circled the clit without touching it directly—just the edges—moving down the lips, then back up. Each pass was delicious torture. Finally, she ran her fingers over the clit, making Cristina shudder.

“Please stop…” Cristina whispered, opening her eyes to look at Adriana. “Don’t go any further.”

Adriana leaned in a little more, her face inches from Cristina’s sex. Her warm breath grazed the sensitive skin. Cristina feared what she might do.

“Now you’re perfect,” she said, her voice a whisper. “Soft, smooth, ready for anything. Do you want me to show you what it feels like when someone touches you like this for the first time?”

Cristina swallowed. Adriana ran the tip of her middle finger down the center of the outer lips, separating them slightly, exposing the pink, glistening interior. She didn’t push inside—just grazed, tracing slow circles around the swollen clit. Cristina gasped, her hips bucking forward involuntarily.

“God…” she moaned. “Please stop…”

Adriana slowly withdrew her hand, leaving the skin throbbing, wet, aching.

“All done,” she said, standing up. “Look at yourself in the mirror.”

Cristina stood up on trembling legs. She looked at herself: completely smooth, the skin pink and glistening, her outer lips slightly swollen from arousal. She touched herself with her own fingers, marveling at the incredible softness.

Adriana moved behind her, her breasts grazing Cristina’s back, and kissed her shoulder. Cristina turned, her eyes dark with desire. They looked at each other for what felt like an eternity, breathing raggedly, naked bodies inches apart. Neither moved further. The boundary was there—vibrant, hot—but they didn’t cross it.

“Let’s go outside,” Cristina finally said, her voice husky. “Before the guys come looking for us.”

Adriana smiled, gathering the towels.

“Whenever you want to do this again… you know where to find me. I’ll text you my number. Call me.”

Quique watched them come out of the bathroom through the living room’s sliding door, walking slowly toward the pool under the afternoon sun. Both naked, no towels, no shame, as if the world had shrunk to that garden hidden from prying eyes by the tall pines surrounding it. Cristina walked with that confidence of hers, her breasts swaying gently with each step.

He noticed her freshly shaved mound gleaming under the light. Adriana walked beside her, her tall, athletic body also completely exposed, skin shining with lotion and sweat. They were laughing at something whispered between them, a shared secret binding them in that moment.

Quique felt that strange sensation again, a knot in his stomach that wasn’t quite jealousy, but wasn’t indifference either. He was completely thrown. Cristina had never been this open with anyone. Sure, she might wear a top without a bra in summer, a skimpy bikini at the beach. But this was something else. Naked in front of Ricardo and Adriana—two people who, until that morning, were practically strangers—as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

He watched her sit on the lounge chair and spread her legs without hesitation. Adriana settled beside her, mirroring the pose. Their bodies brushed as they got comfortable: thigh against thigh, shoulder against shoulder. Cristina didn’t even pull away.

Suddenly, doubt crept in. Adriana was new, a stranger. But what about Ricardo? How much trust was there really between him and Cris? He remembered Friday on the terrace: Ricardo’s hand on the small of Cristina’s back, a touch that lingered a second longer than necessary as he guided her to the table. The way she didn’t pull away, how she held his gaze before Quique arrived. The familiarity between them, the shared laughter at work that Cristina mentioned in passing, but with a gleam in her eyes that now struck him as suspicious.

Had something more happened? A business lunch that ran long? The company Christmas party…? The doubt began to grow in his mind like a seed sprouting underground. It wasn’t paranoia; it was cold logic. Cris had always been sexual, insatiable, but always with him. Or so he’d believed until that moment. But watching her expose herself like this, laughing with Adriana while their naked bodies brushed openly, he wondered if that insatiability had found other outlets. If Ricardo, with his easy smile and gym-toned body, had been one of them.

Ricardo, beside him, didn’t look away, but he didn’t say anything either. He just smiled, as if this were normal. As if he’d seen it before. Quique swallowed hard. The doubt was no longer a pinprick; it was a crack starting to widen.

They said their goodbyes mid-afternoon. Ricardo shook his hand and said something about owing them one. Adriana said it had been a wonderful day and that she was so happy to have met us. She winked at Cristina. She gave me a goodbye kiss. When they went back inside, Quique felt the seed germinating at an alarming pace.


	Poison leaves a trace.


Quique drove in silence. His head was a pressure cooker with the safety valve bolted shut. What the hell had just happened?

He couldn't get the image out of his head—his wife frolicking with Adriana, showing off her naked body without a shred of modesty, letting a complete stranger shave her pussy. A scene like that would have gotten a reaction out of anyone, but Quique was in shock and didn't know what to do.

The tension inside the car was palpable—a thick silence that had settled in since Ricardo and Adriana said their goodbyes at the door of the mountain house, with kisses on the cheeks and promises to do it again.

He hadn't said anything in front of Ricardo and Adriana—not because he was afraid of making a scene, which honestly he couldn't have cared less about, but because the whole thing had caught him so off guard he hadn't known how to react. Now, in the silence of the car, the anguish in his chest was clawing to get out.

Cristina sat in the passenger seat, fiddling with her phone, answering work messages with a neutral expression, as if the day had been just another lazy afternoon of barbecue and relaxation. But Quique had a knot in his stomach that wouldn't go away. The images kept replaying in his head: Cris coming out of the bathroom with Adriana, both of them naked, sprawled on the lounger with their legs spread, even touching each other with a familiarity that felt foreign to him, almost intrusive.

Finally, he couldn't take it anymore.

“What the fuck just happened back there?” he asked, his voice low but thick with accusation.

Cristina looked up from her phone, surprised. She stared at him with wide eyes, as if she didn't understand the question.

“Excuse me?”

Quique gripped the steering wheel.

“I don't understand what I just saw. You acted in a way I can't wrap my head around in front of two strangers. You paraded around naked in front of a coworker, but what really got me was how natural it all seemed to you. Like it was the most normal thing in the world. Who are you today, Cris? Because you don't seem like the woman I married.”

Cristina shoved her phone into the glove compartment, crossing her arms over her chest. Her expression shifted from surprise to defensive in an instant.

“Are you talking about the shaving? It's the same as if I'd gone to a salon, right? Adriana suggested it, and I thought, 'Why not?' It's just skin, Quique. It's not that big a deal.”

He let out a bitter laugh, passing a truck with an aggressive lane change.

“I'm talking about everything. That and the whole show you put on. You stripped down in front of Ricardo and Adriana like you were at a nude beach. You let a woman you just met shave you, and then you came out strutting around with your pussy on display. Seriously? And in front of Ricardo? That guy you work with, who puts his hand on your waist like he owns you. It's not normal, Cris. Not for us. We've never been like this.”

Cris turned in her seat, staring at him hard. Traffic had ground to a halt in a typical Sunday afternoon jam, and the car was crawling along, which only ratcheted up the tension inside.

“I thought you wouldn't mind. We were all comfortable. The sun, the wine, the conversation… It was relaxed. Nobody was scandalized. Ricardo and Adriana are open—they said so at lunch. For them, sharing moments like that is normal.”

Quique slammed his palm against the steering wheel, the sharp sound echoing through the car.

“Comfortable? I'd use a different word. Lascivious. Exhibitionist. Reckless. What if Ricardo tells people at the office? What if Adriana took pictures? No, Cris, this isn't comfort. It's crossing a line. And the worst part is you did it so naturally that it makes me wonder if this is new for you or if there's something you haven't told me.”

Cristina frowned, her voice rising a notch.

“Don't get angry, Quique. I got carried away after the conversation at lunch. They talked about their open relationship, how they handle jealousy, experimenting without drama. It felt liberating. For once, I thought, 'Why not try something new?' It wasn't sexual. Just… freedom. Getting naked under the sun, letting Adriana help me with the shaving. It was innocent, like a beauty session between girlfriends.”

Quique shook his head as the traffic finally opened up, letting him accelerate. The engine roared to life, but his mind was still churning.

“Maybe for them, but not for us. We're not an open couple. We don't experiment with strangers. Or do we? Because right now I'm wondering if this is all new or if Ricardo has already seen more than he should have. The way he touched you Friday, that familiarity… Is there something between you two? Tell me, Cris. Have you slept with him?”

Cris's jaw dropped, color flooding her cheeks. She let her head fall back against the headrest, staring at the ceiling as if searching for answers in the upholstery.

“What? Are you crazy? Where are you getting that? Ricardo is a coworker, nothing more. Yes, he's attractive, charming, but there's nothing there. Friday was innocent flirting, like always. And the shaving… that was Adriana's idea. She convinced me. She said shaving would make my tan look perfect, that I'd feel liberated. And I… I don't know, the wine, the heat, the conversation… I got carried away. But it wasn't because of Ricardo. If you saw me showing off, it was because I felt comfortable in my own house. Does it really bother you that much that I feel sexy and free for once?”

Quique slowed down as he entered a tunnel. The yellow lights flickered across the windshield like camera flashes.

“It pisses me off that you did it in front of them. In front of Ricardo, who’s a fucking coworker, for Christ’s sake. And Adriana… damn it, Cris, you let her kneel between your legs, shaving your pussy. That’s erotic, it’s intimate. How do I know nothing else happened in the bathroom? That you two didn’t get handsy? Because from the outside, it looked like you were about to hook up when you came out.”

Cristina sat up straight, turning toward him, her eyes flashing with anger.

“Stop the car. No, seriously, stop. This is ridiculous. You think I hooked up with Adriana? With a woman? In our bathroom? Quique, you know me. I’m straight. I like men. You. But today was… something unexpected. She only touched me enough to shave me, and yes, it was sensual. I won’t deny it. I can still feel it down there, more sensitive now. But we didn’t cross any line. We didn’t kiss, we didn’t touch each other beyond what was necessary. It was like getting a professional wax, but with a friend. And I came out naked because I felt good about myself. Is that a crime? Or does it bother you that I don’t ask your permission for everything?”

Quique emerged from the tunnel. Traffic was flowing better now, but his pulse wasn’t slowing down.

“It’s not about permission, it’s about respect. We’re married, Cris. This isn’t some hippie commune. What if I had done the same thing? If I had let Adriana shave me, naked with my legs spread? Would you have thought that was normal? Comfortable?”

Cris sighed, rubbing her eyes like she was exhausted.

“Maybe. After the conversation at lunch, I started thinking about what they said about jealousy. That it’s a choice, that opening up a little can strengthen a relationship. I’m not saying I want an open relationship, but today I felt great. Sexy. Desired. And not by Ricardo or Adriana—by myself. If it bothers you, I’m sorry. But I didn’t do it to hurt you. I thought seeing me like that would turn you on, the way my sexual side always has.”

Quique changed lanes to pass a slow-moving car, his mind spinning.

“It turns me on when it’s between us. In private. Not in front of some coworker of yours who could use it to… I don’t know, blackmail you or something. Or worse, what if something’s already happened between you two? Tell me the truth, Cris.”

Cris shook her head, her voice softer now, almost pleading.

“There’s nothing, Quique. I swear. Ricardo’s a nice colleague, nothing more. I invited him because I thought it would be fun to have new friends. And what happened today… was an impulse. The shaving was Adriana’s idea, and I went along with it because it sounded fun. I didn’t think about you in that moment, I admit it. But it wasn’t infidelity. I didn’t sleep with anyone. I just got shaved. Is that so serious?”

Quique took the exit toward their neighborhood, the traffic giving way to quieter streets. The house was close, but the argument showed no signs of ending.

“It’s serious because it changes the rules. We’re not like them. We don’t experiment with open relationships or group nudity. Or at least, that’s what I thought. Now I feel like an idiot, watching you come out of the bathroom with her, laughing, touching each other. What would’ve happened if I’d walked in right then? If I’d caught you?”

Cristina put her hand on his thigh, a conciliatory gesture he didn’t reject but didn’t return either.

“Nothing. Because nothing happened. Adriana shaved me, I put on some cream, and we came out. It was sensual, yes. It turned me on a little, I won’t deny it. But I stopped there. I’m your wife, Quique. I love you. If I hurt you, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again. But don’t accuse me of infidelity over a shave.”

“It’s not just the shaving. It’s everything. The way you behaved. Like you’d done it before. With Ricardo, maybe. Tell me there’s nothing, Cris. Look me in the eyes and tell me.”

Cris turned toward him, fixing him with an intense gaze. She took his hand.

“There’s nothing with Ricardo. Never. I promise you. Today was a lapse in judgment. I got carried away in the moment. But I’m yours. Always.”

Quique sighed, kissing her hand reluctantly.

Cris turned toward him in the passenger seat, the streetlights flickering across her face as the car crept along in the right lane. The silence that had followed their argument had grown thick, but now she broke it with a small, almost defiant smile.

“Besides, you can’t deny you enjoyed seeing two gorgeous women naked in the privacy of our own pool. Didn’t it turn you on, even a little?”

Quique kept his eyes on the road, but his jaw visibly tightened. Traffic was flowing smoothly now, but he was driving slower than usual, as if he wanted to drag out the drive to avoid getting home with this conversation unfinished.

“Look, Cris…” he began, exhaling through his nose. “Yes, it was exciting as hell. I’m not going to lie. Seeing you two like that, naked, tanned, laughing in the sun… Damn, of course it turned me on. Adriana’s body is incredible, and you… you were beautiful. More than ever. The way you moved without any shame, that connection between you two… It got me going like almost nothing else. But it also scared me.”

Cris tilted her head, studying him closely. Her hand was still on his thigh, but now it wasn’t a conciliatory gesture—it was curious, almost provocative.

“Scared? Of what?”

Quique changed lanes without signaling, a jerky move that mirrored his inner turmoil.

“I didn’t think you were like this. So… uninhibited. So open. You’ve always been hot, I know that. In bed you’re a wildcat, you drive me crazy. But in public, or with people we barely know… you’ve always kept your distance. A certain elegance. Today you crossed that line like it was nothing. You stripped in front of Ricardo, let Adriana touch you, walked out flaunting your freshly shaved pussy like it was the most normal thing in the world. And you did it so naturally it blew my mind. Who was that woman? Because she wasn’t the Cris I know.”

Cris slowly pulled her hand back, crossing her arms over her chest. Her voice dropped, but it didn’t lose its edge.

“Like what? Hot? You know I am. It’s just that in our everyday life, I don’t usually act like that. Work, routine… they make me put on the ‘serious woman’ suit. But today there was no one judging me. Just the sun, the wine, a new friend who made me feel desired. And yes, it turned me on. A lot. Seeing how all three of you were looking at me… it was like I could finally be myself. Without holding back.”

Quique parked in the underground garage of their building, killed the engine, and sat motionless, hands still gripping the wheel.

“It’s not that it bothers me that you’re hot. I love it. But it scares me that this side of you comes out around just anyone. With Ricardo, for example. What if he gets the wrong idea? What if he thinks he can make a move? Because today he looked at you like he already had your permission.”

Cris sighed, unbuckling her seatbelt so she could turn fully toward him.

“Ricardo doesn’t have permission for anything. It was a special day, that’s all. Adriana made me feel comfortable, safe. And you were there. If I’d felt like we were really crossing a line, I would’ve stopped. But I didn’t because… because I felt at ease. Good. And yes, I liked watching you watch us. I liked imagining what you were thinking. What you’d do to me once we were alone.”

Quique finally looked at her, his dark eyes gleaming in the dim light of the garage.

“It turned me on, Cris. A lot. But it also made me doubt. Myself. Us. What if one day I’m not enough for that side of you?”

Cris leaned toward him, brushing her fingers across his cheek.

“You’re enough. You always have been. Today wasn’t about you not being enough. It was about me wanting more of myself. Wanting to feel alive without guilt. But if it hurts you, it won’t happen again. I promise.”

Quique covered her hand with his, squeezing it.

“I don’t want you to stop being yourself. I just want us to do this together. I want you to think of me before you do something like that.”

Cris smiled, soft but mischievous.

“Deal. Next time—if there is one—I’ll ask you first. Or better yet, I’ll invite you to watch up close.”

Quique let out a short laugh, tired but relieved.

“You’re impossible.”

“And you love me that way.”
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A few weeks later, well into June, Madrid’s heat was starting to get sticky even at night, and they had moved to the house in the mountains. Quique came home Thursday looking like he had bad news. He took off his jacket in the entryway, hung it on the coat rack, and went straight to the kitchen, where Cristina was making a fresh, light salad for dinner.

“Fernando invited us to his birthday party,” he said without preamble, opening the fridge to grab a cold beer. “Saturday. At his place in La Moraleja. Dinner, drinks… the usual.”

Cristina set the knife down on the cutting board and huffed—a short, exasperated sound from deep in her throat.

“You’ve got to be kidding me, Quique. I really don’t want to go. It’s the typical stuffy lawyer gathering: even stuffier wives and you guys swapping trial stories like they’re Olympic medals. Pass.”

Quique leaned against the counter, took a long sip of beer, and gave her that look—the mix of patience and authority he wore when there was no room for negotiation.

“It’s not optional, Cris. He owns the firm. He signs my paycheck, yours indirectly, and that’s what keeps us living the way we do. If we don’t go, he’ll take it as a personal slight. You know how this works.”

Cristina sighed, crossing her arms. She was wearing a t-shirt and cotton shorts, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. The argument from the barbecue with Ricardo and Adriana still hung between them like a wisp of smoke, but they hadn’t brought it up again. They’d fucked a lot those weeks—more than usual, almost as if they were trying to screw away the doubts—but the crack was still there, invisible but present.

“Fine,” she said at last, resigned. “I’ll go.”

Quique smiled and stepped closer to kiss her forehead.

“Just look pretty and pretend you’re having fun. I’ll handle the boring conversations.”

Saturday afternoon, while Quique was getting dressed—casual but elegant—Cristina shut herself in the bedroom to get ready. He could hear her moving around: the hair dryer, the click of heels on the floor, drawers opening and closing. When she came out to the living room, Quique was adjusting his blazer in front of the hallway mirror. He turned and froze.

Cris was wearing a black dress he didn’t remember ever seeing. Fitted like a second skin, with a neckline so deep it nearly reached her navel. Her back bare down to the base of her spine. The skirt so short that if she bent over, you’d literally see her ass, and to make it even bolder, a side slit that climbed all the way to her hip. She’d put on red heels he’d never seen either. And underneath—because Quique knew—nothing. No bra, no panties. The dress was so tight it hugged every curve, her nipples hard from the air conditioning.

Quique blinked, his tie half-knotted.

“Are you crazy? You can’t go like that!” he exclaimed, genuinely alarmed.

Cristina let out a genuine laugh that filled the living room. She spun around, letting the slit show off her leg all the way to her hip—and the absence of underwear.

“What’s the matter? Too much for the boss?”

Quique approached slowly. His eyes traveled down the neckline, over the curve of her breasts—clearly braless—over the slit that threatened to reveal more than it should.

“Too much for anyone. You’re going to give everyone a heart attack. Including me.”

She moved closer, brushing her body against his.

“I thought you’d like it. If the point is to network and get people talking about you, dressed like this I’ll be the talk of the office for a while.”

Quique swallowed, his hands sliding up her hips to rest at her waist.

“You’re playing with fire, Cris. If the boss sees you like this, he’ll fire me.”

She laughed again, throwing her head back.

“Or maybe he’ll give you a raise.”

Quique pulled her against him, his hard-on already pressing against her belly.

“You turn me on. A lot. But you also scare me.”

Cristina bit his lower lip—softly, but with intent.

“Pretend whatever you want. But when we get home, you’re going to fuck me like a bitch. And I’m going to let you. Because that’s what I am.”

Quique groaned, kissing her hard, his hands sliding down through the slit until they brushed her bare pussy—already wet.

“You’re soaking,” he murmured against her mouth. “Does provoking me turn you on that much?”

Quique slipped two fingers inside her slowly, curving them. Cristina gasped, gripping his shoulders.

“Quique… we’re going to be late. This was a joke. The dress I’m actually wearing is on the bed.”

“Then we’ll be late,” he whispered, moving his fingers faster. “Five minutes. Just five.”

He pinned her against the hallway wall, lifting one of her legs to spread her wider. He unzipped his chinos, freeing his cock, rock hard. He thrust into her in one stroke, deep and rough. Cristina moaned loudly, digging her nails into the back of his neck.

“Fuck… yes… like that… But don’t mess up my makeup or my hair.”

They fucked against the wall like animals, rough and urgent. Her dress hiked up to her waist, heels scraping the floor. They came almost at the same time—her trembling, him filling her with a muffled groan against her neck.

When they pulled apart, panting, Cris tugged her dress down with trembling hands, laughing softly.

“Look what you've done to me. Wet, with your cum inside me. Perfect for the party.”

“Go clean up real quick. We have time.”

“I'm not cleaning up. I want to carry it with me. Give me five minutes to change. Won't take long.”

“You're such a dirty girl, you know that?” Quique said with a laugh.

Exactly five minutes later, Cristina emerged from the bedroom in a summery coral dress, much less daring, gave him a quick kiss, and touched up her lipstick in the hallway mirror.

“Let's go, counselor. We're running late for the boss's party. But I want you to keep in mind that I've got your cum inside me, and I've got a thousand wicked ideas for tonight.”

“When you talk like that, you scare me. You really do.”

“You should be. I'm feeling playful today…”

They left together, her in her perfect-wife dress and him with his jacket tucked under his arm.

When they stepped through the entrance of Fernando and his wife's place, they got their first look at the estate from the inside. The house was all cubes—glass and concrete dominating the design.

“Holy shit!” Cristina exclaimed with a whistle. “I'm telling you, you're a fool for working at that firm. He's ripping you off, Quique. This place is worth millions.”

“Honestly, I wasn't expecting this,” he said, visibly surprised.

They reached the door and Quique rang the bell. Through the glass walls, they could see the party in full swing.

Cris paused for a moment at the edge of the lit garden. The June night was warm, with a light breeze. Quique, his hand on the small of her back, was guiding her toward the main entrance, but she stepped aside for a second, pretending to adjust her heel. Without looking at him directly, she slipped her hand under her skirt, brushing her bare, wet sex, still soaked from the quick fuck in the hallway back home. She pulled her glistening fingers out and looked at them with a mischievous smile.

“I suppose I'll be shaking a lot of hands tonight,” she said, in that husky, playful voice she used when she wanted to provoke him. “Let's do this right.”

Quique shook his head, but deep down he couldn't help being caught off guard by his wife's antics. It was that wild duality that threw him: the serious, empathetic lawyer at work, the insatiable wildcat in bed, and now this new version—defiant and uninhibited—that had emerged after the barbecue with Ricardo and Adriana. It left him with a mix of excitement and unease, like he was walking a razor's edge, unsure if it would cut them both. He glanced at her sideways: she'd put on a light but elegant dress, and her natural beauty shone through a light layer of makeup. She looked spectacular.

“You're crazy,” he murmured, but there was a hint of admiration in his voice. “Come on, before I change my mind and drag you back home.”

She laughed, linked her arm through his, and smoothed her dress.

“Enrique, what a pleasure to see you here,” Fernando said, using his full name as he always did in formal settings, but with a warmth that made it feel personal. “Thanks for coming. A little relaxation never hurts.”

Quique returned the greeting, feeling the firm grip that reminded him who was in charge.

“Thanks for the invitation, Fernando. We wouldn't have missed it for the world. Happy birthday, by the way.”

Fernando turned to Cristina, kissing her hand with exaggerated but effective gallantry.

“And you must be Cristina. Enrique can't stop singing your praises. Clearly, he undersold you… Welcome.”

Cristina smiled—that smile of hers that could make anyone fall in love—and offered her cheek for a kiss.

“Thank you, Fernando. Lovely to meet you. And happy birthday. The house is stunning. Here—I hope you like what we got you.”

Fernando laughed, a deep, practiced laugh.

“I'm sure I'll love it, though I have everything. You shouldn't have. That's the thing about getting old—you accumulate stuff. Come, I'll introduce you to Almudena.”

Fernando, Quique's boss and owner of the firm, was a strikingly handsome man in his fifties, hair slicked back. He dressed with casual elegance, and his presence filled the room effortlessly.

The party was already in full swing when they stepped through the main entrance into a spacious foyer with polished floors and a curved staircase sweeping up to the second floor. The vibe was that of a high-end gathering masquerading as a casual celebration: men in their forties and fifties—renowned lawyers, partners from other firms, a few retired judges and businessmen—all accompanied by elegant women, most with obvious cosmetic work that screamed money and hours spent in beauty clinics. Pure posturing: small-group conversations where everyone tried to one-up each other with anecdotes, exotic trips, or recent acquisitions.

The living room was immense, with high ceilings and windows overlooking the garden, lit by sleek modern lamps. In the center stood a long table laden with canapés, oysters arranged on crushed ice, hand-carved Iberian ham, imported cheeses, and what Cristina assumed was authentic caviar, served on mother-of-pearl spoons. Uniformed waiters circulated with trays of drinks.

The laughter was polite, measured, but underneath it Cristina detected a subtle competitiveness and a falseness that rubbed her the wrong way.

He guided them through the living room to a group near the bar, where his wife, Almudena, was chatting with two other guests. Almudena was the perfect embodiment of the boss's wife: also around fifty, but with a look that screamed tasteful cosmetic work. Her face was a canvas of subtle enhancements that only an expert eye could catalog. She had smooth skin that hinted at discreet lifts around her neck and eyes. She wore a fitted scarlet dress cinched at the waist with a boat neckline that showed off a pearl necklace worth more than Quique's and her cars put together. Elegant to the core, but with that artificial air that made her seem like an upgraded version of herself, as if she'd been engineered in some beauty lab.

“Almudena, darling,” Fernando said, wrapping a possessive arm around her waist. “Let me introduce you to Enrique and his charming wife, Cristina.”

Almudena's smile was slightly forced as she extended her hand gracefully, kissing them both on the cheeks.

“Lovely to meet you, Cristina. Fernando has told me so much about Enrique. He says he's one of our best lawyers. What do you do? Are you a lawyer too?”

Cristina returned the smile.

“Yes, I am, but I don't practice. I work in HR at a multinational. Nothing as exciting as the work at Fernando's firm.”

Almudena let out a tinkling, rehearsed laugh.

“Oh, don't you believe it. The cases are just excuses for them to spend hours at the office.”

Fernando led Quique toward a group of men, leaving her with Almudena. But before Cristina could fully get her bearings, Quique came back, pretending he'd forgotten something.

“Cris, before I go off with the wolves… I want to introduce you to two colleagues from the firm. They've heard about you and want to meet you.”

He gestured to two women who had approached the group, drawn by the arrival of new guests. The first was Laura, a junior partner in her early thirties, tall and slender like a runway model, with straight black hair to her shoulders and penetrating eyes framed by tortoiseshell glasses. She wore a navy blue sheath dress, elegant but conservative, with three-quarter sleeves and a pearl necklace. Her face was angular, with naturally high cheekbones and thin lips. She was the quintessential ambitious lawyer—sharp intelligence, calculated smile, and a body toned by hours of yoga and Pilates that showed in the way she moved.

The other was Marta, more curvaceous and with a warmer presence. Her dress was emerald green, which Cristina thought was hideous. Both were Quique's colleagues, but Cristina only knew them by reputation. If she remembered correctly, Marta was Quique's boss's personal secretary, and Laura was a lawyer.

“Laura, Marta,” Quique said, introducing them formally. “This is my wife, Cristina.”

Laura extended her hand first, her grip firm and professional.

“So nice to meet you, Cristina. Quique has talked about you so many times. You've got him wrapped around your finger, girl.”

Cris laughed, returning their greetings.

Quique excused himself to join Fernando. The three sat together, and Almudena joined them. The conversation drifted through gossip and anecdotes that Cristina couldn't follow since she didn't know any of them. But she could feel the looks—not just from the women, but from the men passing by, their eyes lingering a second too long on her neckline or the slit in her skirt. She smiled to herself, imagining the effect she would have made if she'd worn the other dress.

The posturing was suffocating. Almudena, dripping with haughtiness, talked about her latest trip to the Maldives as if it were nothing special. Cristina took small sips of her champagne, responding gracefully, but feeling a spark inside urging her to get the hell out of there.

The party continued: more champagne, more fake laughter... Quique looked at her from across the room, his expression a mix of pride and concern. The night was just beginning, and he knew his wife was bored out of her mind.

Cristina caught her reflection in a window: she looked stylish and elegant, tastefully dressed, perhaps overly formal, but she didn't feel like she measured up to the other guests, who really seemed to have dressed to impress.

Quique excused himself from his group and went to rescue Cristina from Almudena's sharp claws and his colleagues from the office. He knew her, and knew she'd be extremely uncomfortable with them.

Several more of Quique's colleagues greeted them with welcoming hugs and kisses before dragging them to another room, where the music was different. The people there were younger, and most importantly, you could tell they weren't as stuffy as the important crowd.

It was obvious there were no firm partners here—just young lawyers who worked too many hours and got paid too little.

Cristina decided to skip the champagne and switched to gin and tonics. The change of atmosphere had delighted her, and suddenly relieved and more at ease, she downed her drink in one gulp. Arturo's wife—another of Quique's colleagues—took the glass from her to bring her another right away. Her name was Rocío, and they hit it off immediately.

She had to admit that, except for Fernando and his wife, the rest of her husband's colleagues were young and quite pleasant. She'd imagined them haughty and stuffy, but they were the complete opposite. They behaved naturally, and Cristina could sense that all of them harbored a bit of resentment toward their boss.

For the first time since arriving at the party, Cristina seemed truly happy. She danced, had fun, felt beautiful. She felt like she was exactly where she belonged.

While Cristina was having fun and knocking back one drink after another, Quique spent the night doing what he loved most. Watching her. He was fascinated by everything she did: the way she talked, smiled, danced, the way she touched the shoulder of whoever she was speaking to.

He had positioned himself in a strategic corner of the main room, near the bar but far enough away not to be part of any particular group. Leaning against a column, a glass of wine in his hand that he'd barely touched, he had a perfect view of the center of the party, and there, at the epicenter of it all, was Cristina.

This wasn't the Cristina he usually watched on Fridays on the terrace of Café Velázquez: that contained, serene version, in complete command of her power without needing to flaunt it. Tonight was something else. Unleashed. The dress clung to her body like wet paint every time she turned. She danced freely, arms raised, head thrown back, hair falling over her bare shoulders. She laughed too loud—a genuine laugh that cut through the polite murmur of the party—and her heels struck the marble floor with an almost defiant energy.

She wasn't doing anything wrong. She wasn't grinding against anyone, wasn't kissing anyone, wasn't showing more than would be decent at a party like this. She was simply dancing. With a freedom that seemed to have been bottled up for years. But Quique noticed it: the looks. Not all of them were admiring. Some were disapproving, subtle but unmistakable. A fifty-something woman with artificially plumped lips and a silver dress too tight for her age pursed her lips and whispered something to her companion, who nodded with a tight smile. Even Almudena, who until then had been circulating with her perfect smile, shot a long, searching look at Cristina while talking with a group of female guests.

Quique felt a knot in his stomach. It wasn't just jealousy; it was something deeper. A mixture of pride, because that uninhibited woman was his and she looked beautiful; unease, because he didn't know where this version of her had come from; and the shadow of doubt as he watched the change happening in her.

Almudena approached him then, champagne glass in hand, with that studied elegance that looked rehearsed in front of a mirror. Her taut face gave nothing away, but her eyes did: a mix of curiosity and mild reproach.

“Enrique, dear,” she said, stopping beside him with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes and a tone that bothered him. “Your wife is the center of attention tonight. She certainly seems to be enjoying herself.”

Quique took a small sip of his drink before responding. He kept his voice calm, almost casual.

“You should feel flattered, Almudena. Nothing better for a hostess than seeing her guests having a good time.”

Almudena tilted her head, studying him for a second.

“Oh, of course. They're having a wonderful time. Especially the men. And some women too, though they won't admit it. But…” she lowered her voice, as if sharing a secret, “…you have to admit Cristina has a certain… energy. She's not the typical guest who stays in a corner making small talk. Look how they're watching her.”

Quique felt a sharp pang in his chest, but kept his expression neutral.

“It's her way of enjoying herself.”

Almudena let out a soft, almost condescending laugh.

“Of course, dear. Some of us come here to have fun. And it seems she's succeeding.”

She kept watching Cristina intently, then walked away with the same grace she'd arrived with, leaving Quique alone with his thoughts, his eyes fixed on Cristina. She'd just ordered another drink from the waiter. How many had she had? Quique tried to count: Four? Five?

She kept dancing. First alone, spinning with her arms open, the dress riding up her thighs with each turn. Then a man joined her and took her hand, spinning her in an improvised step. Cristina laughed, letting herself be led, her body moving with a natural fluidity that drew every eye in the room. A young woman joined them next, dancing with her for a while, the two of them laughing and spinning like teenagers.

Quique noticed his pulse quickening. It wasn't that he was jealous of every hand that touched her—he knew it was just dancing—but the ease with which she accepted those touches, the way she let go without a backward glance, reminded him too much of the Cris from the barbecue: naked under the sun, laughing with Adriana, oblivious to his doubts. And now, here, at a party where all eyes were on her, she seemed even more uninhibited.

He edged closer to get a better look without her noticing. Cris was now dancing with two guests at once: an elegant man and his wife, forming an improvised trio spinning in a circle. She was laughing, throwing her head back, her hair flying, the dress riding up just enough to show the curve of her thigh. The older man said something in her ear and she let out a laugh that made several heads turn. The woman smiled, but her smile was tense.

Quique felt the knot in his stomach tighten. How much had she really had to drink? Was she drunk or simply… happy? Because she seemed happy. Happier than she'd been in a long time. Happier than at quiet dinners at home, happier than on nights of make-up sex after arguments. She danced as if she'd lifted a weight off her shoulders, as if for one night she could just be Cristina, without the lawyer's suit and without having to be the wife who measured every gesture.

Almudena passed by again and whispered something to Fernando, who looked toward Cris and raised an eyebrow. They exchanged a few words without taking their eyes off her. That look unsettled him.

Quique took another sip of his drink, which was almost empty. He felt divided: part of him wanted to go over there, take her hand and dance with her, or take her home. Another part—the one watching from a distance—felt hypnotized by this version of her he didn't fully know. The uninhibited woman, the one who laughed loudly, who danced without caring who was watching, who seemed to have decided, at least for that night, that she wasn't going to hold back.

She saw him then. From the center of the dance floor, she turned her head and their eyes met. For a second, the world shrank to just that look: her, flushed from dancing and alcohol, with a smile that was half apology, half defiance. She raised her glass toward him in a silent toast and kept dancing, but now a little more aware that he was watching.

Quique didn't move. He kept watching her. Because, though it was hard to admit, that Cristina—the one who danced freely, who drew every eye in the room, who seemed to have forgotten the doubts and the rules—also turned him on. A lot. And that was what scared him most.

The music had gotten louder, and several young people had joined in on the dance floor. Cristina was dancing now with a man Quique didn't recognize. Tall, dark-haired, wearing a white shirt and dark pants. Not from Quique's firm, not any client he knew; probably an outside guest, or a friend of one of the partners. What mattered was that he had his hands on Cris's waist, guiding her in a dance that was no longer so innocent.

The man spun her slowly, pulling her body against his with each turn. Cris let herself be led with her head thrown back, that laugh of hers ringing out above the music. Her hips ground against his in deliberate friction, the dress riding up her thighs with each spin. He whispered something in her ear and she nodded, biting her lip, her hands sliding up his arms to wrap around his neck. It was sensual, yes. Too sensual for a party of fifty-something lawyers. Bodies brushing, breaths mingling, and though there were no kisses or explicit caresses, the air between them crackled with electricity.

Quique saw it all from his corner. The disapproving looks multiplied. Almudena shot a lingering glance while talking to Fernando, who stared at Cris again. Quique felt heat creeping up his neck. It wasn't just jealousy; it was the subtle humiliation of watching his wife become the spectacle of the night while he, the husband, stood watching from a distance like a mere spectator. He was starting to feel truly uncomfortable.

He set his empty glass on a side table and walked toward the dance floor. He crossed the room with purposeful strides, ignoring the conversations that stopped as he passed. When he reached the edge of the dance area, Cristina spotted him. Her eyes lit up for a second, but she didn't pull away from the man right away. She finished the dance, gave the stranger a kiss on the cheek—a casual farewell—and turned toward Quique with a radiant, drunken smile.

“My husband,” she said, her voice thick, her words slurring slightly. “The most handsome man at the party.”

Quique gripped her waist firmly, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of the dress. The stranger stepped away with a polite smile and disappeared into the crowd.

“Let's go,” Quique said in a low voice, his tone brooking no argument.

Cris laughed, leaning into him. She was tipsy, yes. Bright eyes, flushed cheeks, unsteady on her heels.

“You're kind of a bore, you know that?” she said, her tongue tripping over the words. “Everyone's dancing and you're just standing there watching like a security guard. You never lose control, Quique.”

He guided her toward the exit with his hand on the small of her back, feeling her sway slightly.

“I'm not boring. I'm the one who's going to take you home before you do something you'll regret tomorrow.”

Cris pressed closer to him, all affection, wrapping her arms around his neck as they walked down the hallway toward the main door. The dress straps kept slipping with each step, but she didn't seem to care.

“I won't regret anything,” she whispered against his ear, her breath warm and boozy. “Take me home, Quique. I'm going to fuck your brains out. I promise.”

Quique shivered. Anger, arousal, and worry hit him all at once. He got her out to the front garden where they'd parked the car. The cool night air washed over them like a balm. Cris leaned against the passenger door while he opened it.

“You're turned on, aren't you?” she asked, looking at him with glassy eyes and a suggestive smile. “I can tell. You got hard watching me dance.”

Quique didn't respond. He helped her in and walked around to the driver's side. He started the engine and drove slowly out of the development. The silence inside the car was thick, broken only by Cris's quickened breathing.

They'd barely gone two kilometers on the highway when she started her game. First came a long, deliberate sigh. She lifted her dress, and her right hand began caressing her belly. She spread her legs in the seat, hiked the dress up to her waist. Her fingers brushed against her pussy, wet and sensitive.

“I still have your cum inside me. It's mixed with my juices,” she whispered, her voice thick but charged with desire. “From before, at home. I can feel it sliding when I move.”

Quique gripped the steering wheel, eyes fixed on the road. His pulse throbbed in his temples.

“Cris… stop. I'm driving.”

She didn't stop. Instead, she pulled down a dress strap with her left hand. The black fabric slipped off her shoulder, exposing her right breast. Her nipple was hard, pink against her tanned skin. She brushed it with her fingertip, sighing as she did.

“Look at me,” she said, turning toward him. “Look what you do to me.”

She pulled down the other strap. The dress slid to her waist, leaving her breasts completely exposed. She reclined the seat a bit more and unbuckled her seatbelt. Both nipples stood hard, her skin pebbled with goosebumps from the air conditioning and arousal. Her fingers kept moving between her legs, slow circles around her clit, the wet sound barely audible above the engine.

Quique swallowed hard, glancing over for a second before turning back to the road.

“Stop, Cris. You're drunk,” he said, but it was obvious the sight was turning him on.

“I'm horny,” she corrected, already sliding two fingers inside her pussy. “And so are you. Pull over, Quique. Fuck me right here. On the shoulder. No one will see us.”

“No,” he said calmly, though his cock strained painfully against his pants. “At home we'll do whatever you want. But not here.”

Cristina moaned, arching her back against the seat. She pulled her fingers out, glistening with wetness and traces of his cum from earlier, and brought them to her mouth. She sucked them slowly, staring at him.

“It tastes like us,” she whispered. “Like you inside me. Take me home. Now. I want your cock again. I want to come.”

Quique accelerated and took the exit toward the mountains. The dark, empty road was the only witness to what was happening inside the car. Cris kept masturbating slowly but steadily, her moans filling the Audi’s cabin. She pinched her nipples, pulling on them until they turned red. Her dress was bunched at her waist, her naked body on display—legs spread, heels propped on the dashboard.

“I’m going to lick every inch of you when we get there,” she promised, her voice breathless. “I’m going to swallow you whole. And then you’re going to fuck me from behind, against the wall. I want to feel you in my ass. I want you to fill me up again.”

Quique drove with one hand on the wheel and the other gripping her thigh, feeling her tremble. Arousal consumed him, but so did worry: what the hell was happening to Cris? She seemed like a different woman, some wild version of his wife.

They arrived at the house twenty minutes later. He pulled into the driveway and slammed on the brakes. Cris had already stripped off the dress completely, wearing nothing but her heels. She got out of the car naked, her body gleaming under the garden lights. She walked up to him, shoved him against the driver’s door, and kissed him hungrily. Her tongue plunged into his mouth while her hands went for his zipper.

“Now,” she whispered. “Here. Fuck me against the car.”

Quique lifted her and she wrapped her legs around his waist. Cristina dove for his mouth and they started making out. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer and closer, her tongue thrusting deep.

She wanted to turn him on, get him rock hard right away—and with her in that position, completely naked, it wasn’t hard to do.

Quique was mesmerized. Cristina leaned back slightly, her tits right at mouth level, and he leaned in and took them in his mouth. He bit and sucked them, and she writhed, getting more and more turned on. His hands gripped her ass, squeezing her firm cheeks hard while his mouth worked her nipples. He could feel her wetness spreading against his hands.

“Put me down,” she whispered in his ear. He did, and she dropped into a squat between him and the car.

He knew exactly what she wanted and reached into his pants to pull out his cock, which stood rock hard in front of her mouth. Cristina looked up at him with burning eyes and opened her mouth. First she ran her tongue over the head, which was almost purple with arousal.

She tasted the drops of pre-cum leaking from the tip. She loved the taste of cock. She adored its thickness, its hardness, the power it conveyed. She could feel how rock hard he was. She started running her tongue over it, unhurried, while touching herself with her free hand. She took him in little by little, deeper and deeper, until she felt him in her throat, her lips sliding over every inch.

It didn’t take long before her mouth filled with thick saliva, mixed with her husband’s taste. Cristina pulled him out for a moment to spit. That spit landing on his cock had exactly the effect she wanted. Quique moaned loudly, eyes closing, and she went back to sucking him, using every drop of that slick saliva. She sucked him slowly, not taking him all the way in, but never stopping, getting more and more turned on.

“Are you going to fuck me already?” she asked, looking up at him, still stroking his cock.

Quique opened the passenger door. “Get on all fours,” he told her. She knelt down, sticking her ass out for him. She felt him grab her to position her just right. Cristina was waiting for him to enter her, but felt his fingers first. He traced from her asshole down to her pussy, caressed her lips, and felt how dripping wet she was.

“Are you going to put it in already? I want you to fuck my ass,” she told him in the sluttiest voice he’d ever heard from her. Her ass... was usually off-limits, and he knew that tonight, she was completely out of control.

“In the ass? Are you sure?”

“Come on, fuck... Do you need written permission? Just fuck me already.”

Turned on by that filthy mouth and seeing her so hot, he took her without the slightest care. He slammed into her with one thrust and started fucking her.

“Shit... You’re a fucking animal. You hurt me, bastard,” she screamed. But Quique didn’t stop thrusting. Every slam of his hips made her moan and scream for more. She braced her hands against the driver’s seat and the parking brake.

His hands spread her cheeks, trying to get deeper inside her. Cristina moaned and screamed. “More cock, deeper.” Quique had always been turned on by that kind of talk, and she was exploiting it to the max. She tried to look back but couldn’t see his face—only heard the slap of her ass against his pelvis, telling her there wasn’t an inch of cock left to give.

She felt his thrusts slow down as his hand moved to her pussy. They weren’t caresses. He touched her roughly. His palm pressed hard against her, and every now and then he thrust three, even four fingers inside her.

“Fuck me hard, make me come.”

With a slap, she knocked Quique’s hand away from her pussy and took over herself. She was getting hotter and hotter, feeling a wild orgasm barreling toward her.

Quique kept pounding her ass, which by now was so stretched that it felt like he was fucking her from the front. Cristina started to tremble. She collapsed onto the center armrest between the seats and let herself surrender.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop now.” And Quique kept thrusting until his wife’s moans and screams—loud enough to wake the neighbors—shattered the silence of the night. Cristina lay there collapsed and sweaty, but she still wanted more.

“Where else do you want to fuck me?”

“You want more? You’re insatiable, babe. How many times have you come today?”

“Since when do I settle for just one fuck?” she said, still on her knees without even looking at him.

“I need to rest for a bit. I’m not made of steel—give me a few minutes. Let’s go inside. We’re going to have a problem with the neighbors out here.”

“While you’re at it, wash up. I don’t want to get a UTI,” she said, getting up lazily. “I’ll wait for you upstairs.”

He was stunned by how intense the sex with Cristina had been. Even he, who’d known her appetite for years, was amazed. They’d fucked before leaving for the party. She’d just gotten herself off in the car, and five minutes ago he’d fucked her ass almost savagely. And she wanted more…

When he walked into the bedroom, he found her still wearing her heels, sitting in the antique armchair by the window. Legs spread wide. Her breasts rose and fell with her rapid breathing, her nipples hard and pink, fully aroused. Her smooth mound and pussy exposed shamelessly. Cris looked at him with glassy eyes, her voice thick with alcohol and desire.

“Have you recovered yet?” she asked, tilting her head with a playful smile. “Because now I want you to wreck my pussy.”

Quique stood still. Cris had always been insatiable—he’d known that since their first months of dating, when they’d spend entire nights fucking until dawn—but this was something else. And she still wanted more. Her hunger both excited and unsettled him in equal measure. Was it the alcohol? The adrenaline of the night?

“Cris…” he murmured, approaching slowly. “You’re drunk. Get some sleep.”

She shook her head, spreading her legs a little wider in the armchair. Her pussy opened slightly with the movement, pink and wet, inviting him.

“I’m not drunk. I’m horny. And feeling needy. Come here, Quique. Touch me.”

He knelt in front of the armchair, his hands sliding up from her ankles to her thighs. Cris’s skin was hot, soft. She leaned forward, wrapping her arms around his neck, kissing him hungrily. She still tasted like gin and tonic.

“Look at me,” she whispered against his lips. “I want you to fuck me until I can’t take any more.”

Quique felt his cock stiffen. He kissed her harder, and his hands slid down to her pussy. She was soaked, her lips swollen and sensitive. He slipped two fingers inside slowly, curving them to brush that spot that made her arch. Cristina moaned loudly, digging her nails into his shoulders.

“Like that… fuck, like that,” she panted. “Don’t stop. Push them deeper.”

He obeyed, circling his fingers as well, his thumb brushing her clit. Cristina writhed in the armchair, her heels sliding on the floor as she ground her hips against his hand. Pure abandon: between moans, she kissed his neck, bit his earlobe, whispered to him. She was unleashed, just like at the party—heavy-lidded eyes, her laugh catching when he picked up the pace.

“You’re so wet…” Quique murmured. His cock was hard, pointing toward her.

Cristina laughed, a tipsy cackle.

“Because you fucked me like an animal earlier.”

She pulled him toward her, guiding him with her hand. Quique slid in slowly at first, feeling her pussy wrap around him, hot and tight. Cristina moaned, arching her back against the armchair, her legs spread at an impossible angle with her heels still on.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice thick but insistent. “Wreck me, Quique. Like you hate me.”

He picked up speed, thrusting hard, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the bedroom. Cristina screamed, her nails raking his back, her breasts bouncing with every thrust.

“Like that… fuck, like that… don’t stop.”

Quique fucked her with everything he had. He gripped her hips, pulling her onto him with each thrust. Cris closed her eyes, moaning loudly, her body trembling. When she opened them again, they were full of desire.

She felt him sink inside, pull out, and thrust back in. Her fingers kept working her clit.

“I’m going to come, I’m coming. Don’t stop, give it to me, give it to me, give me your cock. Yes, yes, give me more cock…”

“God, Cris, I need to come, I can’t hold on anymore,” he almost begged.

“Where do you want to come? In my mouth? Do you want me to swallow your thick, hot cum?”

He came then, filling her completely. They collapsed together on the bed, sweaty and exhausted. Cris curled up against his chest, cuddly as a cat, kissing his neck with soft lips.

“I love you,” she murmured. “Even if you are a little boring.”

Quique hugged her tight, his heart pounding.

“And I love you too. Even if you drive me crazy and wear me out completely…”

But in the darkness, as she drifted off to sleep, Quique couldn't shake all the images from that night out of his head.
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Maybe it was just paranoia, but on Monday, when Quique walked into the firm, he felt like all eyes were on him. Not direct stares, no—the kind that dart away the moment you catch them, a quick blink, a feigned turn of the head, a whispered comment that dies the second you pass.

He went up to his office feeling like he had a sign taped to his back. He sat down at his computer, opened his email, and pretended to work, but his mind kept drifting back to Saturday’s party—and he knew he wasn’t the only one. It felt like the only thing on the mind of everyone who’d been there. Cristina dancing wildly, the neckline, the too-loud laughter, the stranger with his hands on her waist, the disapproving looks from those fifty-something lawyers and their surgically enhanced wives. Nothing serious had happened, but in the closed ecosystem of the firm, where everything was discussed in hushed tones and magnified in the hallways, that was already enough material for an uncomfortable week.

When it was time for the weekly partners’ meeting, Quique walked into the conference room with his spine straight, trying to project normalcy. Fernando was already there, sitting at the head of the mahogany table, reviewing some papers with his usual calm. The other partners greeted him with the same “good morning, Enrique” as always, but Quique could have sworn some of them exchanged a fleeting glance. Or maybe not. Damn it, he was obsessing!

The meeting went off without incident: the routine review of pending cases, assignment of new files, comments about the previous week. Quique spoke just enough, with precise data and a firm voice, but every time someone mentioned “the weekend” or “the party,” he felt a pang. No one said anything explicit. No one had to.

When it was over, as the others filed out, Fernando gestured with his head for him to stay.

“Enrique, one second.”

Quique stood by the table, briefcase in hand, bracing himself for the worst: a subtle comment about “your wife’s behavior,” an indirect remark about professionalism, something to remind him that in this world, appearances were everything.

Fernando leaned back in his chair, folding his hands over his stomach.

“I really liked your wife, Enrique. Cristina, right? She’s a breath of fresh air. She had a great time—you could tell. It’s been a while since I’ve seen someone enjoy one of my parties that much. Almudena mentioned it too: ‘That girl’s got life in her.’ I’m glad you both came.”

Quique blinked, caught off guard. It wasn’t reproach; it was genuine. Almost affectionate.

“Thank you, Fernando. I’m glad you liked her. Sometimes… well, she’s a bit intense when she lets loose.”

Fernando let out a short, paternal laugh.

“Intense is an understatement. She’s a hurricane. But the good kind. Thanks for bringing her. And tell her she’s welcome anytime.”

“Thank you both for having us.” Quique nodded, relieved but still uneasy.

He left the room and headed down to the main hallway, where he ran into Laura and Marta, the two colleagues Cristina had met at the party. Both greeted him with broad, almost knowing smiles.

“Quique,” Laura said, stopping. “Your wife is amazing. Friendly, fun… we had a blast with her. She’s an incredible dancer.”

Marta nodded, laughing.

“Yeah, she’s a hurricane, but a breath of fresh air. She said she wants to have us over for lunch at your place in the mountains. Is it true you have a pool and a barbecue?”

Quique forced a smile.

“Yeah, something like that. I’m glad you liked her.”

Laura touched his arm.

“More than liked. It’s refreshing to see someone who isn’t there to show off. Tell her we want to see more of her—here or anywhere else.”

They walked away laughing, and Quique stood alone in the hallway. Fernando’s words and the women’s had been positive, even affectionate. No one had looked at him with direct reproach. No one had mentioned the perhaps excessive sensuality in her dancing, the dress riding up an inch or two above what was appropriate, or the extra drinks. And yet, he felt strange. As if he carried an invisible mark that only he could see.

He went back to his office, closed the door, and sat down. He checked his phone: a message from Cris, sent mid-morning.

“Good morning, counselor. You were incredible Saturday. I’m still sore all over… in a good way. See you at home… I love you.”

He replied with a simple “Love you too. See you later.”
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Around the same time, while Quique was leaving the meeting with Fernando and heading to his office with that clammy sensation of invisible eyes on him, Cristina's phone buzzed on her desk at the multinational. An unknown number, a Madrid landline. She looked at it for a second, frowned, and let it go to voicemail. She returned to her screen, responding to an email about a wrongful termination case.

Five minutes later, the phone buzzed again. The same number. Cristina sighed, thinking it was some persistent telemarketer or a misdial. She let it ring until it went silent. But two minutes later, again. And again. The fourth call caught her with her finger already hovering over the red button, but something—curiosity, annoyance, or a premonition—made her swipe to answer.

“Hello?”

A male voice, deep, with a hint of amusement and confidence she recognized instantly.

“Hello, gorgeous. I was starting to get impatient.”

Cris straightened in her chair, her pulse quickening at her temples. She glanced at the closed door of her office as if someone might walk in and catch her blushing.

“I don't usually answer unknown numbers.”

“Well, now I'm not unknown anymore, am I?”

Cris swallowed. She remembered the party.

“No.”

There was a brief, charged pause. He let out an almost intimate laugh.

“I don't think we got to know each other well enough at the party Saturday. Your husband got you out of there too soon.”

Cris felt the heat rising up her neck. She bit her lower lip, suddenly embarrassed by the blurry but intense memory of her own laughter, of how she'd danced, of how she'd let a stranger's hands linger a second longer than necessary on her body.

“Maybe I'd had too much to drink,” she said, her voice lower than she intended.

“I don't think so. In fact, I think you needed one more drink.”

She laughed. “No,” she responded, trying to sound light, but the laugh came out nervous. “One more and I don't know what would have happened.”

“I do. And that's why I'm calling.”

Silence. Cristina heard her own rapid breathing in the receiver. She rested her forehead on her free hand, closing her eyes for a moment.

“I want to see you again,” he said, direct, no beating around the bush.

Cris stayed silent. Her heart was beating so hard she thought he might hear it through the phone.

“Too many things were left unfinished. Don't you think?”

She ran her tongue over her dry lips.

“Maybe you misread things. I'd had too much to drink.”

“No. I'm certain of that. It wasn't the alcohol, gorgeous. That was all you.”

Cristina felt a shiver run down her spine.

“I don't know…” she murmured. “It was just a moment. Nothing more.”

“That moment isn't over. You've piqued my curiosity, Cristina. And I'm not one to leave things unfinished.”

She opened her mouth to respond, but the words wouldn't come. Her name in his mouth—her full name, spoken with that possessive familiarity—put a knot in her stomach. A mixture of shame, excitement, and a dull fear.

“What exactly do you want?” she finally asked, her voice trembling.

“To get to know you better. No rush. No husbands showing up to rescue you. Just you and me. A drink, a conversation… and whatever happens.”

Cris closed her eyes. She felt the pulse between her legs, treacherous, reminding her of what she'd felt that night: the raw desire, the momentary freedom of being desired without filters.

“I can't,” she said, but it sounded weak, unconvincing. “I'm a married woman.”

“You can. You just have to decide. I don't care that you're married. In fact, I prefer it. Call me when you want. Or text me. But don't make me wait too long, gorgeous. The curiosity is killing me.”

He hung up without saying goodbye. Cris stared at the black screen of her phone, her heart pounding in her throat. She saved the number with trembling hands and set the phone down on the desk.

She got up, went to the bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright. She touched her neck, where a faint hickey from Saturday night still remained, hidden under makeup. She thought about Quique, about how he'd fucked her urgently when they got home after the party, as if he wanted to reclaim her, but also about his worried look this morning.

She washed her face with cold water, took a deep breath, and returned to her office. But the number was still there, saved. And the curiosity—the same one he said he'd awakened—was starting to burn inside her.

Mid-morning, while having coffee at the café across from the office, her phone buzzed again on the table. The same unknown number. Her stomach clenched. She thought about ignoring it, but she knew he'd keep calling. He didn't seem like the type to give up easily. She swiped to answer, resignation and curiosity mingling.

“Hello?”

“Hello, gorgeous,” that deep voice again, calm, as if they were simply chatting about the weather. “I thought I'd send you a little something for when we meet.”

Cristina set the spoon down on the saucer, glancing around to make sure no one could hear.

“What are you talking about?”

“You'll be getting something in... about an hour. I picked it out just for you. Something very special. Keep it safe until I tell you otherwise. I'll let you take a look.”

“What are you saying? What...?”

The line went dead. Or rather, he'd hung up. Cris stared at the black screen. A nervous laugh escaped her, a mix of disbelief and something darker she didn't want to name. She dropped the phone in her purse and headed back to the office.

Ten minutes before quitting time, the receptionist called her on the internal line.

“Cristina, someone just dropped off a package for you at reception. Want to come get it, or pick it up on your way out?”

She went down with her heart in her throat. The receptionist handed her a matte black box, no return address, wrapped in satin paper and sealed with a discreet wax seal. It weighed almost nothing.

“Thanks,” she murmured, and headed back to her office.

She locked the door, though no one ever came in without knocking. She sat down and opened the box slowly, as if it might explode. Inside was something made of shiny black latex, carefully folded. She took it out: whatever it was, it was tiny. She spread it out with care. It appeared to be a dress, but it was so small she thought even a twelve-year-old couldn't fit into it. The fabric was soft but stretchy. Underneath, a white card with perfect handwriting in black ink:

“This is what you'll wear”

Cristina felt heat creep up her neck to her ears. She looked at the garment in her hand, so small it seemed impossible anyone could wear it. The latex gleamed under the cold office light, promising to cling like a second skin, to slide against her with every movement, to remind her with each step that she'd be exposed to any gaze, vulnerable, desired.

“What the fuck...?” she whispered, but she didn't throw it away. She set it on the desk, touched it with her fingertip. Cold at first, then warm from contact. She imagined how it would feel: the material squeezing tight, the constant friction against her skin, the risk of someone catching her in it. But she also felt a treacherous excitement that would keep her wet all day. She knew it.

Cris shut down the computer. She tucked the garment and card into the bottom of her purse, as if they were evidence of a crime. She stood, went to the bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror. She touched her chest, imagining the latex there, tight.
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She walked toward the parking garage where she always left her car, her steps heavy with exhaustion. It had been a grueling day, spent almost entirely dealing with layoffs and the looming threat of a workforce reduction at one of the company's sites. Her back ached, and so did her head. As if that weren't enough, the drive home had been painfully slow. They'd closed one of the highway lanes, and she'd had to crawl out of Madrid in bumper-to-bumper traffic, at the mercy of the stop-and-go rhythm of the cars ahead.

When she got home, Cristina noticed Quique's car wasn't there yet. He was probably stuck in traffic, which by now must be even worse than when she'd left. Which meant lunch wasn't ready. She stood in front of her door, feeling a wave of discouragement wash over her.

She gave the breakfast dishes a quick tidy and started cooking. After scanning the fridge, she gave up on anything that needed peeling, cleaning, or chopping, and grabbed a bag of salad instead. There was an open bottle of white wine in the fridge, and she poured herself a glass.

She called Quique, who confirmed he'd be more than half an hour late. She had some time before he arrived. The heat was still oppressive, so she decided to take a dip to cool off. She didn't bother with her bikini. She was alone, so she stripped and dove into the water. It was cool, despite the sun beating down on it all morning. Once she'd cooled off, she put on her running clothes and sat down to wait for Quique.

During lunch, the June sun streamed through the porch windows. She'd set out plates of tomato and mozzarella salad, freshly sliced bread, and the wine bottle with enough left for a couple more glasses. Cristina and Quique ate in silence at first—the kind of comfortable silence couples share after a rough Monday.

Quique tore off a piece of bread, dipped it in oil, and looked at it for a second before speaking.

“Laura and Marta told me you invited them over for a pool day and lunch at the party.”

Cristina looked up from her plate, fork halfway to her mouth. She smiled—that smile of hers that always seemed to say more than words could.

“I hope you don't mind. I really liked them. They have a sense of humor I love. I thought it'd be fun to have them over sometime. Pool, barbecue, wine… the usual.”

Quique took a sip of wine, watching her over the rim of his glass.

“I don't mind at all—actually, I think it's great. But don't you dare get naked in front of them.”

Cristina burst out laughing, setting her fork on her plate.

“Well… maybe they'll want to go topless.”

Quique raised an eyebrow, setting down his glass carefully.

“They're not like that.”

Cristina tilted her head, her ponytail falling over one shoulder. Her expression shifted—playful to serious in the blink of an eye.

“What exactly do you mean, they're not like that? That sounded awful, you know.”

Quique sighed, running a hand over the back of his neck. He leaned back in his chair, looking toward the pool gleaming in the sun.

“Sorry. I didn't mean for it to sound bad, but I just don't see them showing me their tits. Laura with her power suits and perfect bun, Marta with her pearls and responsible-mom vibe… I can't picture them taking off their tops and sunbathing like it's nothing.”

Cris crossed her arms on the table, leaning forward.

“But you do see me like that.”

Quique looked at her directly. His eyes shone with a mix of defiance and something softer, almost vulnerable.

“Look, Cris. It's not that I see you that way or don't. It's what I saw the other afternoon. You stripped in front of Ricardo and Adriana like it was the most normal thing in the world. You let a woman you'd just met shave you, then came out strutting around with your pussy on display… I'm not saying it was wrong. I'm saying it wasn't… what I expected from you.”

Cris was quiet for a second, looking at the pool. Then she looked back at him, her voice lower but firm.

“So you think I behaved inappropriately.”

Quique shook his head slowly.

“You already know what I think. I didn't like it. It threw me. It made me wonder if there was something you weren't telling me. But it's fine. It's done. I don't want to argue about it again.”

Cris laughed, but it wasn't a happy laugh. It was dry, though without any anger.

“You're such a bore, my love. Any guy would be thrilled to see his wife and two friends naked. Pool, sun, drinks… it'd be most men's wet dream. But you get tense just imagining it.”

Quique set the bread on his plate, looking at her steadily.

“They're colleagues, not friends.”

Cris raised an eyebrow.

“And what's the difference? That you know them from work? That they could tell someone at the firm? Or are you afraid they'll see you as the husband who lets his wife show off?”

Quique exhaled through his nose, resting his elbows on the table.

“It's not exhibitionism. It's… context. At home, with you, naked—you're mine. You drive me crazy. But in front of others—especially people from work—everything changes. It becomes something public. Something they can use, comment on, judge. And I don't want them judging you. Or me.”

Cris leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs.

“Well, I think you’re exaggerating. Laura and Marta are nice. They’re not going to go around the firm telling everyone they saw me topless. And even if they did, so what? Your wife has breasts and isn’t ashamed to show them in her own pool? It’s not a crime.”

Quique shook his head, but his voice came out softer.

“It’s not a crime. It’s… complicated. Look, honey, in our world, appearances matter. Fernando already told me he thought you were great, that you were like a breath of fresh air. But if he finds out you’re walking around naked in front of his junior associates, he might change his mind. Or not. But I don’t want to risk that. Let’s not go from being a breath of fresh air to being seen as too free-spirited.”

Cris let out a genuine laugh. She stood up, walked around the table, and sat on his lap, straddling him. She took his face in both hands.

“Then don’t be so careful. Invite them. Or don’t. After all, they’re your coworkers. But don’t look at me like I did something wrong. Because I didn’t.”

Quique wrapped his arms around her waist, feeling the warmth of her body against his.

“What are you doing this afternoon?”

“Nothing special. I was thinking about going for a run. Want to join me?”

“Not a chance. I’m going to stretch out and look up case law for the trial I’m preparing, then take a dip to cool off.”

“I’ll wait for the sun to drop a bit. Let’s go relax on our new lounge chairs for a while,” she said, kissing him on the cheek.

Around eight in the evening, she laced up her running shoes. She wore tight running leggings and an equally form-fitting black t-shirt. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail with a few loose strands, MP3 player ready to go.

The temperature had dropped a few degrees, and there were still a couple of hours of daylight left. She headed to the path she used every day, winding through pines, bushes, and past a small lake where you might catch a deer drinking.

Cristina stretched her neck, arms, and calves. She used the wooden railing of the walkway separating the dirt track from the forest to stretch her leg muscles—five stretches with her right leg, five more with her left. She breathed deep, inhaling the breeze with its scent of earth and nature, and closed her eyes for a moment, savoring the absolute calm before starting.

The evening air was warm and thick, though nothing compared to what the city must have been like. Each breath filled her lungs with the pleasant smell of nature. She started running at a good pace, her steps firm, her cadence measured. Her stride was long and precise, without excess or hesitation. Her body had become a well-oiled machine. Two years ago, she could barely run a hundred yards without her heart bursting out of her chest, but after the rigorous daily training she’d put herself through, she could go for a couple of hours without slowing down.

Sweat began to bead at the base of her neck, slowly sliding down her back, darkening the fabric of her tight shirt as it clung even closer to her skin. The first layer of sweat was always welcome; it cooled and lubricated the muscles.

On her wrist, the watch showed over a hundred fifty beats per minute. She was going fast, but she had it under control. Her breathing held a steady rhythm: two inhalations, one exhalation. Her mind was focused on her body, on the effort, on the sweat beginning to bead on her forehead and slide toward her eyebrows. She wiped it away with the back of her hand and kept running. She never stopped to rest.

Since she’d started running, her body had changed for the better. It wasn’t perfect, but the discipline kept her lean and toned. She ran to stay in shape; the gym, which she hit three times a week, did the rest.

The last stretch, a long uphill climb, was always the hardest. Her legs felt heavy, her chest burned, her lungs seared with each gulp of air. But Cristina didn’t stop until she reached the exact spot where she ended her run every afternoon.

With one last effort, she stopped short, bending forward, hands on her knees. Her heart pounded hard, hammering against her ribs as if trying to escape her chest. A hundred sixty-five beats. She saw it on the watch screen, blinking red, marking maximum effort. She didn’t care. It was exactly what she was after.

Inhale. Exhale. Her breathing was loud, deep, as if the air wasn’t enough. Her whole body glistened with sweat. She felt it sliding down her back, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone, running between her breasts. The heat had turned her skin into a slippery, sticky canvas, but nothing a long shower couldn’t fix.
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Cristina stepped out into the café lobby, breathing hard. He followed her. Being on display for everyone to see, looking like this—it was the last thing she needed on a shitty day like today. Cristina looked toward the glass doors leading to the street.

She brushed aside the hand he offered and shoved her hands into her jacket pockets, never breaking stride.

“Are you telling me you kept me waiting a whole hour looking like this because you wanted to swing by your place to change?” she snapped.

He raised an eyebrow and somehow managed to look both dignified and offended at the same time.

“Look, sweetheart… The way you're dressed… I think I did the right thing putting on a suit. If I hadn't, we'd look like a pimp and his little whore. I think you went overboard with that outfit. You could pass for a hooker.”

Cristina crossed her arms over her chest, trying to hide her cleavage.

“If I look like a whore, it's only because you insisted,” she hissed, and when she saw him flash a genuine smile, she realized he'd gotten exactly what he wanted. “I put on this little number because you asked me to. And it wasn't easy. How the hell am I supposed to get home without my husband catching me dressed like this? I'm getting tired of these twisted little games.”

“Honestly, babe, I never thought you'd actually show up like this. I thought you were just playing along. We can't go to the restaurant where I made reservations with you dressed like that. I don't want anyone to recognize me.”

“You're a clever one. What you really want is to take me back to your place and get my clothes off.”

He let out a dry laugh.

“You're right. Maybe you'd like to go now… I have a penthouse right on Castellana, with all the amenities. I'm telling you, we can't go anywhere decent. They'd kick us out.”

“Not a chance. I'm not in the mood.”

His face fell.

“You sure? We could relax in the jacuzzi…”

“Oh sure, why not? My husband is starting to suspect I'm not the virginal wife he thought I was, and what I really feel like doing is getting in a tub with you. Give me a break…”

“I'd open a bottle of champagne… And it's not a tub, it's a jacuzzi.”

Cristina passed a shop window where she caught her reflection and ignored the comment. The truth was, she did look like a whore. A high-class whore, but a whore all the same. She wondered when she'd decided to dress like this. And the worst part was that bitch Adela, the HR Manager, had caught her.

How embarrassing! She was going to be the talk of the company. She had no doubt about that. Adela had caught her coming out of the bathroom in the latex mini dress he'd sent her. When she rushed past the elevator, she ran right into Adela, practically bowling her over. Adela seemed to scan her from head to toe, and Cristina sensed animosity. Fucking jealousy, she told herself.

“Good afternoon, Cristina. Where are you off to all… 'dressed up'? Today's Wednesday. Looks like it's Saturday night and you're on the prowl.”

Cristina gave her an ironic smile.

“Good afternoon, Adela. How was your day?”

Her boss rewarded her with her most forced smile.

“Can't complain. Well, I could, but that wouldn't help solve anything, so I'd better not say anything.” She eyed her through narrowed lids. “You look stunning, dear. You must have plans with your husband, I suppose…”

Cristina tugged at her neckline to show a bit less than what she'd planned to show at dinner, but right here, right now, she felt uncomfortable.

“I noticed this morning you were late again. You shouldn't make a habit of it. You know that kind of thing reflects badly on you.”

Adela in gossipy boss mode. It annoyed Cristina that Adela might have been gossiping about her with Leonor, the payroll clerk. Obviously, Leonor had been the one to tip her off about the tardiness, since Adela always arrived later herself. Perks of being the boss, she'd say. Cristina thought about snapping back at her, but decided it was worth playing along with studied cynicism a bit longer. In the blink of an eye, her face softened and she put on the adorable, conspiratorial expression she'd used so many times before.

“It's just that last night was intense… You know… I'll tell you about it another time. I'm late for my date… with my husband.”

The disappointment on Adela's face let Cristina savor her small victory. Adela looked like she was having a stroke or something worse. She was clearly dying to know the most sordid details of what had happened. Her eyes traveled from Cristina's lips to her outrageous cleavage to her extremely short skirt. The dress was so tiny that if she pulled it up, it left her thighs completely bare, and if she pulled it down, the neckline dropped low enough to practically show her nipples.

“Where are you going, then? Wait, don't tell me. You scored last night and today you want to seal the deal. Are you two celebrating something special? I'm surprised you're going out so much during the week.”

Cristina frowned as the elevator doors finally opened—the thing had taken forever to arrive.

“So I guess I’m predictable...”

“I don’t know...” Adela said, her tone dripping with irony. “Just a hunch. It’s just that you look...”

“Spectacular?”

“Well yes, that too.”

“But?”

“No buts. Maybe... a bit much for my taste. But spectacular, when all’s said and done.”

“Thanks, honey...” Cristina replied, stepping into the elevator, eager to get away from that viper. “Sorry Adela, but I’m running late.”

She forced a smile.

“Don’t worry, we’ll have time to catch up. Good luck...”

When she reached the lobby, she hurried toward the taxi stand across the street, picking up her pace when she saw only one cab left.

Thinking back on it now, she was more aware of the hints Adela had dropped. She’d better brace herself for the gossip...

But now she was here, and there was no turning back. He took her gently by the shoulder and guided her toward the main door.

“I’ve also got ecstasy and... some coke,” he said casually, though he’d lowered his voice so no one nearby could hear. “You need to relax, sweetheart.”

“Don’t be an idiot, damn it,” Cristina said with a wry smile as she handed him the folder with the files. “I don’t think this is the time to be hitting on me.”

“It’s always a good time for that,” he insisted. “I know it seems hard right now, but we’ll make sure everything works out, you’ll see. First thing you need to do is relax and stop obsessing over this.”

“I’m not obsessing, but my boss hates me, and she could audit me any day now. And I’m not exactly innocent.” Her voice cracked again.

“Well, I insist you come to my penthouse.” He stopped her and looked her in the eyes.

Thinking about the jacuzzi, she felt a tingle low in her belly. Besides, he claimed to have substances that would help her relax. She started to waver.

He smiled knowingly.

“You should open your own firm and leave the company. If you showed up to work dressed like that, you’d have clients lined up out the door. Think about it.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” she said, pretending to be angry. “Besides, I’m not complaining about the job I have. Come on, let’s go before I change my mind.”

Things started out calm. Just as he’d promised, he gave her a couple of ecstasy pills that Cristina took without giving it much thought. She wasn’t used to drinking, but she poured herself a glass of champagne anyway. Before long, she felt it going to her head. But the numbing sensation from the combination of drug and alcohol produced a strange relaxation that she liked.

This man was a subtle seducer, the kind who won you over with luxury instead of promises. His penthouse in the heart of the city was a magnet for nights like this. She knew she was desired, and she wanted it. God, did she want it. With her toned body, curves that defied gravity, and a laugh that filled rooms, she accepted what she knew was coming without overthinking it. Since the party, he’d been persistent and attentive, and this invitation smelled like more than just a simple bath.

“Welcome to paradise,” he said, guiding her toward the terrace.

“Not doing too badly for yourself, are you?” she said, looking around.

“Can’t complain.”

The air was warm, but fortunately the evening breeze took the edge off. They sat on wicker sofas, with the city spread out at their feet.

Cristina wasn’t much of a drinker, but that night the champagne flowed freely. One bottle became two, then three. The alcohol flushed her cheeks pink and loosened her tongue, making her anecdotes racier, her touches more casual. He watched her, fascinated, his eyes drawn to her breasts, nearly spilling out of her neckline. He noticed how the skirt pulled tight against her thighs when she crossed her legs. She’d put on garters that were perfectly visible—the latex dress he’d given her was that short.

Cristina felt weightless, as if the entire penthouse were spinning in a slow dance. The night’s heat clung to her skin, and sweat glistened on her cleavage. Ever attentive to details, he pointed to the corner of the terrace: the jacuzzi, a nest of bubbles glowing under blue lights, steaming and inviting.

“We should take a dip,” he suggested. “No one can see us up here.”

Cristina blinked, the alcohol clouding what few inhibitions she had. She stood up with a playful wobble, glass still in hand. “I’m up for it!” she exclaimed, and without another word, she brought her hands to the top of her dress and pulled it down, revealing her braless breasts, then the soft curve of her belly. There was no shame in her movements; the alcohol had stripped away what little modesty she had, turning her into a completely uninhibited woman. The garment fell at her feet and she kicked it aside with a drunken laugh. She stood there in her black lingerie set and thigh-high stockings. Her skin, golden from the tan she was getting in the mountains, glowed under the terrace lights; her nipples stood hard and aroused in the night air.

He held his breath, his gaze devouring her openly. But Cristina didn’t stop. Slipping off her skirt, she stumbled and tumbled onto the sofa with a soft thud. Her bare breasts swayed freely. Her panties followed suit, sliding down her thighs to the floor. Completely naked, she rose with intoxicating confidence. She was completely bare down below—courtesy of a little waxing session with Adriana. Flirtatiously, she sauntered across the terrace, hips swaying, knowing he couldn’t take his eyes off her. Her bare feet padded across the warm floor and patches of artificial grass. Her ass swayed with each step. She brushed past him, her shoulder grazing his in a move that was pure provocation.

“The water’s calling me,” she murmured, turning to face him directly, making no move to cover herself. Her full lips curved into a mischievous smile, and her glassy, alcohol-hazed eyes beckoned him without a word.

She approached the jacuzzi, dipping one foot in, then the other, moaning with pleasure as the hot water enveloped her up to her waist. She leaned back against the edge, her tits floating on the foamy surface, droplets sliding down her neck.

“Come on,” she said, splashing playfully. “The water’s perfect... and so am I.”

Still standing at the edge, he unbuttoned his shirt with deliberate slowness, hypnotized by the way droplets slid down her body, tracing glistening trails before disappearing into the swirl of foam.

“Get in with me,” Cristina insisted, her voice a drunken purr as she reached toward him with a wet hand. Her fingers brushed his thigh in a fleeting touch.

Just then, the doorbell shattered the night’s stillness like an unwelcome intruder. A sharp, insistent buzz that cut through the promise-laden air. He frowned, glancing at the wall clock visible from the terrace: past midnight.

“Who the fuck...?” he murmured, hastily buttoning his shirt back up. Cristina cracked one eye open, lazy and unbothered.

“Ignore it,” she suggested with a languid smile, splashing the water playfully to lure him back. But the doorbell rang again, more insistent.

With a resigned sigh, he headed inside, leaving Cristina alone in her own little aquatic Eden. He crossed the living room and opened the door. There stood Marcos, his lifelong friend, bottle of gin in hand and wearing his perpetually apologetic expression. Tall, with three days’ worth of stubble that gave him an air of studied carelessness, Marcos was the type of friend who showed up unannounced when you least expected it.

“Sorry, I forgot my phone at home and... well, I saw the light on your terrace from the parking lot. Thought maybe you were alone and could use some company. Brought this to make up for the intrusion.”

He let out a low laugh, but his mind was already flying back to what he’d left in the jacuzzi.

“Not the night for surprise visits,” he said, but Marcos was already walking into the living room.

“You’re not alone?” Before he could answer, a bright laugh floated in from the terrace, followed by a playful splash. Marcos’s eyes lit up with mischievous curiosity.

Cristina, oblivious to what was happening at the door—or perhaps tempted by it—decided the night wasn’t meant for pauses. The alcohol and pills had turned her into an amplified version of herself: bold, unfiltered, a woman who held nothing back. She rose from the jacuzzi with water cascading off her naked skin, beading like liquid jewels. Her breasts stood proud, nipples hardened by the cool air; her soft belly contracted slightly as she straightened, and between her thighs, she glistened with arousal. She didn’t bother with a towel or robe. Instead, she walked toward the living room with deliberately slow steps, her firm, taut ass swaying rhythmically.

She entered the living room as if strutting down a private runway, completely naked, her body on full display without a hint of shame. The alcohol had unleashed her, turning any remaining modesty into fuel for provocation.

“Hey, who’s interrupting our party?” she exclaimed, her voice thick with suggestion, stopping at the threshold. Her glassy, playful eyes swept the scene: her lover with his shirt half-buttoned, and Marcos, frozen with the bottle in hand, mouth hanging open in a mix of surprise and desire as his gaze traveled over her from head to toe.

Marcos blinked, unable to look away. “Fuck... hello,” he stammered, his gaze inevitably traveling down Cristina’s body: the full breasts that swayed with her breathing, the curve of her hips, the smooth mound that invited all manner of sin. She didn’t flinch; on the contrary, she approached with a seductive smile, offering her hand as if at a formal reception.

“Cristina. And you are...?” Water dripped from her skin to the floor, forming tiny puddles, and the air immediately thickened with palpable electricity. Marcos took her hand, feeling the wet heat of her palm, and stammered his name as his pulse quickened.

“This is Marcos, a good friend,” he said, regaining control of the situation with a nervous laugh. 

Cristina, without releasing Marcos’s hand, spun theatrically, letting the terrace lights illuminate every inch of her nakedness.

“Well, since you’re here... you joining us in the jacuzzi or what? The night is young, and I... I’m open to whatever you guys can think of.”

Marcos swallowed hard, the bottle of gin forgotten in his hand. The terrace, the penthouse, the entire city seemed to hold its breath. Cristina, radiant, had already decided: shame was for sober days.

Leaning against the bar with his arms crossed, he watched the scene with a smile that was half protective, half complicit. He knew his chemical and alcoholic “aids” had completely loosened Cristina up, and in her drunken eyes he caught a genuine fire—a tacit “yes” to the night’s madness.

“Looks like the surprise visit has livened up the party,” he commented, his tone playful. He poured himself a glass of the gin Marcos had brought, offering one to his friend, but neither man moved. They were caught in her spell.

Cristina, feeling the weight of their gazes like invisible caresses, let out a throaty laugh. She grabbed the champagne bottle and took a long swig straight from it, letting some of the liquid escape her mouth. She was spinning in a drunken haze where everything became clear: she wanted more. Much more. She ran a hand over her belly, descending brazenly until she brushed the mound between her thighs, a gesture that made Marcos swallow hard.

She stood between the two men like a drunken goddess, completely naked, her body gleaming under the lights: her breasts rising with each ragged breath, her nipples hardened like dark stones begging to be touched, licked, or bitten; her soft belly curving toward the perfectly waxed triangle between her thighs, where the bare skin shone with an almost sinful smoothness, beckoning them toward forbidden exploration. The champagne had stripped away every barrier, turning her into a torrent of pure desire, her glassy eyes dancing between the two men.

He felt heat rising up his neck, his cock stiffening at her unbridled audacity.

Cristina, feeling that magnetic power radiating from her, stepped closer, brushing against his crotch in a deliberate caress. She reached out, tracing the line of his bulge with her fingertip, then slowly trailing up his belly and chest along the edge of his unbuttoned shirt.

“Before we dive into this... the three of us, tangled up, sweating, fucking like animals...” she murmured in a low, velvety purr, thick with alcohol but charged with a sensuality that made the air thicken even more. “I want you to know a secret. Something I did, thinking of you. Of tonight.”

She paused, tilting her head with a wolfish smile, her full lips parted as if already savoring the pleasure to come. Her fingers descended further, grazing the growing bulge in his pants, a fleeting touch that made him hold his breath. Marcos, hypnotized, leaned slightly forward, drawn by the spell. Cristina turned slightly, displaying her body shamelessly: the arch of her back, the generous curve of her ass, and there, between her parted thighs, that impeccable smoothness, the waxed skin gleaming like freshly woven silk, without a single trace of hair—just a naked invitation to touch, to kiss, to taste.

“You see, when I confirmed our date, I was... in the bathroom, with the sun filtering through the window...” she began, her voice thick with alcohol, while her hands slid over her body, recreating the ritual with agonizing slowness. “I was bored, and I thought of you. Of how you’d look at me if you saw me like this, all clean and smooth, ready for you.” Her fingers traced an imaginary path down her belly, stopping just above her hairless mound, sensitive and bare. “I know men like it this way. Maybe it’s a fetish of yours, getting excited by that childlike look.”

“But the important thing is, I spread my legs, and since I was so horny, I started touching myself. Then I shaved everything. And when I say everything, I mean everything. My ass crack too. It’s smooth as a baby’s bottom.”

She moved her fingers again, sliding them over her pussy, grazing her swollen lips. She let out a soft moan as the touch made her tremble.

Her eyes locked onto her lover’s, dark with desire, and she reached out toward Marcos, inviting him to join.

His voice hoarse with restraint, he pulled her toward him, finally slipping his hand between her legs. Marcos stood up, joining them.

“You’re right, it’s very smooth.”

“Come on,” she murmured. “I’m so hot the jacuzzi feels cold compared to me.”

Her eyes, defiant and heavy with drink, settled first on him—her host, the one who had invited her to this moment of passion—and then on Marcos, the lucky intruder.

“I’m serious,” she continued. “I’m completely drunk, yes, but that only means there are no barriers. None. Why don’t you forget about the drinks and... have a threesome? The three of us in the jacuzzi. Me, you two... exploring. Touching me, fucking me until I burst, you know.” The words escaped her and she laughed again.

Marcos was the first to react, setting his glass on the table, his hands trembling slightly as they settled on Cristina’s naked hips.

“Are you sure? This is...” But his words were drowned out when she pressed against him. The other man approached from behind, pinching her nipples hard.

“If that’s what you want...” he murmured in Cristina’s ear.

She turned her head, capturing his lips in a hungry, messy kiss, the taste of champagne still on her tongue mixing with the gin he had drunk. Then, without letting go of Marcos, she stared at him intently, her fingers toying with the button of his pants. “Yes,” she exhaled, her drunken world narrowing to that single moment. “I want a threesome. I want you both to fuck me.”

The night unfolded like a map of unexplored pleasures. Would they plunge into the jacuzzi, with the water bearing witness to their surrender? Or would the living room, with its wide sofas, become the stage where passion would be unleashed? Cristina, drunk on lust, could no longer tell good from bad, or excess from prudence.

Cristina’s kisses with the two men were a wildfire: tongues tangling, teeth clashing with urgency. She moaned against his mouth while her fingers fumbled with Marcos’s belt, unbuckling it with anxious clumsiness.

“Fuck, yes... I want your cock inside me, both of you at once, until you split me in two,” she said, breaking the kiss to look at them both. Her eyes were bloodshot.

Marcos, breathing hard, needed no further invitation. His hands dug into Cristina’s ass as he pushed her toward the living room sofa. Cristina dropped to her knees on the carpet, her skin still wet from the jacuzzi. She unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his rock-hard cock. She swallowed it whole, lips stretched wide, tongue swirling around the swollen head, sucking with primitive hunger.

The other man stripped in seconds behind her, his cock brushing against her back.

“Look at you, a drunk slut begging for cock. We’re going to fill you until you overflow,” he murmured, kneeling and spreading her ass cheeks. His fingers plunged into her soaked pussy, two at once, pumping in and out until she arched and moaned.

“Fuck, yes! Stick it in me now, fuck me while I suck this guy off...”

The living room smelled of sex, sweat, chlorine, and the sweet musk of arousal.

One of them tangled his hands in Cristina’s wet hair and began fucking her mouth with deep thrusts, the wet sounds from her throat obscenely loud. She gagged. Saliva dripped down her chin, but she didn’t stop—she pushed her head forward, wanting more, her tits swaying with each gag. Marcos, from behind, pulled out his dripping fingers and lined up his cock with her pussy, burying himself to the hilt in one thrust. He fucked her mercilessly. The sofa creaked beneath them. His thrusts were so deep his balls slapped against her swollen clit.

But Cristina wanted more—she needed it desperately. Between gasps and gags, she spit out the cock in her mouth just long enough to beg:

“Both of you... at the same time... I want them both at once. I want you to split my ass and pussy at the same time. Fill me with cock, you bastards.”

The men exchanged a wild look, and he pulled out, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. They repositioned on the sofa, Marcos lying back as Cristina straddled him, and he guided his cock to her slippery asshole.

“Sit down and ride, slut!” he ordered, spitting in his hand to lube up Cristina’s tight asshole, and she obeyed, sinking down until her hips pressed against his, moaning like a bitch in heat.

The other lover positioned himself in front. “Relax... You’re going to feel both of us splitting you open.”

He pushed the tip in, slowly at first, but she, drunk and desperate, arched backward.

Cristina felt her asshole stretching around the battering ram pushing into her. She felt the deep heat of the cock sliding in inch by inch, the ring of muscle yielding with exquisite burning, until he was buried to the balls. All three were panting, united in a knot of sweaty flesh—one filling her from below, the other from the front, their cocks rubbing together with only the thin wall inside her between them. “God, fuck! You’re splitting me... harder, fuck me like animals.”

The rhythm became frantic, a coordinated movement that made the sofa tremble. Cristina screamed obscenities between moans: “Yes, fuck, like that! Fill me with cum, I want cum everywhere... I’m coming, I’m coming!”

Her orgasm shook her like an earthquake, her pussy contracting around Marcos’s cock, her ass squeezing the other cock to the limit. He was the first to lose control. He came with a roar, hot spurts flooding her insides, so much that when he pulled out, a white thread began to drip from her stretched hole.

Marcos didn’t take long to follow. He thrust three more times and exploded, filling her completely, cum overflowing with each stroke. Cristina, still trembling, sat up. Cum leaked from her holes, dripping onto his softening cock. But she wasn’t finished. Drunk with pleasure and riding the ecstasy, she stood up unsteadily on trembling legs and squatted over the chest of the one who had fucked her ass.

“I want more... fuck, look how I’m overflowing with your cum.” Both men’s cum mixed in her pussy, dripping thick and white onto his skin. But then, with a devilish smile, Cristina said: “And now... piss on me. Clean me off. Mark me as your whore.”

The men, still panting, hesitated. They exchanged glances and nodded without a word. They positioned themselves in front of her, aiming their warm streams at her tits, splashing her nipples. The piss was strong, salty, sliding down her belly to mix with the cum in her pussy. Marcos joined in, pissing against her clit, the stream mixing with the cum and her own juices. Cristina touched herself frantically, rubbing the mixture of sticky fluids over her skin, moaning as another orgasm tore through her, and her own stream joined the chaos.

Finally, exhausted, they collapsed in a tangle of sweaty limbs and fluids. Cristina, her body marked by cum, piss, and scratches, laughed between sobs of pleasure.

“The best fucking night of my life.”

After a brief pause to clean herself up, Cristina returned to the terrace and beckoned them to follow her to the bedroom. It was obvious she wanted to continue.

Marcos followed her and grabbed her hair, pulling back gently to expose her neck. He worked his way down slowly, kissing and biting her neck. While he licked her cleavage, the other lover wrapped his arms around her and attacked her nipples.

Both men were enjoying those gorgeous, delicious tits crowned by rock-hard nipples. She could feel herself getting wet again, her pussy starting to soak through. It was like pornographic choreography. Cristina surrendered to the kisses of those two men who lavished attention on her, pushing her to unexplored limits. All three were incredibly horny, giving in to their most extreme carnal instincts.

Cristina stood up, stepped back, tossed a cushion on the floor, and knelt in front of them. One of the lovers had just pulled his hand from between her legs, and when she saw how soaked she'd left it, she started laughing and telling them how horny she was.

“It's not piss, honey. I'm so horny I'm going to be dripping all night. I'm going to leave your little love nest a complete mess.”

Kneeling like that, she began kissing his cock, sucking it, then devouring it with a brutal blowjob.

Marcos knelt behind Cristina and drove his cock into her. He started fucking her, and with each of his thrusts, Cristina took the other cock deeper into her throat.

Marcos, in a show of strength, picked her up and laid her on the bed. The two lovers lay down beside her, kissing her mouth and caressing her entire body. They kissed her neck, her chest, played with her tits, their lips and tongues working her rock-hard nipples. They moved down her belly, and when they reached her mound, they jockeyed for position between her legs. Spreading them wide, they buried their faces between her thighs and began eating her pussy. It was soaked, salty, and delicious. Their tongues circled her clit while their fingers played with her lips.

The two men alternated in perfect sync while she moaned uncontrollably. After a good while eating her out, Marcos pulled away and grabbed his phone. He started recording the scene as it gradually grew more extreme.

Marcos set the phone on the nightstand, angled toward the bed, then lay down and asked her to sit on his cock and fuck him. Cristina obeyed and started riding him.

The other man watched, his cock hard again, and positioned himself behind her. Pushing her down so she'd lie on top of Marcos, he started playing with her ass. He spit in his hand for lube and began sliding a finger in slowly while she impaled herself on Marcos's cock. She moaned and begged for more, so he slipped two fingers in. When both fingers were gliding in and out of her ass easily, he spit on her hole and, positioning himself at just the right angle, began to enter her. Suddenly, with a scream of pleasure, Cristina pushed back, taking his cock all the way to the base. They fucked her like that for a while. Cristina was in a trance, moaning, sighing—her sighs almost sobs. It was a monumental fuck, and Marcos was recording everything so he could relive it. Clearly, Cristina was turned on by the idea of being recorded like a porn star.

That double penetration ended with three simultaneous orgasms. Their bodies collapsed, completely limp, onto the sheets. For a few minutes, only their ragged breathing could be heard. Their bodies were sweaty. Cum from both men leaked from between Cristina's legs as she lay there, barely able to move.

“Fuck! You guys delivered!” she said, laughing. “I'll never forget this night. I've lost count of how many times I came—I must be dehydrated.”

The penthouse reeked of raw sex, and the city below kept shining, oblivious to the private inferno that had just played out on that rooftop.

The black latex dress lay crumpled on the floor. She started getting dressed, her body aching. Dried cum stained the inside of her thighs. The dress felt sticky and stretched out. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her nipples, raw from all the attention, rubbed against the fabric with every breath—sensitive and swollen from the mouths and fingers that had spent hours devouring them.

She stopped in the deserted lobby. The night doorman looked at her a second too long but said nothing. Cristina caught her reflection in the mirror by the elevators: hair disheveled, makeup smeared under her eyes, lips swollen and red from kisses and cocks. She smelled of sex, cheap cologne, and her own desire. If she got home like this, Quique would smell it. He'd see it. He'd know everything the moment she walked through the door.

She couldn't go back dressed like that. She couldn't walk into the bedroom that way. Quique wasn't stupid. He'd already been suspicious since the barbecue and after the party at Fernando's, and if she came home looking like this, she'd have no excuse.

A threesome. She'd just had a threesome—two cocks at once, one in her ass and one in her pussy, taking turns until she'd lost count of how many times she came.

He stepped out of the elevator behind her, calm and unhurried. He approached and wrapped an arm possessively around her waist.

“I can't go home like this,” she said, kissing his neck. “I smell like sex, and this dress… If my husband saw me, he'd figure it all out.”

He pulled back slightly and looked at her.

“I told you before. You look like a whore.”

“I know. But I don't have anything to change into—I left my clothes at the office. And if I show up smelling like sex and looking like this…”

He gave her that slow, confident smile—the one that had convinced her to come up to his place.

“Tell your husband you've had too much to drink and don't want to drive. Stay here. Or go sleep at your Madrid apartment. But don't go home smelling like someone else's cock.”

Cris pulled her phone from her purse. The screen lit up—past three in the morning.

She felt a stab of fear in her chest, but also a treacherous heat between her legs. The memory of those two cocks inside her at the same time, alternating, filling her to the limit, made her squeeze her thighs together.

He pressed against her back, his hand sliding down her belly until it grazed her pussy.

“Send him a message. Tell him you're fine, but you don't want to drive after drinking. That's probably your best bet. He'll probably get mad, but better that than getting caught.”

Cristina opened WhatsApp with trembling fingers. She typed:

“Honey, I've had too much to drink at the company dinner. I don't want to drive like this. I'm staying here. I'll tell you about it tomorrow. I love you. Don't worry.”

She hit send before she could regret it.

“Very believable,” he said. “Your husband has no idea what his little wife gets up to in her free time.”

Cristina felt a shiver. Not from fear, but from something darker, more exciting. The humiliation turned her on. Knowing they'd recorded her giving in to lust, that Quique was sleeping peacefully thinking his wife was at a company dinner… all of it made her squeeze her thighs together again.

“Hey, be careful with that video your friend recorded,” she said, but her voice came out weak.

He laughed again.

“Relax, no one's going to see it. We want this getting out even less than you do. The video is mine. Just like you were tonight.”

He kissed her one last time, deep, pushing his tongue all the way in, reminding her who had fucked her twenty minutes ago. Then he turned and headed back to the elevator.

Cristina stood alone in the lobby. She looked at her phone: Quique had already responded.

“Okay, love. Take care. I'll pick you up tomorrow if you want. Rest. I love you.”

She felt a stab of guilt, but also a liquid heat between her legs. She touched herself over the dress. She was wet again. She thought about going back up for a second round, but held back. No. She had to leave.

She stepped outside. The cool early morning air hit her face. She hailed a taxi, got in the back seat, and gave the driver her address. On the ride over, she caught her reflection in the rearview mirror: her eyes were bright, her lips swollen, her hair disheveled. She smelled like sex. Like two men. Like betrayal.

She got home, paid the driver, and went inside. She headed upstairs, undressed in the bathroom, and stepped into the shower. The hot water washed away the dried cum from her thighs, the traces of bite marks on her neck, the smell of those two studs. But it didn't wash away the sensation. She sat on the shower floor, spread her legs, and masturbated slowly, remembering how they'd fucked her, taking turns, filling her until she couldn't take anymore. She came silently, biting her fist to keep from screaming.

When she got out, she wrapped herself in a bathrobe and lay down on the bed. Her phone vibrated again. A message.

“Sleep well, gorgeous. I put a little gift in your purse. Tomorrow, wear it under whatever you wear to the office. I want to imagine you sitting at your desk with my gift between your legs.

Kisses on your freshly fucked pussy.”

Cristina turned off her phone and ran to the small purse she'd carried that night. Inside was a little box similar to the one that had contained the dress. When she removed the wrapping paper, she saw a small black velvet case. She opened it ceremoniously, like someone expecting an engagement ring.

Inside, on the black satin lining, was a medium-sized steel piece with a heart-shaped base and a brilliant red gem embedded in it, sparkling like a ruby. She looked at it, confused. It was cold, heavy, beautiful… She stared at it as if it were an alien artifact.

Underneath, a handwritten card in elegant calligraphy:

“This is the beginning of many more gifts. The first time feels weird, but in two minutes your ass gets used to it and you start to like it. You leave it in all day. Every step, every time you sit down… you're going to feel it. And you're going to come home wet.

Cristina spread her legs and wet the jewel with saliva. She coated it carefully, then eased it into her ass. She felt a slight discomfort, though as he'd written, it soon transformed into a satisfying warmth. She closed her eyes. She was horny, but her pussy was so sensitive she decided not to masturbate again. The next day, she'd have a hangover—it would probably pass quickly—but the memories of that night would last. Would they do it again? Cristina, still drunk, already assumed they would.
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The next day, Cristina woke up early. Her body ached in all the right places: her thighs, her neck, her nipples, but especially between her legs and her ass. But instead of hiding under the sheets, she got up and got ready for the office. Luckily, she didn't have to see Adela, who was traveling in Barcelona. She left early and did something different: actually cooked.

When Quique got home, he was surprised to find Cristina preparing a full gourmet spread in the kitchen. She greeted him with an ice-cold glass of white wine.

“You left early, didn't you?” he asked, astonished.

“I felt like taking care of my hubby,” she said. “I didn't want you upset that I didn't come home last night.”

She'd woken up euphoric after the evening with those two guys. Seeing Quique standing there, with his calm demeanor and sincere eyes, she almost felt guilty for not feeling guilty. It was a strange feeling: she'd always despised cheaters, and now that she was the one who'd crossed that line, she didn't feel like she was betraying Quique. She'd simply gone looking for something he could no longer give her.

Cristina wore a white apron over a light summer dress, her hair up in a high bun, feet bare. She smiled as if the night before had been a quiet dinner with girlfriends and not a wild threesome.

“Good morning, love,” she said, moving in to kiss him on the lips. A long, affectionate kiss, her hands cradling the back of his neck. “Sit down, everything's ready.”

Quique melted into the kiss, wrapping his arms around her waist. He sat down, still wearing his tie, and looked at the table with a mix of surprise and tenderness.

“Wow… what are we celebrating?”

Cristina sat across from him, serving him a vichyssoise with almonds and homemade croutons.

“Nothing. Just that I love you and I'm sorry I didn't come home last night.” She lowered her gaze for a second, feigning embarrassment. “I drank more than I should have at dinner. The girls insisted I stay over and not drive. And honestly, I didn't want to drive like that. I'm really sorry.”

Quique tasted the soup, watching her. There was no reproach in his expression, just that tense calm he'd been carrying like a burden since the barbecue with Ricardo and Adriana.

“It's okay, Cris. I'm glad you didn't drive. By the way, this is amazing…”

She reached across the table and laced her fingers through his.

“You're the best. Thank you for not being upset. I feel terrible for leaving you alone.”

Quique smiled, squeezing her hand.

“I'm not upset. I was just a little worried. But it's fine now. Tell me, how was dinner?”

Cris let out a soft laugh.

“Good… boring at first. Lots of posturing, as always. You know I hate all that corporate jargon: 'feedback,' 'meeting,' 'staff,' 'brainstorming,' 'target,' 'deadline,' 'know-how.' It drives me crazy! Then things picked up with the wine and we ended up at a pub for drinks. We danced a bit, chatted… the usual. Nothing special.”

She pulled an osso buco from the oven that smelled absolutely incredible.

Quique cut himself a piece, chewing slowly.

“My God, Cris… This melts like butter. This is incredible,” he said, visibly surprised.

“We talked about summer vacation afterward.” Cristina leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. “And speaking of that… what do you say we go to Greece this year? Santorini, maybe. Or Crete. Somewhere with beaches and sun. Just us. You and me. Like when we first got together. Time's running out, and we don't have anything planned. If we wait until the last minute, it's going to cost a fortune.”

Quique set down his fork, looking at her intently. He liked the idea. A lot. He imagined Cris in a bikini, stretched out on a white sand beach, the sun turning her golden, him kissing her salty skin, fucking her in a hotel room overlooking the Aegean Sea.

“I love that idea,” he said sincerely. “Greece sounds perfect. Santorini has those hotels with infinity pools. But it'll be crazy expensive.”

Cris smiled, her eyes bright. “I don't give a damn, honey. That's why we work like mules the rest of the year. Private terrace… I like the sound of that. I'd fuck you there every night. And in the morning. And at noon, if the mood strikes.”

Quique burst out laughing, feeling himself getting hard just from the image.

“You're impossible.”

“I'm yours,” she corrected, getting up to sit on his lap. She wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him slowly. “And I want this summer to be ours. No distractions. Just you and me, fucking like crazy, drinking Greek wine, and sleeping in.”

Quique wrapped his arms around her waist, burying his face in her neck. She smelled like herself, like home, like normalcy. For a moment, the suspicion vanished. It was just the two of them, in the sunny kitchen, talking about vacation like any couple.

Cristina pulled back a little to look him in the eyes.

“I love you, Quique. So much. I’m sorry about last night. It won’t happen again.”

He kissed her on the forehead.

“It’s okay.”

But as she got up to clear the table, Quique felt something was off. The way Cristina was apologizing—it wasn’t like her. Something about her reaction didn’t sit right, and it wasn’t paranoia. It was intuition.

Still, he said nothing. He hugged her from behind while she washed the dishes, kissing her neck.

In her imagination, she saw herself again, giving herself to those two studs. Surrendering to them—the men who had made her come like never before in her life.

“Do you think you could do the shopping tomorrow on your way back from the office? I made a list.”

“No problem,” Quique told her, forgetting the little red light that had flashed in his head for an instant. “I’ll stop by Brico-King to pick up a bulb. The one in the entryway burned out.”
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She was thinking about him. The entire drive to the house in the mountains. And on the gravel path under that scorching sun while she ran, she couldn’t stop thinking about that night. During the hot shower, while she waited for the hair mask to set and then the face mask, and afterward, for several hours on the lounge chair waiting for Quique to arrive.

She looked around. Quique still hadn’t cleaned the grill. He always said he didn’t spend enough time there to turn their summer getaway into some kind of chore, keeping everything in perfect magazine order. The point of the house was to relax, not to work on it more than they did at the Madrid apartment.

During the long wait, she thought about the other one, who hadn’t called her despite saying he would. That abandonment felt sadder and more painful as the hours passed in solitude.

That doubt was worse than the laziness of not expecting much from life. It was wanting something and being unable to convince herself there was even the slightest chance that what she’d been longing for might actually happen. But after more than a week of silence, she no longer knew what to expect.

The days passed instead. She kept turning her phone off and on in case the messages weren’t coming through. After a week, she even stopped jumping every time it rang. It was as if their lives continued without each other. The new and strange became normal, unchanging on the surface, and there she was now, on a Monday afternoon, staring at nothing, waiting for Quique to finally show up. To be fair, he had to finish preparing a complicated case to defend in court the next day, and since he hadn’t wanted to work all weekend, he had no choice but to stay at the office.

She got up and grabbed her phone from the side table. She dropped back onto the lounge chair. She noticed the ground was still warm from the sun despite the heavy blanket of night already falling. Out on the street, the dogs began their nightly chorus of barking that inevitably started at sunset.

She unlocked her phone and brushed a moth away from the fluorescent glow of the screen while checking social media again. Nothing. It was as if she had ceased to exist for the world.

The last entry on Telegram was still the same. Apparently, he hadn’t logged back in. She scrolled through the icons on her screen and opened WhatsApp. Reading the date of his last entry, it was obvious he had been online there.

A warm breeze carried the scent of the forest from the street and stirred her hair. She put it up in a bun. She thought about writing to him, about breaking the silence that was suffocating her.

“You can’t, it’s too obvious. Wait for him to be the first to break it,” she thought, summoning whatever femme fatale energy she had left.

But she couldn’t resist the temptation. She went back to Telegram. His number was still there, at the top of her favorites list, where she’d saved it under a woman’s name so it wouldn’t be so obvious. The waiting was driving her crazy—to the point where deleting him seemed like a tragic final step that might make him react.

She hovered her thumb over the screen.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she typed. She stared at the sentence for a moment, then deleted it.

“Want to repeat what we did the other day? I think the three of us had a good time,” she typed. It seemed like a good message. It made clear what she was asking, but it was casual and didn’t seem too desperate. Yet the more she studied the words, the stranger she felt about the informality of that promise—the one that was starting to obsess her.

She deleted the question, took a deep breath, and typed again: “Heyyyy.”

“Heyyyy?” she said aloud, annoyed with herself.

She couldn’t send him a message that just said “Heyyyy.”

When the phone vibrated on the terrace table, her heart skipped a beat. She grabbed it with anxious fingers.

It was a message, but from Quique. She felt a stab of disappointment.

“I’ll be late tonight, love. We still have a while to get everything ready. Can you pack my suitcase, please? Sorry. I love you. Kisses.”

Cristina dropped the phone as if it were burning. Frustration rose in her throat like bile. It wasn’t anger at Quique—he wasn’t to blame—it was rage at herself. Rage for waiting for another man like a teenager, rage for feeling alone in that huge house, and above all, rage for having let that man get so far under her skin.

She got up, opened the bedroom closet, and started packing the suitcase mechanically. Ironed shirts, suits on covered hangers, ties carefully folded, the toiletry bag... Everything perfect, as always. But as she folded the socks, her frustration grew.

She wanted to text him, ask him to come get her so she wouldn't have to spend the week there alone, but she pushed the idea out of her head before opening WhatsApp. No. She wasn't some weak, frightened woman. She wasn't the type to complain, even though it pissed her off more and more that her phone stayed silent, no message from him.

She sat on the bed, the suitcase open and half-packed beside her. She looked at her reflection in the closet mirror. She touched her neck, where no trace remained of that night with those two animals. But she felt it. She felt everything: the guilt, the desire, the anxiety of not knowing if he'd write again.

She closed the suitcase with a sharp snap. She got up, went to the bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror above the sink. She washed her face with cold water, brushed her teeth, put on moisturizer. Routine. Control. She wasn't the type to fall apart.

She went back to the living room, grabbed her phone, and texted Quique: “Drive carefully tomorrow, love. I love you so much. Call me when you get to Seville.”

She hit send. Then she switched to Telegram. She scrolled through the old messages. Nothing new. The cursor blinked in the text box. She started to type, but deleted everything again.

She left the phone face down on the table. She went to the kitchen, opened a bottle of red wine they'd bought on their last trip to Ribera del Duero, and poured herself a generous glass. She sat on the porch, looking at the dark pool under the moon. The silence of the sierra was absolute, broken only by the occasional distant bark.

She took a long sip. The wine went down warm, bitter. She thought about Quique arriving late, tired, kissing her forehead before bed. She thought about the wild sex with those two men. How they'd taken her at the same time while biting her nipples. She remembered the heat of their piss on her body. And she thought about herself: the woman capable of packing the perfect suitcase for her husband while waiting for a message from her lover. The woman who felt alone in a house she loved, but who also felt alive when she crossed lines she shouldn't cross.

She finished the glass. Poured herself another.

She wasn't a weak woman. She wasn't going to text him. On the contrary, she'd probably ignore his next message. She was going to make him suffer.

She stayed on the porch until the wine ran out and the cool night air forced her inside.

She was wearing a baggy Rolling Stones t-shirt and cotton panties. She walked barefoot across the warm wooden floor.

“Bastard,” she murmured to herself, setting the glass on the counter. She flopped onto the bed, legs crossed, and opened the laptop on her knees. The screen lit her face with a bluish glow, casting shadows that accentuated the lines of fatigue around her mouth. No emails from the office either. Better.

But then, inevitably, her mind drifted back to that night of wild sex. Sitting there with the balcony doors open, the murmur of the street drifting in, she thought about him again. A man full of resentment, that's what he was—probably a failed marriage that had left him broken.

She turned off the light and stepped out onto the balcony to smoke a cigarette under the indifferent stars. The sierra seemed to sleep. She leaned against the wrought iron railing. But her mind... fuck, her mind wasn't there. It was with that lover who was driving her crazy.

She had to admit, despite his age, he was hot. The classic textbook bad boy who smelled of tobacco, with that cockiness that came from experience—it showed in his crooked smiles and cutting remarks. Tall, a bit broad-shouldered. She'd seen him in action. Fuck, had she ever. He was the kind of man who made you hate him and want him at the same time, the kind who fucked you with his eyes before he even opened his mouth. And in the stillness of the house, with the silence gnawing at her insides, it pissed her off. It pissed her off how her body reacted to him, how her nipples hardened and her pussy throbbed thinking about him and that night.

She bit her lower lip, heat rising through her belly. Beneath that cockiness and arrogance was a man who turned her on, an animal she wanted to tame... or who would tame her. She closed her eyes and let herself fantasize. She was wet, and she was alone. She imagined his cock: huge—fuck, she was really getting into it now.

She pictured it thick, with a swollen head that would split her in two if he shoved it inside her. She saw it in her mind, springing free from his pants, dripping. The heat between her thighs intensified, a wet pulse that made her spread her legs. It pissed her off, but she was getting turned on.

She yanked off her t-shirt in one motion, her breasts bouncing free—medium-sized and firm, dark nipples already stiff from the cool air—leaving her in nothing but cotton panties, soaked through at the center from her growing arousal. She looked at herself in the full-length mirror, her silhouette outlined against the streetlight: curves that still made any man stop and stare.

She lay back on the bed, the cool sheets against her bare back, and let the image of him invade her. She imagined him on top of her in the deserted police station, pushing her against the desk. “Take off your panties, slut. Show me that wet pussy you have for me.”

Her hands moved on their own, brushing her nipples first: a gentle pinch, then harder, pulling until a moan escaped her. Pleasure shot through her like lightning, racing down her belly and pooling in her swollen clit beneath the damp fabric. She slid a hand inside her panties, fingers finding the slippery wetness: first a slow, torturous circle over her clit, imagining his rough tongue licking her there, devouring her like his last meal. “Fuck, yes... suck me.” Her hips arched involuntarily, her index finger plunging into her entrance now, just one at first, feeling the inner walls clench around it, hot and eager.

But it wasn’t enough. Not with him in her head. She pulled her hand out, glistening with her juices, and opened the drawer beneath the closet, her hand trembling. There it was, hidden from Quique, hidden from everyone: the enormous dildo, her private vice, a black silicone monster twelve inches long, thick as a beer can, with simulated veins that made it look real, alive. She’d bought it on impulse, thinking of lonely nights spent getting off to bad men—the kind who promised to break you without mercy, the kind she liked. She coated it with saliva first, spitting on it and spreading the shine with her hand, imagining it was his cock, hard and throbbing. “Look at it, Cris... this cock is for you. To fuck you until you burst.” She pulled off her panties, spreading her legs on the bed, knees bent, exposing herself to the air.

She started slowly, as always: the latex tip teasing her outer lips, parting them carefully, pressing against her clit in wide circles that made her gasp. The size intimidated her even now, drunk with desire, but that was part of the thrill: the stretch, the edge of pain that melted into pleasure. She pushed the tip inside, just a few inches, feeling her pussy yield, wrapping it in a tight, wet embrace. “Ah... yes, you bastard, put it in me slowly at first.” Her hips moved on their own, an instinctive rocking that sank the toy deeper, inch by inch, until half of it was inside, filling her the way she imagined he would: brutal, possessive, hitting that spot inside that made her see stars.

With her free hand, she returned to her nipples, pinching them viciously while the other pumped the plastic cock in a building rhythm: in, out, in, deeper each time, the wet sound of her pussy swallowing it echoing through the room like an obscene symphony. She imagined him on top, all his weight crushing her, his hoarse grunts in her ear—“Take it, swallow it whole... you’re mine.” The dildo slid in almost completely now, to the base, her lips stretched wide around its thickness, her clit rubbing against the hand that gripped it. Cristina sped up, sweat beading on her forehead, her thighs trembling. A moan built into a stifled scream: “Fuck me harder! Fill me... come inside me.” The orgasm hit her like a wave, a violent spasm that clenched her pussy around the dildo. She felt pleasure surge through her in waves, soaking the sheets and her fingers. She came thinking of him, of his enormous cock exploding inside her.

Panting, exhausted, she pulled out the enormous cock, her body still convulsing in small spasms like aftershocks. It pissed her off, yes—that attraction that made her vulnerable, that got her hot like some teenager. But in that moment, with her pulse slowing and the night wrapping around her, she smiled in the darkness. Yet it wasn’t enough. The orgasm had left her trembling, her pussy still twitching, but the emptiness persisted, a hunger that the dildo in her hand—still glistening with her juices—hadn’t fully satisfied. She stared at it, the black silicone monster gleaming under the dim light filtering through the window, and felt a dark pulse in her belly, a craving that gnawed at her insides. She wanted more.

He had looked at her with those feline eyes that promised storms, and she’d felt the heat rise up her neck, her pussy growing wet. “I have a penthouse you’ll love...” he’d told her. Son of a bitch... What a fuck pad he’d set up.

Stupid bastard! Lying on the bed with her legs spread like a whore on display, she cursed him for not calling her, for not proposing obscene games.

She wanted to be fucked like a bitch. Yes, that. On all fours on the floor, with him behind her, thrusting into her mercilessly, his hands digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. She wanted his cock in her ass, stretching her to the limit, making her scream with pain and pleasure. And maybe another in her mouth, deep, making her gag until tears rolled down her cheeks. And at the end, his hot, thick cum flooding her, marking her as his, dripping down her skin.

The regret ignited her again, a fire that licked through her veins. She turned over in bed, face down, the sheets tangling around her ankles. She arched her back, offering herself to the empty air, and spat in her hand, coating the dildo with saliva—a long, thick stream that slid down its length to the base. She positioned it against her asshole, the cold tip pressing against the tight opening, and gasped at the contact. “Make it hurt...” she whispered to herself.

She pushed slowly at first, the swollen head forcing entry with a resistance that made her hiss, the initial burn like a kiss of fire. An inch, two... the stretch was brutal, the muscle yielding reluctantly, sending waves of pain that melted into twisted, deep pleasure. “Fuck... yes, more,” she moaned, biting the pillow to keep from screaming too loud, her hips rocking backward to sink it deeper. The silicone filled her now, thick and relentless, hitting nerves that made her convulse. The pain was a lash that soaked her again, her pussy dripping onto the sheets without being touched.

She picked up the pace, her hand pumping the toy in short, deep thrusts. With her other hand, she worked her clit frantically, rapid circles bringing her closer to the edge of a second orgasm. She imagined him on top of her, his full weight crushing her, his huge cock alternating—first in her ass, wrecking her until she begged for mercy, then pulling out dripping to shove it in her mouth. “Suck it, slut… clean my cock.” The thought drove her wild.

The climax hit her like a sledgehammer, her ass clenching around the dildo in violent spasms, the pain amplifying the pleasure until she felt like she’d been hit by a freight train. She screamed into the pillow, a muffled sound as her body convulsed, her pussy gushing in an uncontrolled flow that soaked everything.

She collapsed onto her side, the dildo still inside her, pulsing with her heartbeat.

Feeling more relaxed, she pulled the dildo from her ass and cleaned it in the bathroom. She put it back in the drawer for next time, though she knew what she really needed was the real thing—hot, throbbing flesh. And Quique wasn’t coming…
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Quique parked his blue A6 in front of Laura's building at six-thirty in the morning. The Madrid sky was still gray, but with that early light that promised a warm, sunny day typical of early July. Two minutes later, Laura appeared at the building's entrance. She came down the steps briskly, her small carry-on rolling behind her.

She was dressed elegantly and professionally, as you'd expect from a relatively new partner heading to an important trial: the classic well-cut gray suit, fitted jacket with narrow lapels, a straight skirt that made her already long legs look even longer, white blouse. Black mid-heel shoes.

Her straight black hair was pulled back in a low bun, and she wore understated makeup. Quique noticed she'd swapped her usual thick-framed glasses for thin-framed ones that gave her an intellectual air and probably made her more attractive.

“Good morning, Enrique,” she said in that calm, slightly husky voice she always used at the firm. “Thanks for picking me up.”

“Coffee for the road?” Quique smiled, pointing to the cup holder with two Starbucks thermal cups.

“One's for you. Double espresso, no sugar. Just how you like it.”

Laura buckled her seatbelt, took the cup, and sipped.

“Perfect. You're a saint.”

He started the car and they headed toward the A-5. The early morning traffic was heavy but moving—mostly delivery trucks. Once they left the M-40 behind and entered the highway heading south, the landscape began to open up. Madrid blurred in the rearview mirror: first the industrial parks of Alcorcón and Móstoles, gray warehouses and billboards faded by the sun. Then cultivated fields—brown earth, pruned olive groves heavy with fruit, vineyards at their peak. The sky broke into patches of blue that let the sun's rays through, casting a metallic gleam on the distant wind turbines.

Laura took off her glasses, tucked them in the glove compartment, and settled into her seat, turning slightly toward Quique.

“Nervous about the trial?” she asked.

Quique kept his eyes on the road, his hands steady on the wheel.

“A little. It's complicated. The judge doesn't seem interested in settling. It's going to be a long week. These cases get too much media attention. Truth is, I only slept a couple of hours.”

Laura nodded, gazing out the window at the passing landscape.

“I get it. I've got one running at the same time—less high-profile, but it's keeping me up at night too.” She paused. “Hey, how's Cristina? I haven't talked to her in ages.”

Quique gave a half-smile, eyes still on the road.

“Good. Working. She says her invitation still stands.”

Laura let out a soft laugh.

“Tell her we'd love to. Pool, barbecue…”

Quique smiled but didn't respond. The landscape kept changing: now they were entering La Mancha, endless fields of pale green grain, white windmills on distant hills, adobe villages with churches peeking out among cypresses. The sun was winning the battle, tinting everything in warm gold.

“I reread the indictment. The Prosecutor's Office is sticking with improper bribery and administrative malfeasance. And as a fallback, influence peddling. They haven't budged an inch,” Laura said, returning to the case they'd been buried in until the early morning hours.

“Predictable. When the Anti-Corruption Prosecutor's Office gets involved from the start, they rarely back down before trial. Have they tightened anything in the charging document?”

“They've tried to strengthen the intent element. They insist Javier knew the technical report was unfavorable when he signed the license. They're leaning hard on the intercepted emails.”

“The emails… which don't say what they think they say. The report was 'conditionally unfavorable,' not negative. And the Local Governing Board had room for technical discretion. That's key to defeating the malfeasance charge.”

“Right. Without a resolution that's knowingly and arbitrarily unjust, Article 404 doesn't apply.”

The highway was straight, monotonous. Miles of gray asphalt, green signs marking distances—Ciudad Real 87 miles, Seville 310 miles—rest areas with McDonald's and Repsol gas stations, trucks lumbering past. On either side, solitary holm oaks, pastures with brown bulls grazing, high-voltage towers vanishing into the horizon. The wind stirred the cables slightly, and now and then a “Welcome to…” sign announced a new region.

The car kept eating up the miles. The highway, straight and endless, led to Seville.

“Exactly. Malfeasance requires something more than an administrative violation. It has to be a resolution blatantly contrary to the law. The Supreme Court says it over and over. If you've got a debatable interpretation of urban planning regulations, that gets fought in administrative court, not criminal court.”

“The private prosecution is more aggressive than the Prosecutor's Office. They're the ones talking about an 'organized scheme.'”

“Private prosecutors always ramp up the rhetoric. But procedurally they're limited to the factual framework of the indictment. They can't invent new facts now,” Quique said, smiling slightly. “But they're going to be a pain in the ass, that's for sure.”

“What worries me most is the bribery charge. The payment to the consulting firm his brother owns…”

“That’s their strong point, yes. But remember: improper bribery under Article 422 requires that the gift be received because of the office held. Here the payment was for an actual technical report. We have a forensic accountant who confirms the price was at market rate. I don’t think they can come at us from that angle.”

“Even though the prosecution is suggesting it was a front.”

“They have to say something. It’s their job, but suggesting isn’t proving. And the burden of proof is on them. Besides, don’t forget this whole thing started with an anonymous tip. That seriously weakens their conspiracy theory.”

“But the wiretaps were authorized by Investigative Court 6 in Seville. We can’t challenge them as invalid.”

“Not for lack of justification, at least. The order is pretty well-crafted. But we can challenge how long they kept them going. They were extended for six months based on very thin evidence.”

“Would you file a preliminary motion on fundamental rights violations?”

“We’ll file it, of course. Though I don’t have high hopes. The Provincial Court tends to be conservative on that. But we need to have it on the record in case we appeal to the Supreme Court.”

“Do you think this could end up at the Supreme Court?”

“If there’s a conviction with a sentence over five years, definitely. And even if not, we could appeal on legal error or procedural grounds. This case has legs.”

“Javier is holding up pretty well. I talked to him last night. He says the press in Seville has been brutal.”

“That feeds into the court of public opinion that always surrounds these kinds of trials. And what’s worse, the politicians are driving it. Anyway, I hope it doesn’t affect us inside the courtroom. The Third Section panel is technical. They’re not easily swayed by media pressure.”

“Do you still think it’s a good idea for him to testify first? Fernando wasn’t sure yesterday.”

“It’s better for him to testify. His story is consistent, he presents well, and there are no contradictions they can trip him up on. Besides, if we believe he’s innocent—and I do—keeping him off the stand would be a strategic mistake.”

“The prosecution is asking for eight years and a twenty-year ban from public office.”

“The ban is what hurts him most. On the criminal side, even with a partial conviction he could avoid actual prison time if we get it under two years and negotiate a suspended sentence. But politically, he’s finished if they bar him from office.”

“Do you see any room for a last-minute plea deal?”

“No. He’s not going to admit to something he didn’t do. And legally, we’re not backed into a corner. There’s reasonable doubt.”

“The key will be tearing apart their theory of prior collusion with the developer.”

“Yes. And our witness testimony is strong on that point. The municipal secretary testified that the process was routine. No procedural irregularities.”

“Though following proper procedure doesn’t rule out substantive arbitrariness.”

“True. But it raises the bar for evidence. And in criminal law, when in doubt, you acquit. Presumption of innocence. If the court isn’t convinced beyond a reasonable doubt, they have to acquit. I’m not worried about that.”

There was a brief silence. Quique changed lanes.

“Is something specific bothering you?”

“Yes. The narrative. The media spin. Not the law. The narrative is powerful: local politician, real estate developer, payments to family members… It’s a story that sounds bad. We need to turn a corruption story into one about administrative misunderstanding,” Quique said after a few seconds of thought.

“That’s not as cinematic.”

“But it’s more legally sound, and we’re not screenwriters. Thank God.”

“Thank goodness we don’t write novels!” she exclaimed with a genuine laugh.

“No. We tear apart other people’s,” he said. “If you want, we can take a break. I could use another coffee. I’m getting sleepy.”

The rest area was at the halfway point, nearly empty at that hour of the morning. Several trucks were lined up in the back, and there was the smell of coffee and gasoline. Enrique didn’t put on his jacket, and his tie was loosened. He’d have to straighten up later. He sat across from Laura, who had already opened her laptop to go over some notes.

For a few seconds, neither spoke. Just the murmur of the café and the muted broadcast of 24-Hour News on the big TV in the corner.

“I’ve been thinking about something.”

“That’s usually dangerous,” she said with a joking tone.

“I don’t understand why Fernando didn’t come.”

Laura stopped typing for a moment. She didn’t ask what he meant, because she knew perfectly well who he was talking about.

“To represent Javier?”

“Yes. To Seville. Fernando is the name on the door. He’s our flagship. And Javier expected him to be the one defending him. It really bothered Javier. He didn’t say so directly, but he hinted at it afterward. He expected Fernando to be lead counsel.”

Laura lowered her gaze. It wasn’t a theatrical gesture; it was almost involuntary. The spoon grazed the cup without making a sound.

“I figured as much.”

“You did?”

“Of course. Everyone wants the managing partner. It’s only natural.”

The words sounded neutral, but the tone wasn’t. Enrique picked up on it late. Too late.

—That's not what I meant…

—It's fine, Enrique. It's logical. In a case like this, with the Anti-Corruption Prosecutor's Office, the press, a potential eight-year sentence… The client wants the “boss” of the firm. He wants the name on the website to be the one walking through the door, not some inexperienced lawyer. I get it.

Enrique frowned. He leaned forward slightly.

—I didn't say that.

—But that's what it is. I get it.

A longer pause settled between them. Laura kept her eyes fixed on her coffee. There was no defiance or reproach in her posture—something that made it worse for Quique, who felt a slight pang of guilt.

—Look… I didn't mean for it to come out like that.

She nodded but said nothing.

—When I said it… it wasn't a criticism of you, it was a criticism of him. I think he should be the one stepping up on this case. Fernando always “handles it well.” And then he leaves the procedural mess for everyone else. I'm not saying this to criticize. It's just how he works. He shows up, makes an appearance, reassures the client… and then the rest of us are the ones reading through seven volumes of case files.

—Exactly.

—Every client wants the head of the firm. They assume it, because they all think their case is the most important one and that the founding partner has some kind of protective aura.

—The “brand.”

—Exactly. But that doesn't mean it's the best choice technically.

She looked at him with mild skepticism.

—Enrique, you don't need to console me.

—I'm not consoling you.

He leaned in a bit more, lowering his voice.

—Even if you don't believe me, I'd rather have you on this case. And I'm not just saying that to make up for my earlier comment.

Laura blinked in disbelief. She hadn't expected that.

—Excuse me?

—I'd rather have you in the courtroom with me than Fernando.

The sound of a slot machine in the back broke the moment, which passed just as quickly.

—That's… unexpected.

—Fernando leans on us. Always. He does the flashy cross-examination, and then if the prosecutor brings up a ruling from ten years ago that we missed, he gives you this look like, “didn't you catch that?” You don't do that.

Laura didn't respond, and Quique continued:

—You've read every intercepted email. You know what page every technical report is on. If the court asks us tomorrow about the difference between the partial plan and the detailed study, you've got it all in your head.

—It's my job.

—Yeah. But not everyone does it that way. Fernando needs everything spoon-fed to him. And who does the spoon-feeding? Us.

There was a small shift in her expression. It wasn't quite a smile, but the initial tension eased.

—Javier doesn't see it that way.

—Javier is scared. And when someone's scared, they want symbols. They want the boss, the big firm, the surname on the bronze plaque at the office entrance.

She leaned back in her chair.

—But when the trial starts and the prosecutor turns up the heat, the symbol doesn't matter. What matters is who can answer without looking at the papers,— he continued.

Laura played with her napkin.

—What you said didn't bother me. What bothered me was thinking that… well.

—What?

—That I'm still not “enough” for the client to feel like he's in good hands if you're the lead attorney and I'm the assistant.

—That's not up to us. It depends on external perception. And that perception takes time to change.

—Right.

—But I'll tell you something, honestly. If Fernando were handling this trial with me, I'd be more worried.

She looked up again.

—Because he's brilliant in the courtroom, yes. But he improvises too much. And this case doesn't allow for improvisation. Improvisation is for the movies. This is real life, not some courtroom drama. This is Spain—there's not that much room for theatrics here. If the court picks up on even a hint of deliberate manipulation, we're done.

—So you think I'm more… methodical?

—You're more rigorous. You don't pass the buck to anyone. If something isn't clear, you study it until it is. That's worth its weight in gold in criminal law.

Laura took a deep breath, visibly reassured.

—I didn't know Javier had complained.

—It wasn't a complaint about you being there. It was about Fernando not being there—more of a comment, really. And I get it. He's scared. But that doesn't change anything.

—Are you going to tell him?

—That I'd rather have you? No. There's no need. He'll see.

A half-smile crossed her face.

“That sounds dangerously paternalistic.”

“Maybe. But it’s the truth. I don’t have to sugarcoat it for you. I’m being very honest with you.”

A different kind of silence settled. More comfortable.

“Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me.”

“Maybe a little. Not all partners say those things.”

“Not all associates do the work you do.”

Laura looked down again, but this time it wasn’t from discomfort. It was more to hide an emotion she didn’t want to show.

“Well. Then I suppose we’ll have to win.”

“That would be nice.”

“Because if we lose, everyone will say you should have gone with Fernando.”

Enrique let out a short laugh.

“Don’t kid yourself. They’ll say Fernando should have come with me, which isn’t the same thing. That’s what’s wonderful about this profession. If we win, it was the strategy, the work, and the professionalism. If we lose, it was an error in choosing the team. Now let’s go. We’ve still got road ahead of us.”

Laura closed the laptop and stood up. Before leaving, she looked at him for a second.

“By the way.”

“Yes?”

“If the prosecutor brings up a 2015 ruling tomorrow that we haven’t cited, I have it highlighted in the blue folder. Supreme Court, Second Chamber, on technical discretion and malfeasance.”

Enrique watched her with a mixture of professional pride and relief.

“I know. That’s why I said it. I saw it last night.”
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The restaurant was a five-minute walk from the courthouse. They hadn’t chosen anything particularly fancy, but it offered enough privacy to discuss the day’s proceedings. White tablecloths, a solid prix fixe menu, waiters who’d seen too many trials to be surprised by anything. They’d requested a quiet table at the back, away from the ones where journalists were eating.

Javier arrived last. He’d taken off his tie and tucked it into the inside pocket of his jacket. He seemed more relaxed than he had that morning when things began.

“If the prosecutor talks about me like that again, I swear I’ll stand up and tell him to go to hell. He hasn’t let up for a second!”

“Don’t do that. You’d undo everything we accomplished today. Things are going pretty well. The prosecutor’s just doing his job,” Quique said, trying to calm him down.

“And we’d lose the impact of your testimony, which was impeccable,” Laura added, reassuring him.

Javier dropped into the chair, visibly exhausted.

“Impeccable for real, or ‘impeccable so you don’t fall apart’?”

“Technically impeccable. You were clear, you didn’t take the bait, and they didn’t catch you in any contradictions. You did great. Very calm.”

“And when the prosecutor tried to suggest you knew about the unfavorable technical report, you did a great job explaining the difference between unfavorable and conditional.”

Javier raised a finger. “Because you drilled it into me forty times. I have to admit, you prepared me well. I felt... ready.”

“And it worked. The presiding judge took notes right at that moment.”

“That made me more nervous than the prosecutor did.”

The waiter brought them water and bread. Javier drank nearly half a glass in one gulp.

“I’m parched...”

“That’s just nerves. Totally normal.”

“When they asked about my brother’s consulting firm... that’s when I thought: ‘This is it. It’s all over.’”

“But you didn’t get defensive.”

“Because there’s nothing to hide.”

He said it with quiet conviction, without any bluster. Enrique watched him closely.

“That came through. And in criminal cases, being natural matters. When someone lies, the court picks up on it. These judges are used to hearing lies. They spot them instantly. Plus, you weren’t cocky or arrogant. That’ll help you in the courtroom and with the media.”

“You think so?”

“It’s not foolproof. But yes, there are telltale signs. I didn’t see any from you today. The press will pick up on that too.”

Javier leaned back, visibly more relaxed.

“What about the developer? How did he come across?”

Laura exchanged a quick look with Enrique.

“He was less solid than the prosecution expected.”

“Much less.”

“When he said ‘everyone knew how things worked’... I almost laughed.”

“That was his mistake. Generalities don’t convict anyone. The court wants concrete facts.”

“And when the prosecutor asked him to specify exactly what conversation you two had about the license... he got lost in ‘he told me,’ ‘I thought that...’ That carries zero evidentiary weight.”

“Because it never happened. I never pressured him. I swear.”

A brief silence fell when the waiter arrived. He took their order: three set menus, two coffees after.

“Are we really doing well?”

Enrique didn’t answer right away. He paused, deliberate.

“Yes. We’re doing well.”

“That’s not the same as ‘we’re going to win.’”

“No one can promise you that. But today we established something crucial: your credibility.”

Laura nodded.

“And we’ve raised reasonable doubt about the subjective element of the malfeasance charge.”

“I love when you talk like that. Makes me feel like I’m in an American TV show.”

“There’s no jury here. Just three magistrates with years of experience in urban planning cases. And honestly, that’s better. You want professionals handling this kind of thing.”

“Which is worse.”

“No, it’s the opposite. They’re experts, and if they have doubts, they bring in technical specialists. And today the presiding judge stepped in twice to ask the prosecutor to specify the illegality. That’s a good sign.”

Javier frowned, thinking back.

“Yeah... when he said something like ‘the Court is not judging political expediency, but criminal legality.’”

“Exactly. A jury would be far more influenced by public opinion than these magistrates.”

“That sets the boundaries. And those boundaries work in our favor,” Laura said confidently.

The first courses arrived—they’d all ordered salmorejo to beat the heat. For a few seconds, they focused on eating and praised the dish, which Javi called velvety.

“I’m going to confess something. This morning, before going in, I thought I was going to freeze up.”

“That's normal. It happens a lot. People who aren't used to it get very nervous, but you stood firm. You didn't do it, and that reflects well on you too.”

“Because I also took a pill my doctor prescribed. It was a godsend. Plus, seeing you both so calm helped too.”

Laura looked up, surprised.

“I wasn't calm. You'll have to tell me what pill that is.”

“Well, you could've fooled me.”

“That's called professionalism,” Quique said, relaxed.

“No, that's called being a team. And I... well, I'm the one in the hot seat, and I want to feel supported. Sometimes I wonder if signing that permit was even worth it.”

Laura jumped in quickly, but gently.

“We're not here to judge political decisions. We're here because the Prosecutor's Office believes there was a crime. And today they couldn't prove it.”

“Do you think the private prosecution will try something more aggressive tomorrow?”

“Definitely. They're going to try to establish prior collusion,” Quique responded. “But they don't have direct evidence. Just weak circumstantial stuff.”

“When the private prosecution lawyer looked at me and said 'you knew perfectly well what you were doing'... I wanted to say something else entirely.”

“And you didn't. Good. You have to stay calm, and under no circumstances come across as arrogant or cocky. Magistrates hate that type of defendant.”

“I just stuck to what we'd prepared.”

“That was key. No improvising. You did great,” she said, wiping her mouth before taking a sip of her beer.

“See? If Fernando had come, he might have encouraged me to deliver some epic speech.”

“Fernando would have made a great argument, no doubt,” Quique said, keeping his composure.

“But I needed order, not drama.”

Laura lowered her gaze slightly, remembering their conversation at the café.

“And you gave me that.”

The waiter cleared the plates.

“What's the worst that could happen tomorrow? Can we relax now, or should we brace for some surprise?”

“That some technical witness categorically states the report was clearly illegal and that you knew it.”

“But the municipal architect already testified during the investigation that it was a conditional report,” Laura reassured him.

“And I don't see him changing his story.”

“No. And besides, lying in court with his professional reputation would be risky for him.”

“Today, for the first time since this nightmare began, I felt like it could actually turn out okay.”

“What changed for you?”

“The feeling that the court was actually listening. They weren't looking at me like I was already convicted.”

“That's important. When a court has already made up its mind, you can tell by the tone. I didn't see that today.”

“Me neither.”

“If all this ends well... I owe you both a lot.”

“You owe us our fees. Nothing more.”

“That's already paid. I mean something else.”

Quique jumped in before the conversation got too heavy.

“First let's win. Then we'll talk about gratitude. Like Simeone says, one game at a time.”

The waiter brought their coffees.

“You know what was strangest? Seeing my name repeated in the indictment like it was someone else's. 'The defendant Javier Martín...' Over and over. Like I was a character in a story.”

“In a way, you are. In criminal proceedings, you stop being a person and become a procedural subject.”

“Sounds dehumanizing.”

“In a way, it is. That's why it's important for the court to see you as a person. Today they did. Tomorrow's the technical testimony. Then the accounting expert testimony. If the expert testimony comes in clean, the bribery charge loses a lot of its teeth.”

Enrique and Laura exchanged a brief glance. It wasn't euphoria. It was something more measured: the sense that their work was paying off, though they weren't about to count their chickens.
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The hotel was near Avenida de la Constitución, on a quiet street where the traffic noise reached them muffled. They had barely unpacked their suitcases. The day had been long, intense, charged with suppressed tension.

Enrique set his briefcase on the floor and loosened his tie. He had bags under his eyes, his hair slightly disheveled.

“I’m going to call Fernando,” he said, already heading toward his room. “He’ll want a detailed summary of everything that happened.”

Laura nodded from the doorway, the blue folder still tucked under her arm.

“He’ll be especially interested in what happened with the developer.”

“And how the presiding judge reined in the prosecutor,” Enrique added. “He’ll love that.”

Laura gave a half smile.

“After that, I need a shower,” she added. “Today has been… too much. We slept a couple of hours, and I’m starting to crash.”

Enrique turned.

“Me too. A few minutes with Fernando, then cold water to shake off the stiffness.”

There was a brief silence.

“Javier told me he won’t be coming to dinner,” Laura said. “He just texted me. Says he’s exhausted.”

“Makes sense,” Enrique replied. “Nerves take their toll, and he’s been under a lot of pressure.”

They stood for a few seconds in the hallway, unhurried, as if the day hadn’t quite ended yet.

“We’re in Seville,” Enrique said, his tone shifting, lighter now. “We can’t just go to sleep like we’re back at the office.”

Laura raised an eyebrow.

“Got something specific in mind?”

“We could head to the historic center. Take a walk to get a feel for the city. Fresh air. Something typical for dinner…”

She looked at him, weighing the idea.

“How about nine o’clock here in the lobby?”

“Nine o’clock,” he repeated.

At nine sharp, Enrique was already at the front desk. He’d changed into a more casual shirt and left his jacket in the room. The day seemed behind him now, though he still felt it in his shoulders and the tension in his neck.

He heard the elevator doors open.

When Laura stepped out, it took him a second to recognize her.

She wore an ivory tank top in a light fabric that left her shoulders bare—effortlessly, nothing showy about it. The material draped softly, hinting at the line of her neck and her elegant, defined shoulders. Her skirt was dark, above the knee, streamlined in a way that accentuated her legs. It wasn’t flashy; it was simple, but it flattered her in an unexpected way. Flat sandals, her hair pulled back casually with bobby pins, loose strands slightly wavy from the humidity of the shower. She’d taken off her glasses, which gave her gaze a slightly unfamiliar, though very attractive, quality.

There was nothing exaggerated about the ensemble. That’s precisely why it caught his attention.

For the first time since he’d known her—always in sober suits, buttoned-up blouses, her hair pulled back, the folder like an extension of her arm—Quique saw her outside the professional setting. Not as the meticulous lawyer who pored over Supreme Court rulings, but as an attractive woman. The awareness was almost physical, immediate, and it made him a bit uncomfortable to acknowledge it.

Laura walked over casually.

“How’d the call with Fernando go?”

Enrique took half a second to react.

“Good. Fernando is… satisfied. He says that if we maintain the tone, the malfeasance charge will collapse under its own weight.”

She nodded.

“And what does he think about the bribery charge?”

“More complicated. But today we gained ground.”

Laura smiled slightly.

“Then I think we deserve to take that walk. We’ve earned it. Shall we?”

They left the hotel and the Seville night wrapped around them, the air still warm with the day’s lingering heat. They walked toward Avenida de la Constitución, where the tram glided silently past and the outdoor terraces buzzed with conversation.

Seville’s historic center had that mix of grandeur and everyday life that made it so appealing. The illuminated facades showed off their moldings and wrought iron balconies. La Giralda rose in the background, imposing, golden under the spotlights.

“I didn’t remember it being so… bright at night,” Laura said.

“Seville knows how to show off,” Quique replied.

They walked without hurrying, leaving the Cathedral behind, following the flow of people heading toward the river. Tourists, couples, groups of friends. Distant music drifting from some touristy bar.

When they reached the Torre del Oro, the space suddenly opened up before them.

The tower, bathed in warm light that brought out the golden tone of its stone, stood silhouetted against the dark sky. The Guadalquivir flowed calmly, slowly, reflecting the lights from the shore and the bridges. Palm trees swayed almost imperceptibly in a gentle breeze, and the riverside promenade was full of life: night joggers, families, people sitting on the ground sharing drinks and conversation.

The Torre del Oro, an ancient Almohad watchtower, seemed closer and more human than you’d imagine from photographs. Its solid base contrasted with the lightness of the river beside it.

“Everything feels more… peaceful here,” Laura said.

“It's like the tension from the trial is just melting away, isn't it?”

She took a deep breath.

“A little. And I really needed it. Sometimes we can't admit how much pressure we're under. We treat it as normal, when it's not.”

They walked along the water. The lights reflected in jagged lines across the dark surface.

Quique was conscious—maybe more than he wanted to be—of Laura beside him. Not just because of what she was wearing, but because she seemed so different outside the courtroom: more relaxed, more spontaneous.

“You were really good today,” he said, breaking the silence.

“We were good today,” she corrected. “You were great from the start. You looked confident, and you dismantled the prosecution's strategy step by step.”

“Thanks. But don't doubt yourself. You were especially sharp with the objections. When the private prosecution tried to introduce those minutes past the deadline…”

Laura smiled.

“That was prepared.”

“Yes. But you need quick reflexes to catch it in the moment and shut it down the way you did. Firmly.”

She shrugged.

“I suppose that's what we train for, right?”

They sat for a moment on a bench facing the river. In the distance, a tourist boat drifted by, its blue lights glowing and amplified commentary carrying across the water.

“You know what's funny?” Laura said.

“What?”

“After months of preparing for this, now that we're here… I don't feel dizzy with nerves. I feel focused.”

Enrique looked at her profile. The streetlamp light cast soft shadows across her face.

“That's a good sign.”

“What do you feel?”

He hesitated for an instant.

“Responsibility.”

“You always feel that.”

“Maybe more now.”

Laura turned her head toward him.

“Because of the case?”

Enrique held her gaze a second longer than usual.

“Because of everything.”

The sound of the river filled the brief silence that followed.

Laura looked away first, but not with discomfort—more like quiet reflection.

“Tomorrow will be more technical,” she said finally. “Less emotional.”

“That works in our favor.”

They stood up and continued walking toward the Triana bridge, though without crossing it. The night was getting late, but the city didn't seem in any hurry to sleep.

Enrique found himself thinking that this image—Laura walking beside the river, her loose hair stirred by the breeze, laughing at something he'd just said—was completely different from the one he had stored in his memory. She wasn't the efficient associate who'd been reviewing everything until dawn.

She was someone more complex, yet simpler at the same time. He was seeing a relaxed young woman who seemed almost like a carefree twenty-something, and the contrast unsettled him slightly.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked, noticing his silence.

“That we should do this more often.”

“Take a walk before expert testimony?”

“Get out of the office. Out of the courthouse. Out of the professional roles we're forced into all the time.”

Laura looked at him with a half smile.

“Careful, Enrique. That sounds too human.”

He laughed.

“Don't tell the boss.”

Laura glanced at him sideways.

“By the way,” she said with an almost studied casualness, “I've always wanted to tell you something.”

“That sounds dangerous,” Enrique replied, half joking.

“I love the ties you wear.”

He laughed, surprised.

“The ties?”

“Yes. They're understated but never boring, and very elegant. Today's, for example. Dark blue, but with that almost imperceptible pattern… very classy and just right.”

Enrique shook his head.

“That's all Cristina. I could never pick them out like she does. She has a good eye.”

He said the name with the easy familiarity of someone who says it every day. There was no hesitation.

Laura nodded slowly.

“It shows.”

They walked a few more steps. Then she added, in a tone that seemed light but wasn't quite:

“Cristina doesn't just have a good eye for ties.”

The words hung between them.

It took Enrique a moment to realize it wasn't just a throwaway comment. He looked at her. Laura kept her gaze forward, but her expression had shifted—just enough for the words to carry more weight than they seemed to.

There was a silence.

Not overtly uncomfortable, but heavy. As if they both sensed the conversation had touched on something delicate.

Enrique cleared his throat softly.

“Well… she’s spent years honing her taste. I suppose she knows what I like by now.”

He tried to steer the conversation back to neutral ground, something almost domestic. Laura nodded, but that faint tension still hung in the air.

“Of course,” she said. “I suppose when you know someone well… you know their tastes too…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to.

They turned a corner. The street was quieter, with a couple of bars still open and soft music escaping through the doors.

The bar Quique knew from previous visits to the city sat on a narrow street. It had tiles on the facade and a chalkboard at the entrance listing the menu in Spanish and English. Inside, it smelled of fresh-fried food, squeezed lemon, and beer. The floor was laid with old flagstones, slightly uneven, and the walls were covered with black-and-white photographs of bulls and bullfighters, along with posters from past fairs.

They settled at a high table, almost pressed against the bar. The waiter, without bothering with a menu, recited the house specialties with a practiced cadence.

“Chanquetes, marinated dogfish, baby squid, shrimp fritters…”

Enrique looked at Laura.

“This place is all about the classics. What do you want?”

She nodded, curious.

“Surprise me.”

Quique ordered chanquetes and marinated dogfish, plus two ice-cold beers. When they arrived, the plates were still steaming. The chanquetes, small and crispy, formed a golden mound on paper towels, crowned with a lemon wedge. The dogfish, cut into generous cubes, had that toasted, spiced color the marinade takes on when fried.

The waiter left the beer bottles too, no glasses.

“Here you drink straight from the bottle,” Enrique said, raising his.

Laura followed his lead, a bit cautiously. The first swallow was long, almost necessary after the day’s heat. The beer was ice cold.

“I like this already,” she said, wiping the foam from her lips with a napkin.

She tried a handful of chanquetes. The crunch was immediate, light, almost addictive.

“Wow! This is delicious! What exactly is this?” she asked, amused.

“Fried little fish. Don’t ask questions. Just enjoy.”

Laura laughed and took another bite.

“They’re incredible.”

Then she tried the dogfish. The firm texture of the fish contrasted with the intense flavor of the marinade: mild vinegar, paprika, cumin. She went quiet for a moment, savoring.

“Okay,” she said finally. “This is on another level. Delicious. And the batter is incredible!”

Enrique smiled, seeing her so enthusiastic.

“You’d never tried it?”

“Never. I haven’t spent much time in the south. My family’s from the north. I usually head toward Cantabria.”

She took another drink of beer, more confident this time.

“I don’t know why I always associated Andalusian cuisine with something lighter. This has a lot of character.”

“Like the city,” he replied.

They ate unhurriedly, sharing the plates with their fingers, squeezing lemon, laughing when a crumb fell on the table. The formality of the trial seemed distant, replaced by the simplicity of hot fried food and beer straight from the bottle.

“I love it,” Laura repeated, looking at the almost empty plate. “I think I just discovered something important.”

When they finished dinner, they walked slowly through the streets. Laura paused to gaze at the Giralda, admiring its beauty. She praised the narrow streets lined with low houses, their white facades accented with ochre details.

Laura stopped for a second.

“Do you feel like having one last drink?”

The question didn’t sound impulsive. It sounded measured.

Enrique looked at her. The night had softened the contours of everything, the invitation included.

“Now?”

“Yes. Something quick. Tomorrow will be long again.”

There was no challenge in her voice. No excessive lightness either. Just a simple invitation.

Enrique hesitated for barely a second. He thought about the call to Fernando, about the next day’s expert testimony, about the routine waiting for them back in Madrid.

And he thought about the strange moment they’d just passed through, almost without realizing it.

“One,” he said finally. “And we turn in early. Tomorrow will be a tough day too.”

Laura smiled. Not a wide smile, nor a triumphant one, but small and contained. Enough.

They entered a bar. As the waiter approached, Enrique was aware that the night had shifted. He didn’t know exactly where it was heading. But he knew it had.

Within minutes, Quique relaxed. His perception of Laura kept shifting dramatically. He was seeing a new side of her—scatterbrained, even impulsive. A group of girls was dancing nearby, bouncing around, belting out the lyrics, lost in the mass of sweaty bodies surrounding them. He wished the night would last a little longer. Far from the predictable, regimented life he led in Madrid, he realized he hadn't been living it the way he should. Only there, as the DJ spun track after track, did he understand how he'd let the years slip by—first in a cramped room studying for his degree, then holed up in an office poring over laws, rulings, and legal Latin. He watched those girls dancing under the lights in barely-there dresses, meeting men who wanted to devour them, watching them go wild, reckless and carefree.

He looked at Laura. She seemed to be thinking the same thing.

“It shouldn't have to be so grueling, all that studying,” she said, watching the group of girls with a hint of envy. “And then always having to put on the professional face. I envy that freedom, that carefree attitude I've never had. I could have lived free from the rigid expectations of social functions and handshakes. I could have been any of those girls, going out dressed to kill, dancing with my heart pounding. But I never was, and now it's too late.”

Quique noticed Laura's resigned smile and returned it.

“I was thinking exactly that!” he shouted over the music.

Laura seemed to want to join that group, to dance until all hours without watching the clock or worrying about the next day.

“Never in my life have I felt so sexy, so sure of what I want, the way these girls do. I finished my degree, got a decent-paying job, even bought my own apartment. But I've never felt as womanly as they look right now, dancing like crazy while men watch from the shadows.”

“That happens to all of us in this line of work. It's not easy to balance both worlds.”

“Well, I'd love to just let loose sometime, shed all this professional seriousness I impose on myself. To let go completely without worrying what people might say.”

Quique felt a strange flutter. What had she meant by letting go? Was she implying something as explicit as it sounded?

A smile spread across Laura's face, and she raised her arms toward the ceiling, swaying to the music without standing up. Quique noticed her skirt riding up her thighs and looked away, uncomfortable, but the moment had already shifted the temperature between them. It wasn't outright desire—or at least neither would admit it—but a kind of mutual recognition: two people trapped in the same invisible cage, watching from the inside as others danced unchained.

Laura let her arms fall slowly, as if she'd just remembered where she was. Her smile lingered, half-formed—a little sad, a little amused.

“Sorry,” she said, crossing her legs with an elegant movement that tugged the skirt back down. “Sometimes I forget I'm not alone in my head.”

Quique shook his head, turning a bit more toward her on the sofa.

“Don't apologize. You read my mind.” He paused, looking toward the dance floor where the girls kept moving as if the world would end at dawn.

“A few weeks ago I saw your wife dancing like that… or rather, dancing like no one was watching. Uninhibited. Free. Like she'd shed fifteen years and a business suit all at once. And I… I think I envied her for it.”

Laura tilted her head, studying him with those unguarded eyes—no glasses now—that seemed to see beyond words.

“Well… It scared me a little to see her so… liberated.”

“Scared you? Why?”

Quique shrugged, searching for the right words.

“Because she seemed like a different person. It's not that I didn't like seeing her happy… just… she seemed changed. Like there was a Cristina I didn't fully know. Or that I'd forgotten that side of her existed. And when I saw her like that, laughing, moving without fear, I felt two things at once: pride and panic. Pride because she's beautiful and powerful. Panic because I thought: 'What if everyone starts thinking my wife is a little too… free?'”

Laura was silent for a second. Then she took a long sip of her gin and tonic.

“I get it. Something similar happens with me, but in reverse. I've never had that version of myself. Or I did… a thousand years ago, when I was in law school and staying out until all hours with friends who weren't afraid of anything. But then came the master's degree, the first contract, the pressure to be 'the good one,' 'the serious one,' 'the one who's going to make partner someday.' And little by little, that girl who danced until dawn got tucked away in a drawer. Now, when I see a group like that”—she gestured with her chin toward the girls still spinning under the lights—“I feel pure envy. Not just of the freedom… but of the certainty that no one's going to judge them for having it.”

Quique glanced at her sideways. He noticed the tank top that left her shoulders bare, the neckline modest but still alluring. Elegant, yes, but there was something vulnerable about her too.

“So why don't you?” he asked, almost without thinking. “Why not let loose one night? No one's going to stop you.”

Laura let out a short, bitter laugh.

“Here? At a party with a colleague from the firm? I couldn't. That's not who I am.”

Quique nodded slowly. He understood her, and that came as a relief. He’d felt that same pressure from day one at the firm: seriousness, restraint, image. But he’d also seen Cristina shatter it without the slightest embarrassment, and that had left him unsettled… and strangely alive.

“Cris doesn’t seem too worried about etiquette,” he said, almost to himself.

Laura smiled, this time with more warmth.

“No. And that’s what makes her different. I saw her at the boss’s party—she danced like the rest of the world and its opinions didn’t matter one bit. She wasn’t asking anyone’s permission. Not even yours. And I think that’s what I envy most. That confidence, knowing that even if people judge her, she’s still herself.”

Quique felt a pang in his chest. It wasn’t exactly jealousy—more like recognition. Cris had found a freedom he’d never allowed himself to seek. And while part of him admired her, another part—the coward in him—feared that freedom would take her places he couldn’t follow.

“Do you think it’s bad?” he asked, looking at her directly. “That she’s like that and I’m… not.”

Laura shook her head.

“It’s not bad. It’s different. You’re the one who keeps things sane, though sometimes you should let yourself go too.”

The silence that followed was heavy. The music kept playing. Laura finished her drink and set it on the table slowly.

“You know what I’d like to do right now?” she said, almost in a whisper.

Quique looked up, almost afraid of the answer.

“What?”

“Go out there, shed all my hang-ups, and dance until my feet hurt. Without thinking about tomorrow, without worrying about who’s watching or what they’ll say at the trial. Just… move. Feel alive.”

Quique smiled, a small but genuine smile.

“So why don’t you?”

Laura looked at him steadily, as if the question had caught her off guard.

“Because I don’t know if there’s enough of that girl left inside me. And because…” she lowered her gaze to her hands, perfectly manicured. “Because I’m afraid that if I let her out, she won’t want to go back into the cage.”

Quique didn’t respond right away. He thought about Cris—how she’d danced at the boss’s party, how she’d emerged naked from the pool that afternoon in the mountains, how she seemed to have decided the cage no longer served her. And he thought about himself, always in his dark suit and perfectly knotted tie, watching others let loose while he stayed bound to the same old rules.

“Maybe,” he said finally, “it’s not about going back into the cage. Maybe it’s about making a bigger cage. Or learning to live without one.”

Laura held his gaze for what felt like forever. Then, very slowly, she raised a hand and pulled the first pin from her bun. Her black hair fell in a smooth cascade over her shoulder. She pulled another. And another. Until the bun was gone and her hair framed her face like a dark, shiny curtain.

She stood up, stretching as if she’d just woken from a long dream.

“You’re right. Come on,” she said, holding out her hand. “Dance with me. Just for a bit. Without thinking about the trial.”

Quique hesitated. He looked at her outstretched hand, the long elegant fingers, the nails painted a discreet dark red. He thought about Cristina. And he thought about himself—the man who’d always been careful, restrained, correct.

And he took Laura’s hand.

They got up together and headed for the dance floor. The music enveloped them. Laura turned toward him, her hair swaying with the motion, and began to dance. It wasn’t wild like the other girls, wasn’t provocative. It was elegant, restrained, but that very contained intensity was what gave her movements their sexy edge.

Laura lost herself in the music, letting go. One song blended into another, then another, and before she could catch her breath, she was hanging onto Quique’s shoulders, laughing, almost embarrassed by the whole thing.

Quique followed her lead. Stiff at first, then looser. His hands found her waist—over the fabric of her top, careful not to cross any lines—and they moved together. It wasn’t a sensual dance; it was a dance of recognition. Two people who’d spent years repressing a part of themselves, finally allowing themselves to move without asking permission.

“You’ve attracted quite an audience!” Quique shouted over the music.

He nodded toward one side, and only then did he notice they were surrounded by a group of young people who couldn’t take their eyes off them. He looked at Laura again and was surprised by the brightness in her eyes—the look of a stunning woman who’d suddenly let loose. A gust of fresh air from the ceiling fans swept over them, clearing their heads a little.

Laura raised her arms, letting her hair fall free, and spun around. Her top stretched taut across her shoulders, her nipples visible through the fabric. Quique watched her: elegant, professional, but unmistakably a woman.

When the song ended, they stopped. They were both breathing a little faster. Laura looked him in the eyes.

“Thank you,” she said simply.

Quique smiled.

“Thank you.”

They returned to the hotel in silence. The walk from the pub to the street had been brief, but each step seemed to stretch into a charged eternity. The warm Seville night air hit their faces as they stepped outside, but neither felt the change in temperature. They walked shoulder to shoulder, not touching, not speaking. The club’s music still thrummed in their chests, but now only the sound of their shoes on the hot asphalt remained.

In the hotel lobby, the receptionist glanced up for a second and went back to his screen. Quique and Laura headed to the elevator without a word. The dim hallway lights gave them an almost cinematic look—she with her bun undone, black hair falling in loose strands over her shoulders, he looking somewhat disheveled.

They pressed the button. The doors opened smoothly. They entered. The doors closed.

The elevator began to rise. Absolute silence, broken only by the mechanical hum and their breathing. Laura stared at the floor, eyes fixed on the tips of her sandals. Quique looked at the ceiling, counting the recessed lights as if they were stars. Neither dared turn their head. The space between them—barely half a meter—felt electrified. Each time one breathed, the other seemed to hold their breath.

The elevator stopped on the second floor with a slight sway. The doors opened. They stepped out onto the landing. The hallway was deserted, lit by wall sconces. They stopped face to face, neither sure who had stopped first.

They looked at each other.

It was an intense look, raw, unfiltered. Laura’s eyes shone with something beyond fatigue: hunger held in check, curiosity, fear, and desire all tangled together. Quique’s reflected the same—an internal battle he’d already lost. They both knew what was going to happen. No need to say it. The air between them thickened, charged with a sexual tension you could almost touch.

An image flashed through Quique’s mind like lightning: Cris. And then Laura.

Laura right there in front of him, hair loose, lips parted, chest rising and falling beneath the white tank top, her hardened nipples visible through the thin fabric.

“Laura…” Quique said, his voice hoarse, almost a whisper.

“Yes?” she replied, not looking away. Her voice trembled slightly.

“Tomorrow will be another long day.”

“Of course, of course,” she said, but she didn’t move.

Neither moved.

The hallway remained empty. The elevator doors closed again. The silence grew heavier, hotter. Quique shifted forward, barely an inch. Laura didn’t step back. Their breathing synchronized: rapid, shallow. He could smell her perfume mixed with the faint sweat from dancing. She could see the racing pulse in his neck, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed.

Laura’s eyes dropped to his lips for an instant, then rose again. Quique’s did the same—tracing the curve of her mouth, the line of her neck, down to where the tank top revealed a hint of lace from her bra.

“Laura…” he repeated, lower this time, almost a plea.

She raised her hand slowly, as if afraid of breaking something. Her fingers hovered millimeters from his neck.

“We shouldn’t,” she whispered.

“No,” he confirmed.

And then, finally, they stepped back.

“Good night.”

“See you tomorrow.”
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As fun as the night had been, Quique felt off-kilter the next morning for a couple of hours. He didn't regret anything—there was nothing to regret—but they were both a little embarrassed about what had happened, or even what had almost happened.

Laura worried she'd given Quique the wrong impression by letting herself go the way she had, but they both had to get back to the real world. The time had come.

And yet, something had almost happened between them—a spark, a gesture, a touch—and everything could have gone up in flames. In fact, Laura believed that if Quique hadn't been the one to keep his cool, she would have given herself to him in a way she hadn't given herself to a man in years.

She felt a burning shame and, at the same time, anger at herself. The thing was, even beneath that thin layer of mortification, she knew she'd never felt more alive. Strange as it seemed, he'd made her feel liberated, as if she could ask him for anything. As if he'd seen something in her that no one else could see. He hadn't seemed surprised or judged her when she let herself go. On the contrary, he seemed to have enjoyed that sudden shift in personality.

Quique went down to breakfast early. The hotel buffet was nearly empty: just a couple of tourists with suitcases and a businessman reading ABC at the next table. Quique got himself coffee, toast, and orange juice, but barely touched any of it. He glanced at the elevator doors every couple of minutes, waiting—or dreading—to see Laura appear.

When she arrived, dressed in an impeccable navy pantsuit, her bun perfect again and her thin-framed glasses in place, the contrast with the woman from the night before was almost jarring. She gave him a polite, professional smile and sat down across from him with her tray.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice neutral.

“Good morning,” he replied, equally neutral.

Neither mentioned the dancing, the booth, the elevator. They talked about the trial: the key witness who could change everything, the strategy for closing arguments, the possible appeal if they lost at first instance. A safe, technical conversation that let them pretend the night before had been nothing more than a minor footnote.

But they both felt it: the sexual tension hadn't dissipated—it had only been put on hold. Every time Laura leaned forward to pour herself more coffee, Quique caught a glimpse of her cleavage, remembered the tank top. Neither looked away too quickly, but neither held the gaze either. It was a precarious balancing act.

Laura worried she might have given him the wrong impression. She'd let herself go too far. Now, in the light of day and wearing her lawyer's armor, she felt different. She felt like her usual self—more confident, more professional. They'd both pulled themselves together, and now they stood waiting for Javier at the courthouse entrance. But what had happened the night before had cast a shadow over everything between them.

Trying to lighten the mood, Quique cracked a couple of lawyer jokes. She responded with a polite smile.

When Javier arrived, he eyed them with suspicion. He was a man in his early fifties, wearing a dark gray suit, his hair going gray. His eyes seemed intent on scrutinizing them.

“I hope you're in top form,” he said, studying them. “You look tired,” he added, a note of suspicion in his voice.

“Of course,” Quique replied, his voice firm and professional.

Javier raised an eyebrow, glancing back and forth between them.

“Seville nightlife can be tempting,” he said, with that half-joking, half-warning tone he used when he wanted to hint at something without saying it outright.

Laura felt heat rise to her cheeks. She looked down, pretending to adjust her shoe.

Quique kept his composure.

“Nothing that would keep us from being at a hundred percent today. We grabbed a bite last night, then turned in early.”

Javier nodded, but the look he gave them said he didn't quite buy it.

“Good. Then let's get to it, shall we?”

“We need to get our robes. Wait for us at the courtroom door.”

Javier went inside, leaving a heavy silence in his wake.

Laura and Quique looked at each other for a second. She was the first to speak.

“I think he suspects something.”

Quique shook his head.

“Nothing happened last night, Laura.” He paused and looked at her intently. “We'd been working on the case for weeks, the first day went well, and we went out to grab a bite. Then we had a drink as colleagues, talking things over. There's nothing wrong with any of that.”

The silence returned, heavier than before. They both knew that on the elevator landing, when they'd looked at each other with that intensity, they'd been just one step away. A kiss, a touch, and everything would have been completely different.

Quique cleared his throat.

“We should head up. I don't want to be late.”

Laura nodded, stood, and grabbed her bag.

They walked together toward the elevator.

“I don't regret dancing with you.”

Quique took a moment to respond.

“Neither do I.”

As they put on their robes, neither said another word. But they both knew something had changed. They hadn't crossed the line, but they'd brushed up against it. And that brush, that almost-nothing, weighed on them both.

The trial awaited them. Reality was calling.

The second day ended with a feeling similar to the first. Not euphoric, not yet, but firmer. They left the courthouse with the early afternoon sun beating straight down on the plaza, as if the city had no idea that inside, in a stark courtroom, years of someone's life were being decided.

This time they didn't improvise. They went back to the same bar from the night before. Not out of routine, but for the familiarity—and because they had no desire to hunt for somewhere they might like less.

“High table?” Javier asked as soon as they walked in. “Today I need something that doesn't feel so formal.”

The waiter recognized them and smiled knowingly.

“Same as before?”

Quique looked at Laura.

“Feeling brave enough for the dogfish again?”

“I'm up for anything,” she replied. “But let's add something else. After that expert testimony, we've earned it.”

They ordered whitebait, marinated dogfish, and some baby squid. And three beers, again without glasses.

Javier objected:

“You don't drink beer in tercios here. In Seville, you drink cañas. Totally different thing...”

They went along with it, and when the glasses arrived, they clinked them gently.

“You were solid,” Laura said.

“More than solid,” Javier corrected. “It was excellent. I called Fernando to tell him how well you did. He's very pleased.”

The plates arrived quickly. The smell of fresh fried food filled the air around them again.

Javier leaned forward.

“When the prosecutor tried to suggest the report's price was out of line... and the expert came back with that comparative table... that's when I finally breathed.”

Laura nodded while squeezing lemon over the whitebait.

“He had the market values broken down by quarter. That blows apart the whole disguised-bribe theory.”

“And the best part,” Quique added, “was that he didn't take any bait. He stuck to the data.”

Javier bit into the dogfish, almost ravenous.

“Did you see the look on the private prosecution's lawyer?”

Laura smiled.

“He tried to steer things toward the 'close relationship' with your brother.”

“Yes,” Quique said, “but the presiding judge cut him off. Said the court was examining whether there was unjustified compensation, not family ties.”

Javier set his bottle down.

“I liked that. A lot.”

Laura tried a baby squid and raised her eyebrows.

“This is better than yesterday.”

“Because today it tastes like relief,” Quique said.

There was a brief silence, but not an uncomfortable one. They chewed, drank, processed.

“The municipal architect was more careful than I expected,” Laura said.

“He said the same thing he said during the preliminary investigation,” Quique added. “Conditional report, not prohibitive.”

Javier nodded vigorously.

“And when the prosecutor asked if the license was 'manifestly illegal,' he said it wasn't his place to call it that.”

Laura pointed with her fork.

“That distinction matters. It weakens the malfeasance charge.”

Quique picked up a whitebait, looking thoughtful.

“Today the prosecution tried to pivot to the 'accumulation of circumstantial evidence' angle.”

“Yeah,” Javier said. “Like if they say 'scheme' enough times, it'll become real.”

Laura finished her beer in one long swallow and signaled the waiter for three more.

“Accumulating circumstantial evidence only works if it all points the same direction. And today they didn't pull that off. The expert introduced reasonable doubt on the bribery, and the architect undermined the arbitrariness claim.”

Javier looked back and forth between them.

“So... what do they have left?”

Quique didn't answer right away.

“The narrative. Always the narrative.”

Laura nodded.

“Tomorrow they'll try to wrap up with the argument that even if no single piece is conclusive, the whole thing paints a picture of misconduct.”

Javier sighed.

“Is that dangerous?”

“It is if the court buys the narrative without demanding solid proof,” Quique said. “But today I saw something important.”

“What?” Laura asked.

“The reporting judge took a lot of notes during the expert testimony. And he asked for the table to be entered into the record in full detail. That shows technical interest, not any kind of bias.”

Javier leaned back.

“When I took the stand yesterday, I was scared to death. Today, just listening, I felt... something else.”

“What?” Laura asked.

“This isn’t about impressions anymore. It’s about facts.”

Laura smiled slightly.

“Welcome to criminal law.”

The waiter passed by, collecting plates. Javier pointed to the nearly empty dish of marinated dogfish.

“We should add this to our invoice.”

Quique laughed.

“Necessary expenses for the defense strategy.”

Laura shook her head, amused.

“All I know is that if we get an acquittal, I’ll have to come back to Seville to celebrate with another plate of this.”

Javier raised the bottle.

“If we’re acquitted, I’m buying the whole bar a round.”

A more serious silence fell.

“Thank you,” Javier said, more quietly.

Quique looked at him.

“It’s not over yet.”

“I know. But today... today I saw that I’m not alone against them.”

Laura held his gaze.

“You never have been.”

Javier nodded.

“When the prosecutor raised his voice this morning, I thought he was going to intimidate the expert. And the man didn’t even flinch.”

“That was key,” Quique said. “Staying calm takes the wind out of the drama.”

Laura took the last little fried fish.

“Tomorrow will be shorter. They’ll maintain their provisional conclusions, maybe with some minor adjustments.”

“Do you think they’ll reduce anything?” Javier asked.

Quique shook his head.

“Not before sentencing. They don’t want to show weakness.”

Javier, with a big satisfied smile, jumped to his feet.

“Come on, you two champions. I’m buying you a drink to celebrate. There’s a bar in the Alameda that serves the best rebujitos in all of Seville.”

Quique shook his head with a polite smile.

“Thanks, Javier. I’d love to, but I need to update Fernando before the day ends. And I want to talk to Cristina. I’ve been away for several days and... well, you know.”

Javier let out a short laugh, giving him a pat on the shoulder.

“You’re a saint, Enrique. Go on, get back to your wife. Give her my regards. And tell her next time to come along—she’d have a blast here.”

Quique nodded, grateful for the graceful exit.

Laura, who had been quiet, looked up.

“I’ll accept, Javier. A quick drink won’t hurt after this week.”

Javier smiled, satisfied.

“Perfect. Let’s go, I’m buying you whatever you want.”

They said goodbye in the plaza. Quique hugged Laura for a second—a professional hug, brief, nothing lingering—and thanked her quietly.

“Take care. And thanks for this whole week.”

Laura returned the hug with the same restraint.

“Likewise. Great work, Enrique. See you tomorrow.”

Laura, for her part, followed Javier toward the Alameda. They walked in silence at first. Javier glanced at her sideways.

“Everything okay with Enrique? He seemed... thoughtful.”

Laura smiled, a professional smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

“Everything’s fine. He’s just tired. And eager to get home.”

Quique headed toward the hotel with his phone already in hand, dialing Cristina’s number. She didn’t answer, so he sent her a message saying everything was going well and that he could probably come home on Friday. As he walked through the narrow streets, the night kept echoing in his head: the dance with Laura, the elevator, the look that had lasted too long. Nothing had happened, but the possibility had been there, floating like a suspended promise. And now, walking away from her, he felt a mixture of relief and vague guilt.


	The Sentence in Madrid.


Cristina looked at herself in the bathroom mirror for the umpteenth time that afternoon. Steam from her long shower still fogged the edges of the glass, but her reflection was clear: hair loose, subtle makeup that brought out her playful eyes. She'd chosen her lingerie carefully but hadn't put it on yet. The black lace set—a bra that lifted her breasts and left her nipples exposed, a minimal thong that disappeared between her cheeks. She'd laid out the garter stockings too. She felt sexy, powerful, ready for whatever came. But impatient.

The other man hadn't made a peep since that night at his penthouse, and she wasn't going to sit around waiting for his call like some lovesick teenager. If he expected that, he was in for a surprise—his loss!

The night before, lying in the empty bed, she'd made her decision. If he wanted to play cat and mouse, he could keep his mouse. She wasn't going to sit around waiting for a call that might never come. She had options. And one of them was Ricardo. With Adriana, of course. The couple who'd lit the spark at that barbecue weeks ago. She knew they'd accept. She knew what would happen: pool, maybe nudity, and sex.

She put on a summer dress with a crossover neckline, nothing underneath. She headed down to the living room and poured herself a drink.

That morning, she'd called Ricardo to suggest an... intense afternoon.

"Cristina… what a surprise. To what do I owe the honor?"

His voice was deep, with that playful edge that had always attracted her. Cris perched on the edge of her desk, slowly crossing her legs.

"Hi, Ricardo. Are you busy? Or do you have a minute to chat with an old friend?"

"I always have time for you. Just got out of a meeting. Everything okay?"

Cris smiled to herself. Perfect.

"Everything's great, thanks. I was thinking maybe you'd like to come over. I have the place to myself. Quique went to Seville for a trial and won't be back until Friday. The house feels enormous."

Ricardo laughed.

"Poor thing. So what did you have in mind?"

Cris shifted against the edge of the desk, feeling it press between her cheeks.

"I was thinking about how much fun we had the last time you came over. The pool, the sun, the wine… It was a great day, wasn't it?"

"Oh, yes. Unforgettable. Especially that part where you and Adriana relaxed so much you forgot you weren't alone," he said, his voice teasing. "Some swimsuits got lost along the way…"

Cris laughed, a soft, knowing sound.

"Exactly. And since Quique's not here… I thought you might want to come over for a repeat performance, keep me company. The house is too big, and I know you'd enjoy a dip."

Cristina's voice dripped with feigned innocence.

"This afternoon, if you're up for it," she continued. "Or tomorrow. The pool's ready, the sun's shining, and I've got a bottle of champagne waiting for someone to uncork it. What do you say? Feel like 'disconnecting' a little?"

A brief pause.

"Well, well. Sounds tempting. Especially if you promise it'll be like last time… You know. Without anyone interrupting. The mountains are perfect for that. For letting loose and enjoying the scenery…"

Cristina felt a tingle in her belly. The double meaning was obvious. Part of the game.

"Of course. No restrictions. You can bring whatever you want… or nothing at all. The house is big, the pool's private. No one will be watching. Just the three of us, enjoying a quiet afternoon."

Ricardo let out an exaggerated sigh.

"Cris, you're making it hard to say no. I'll talk to Adriana, but I'm sure she'll jump at the chance to escape to the mountains for a little relaxation. Especially if there's sun and a pool. Lately we haven't had many chances to sunbathe, and we could use some fresh air… all over."

Cristina smiled. She felt heat rising in her lower belly.

"Perfect. I'll be waiting."

She hung up. The silence of the house returned, but now it was charged with anticipation. Cristina stood, walked to the porch, and looked at the pool. Ricardo and Adriana should be arriving any moment.

She looked at herself one last time in the hallway mirror: hair falling down her back, lips painted a discreet red, eyes bright with excitement. She knew what was going to happen. And she wanted it.

Around four, the gate buzzer rang. Her heart skipped a beat. She went downstairs barefoot, opened the front door, and pressed the intercom to let them in. Ricardo's car crunched up the gravel driveway and stopped by the porch. Adriana got out first, wearing a short turquoise dress, flat sandals, her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. Ricardo followed, sunglasses hanging from the neck of his polo.

"Cris…" Adriana said with a wide smile, stepping close to kiss both her cheeks. "I've been dying to see you. The house is beautiful, and so are you."

Ricardo approached more slowly, looked her up and down without bothering to hide it, and gave her a kiss on the cheek that lasted a second longer than necessary.

“You look… radiant,” he murmured, his voice low. “That dress fits you like a glove.”

Cris smiled, feeling the heat rise up her neck.

“Come in. The sun is perfect and the pool’s waiting for you. Want something to drink first?”

Adriana nodded.

The pool sparkled under the June sun, the turquoise water inviting. White towels lay folded on the new lounge chairs. On a table, a bottle of champagne sat in an ice bucket beside a tray of glasses. Cris poured three while Ricardo and Adriana kicked off their shoes.

Adriana didn’t beat around the bush. She turned toward Cris with a mischievous smile, pulled her dress off over her head in one motion, and let it fall onto a chair. Underneath, she wore only a tiny white thong. Her breasts hung free—medium, firm, her nipples hardening in the breeze. She slid the thong down slowly, leaving it next to the dress. Naked, she stretched.

“Much better,” she said, turning toward them. “Who’s up for the first dip?”

Ricardo laughed, pulling off his polo. His toned torso gleamed in the sun, abs lightly defined. He pulled down his bermuda shorts and boxer briefs in one go. His cock hung heavy between his legs, already half-hard. Cristina eyed it with an intense gaze, admiring the size.

“Impossible to resist,” he said, looking at Cris. “And you, hostess?”

Cristina felt her pulse quicken. She slipped the straps of her dress off one by one. The fabric fell to the ground with a whisper. Naked, she stood still for a second, letting them look. The sun warmed her skin, making every pore seem to vibrate.

“Coming,” she said, and walked toward the edge of the pool with slow, deliberate steps.

All three dove in almost at once. The cold water was a delicious shock. She surfaced laughing, shaking out her hair. Adriana swam toward her, wrapping her arms around her waist beneath the water.

“Damn, Cris… this is spectacular,” she whispered, brushing her breasts against hers. “You’re lucky to have this.”

Ricardo came up from behind, wrapping his arms around them both. His cock brushed against Cristina’s back, hard and hot against her wet skin.

“The water’s perfect,” he said. “But I think we’re getting too heated.”

Adriana turned, kissing Ricardo on the lips while her hand slid down Cristina’s belly, grazing her mound without touching her clit yet.

“Too much,” she murmured.

“That was the point, wasn’t it?”

Cristina arched slightly, feeling Adriana’s fingers graze the edge of her outer lips. Ricardo bit her earlobe from behind.

“Do you want us to keep 'cooling off' here… or should we go upstairs?” he asked, his hand sliding down her hip to squeeze her ass.

Cristina moaned, spreading her legs a little wider under the water.

“Here is fine… for now.”

Adriana smiled, her fingers finally slipping between Cristina’s folds, grazing her swollen clit with the tip of her index finger.

“Then let’s keep 'swimming,'” she said, and began moving her finger in slow circles.

Ricardo kissed her neck. His cock pressed against her ass while his hands moved up to her breasts, pinching her fully aroused nipples.

Cristina closed her eyes and leaned her head back against Ricardo’s shoulder. The water lapped at their bodies, the sun warmed their skin, and the caresses grew firmer, more urgent.

Adriana slipped a finger inside her, slowly, feeling her contract around it.

“You’re soaked… and it’s not just from the water,” she whispered. “I can feel how different your wetness is.”

Ricardo bit her shoulder, his hand sliding down to join Adriana’s, grazing her clit while she slid two fingers inside her.

Cristina gasped and began rocking her hips against their hands.

“Don’t stop…” she begged, her voice hoarse.

As they kissed, Ricardo pulled back just enough to brush his lips against Cristina’s and murmur against her mouth:

“I think Quique holds you back.”

Cristina went still for a second, her breath ragged, pool water dripping down her skin. Adriana, who had been kissing her neck from behind, lifted her head and smiled with that feline slowness she had.

“He holds you back,” Ricardo repeated, his hand possessive on her waist, tracing slow circles over her hip. “You’re too… alive for him. Too hungry.”

Cris let out a low laugh, not pulling away.

“In a way… yes. Quique is a good lover. Very good. But he’s too conventional. Always the same. He never crosses the line. He never asks me to be… more. He never lets me be.”

Adriana pressed closer against her back, breasts warm against her skin. She continued stroking her belly, fingers trailing down to graze her mound.

“That’s why you cheat on him,” she said, her voice soft but pointed. “Because you need more. Because with him you feel loved… but not fully desired.”

Cristina turned her head to look at her, expression aroused but somewhat annoyed.

“I don’t see it as cheating. I see it as a need. Like breathing. Quique is my home. My security. But there are days—many days—when I need to feel broken, used, looked at. I’m a sexual woman who wants to be desired. And that… he doesn’t give me. Not because he doesn’t want to, but because he doesn’t know how. Or because he’s afraid.”

Ricardo bit her earlobe, one hand rising to squeeze her breast hard.

“And us? Do we give you that?”

Cristina closed her eyes for a second, feeling Adriana’s fingers slide between her outer lips, brushing her swollen clit.

“You two…” she gasped. “You give me what he can’t. Or won’t dare. You give me the danger. The filth. The feeling that I’m doing something I shouldn’t… and that I love it.”

Adriana slipped a finger in slowly, curving it inside her.

“Doesn’t it bother you? When you go home and he hugs you?”

Cristina bit her lip.

“It bothers me, yes… but it also turns me on. Knowing he kisses me with no idea that a few hours ago I had two cocks inside me. That he tells me 'I love you' while I can still taste another man in my mouth. That… that turns me on more than anything.”

Ricardo growled, his hard cock pressing against her ass.

“You’re a delicious slut, Cris. And he has no idea.”

“No,” she whispered, spreading her legs wider. “He has no idea. And I don’t want him to. Because if he knew… And I love him. I need him. But I also need this. I need to be fucked. To be used. To be made to scream until I can’t take anymore.”

Adriana sped up, adding a second finger.

“Then let us use you. Today. Tomorrow. Whenever you want. No regrets. Just pleasure.”

Cristina moaned, her head thrown back against Ricardo’s shoulder.

“And when you go back to him… tell him you love him. And let him fuck you thinking he’s the only one who does. While you remember how we both filled you.”

Cris came then, trembling between them. When the orgasm passed, she turned and kissed them both, back and forth, hungry.

“I still need more,” she whispered. “Much more.”

Ricardo held her from behind, his hard cock pressing against her ass, sliding between her cheeks without entering her yet. His hands moved up and down her sides, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples until Cristina arched her back and let out a long, hoarse moan.

“Fuck…”

Adriana smiled, kissing her deeply while her fingers picked up the pace. She withdrew two fingers and slid in three, opening her slowly, stretching her. Cris gasped, her hips moving against her hand, seeking more depth.

“You’re so wet I could slip my whole fist inside you,” Adriana murmured, her voice low and charged.

Cristina closed her eyes, head thrown back against Ricardo’s shoulder. Water splashed around them as all three moved.

“Yes…” she gasped. “Do it. Open me up.”

Ricardo growled, biting her neck hard enough to leave a mark. His hand slid down Cristina’s belly to join Adriana’s. While she kept working three fingers inside her, he brushed her clit with his thumb.

Cristina’s whole body tensed, a choked cry escaping her throat. The orgasm hit her, her walls clenching around Adriana’s fingers as she trembled between the two bodies holding her. The water churned violently around them.

But they didn’t stop.

Adriana slid her fingers out slowly, leaving Cris gasping, legs trembling. Ricardo turned her easily, pressing her back against the edge of the pool. He lifted one leg onto his shoulder, opening her completely. His cock brushed her entrance, hot and slick.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Cristina opened her eyes, glassy with pleasure. Ricardo entered with a single thrust, filling her to the hilt. Cristina screamed, digging her nails into his shoulders.

“Fuck… yes… like that…”

Adriana moved beside her, kissing her while Ricardo began to thrust hard. Each thrust sent water splashing over the edges, the sound of their bodies colliding echoing through the silent garden.

Adriana lowered her hand and rubbed Cris’s clit, matching Ricardo’s rhythm.

“You want more?” she whispered against her mouth. “You want us both to fuck you at the same time?”

Cris nodded frantically, unable to speak.

Ricardo pulled out, turned her again, and lifted her to sit on the edge of the pool—legs spread wide, pussy exposed and throbbing. Adriana knelt between her thighs and licked her eagerly, tongue sliding from her perineum to her clit, sucking, biting gently.

Cris screamed, grabbing Adriana’s hair with both hands, pushing her against her sex.

Ricardo moved behind Adriana, thrusting into her with one push while she kept eating Cristina out. The rhythm turned frantic: Ricardo fucked Adriana hard, Adriana licked and sucked Cristina, who ground her hips against her mouth, screaming uncontrollably.

“More… fuck, more…” she begged, her voice broken.

Adriana slipped three fingers into her pussy while licking her clit. Ricardo picked up the pace, pounding into Adriana so hard that water splashed all the way to the lounge chairs.

Cristina came again. A brutal orgasm that made her arch backward. Her body convulsed, her legs trembling uncontrollably. The pleasure was so intense it almost hurt.

They climbed out of the pool and Ricardo arranged them together. The two women sat on the grass with their legs spread wide. Their bodies glistened with water and sweat. Ricardo positioned himself between them, alternating: first Cristina, five deep strokes; then Adriana, five more; then back to Cris.

“I want to come inside both of you,” he growled, reaching his breaking point.

Cristina looked at him with eyes dark with desire.

“Do it. Fill us. Both of us.”

Adriana moaned, rubbing her clit while Ricardo fucked her. He picked up speed, alternating faster, harder. Finally he came inside Cristina, filling her with two hot spurts that made her scream again. He pulled out, still hard, and thrust into Adriana, releasing one last burst inside her while the two women kissed, sharing moans and saliva.

When he finished, all three lay still, panting.

Cristina let herself fall backward.

“Fuck…” she whispered, her voice a broken moan. “What a fuck…”

Cristina recovered slowly. Her body was still trembling inside, her muscles loose and warm after the orgasms that had torn through her like lightning. Ricardo and Adriana still lay there kissing lazily, but she needed a moment alone. She got up from the grass on shaky legs and walked barefoot toward the house. The sun warmed her naked body, but the cool air inside made her skin prickle when she stepped through the sliding door.

On her way to the bathroom, almost by reflex, she grabbed her phone from the living room table. She didn’t know why. Or she did know. She knew perfectly well.

She sat on the toilet with her legs spread. While the warm stream flowed out, relieving the pressure in her bladder, she looked at the screen. Two new messages. The same number that had been silent for days.

The first had arrived twenty minutes ago:

“Hello beautiful. I hadn’t forgotten about you, but sometimes obligations overpower desire. But I know what I need to do to make it up to you. I’ve thought of something private (though not entirely) that I know you’ll like.”

The second, five minutes later:

“Beautiful, if you don’t answer I’ll find an alternative.”

Cristina felt rage rising up her throat like acid. Pissed off. Really pissed off. How dare he? How dare he disappear without a word? And now he came back with that arrogant calm, with that line about obligations overpowering desire, as if she was supposed to understand, as if she was supposed to sit around wet and waiting for him to have a slot in his schedule?

She gripped the phone so hard her knuckles turned white. She wanted to respond: “Go to hell. Find someone else.” She wanted to delete him, block him, forget he existed. But she didn’t. After their encounter she couldn’t get him out of her head, but the ease with which he simply appeared and disappeared whenever he felt like it made her sick with rage.

Though beneath that rage there was something else: desire. A dirty, urgent desire that squeezed her chest and made her wet again between her legs. She wanted to see him. She wanted him to look at her like she was an object, to use her, to make her scream. She wanted that feeling of danger, of doing something forbidden, of being desired with an intensity that Quique—no matter how much he loved her—could never give her. But he could. He had made her feel alive in a way that scared and excited her at the same time.

She bit her lower lip, looking at the messages. “Something private (though not entirely).” What did that mean? A date at his place? The penthouse? Something public where someone could see them? The idea sent a shiver straight down to her clit. She was pissed off, yes. But also wet. Again.

She typed with trembling fingers:

“Tell me where and when.”

She hit send before she could regret it.

She wiped herself, stood up, looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright, her nipples hard. She was furious with herself for answering him. But she was also aroused. And that was what she hated most: that he had that power over her. That he could disappear and come back whenever he wanted, and that she—despite everything—kept spreading her legs.

She returned to the porch. Ricardo and Adriana, sitting on the grass, looked up at her and smiled.

“Everything okay?” Adriana asked.

Cristina smiled, forced at first, then genuine.

“Everything’s perfect. Just… a message I needed to answer.”

She lay down between them, letting desire drag her under again. But in the back of her mind, all she wanted was to receive the response to her last message. And she knew that when it arrived, she wouldn’t say no.

Ricardo pulled her to her feet. He began kissing her slowly and pressed his fingertips to the base of her neck, where he could feel her racing pulse, and left them there for a moment before sliding them gently between her breasts and down to her navel. Then he turned her carefully so that Adriana could see what they were doing.

Adriana smiled serenely as she watched the scene, completely uninhibited—even visibly aroused.

Cristina couldn't take her eyes off the smooth, tanned hands resting on her waist, the long, elegant fingers warming her stomach with their caress. Ricardo began moving his hands slowly, tracing his fingers along the underside of her breasts before cupping them in his palms. As he held them, her nipples hardened until they resembled two dark stones.

As he caressed her, tracing circles around her areolas with his fingertips, she leaned back against his body until the tension in her chest became almost unbearable.

“You like that, don't you?” Ricardo whispered. Cristina felt his warm breath against her ear. “Want more?”

Cristina didn't answer, just nodded. With his fingertips, Ricardo continued tracing the tops of her breasts. Cristina held her breath as he moved back and forth across them.

Their eyes met Adriana's, who smiled at them lasciviously, and Cristina moaned at the enigmatic expression in her eyes. She didn't fully understand it, but she thought she grasped the meaning behind that look. Adriana enjoyed watching her partner with another woman.

Ricardo smiled easily and kissed her neck.

Cristina swallowed as Ricardo's hands slid down her sides, briefly grazing her ass before moving quickly to her trembling thighs. His palm caressed her shaved mound.

“You're so hot… I had no idea there was a little slut like you hiding in HR. Too bad I didn't know sooner.”

Hypnotized by the cadence of his voice, Cristina couldn't protest when he gently parted her thighs, exposing her reddened sex like a rose unfurling. The folds of her flesh were swollen from their recent lovemaking, moist and glistening, as Ricardo began to spread them.

“Fuck…!” Cristina exclaimed as his fingers brushed lightly against her sex; her legs could barely hold her. Ricardo caught her in his arms and she shuddered.

He began trailing his lips, unexpectedly cool, across her face, kissing her temples, her eyebrows, the curve of her jaw down to the base of her ears. Then he traced the outline of her lips with his tongue, and Cristina's mouth opened like a flower to the sun, inviting him in.

As he kissed her, Cristina clung to his shoulders, feeling her breasts swell as they pressed against his body. She felt the urgency of his arousal against her stomach, along with his hands wandering freely over her back and ass.

She felt only a slight ache growing between her thighs. Cristina welcomed the hot invasion of Ricardo's tongue in her mouth. She drew it deeper, swirling her tongue around his while digging her nails into his back.

Suddenly, she felt Adriana joining them. Ricardo released his embrace and pulled back slightly. Cristina noticed the heat of his gaze reflected in his girlfriend's eyes. Adriana wrapped her arms around his neck and rested her head on his shoulder.

Cristina's eyes drifted between his thighs where his hard cock stood. It was long and thick, and on the dark, smooth tip, a drop of liquid glistened.

It was hot to the touch, so hard and demanding that Cristina felt a flash of fear. She began stroking the silky skin. Ricardo stood motionless, watching through half-closed eyes, his body tense, as Adriana joined in.

Under Cristina's and Adriana's hands, his cock swelled even more. They knelt before him and ran their tongues over the taut skin stretching from below his stomach to his balls. The hair covering him and extending to his groin was sparse and silky. Cristina tangled her fingers in it and licked.

“Let's go to my bed,” Cristina said.

Ricardo helped them to their feet, and they walked slowly, exchanging kisses and caresses. Without bothering to pull back the bedspread, the girls lay down on the bed. He leaned over them to kiss their lips, then buried his face between their breasts and took a nipple in his mouth. Cristina lay on her back, staring at the ceiling without seeing it, while Ricardo sucked first one nipple, then the other. Deep within her body, she felt answering tugs of pleasure with each pull of his mouth on her breast.

Cristina let out a muffled cry of alarm when Adriana's exploring fingers found her hard clit again, protruding erect between the slippery folds of her pussy. Then Adriana began working her entire hand inside, pressing firmly.

Adriana looked at her with a questioning frown, then smiled knowingly.

“Everything's fine, honey… relax. Close your eyes. Trust me.”

Calmer now, Cristina let her eyelids close and surrendered to the slow, inexorable stretch. She felt all of Adriana's fingers invading the secret garden of her sex. She sighed and spread her legs wider. The walls of her pussy felt ready to burst, yet they accepted the girl's entire hand.

The insides of her thighs began to radiate heat the moment Adriana finally worked her thumb inside. Once she succeeded, she began moving slowly. Ricardo caressed Cristina's clit with rhythmic strokes that seemed to match the pulse she felt throbbing between her legs. They touched her like a delicate musical instrument—with reverence, yet with a confidence that made her dig her nails into their flesh. Cristina felt herself opening, inviting them deeper.

Adriana’s warm breath caressed her ear as she kept whispering, some words dirty, others affectionate. It was her tone, the rhythm of her words, that excited her.

“So beautiful… such a slut… Spread wide for me.”

The heat kept building, flooding Cristina’s body and spiraling up her spine. Adriana began to pull her hand away. For a second, Cristina felt a flash of fear and her eyes flew open. Ricardo kissed her firmly, chasing away her fears until finally, spasm after spasm, she came undone.

She pulled her mouth from his and threw her head back, screaming, certain she couldn’t withstand that intensity. Adriana lowered her mouth to her swollen, flushed sex and pressed with her tongue, prolonging the sensation until she had to beg her to stop.

She screamed again when he thrust into her quickly, before her orgasm had fully subsided.

Cristina held him in a state close to unconsciousness, her face twisted in extreme pleasure as she reveled in feeling so full of him. She felt him moving inside her and matched his rhythm, thrust for thrust, rolling her hips against Ricardo’s body in urgent, compulsive motion.

Their cries of ecstasy merged into one as they rolled across the bed, entangled. A single thought kept spinning through Cristina’s head: this was it, this was what she’d always suspected she was missing. And she knew she would never settle for less again.

When they separated, Ricardo slid his hand along her sides and down her back, tracing her spine, the gleam in his eyes caressing her in the darkness. He massaged the back of her neck and kissed her with lingering hunger.

“I didn’t know… I never imagined it was possible to feel this much pleasure,” she stammered.

Ricardo propped himself up on one elbow and traced the line of her mouth with his fingertip. He took Cristina’s chin firmly between his finger and thumb, tilting her head back so he could look directly into her eyes.

“There’s more, much more. We just need time to explore all the secrets of love.”

He simply stared at her. Cristina was hypnotized by the expression in his eyes. Adriana joined in their kisses, the caresses that no longer sought pleasure, but intimacy.

“I want you to teach me,” she whispered hoarsely.

Adriana and Ricardo smiled.


	Friday. Seville.


1

The final session was shorter than they’d expected. The conclusions remained essentially unchanged. The prosecution reiterated its sentencing request, insisting there was sufficient evidence to support both malfeasance and bribery charges. The private prosecution took a harder line in its final report, invoking the “duty to set an example” for those holding public office.

Quique spoke last. No grandstanding. No dramatic flourishes. He was precise and direct. He dismantled the claim of arbitrary decision-making by citing case law on the requirement of clear and deliberate injustice. He emphasized the lack of direct proof of any alleged bribe. He pointed to the consistency of the forensic accounting testimony. He insisted that the presumption of innocence was a rule, not a rhetorical formula.

Laura, at his side, fed him references. A whispered word here, a page slid over at just the right moment.

When he finished, the courtroom fell into that heavy silence—the kind that doesn’t always happen.

The presiding judge glanced at his colleagues. They exchanged a few brief, barely audible words, and then he announced:

“The case is submitted for judgment.”

Nothing more. A simple formality that nonetheless marked the end of months of tension.

They gathered their things with measured movements. Javier stayed seated, as if he needed a few seconds to process that he no longer had to speak. Outside, in the hallway, the light seemed different. For a moment, the three of them looked at each other without saying anything. It was Javier who broke the silence.

“Thank you.”

He said it without theatrics, his voice thick with emotion.

“Thank you, truly.”

He went to Quique first. The embrace was firm, lingering, almost intimate.

“You believed in me from the beginning,” he murmured.

“Because I had no reason not to,” Quique replied quietly.

Then Javier turned to Laura.

“And you…” he hesitated a second. “I don’t know how to thank you for all the work.”

Laura smiled softly.

“Winning would be a good start.”

Javier let out a nervous laugh and hugged her too. It was a genuine embrace, the kind where you release all that pent-up tension.

When they pulled apart, the emotion still hung in the air.

It happened almost simultaneously. Javier hugged them both again, this time pulling them into an impulsive group embrace. All three laughed, messy and unguarded, with that laughter that comes when pressure releases all at once.

Amid that tangle of arms and stumbling words, it happened.

Laura turned her face slightly toward Quique, still smiling broadly, and without thinking—or thinking too fast—she gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

A tiny gesture. A peck. Instant. The contact lasted barely a second. And the next moment, they both pulled apart as if they’d touched a live wire.

Time seemed to compress.

Javier, still caught up in the embrace, didn’t seem to notice; he was looking the other way, searching for his wife in the courtroom.

But between the two of them, the air had changed.

Laura took a step back.

“Sorry.”

She said it quickly, lowering her voice.

“I’m sorry. I got carried away… the euphoria.”

There was no flirtation in her tone. No defiance either. Just surprise and a slight tightness in her jaw.

He looked at her for a second that felt like an eternity.

There was no anger in his expression. No smile either.

“It’s fine,” he finally said, his voice low.

But the “it’s fine” wasn’t exactly true. Something had happened. Something small. Silent. Unmistakable.

Laura nodded, as if trying to seal the explanation.

“It’s been an intense day.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Very intense.”

Javier, oblivious to that invisible shift, looked at them both.

“I owe you both dinner when this all turns out well. A real one, not a working dinner.”

Enrique finished putting the papers in his briefcase.

“Now we wait.”

He was alone in the elevator when Laura slipped in just as the doors were closing. Their eyes met, and Quique started coughing more dramatically than necessary while she held her breath. The ride, in the awkward silence of the elevator, immediately became torture.

The elevator moved too slowly.

The silence was overwhelming.

It had been three days of hard work, intense pressure as they worked as a team, but also some moments to unwind. Quique had started to see her as a young woman, full of energy and—he had to admit—incredibly beautiful. And then that had just happened. A kiss that had thrown him completely off balance.

He knew they’d have to talk eventually and wrap up this trip on good terms, but there were few things he was worse at than making conversation with women.

She opened her mouth to speak, but held back, falling silent again. When she looked at him and he met her gaze, she glanced away, blinking. Just as the doors opened in the lobby, he gestured for her to go ahead.

“Finally done!”

“Yeah, looks like it,” he said, though his smile was stiff as cardboard.

Quique felt as if his brain had gone completely blank—he couldn’t think of a single interesting thing to say. And she still wasn’t stepping out of the elevator.

He had to end this torment somehow. He was completely hopeless at small talk, and even more so around this girl, who was infinitely more attractive than he’d expected. Acting on instinct, he held his breath.

She shrugged and smiled at him.

“After this, home. The truth is, I’m looking forward to getting back to my routine. Even though I’ve had a great time here. Seville has been quite a discovery.”

“Ah. Well...” He searched for a good response, glancing around the cramped space before finally settling on one. “I’m glad. It’s a city with a lot of charm.”

His heart sank. It was a terrible response, even for a man not used to talking to women. It wasn’t that he was awkward with them professionally, but everything got complicated when he had to navigate something more personal.

“Good God,” he thought. If two minutes in an elevator had been this terrible, he didn’t even want to imagine how claustrophobic the trip to Madrid would be.

“Pick me up at the entrance?” She slung her bag over her shoulder, nodding toward the hotel entrance. “I left my suitcase at the front desk. I’ll grab it and meet you outside...”

“Yes, yes, of course. I’ll get the car from the garage and pull up to the door.”

“Great. Perfect.”

Tilting her head slightly, she headed toward the elevator.

Without meaning to, Quique’s eyes drifted to her backside. It was round, firm, perfectly shaped in those tight jeans. He pushed the thought away as if it were something shameful. Laura looked casual but fresh, with a light touch of makeup and full, pink lips.

Quique was unusually dressed up for a car trip. He took off his suit jacket and loosened his tie.

“Why are you so dressed up?” she murmured as she got in the car. “Do we have a meeting when we arrive?” She started scrolling through her phone’s calendar. “I’ve memorized the schedule and I could swear...”

Quique gave a slight smile but said nothing.

“It’s just... you’re extremely dressed up for a three-hour car ride. I feel like a beggar next to you.”

“You don’t look like a beggar.”

She let out a snort and covered her face.

“It’s a long trip. I figured I’d be more comfortable this way...”

Quique gave a condescending smile.

“I have to stop by the office when we get there. I need to brief Fernando on everything that happened at the trial. I feel better dressed this way, that’s all.”

The car droned along the A-4, the monotony nearly lulling them to sleep. The dry landscape stretching to the horizon contrasted with the quiet tension that had settled inside.

Quique drove with both hands on the wheel, eyes fixed on the road more than necessary. The radio was on, but the volume was so low it was little more than a murmur.

Laura stared out the window, though she wasn’t really focusing on anything in particular.

They had talked about practical things when leaving Seville—estimated timelines for the verdict, what to tell Fernando—but everything sounded mechanical, even artificial.

The tension wasn’t overt. There had been no reproach. Just excessive care with every word.

“I was thinking we could send an email to the expert witness thanking him for making himself available,” Laura said after a while.

“Yes,” Enrique replied. “Do it tomorrow.”

Another long silence settled between them. She tried to smile. Quique supposed he could ask if she liked working at the firm, or how long she’d been living in Madrid. They hadn’t worked directly together until this trial, but working for Fernando, he was sure her time at the company had been... intense. He could also ask where she was from, though he already knew she was from Cantabria. At least that way he’d break the ice a bit and ease the tension.

But then he thought they’d be forced to keep talking, and clearly they weren’t very good at that right now. Better to let it go.

“We could also start preparing a draft appeal, just in case. Nothing dramatic, just as a precaution.”

“We don’t know the ruling yet. Better to wait. No point doing work for nothing.”

“Yeah, but getting ahead of it doesn’t hurt.”

Enrique nodded without looking at her.

Laura shifted slightly in her seat.

“About earlier...” she began, but left the sentence hanging.

He kept his eyes on the road.

“No need to go back to that.”

The tone wasn't harsh. It was restrained.

“I just wanted you to know it was only because of how intense the moment was,” she insisted gently.

“I know. Don't overthink it.”

But the brief response didn't quite close the distance that had formed between them.

Laura rested her head against the headrest, frustrated that she didn't know how to get things back to the way they were. She talked about strategy, about the office, even about the chanquetes and the dogfish. Enrique's responses were always correct, always professional.
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“Would you like something to drink before your food arrives?” the waitress asked as she set up their table.

Quique looked at Laura, and she leaned forward so the woman could hear her over the near-deafening noise of the restaurant.

“I’ll have a beer,” she said.

The waitress smiled at her with a nod and turned toward him.

“Well, I...” Quique began. “I guess one little beer won’t make me test positive.”

Once she’d taken their order, the waitress left and Laura turned toward him. There was something in her face, that vulnerable sincerity in her eyes... it made him feel like he was acting like a child. The truth was, she’d given him a simple kiss, born of the euphoria of the moment, and he was acting as if she were flirting with him.

He blinked several times and looked away toward the television, not daring to meet her eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked him.

“It’s just... I’m really sorry about what happened. And I don’t...” She paused and tried again. “I wouldn’t want what happened earlier to become a problem between us.”

“I already told you nothing happened. Don’t make a big deal out of it.”

Quique said it without a trace of tension. He hoped it was the right response.

“It’s just...” she whispered, waving a hand in front of her as if trying to swat the idea away. “Ever since the kiss, I act like an idiot when I’m around you.”

“Is that something that only happens around me?”

She shifted restlessly in her seat, and he realized how that had sounded.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” he corrected himself. “I mean... I don’t agree with what you’re saying. I’ve never seen you act like an idiot when you’re with me.”

“And at the courthouse?”

Smiling, he had to give her that one.

“Okay. Fine. But it wasn’t idiotic behavior. It was just an expression of joy. Let’s not make a big deal of it.”

“And right now? I feel like things are awkward between us.”

That sent a pang through Quique’s stomach.

“Is there anything I can do about it?” she pressed.

Quique looked up and met her eyes with what seemed like a mix of affection and familiarity.

“No, it’s fine. I just felt uncomfortable for a moment, but that’s normal. I wasn’t expecting it, and it caught me off guard.”

Wanting to reassure her, he said:

“Since I got married, this is the first time a woman other than Cris has kissed me. It felt strange.”

Laura tilted her head slightly toward him. She didn’t seem embarrassed. She smiled, but not casually—it was a mix of mischief and something harder to define.

“I hope ‘strange’ doesn’t mean unpleasant.”

Enrique let out a short breath, almost a laugh.

“No. It wasn’t unpleasant.”

“Then we’re narrowing down the definition.”

“Strange because...” he searched for the words, “it wasn’t in the script. I’m not one to improvise in that area.”

“In any area, really,” she added gently.

He nodded.

“Probably.”

A brief silence fell, but it was no longer so tense.

“I didn’t want to put you in an awkward position,” Laura said easily. “Not you or anyone.”

“You didn’t put me in an awkward position,” he replied. “You put me in an unexpected one.”

She rested her elbow on the door, studying his profile.

“It was one second. We’d been through some really intense days. I guess the body releases tension however it can.”

“I guess,” he echoed.

Laura fidgeted with the edge of the seatbelt.

“Did it bother you?”

The question was direct, but it didn’t come across as a challenge.

Quique took his time answering, weighing his words.

“It’s not about whether it bothered me. It’s... awareness.”

“Of Cris?”

“Of my life. Of who I am.”

Laura nodded slowly.

“That says a lot about you.”

He finally looked at her, just for a second.

“And it says a lot about you that you understand.”

She smiled again, more subtly this time.

“I’m not a teenager, Quique. I know the difference between an impulse and a decision.”

The car kept moving.

“It felt strange,” he repeated, more quietly, “because it reminded me that not everything is always under control.”

Laura let out a small laugh.

“That's not necessarily a bad thing either.”

Enrique turned his eyes back to the road.

“No. It's not.”

Laura glanced at him sideways, her look unpressuring, just calm curiosity.

“Does this conversation make you uncomfortable?”

Enrique took a second to respond, as if weighing exactly how honest he wanted to be.

“A little.”

He didn't say it brusquely. He said it simply.

“It's not something I usually discuss with coworkers.”

Laura nodded, unoffended.

“Yeah. I understand.”

There was a brief silence.

“Would you rather we talk about something else?” she asked. “In case you're not comfortable…”

The question wasn't defensive. It was almost generous.

Enrique glanced at her briefly before turning back to the road.

“It's not about changing the subject as if nothing happened.”

“I didn't mean that.”

“I know.”

He shifted slightly in his seat.

“I suppose it makes me uncomfortable because… at the office I've always tried to maintain a very clear line. Professional. Sharp.”

Laura rested her head against the headrest.

“And now that line has shifted a millimeter.”

“Yes.”

She smiled faintly.

“I don't think anything's broken.”

“No,” he admitted, “but it exists. And I'm aware of it.”

Laura took a deep breath.

“I appreciate you saying it like that.”

“Like what?”

“Without dramatizing. Without pretending it was nothing. But without turning it into something it's not.”

Enrique nodded.

“I don't want this to change how we work together. The boss will probably pair us up more often from now on.”

“I'd like that. It's been a rewarding experience,” she responded quickly.

Her tone was firm, professional again, but without coldness.

“Then maybe we don't need to run from the subject,” Laura added. “Just put it in its place.”

Enrique allowed himself a slight smile.

“That sounds very legal.”

“Occupational hazard.”

They both laughed softly.

“We can talk about something else,” he finally said. “But not because I'm uncomfortable with you. Just because I don't want this to weigh more than it should. Let's not make it into more than it is.”

Laura looked at him calmly.

“That seems like a good approach.”

“What do you think of Fernando?” Quique asked, changing the subject.

“He's an incredible man.”

A sudden spark of interest shot through him.

“Only the most brilliant lawyers think that about him. Most see him as a slave driver.”

“Either you prove your worth or you get left behind. He's not an easy man, but he has a lot to protect. One of the best firms in Spain,” she said, shrugging as she took the beer the waitress offered them with a radiant smile.

“Why are you willing to give up almost your entire life for him?” Quique asked, though he suspected he already knew the answer.

“I'm hoping he'll make me a partner, or at least that I'll land a high salary. I'm ambitious, though I don't plan to work this way for the rest of my life.”

“Well, don't expect things to change much. That's his way of running the firm. Fernando doesn't want lawyers who clock in and out. He wants lawyers who thrive on packed schedules, who can juggle several tough cases at once, and who don't crack under pressure. We're not exactly the profession with the best quality of life, I suppose.”

After dropping Laura off at her place, and before heading to the firm, he called the office and asked to be put through to Fernando. Quique didn't feel like being stuck there until all hours, so when Lupe, his secretary, told him the boss wasn't in, he felt a wave of relief at being spared the hours of interrogation the boss would surely have subjected him to.

He decided to call home to tell Cris he'd be heading straight there instead of stopping by the office.

“Hello.”

“Honey? Are you back already?”

“I just dropped Laura off at her place. I'm calling from the car. Are you okay? You sound a little stressed.”

“Today would've been a great day not to have a giant pile of reports on the Zaragoza layoffs waiting for me. I should've made an effort and gone to work today, but honestly, I don't regret being lazy this morning and leaving it all for tomorrow. The atmosphere at the office has been off. There's a lot of tension in the air.”

She paused, and Quique understood that rough times were ahead for Cristina—and obviously for him too. Layoffs always brought problems.

“What about you? How was the trip?”

“Fine. Long,” he replied. He watched the traffic flowing in and out of the city. Typical Friday afternoon—the day when almost everyone officially kicked off the weekend. He saw people walking on the sidewalks, lost in their own worlds, horns honking, the occasional traffic violation, desperate faces stuck in gridlock. “I missed you. But fortunately everything went well. Maybe even better than expected.”

“I missed you too. I don’t like sleeping alone in this house.”

“Were you scared?”

“A little.” She laughed. “Don’t you have to go to the office?”

“No. Fernando isn’t there. I’ll talk to him on Monday. I can’t wait to get home. It feels like it’s been forever.”
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When the alarm went off at six-thirty Wednesday morning, Cristina couldn’t bring herself to get up. The shrill sound drilled into her head like a nail. She tried to sit up and the world tilted dangerously around her. She was hungover from the wine, from the gin and tonics she’d had too many of. Her throat burned, rough and dry, as if she’d swallowed sand. But the worst was down below. Her pussy throbbed raw—swollen, irritated, sensitive to even the brush of the sheet. The session with Ricardo and Adriana had gone past midnight. First in the pool, then in the bedroom. They’d opened her, filled her, and she’d screamed until she was hoarse. Between the alcohol and the orgasms—so many she’d lost count—her body had finally said enough.

She lay there staring at the ceiling, breathing slowly. The phone kept vibrating with the alarm. She swatted it off. She couldn’t go to work. She couldn’t even get up.

She found the number for Adela, her boss, and dialed with her eyes closed. Adela answered on the third ring.

“Cristina? Is something wrong?”

“Adela, good morning.” Her voice came out hoarse—perfect for what she was going for. “I can’t come in today. I woke up feeling awful. Fever, sore throat, body aches. I think it’s the flu.”

There was silence on the other end. Then Adela’s voice, dry and professional.

“Damn it, Cristina. Today of all days. The ERE for the Zaragoza subsidiary is entering the consultation phase. We both need to be there next Monday. I need you in the meeting at nine. You know the personnel contracts better than anyone.”

Cristina ran her hand over her forehead. Everything hurt. It wasn’t the flu, but the discomfort was real.

“I know. But I really can’t. I’m shaking. If I come in, I’ll infect the whole team. I can log in from home if it’s essential, but I don’t see myself being able to drive or even talk.”

Another silence. Adela sighed—a sigh of barely contained annoyance.

“All right. I’ll see what I can do. We can’t delay this any longer. Management is very concerned about this. Take care of yourself and get better by tomorrow.”

“Thanks, Adela. I’ll be a hundred percent tomorrow. I promise.”

She hung up. She lay still, staring at the ceiling. Guilt pricked her stomach, but it was small, almost token. She knew she didn’t have the flu. She had a hangover, her body was wrecked from a night of wild sex, and she didn’t regret it. Not one bit.

She got up slowly, went to the bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror. The dark circles, the swollen lips, a faint bruise on her neck she’d have to cover with makeup. She took a warm shower, letting the water wash away the sweat. She touched herself carefully between her legs—she was irritated, sensitive, but the touch sent a shiver of pleasure mixed with pain through her. She smiled to herself. It had been worth it.

She went back to bed, slipped under the sheets, and closed her eyes. She could sleep a little longer. And then… then she’d figure out how to explain this inconvenient flu.

The sound of an incoming Telegram message woke her. She knew immediately who it was. She lunged for the phone eagerly, and sure enough, the message was from him.

“I thought you might appreciate some company… Would you like to go out tonight?”

“7:30 at my place. I’ve got a little surprise for you. I know you’ll like it.”

And that’s how she found herself taking another shower and changing before heading to his place. He’d told her next to nothing about the surprise, only that she should dress in black. Intrigued, Cristina put on a black miniskirt and a fitted jacket, with nothing underneath.

She had to admit it looked good on her. Her legs in black stockings looked long and slender beneath the short skirt, and she left her hair loose over her shoulders, deliberately tousled.
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Cristina arrived at the gate just before nine. The July sky hadn't yet begun to darken. The black outfit clung slightly to her skin from the day's lingering heat, and underneath she wore nothing: no bra, no thong, only thigh-high stockings. Just her body—clean, waxed, perfumed, ready for whatever came next.

The gate opened with an electric buzz before she could ring. Someone was expecting her. She parked beside the porch, turned off the engine, and got out. The silence was almost absolute, broken only by the distant chirp of crickets and the murmur of water in the pool. She walked confidently toward the front door, her high heels crunching against the gravel. She knocked once, decisive.

The door opened.

And Cristina froze.

There stood Almudena.

She wore a tight black silk dress, cut very short, her platinum blonde hair loose over her shoulders, her lips painted a dark red that contrasted with her smooth, work-enhanced skin and subtle tan. She looked Cristina up and down with deliberate slowness: the jacket with nothing underneath, showing generous cleavage, the stockings that left more than half her thighs bare, the high heels, the sheen of sweat on her décolletage. The look was impossible to read: not anger, not surprise, not even rejection. It was... evaluation. As if she were appraising a piece of art before deciding whether to buy it.

"Cristina," Almudena said, her voice soft, almost melodic. "Come in."

Cris stood stunned. She could have expected anything but this—not Almudena. The perfect wife of her husband's boss, the impeccable woman who organized dinners and events and smiled with practiced politeness. That woman was looking at her as if she knew exactly what was under the dress.

"What...?" Cristina barely managed to stammer, still reeling from the shock.

Almudena was striking. She wore a tiny black tube dress and thigh-high stockings. Her sleek golden hair fell to mid-back, and her makeup was impeccable, as always. She kissed Cristina on both cheeks before stepping back to take her in.

"No need to pretend, darling. Fernando and I have no secrets from each other, and I know what happened at his penthouse a few days ago. He told me everything—every detail."

Cristina felt as uncomfortable as she was intrigued. What kind of relationship did those two have? She lowered her head and murmured:

"Almudena, I..." Cristina's voice faltered. "There must be some mistake."

Almudena smiled. It wasn't a kind smile. It was the smile of someone who's already won the game before it begins.

"No, dear. There's no mistake. We both know what you came here for."

"Relax, sweetheart. Your secret is safe with us. We're the last people who'd want your brilliant husband finding out what you do in your free time. It wouldn't be good for the firm. Enrique is an important asset to our business." As always, her composure was unshakeable, even in a situation this surreal. "Although I have to say, you don't look as sad as I'd imagined, given your husband's absence... Could it be you've found other ways to entertain yourself?" she said with that cold look that could freeze anyone's blood.

Cristina smiled, a little embarrassed.

"I've had so much work this week. I've barely had a chance to miss him."

"Could it be someone's been keeping your bed warm while he's in Seville?"

"No, Almudena. I slept alone on my side of the bed. What's this about?"

Almudena looked at her and gave a slight shrug.

"Just my silly thoughts! But with you, I get the feeling you always find a way to have fun."

"Ways to have fun?" Cristina repeated, alarmed.

Almudena's smile twisted into something that made Cristina's blood run cold.

Cris swallowed hard. Almudena's gaze traveled down her body again, lingering on her cleavage, on the way the outfit showed off her legs—and on a neckline that now felt far too revealing.

"You look beautiful," she murmured. "And I think we're going to have a very good time tonight."

Cristina felt heat rise from her neck to her ears. She didn't know whether to flee or stay. But her feet didn't move. And when Almudena reached out and traced the edge of her cleavage with one fingertip, she didn't pull away.

She stood frozen on the threshold, the jacket clinging to her skin from the cold sweat that had broken out along her spine. Her heart pounded so hard she felt it in her temples, her throat, her wrists. Almudena watched her with that serenity only women who've paid good money to look untouchable ever possess. The little black silk dress shifted with each movement, revealing the curve of a surgically perfected breast, smooth skin, a pierced navel with a tiny diamond that caught the foyer light.

Cristina felt the floor shift beneath her heels. She tried to swallow, but her mouth had gone dry.

Almudena stepped closer, closing the distance between them. She smelled of Chanel N°5 and something darker, more animal. She reached out and brushed Cristina's arm with her fingertips—a light touch, but possessive.

"Fernando is downstairs with some friends. We all knew you'd come. Fernando told me how much fun you had at his penthouse. The jacuzzi... and how well you adapted when his friend showed up. He said you were a breath of fresh air. But I think you're much more than that."

Cristina stepped back. The front door was still open behind her. She could turn around and run. The car was thirty feet away. She had the keys in her purse. But her feet didn't move.

“This… this isn't what I…”

Almudena tilted her head, studying her like a piece of art at auction.

“I know you like intensity, Cristina. You'll find it here. And like I said, we both expect the best from you.”

Cristina felt like she couldn't breathe. Quique's boss. The man who signed his paycheck, who could make or break her husband's career with a single phone call. And now he was downstairs, with “some friends,” waiting for her to… what? Go down and strip? Let herself get swept away like at the penthouse? Participate in whatever was happening in the cellar?

“I think I should leave,” she said, her voice trembling.

Almudena let out a soft laugh, almost maternal.

“Leave? No, darling. You're our star guest. Relax and come with me to the cellar. There are people waiting for you.”

She held out her hand. Cristina looked at it as if it might burn her. Almudena didn't withdraw it. She simply waited, patient, certain Cristina would take it.

And Cristina took it.

Not because she wanted to. Or maybe she did. She didn't know anymore. Fear and desire had become so tangled she could no longer tell them apart. Almudena's hand was cold, firm. She guided her down the main hallway, then down a narrow spiral staircase to a basement. The air grew cooler, more humid. It smelled of old wood, but also something else: faint sweat, expensive perfume, and above all, sex. They stopped at a solid wooden door, painted black and shut tight.

Almudena lifted the brass knocker and rapped twice, then waited.

Cris stepped inside, her heart pounding in her throat. The room was lit by dim lights, a pool gleaming in the background like a black mirror. Almudena closed the door behind her with a soft click.

“Our house is built over an old war shelter. Fernando found a way to put it to good use,” Almudena explained to a bewildered Cristina.

Cristina raised her eyebrows. She wanted to ask more, but the door swung open and a man in a tuxedo appeared, stepping aside to let them pass.

He was elegance personified. He gestured them in with an exaggerated flourish.

“Dear Almudena… You look stunning in that dress tonight. Has your friend finally arrived? A true beauty, I see. Fernando didn't exaggerate at all. Please, come in.”

The man's expression shifted to a sly half-smile.

Cristina smiled uncertainly as she entered. The man's voice was refined, perfectly matching his appearance as a successful businessman. She glanced at him from the corner of her eye as she passed, and he smiled back, clearly aware of—and amused by—the effect he'd had on her.

Five people waited inside. Fernando, two other men, and across from them, two middle-aged women. Except for Fernando, she didn't recognize anyone. All the men wore tuxedos—perfectly tailored suits that fit like a glove.

The cellar was spacious, with shelves of bottles reaching to the ceiling, a long dark wood table, and a black leather sofa in the center. On the table sat several open bottles, glasses, a fruit tray, and something else: a bottle of lube, condoms, a black silicone vibrator similar to the one she had at home.

Fernando stood when he saw her. He smiled with that old-fashioned but effective gallantry of his.

“Cristina. How wonderful that you came. We thought you might back out. I wanted Almudena to greet you so the surprise would be complete, and I think we succeeded. Don't you? I'm sorry I missed your expression when you came face to face with her. It must have been something to see.”

One of the couples in the back watched her with knowing smiles. The woman had shed her dress and wore only a black thong and heels. The men eyed her with obvious hunger.

The man who had greeted them closed the door behind them.

“She won't back out,” he said, releasing her hand. “Will you, dear?”

Cristina felt like she couldn't breathe. She looked at Fernando, at Ricardo, at the strangers. They all looked at her as if she were already theirs. As if they already knew what was going to happen.

And deep down, she knew it too.

“No… I'm not backing out,” she said, her voice trembling.

Fernando raised his glass.

“Then, welcome.”

Almudena approached from behind and opened her jacket, baring her breasts. Her nipples hardened instantly under the approving gazes of everyone there. Cristina didn't move.

“Good girl,” Almudena whispered in her ear. “Help yourself to a drink. We'll be with you shortly.”

The couple stepped slightly away from her, and she saw Almudena whisper something in Fernando's ear, a conspiratorial murmur that made him nod without changing his expression. Then he walked toward Cristina with slow, deliberate steps. His hair was slicked back with gel. His dark eyes traveled over her from head to toe with almost insulting slowness.

He stopped three feet from her. He looked at her steadily, unhurried.

“Almudena says you might be feeling a bit disoriented,” he said calmly. “You shouldn’t be. Your husband is in Seville giving everything he’s got to finally get me to make him a partner. And you know the best part? I was already planning to do it, though I always prefer to drag out those kinds of decisions as long as possible. I’ve always believed that the harder something is to achieve, the more we value it. So tonight, we should celebrate.”

Cristina felt the floor sink beneath her heels. She felt eyes on her from the leather sofa. The naked woman lounged there without a trace of shame, completely relaxed with a drink in her hand. The men watched her with obvious hunger. Almudena had positioned herself behind Fernando, and her dress had fallen open just enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing anything underneath either.

“Fuck, Fernando…” Cristina murmured, her voice trembling. “I wasn’t expecting this. Your wife is here, and all these people…”

Fernando tilted his head, smiling with that charm of his that now felt like a threat.

“Any problem with that? Everyone’s here for the same reason you are. And you’re important to this evening.”

Cristina stepped back. The cellar door was closed.

“I don’t know if I like this,” she said, trying to sound firm. Her voice came out weaker than she’d intended.

Fernando took another step toward her.

“Of course you like it. You came for this.” He paused, looking directly into her eyes. “And I had to disappoint an important client at the firm to stay here and make sure Enrique was away. But of course, you’re not obligated to stay. Though it would certainly be a great disappointment if you decided to leave.”

The word “disappointment” landed with its full weight. Could disappointing Fernando mean disappointment for Quique? Disappointment for his career, for his future as a partner, for the stability they’d built together. Cristina felt like she couldn’t breathe. She looked at Almudena: the woman smiled coldly. Her dress had fallen open, revealing perfect, augmented breasts. Her nipples had hardened in the cool basement air. She looked at the other women, who licked their lips, eyes gleaming.

“It’s not… it’s not that I don’t want to,” Cristina said, her voice breaking. “It’s just… this is too much. Quique doesn’t know anything about any of this. If he ever found out…”

Fernando raised a hand, stopping her.

“Enrique isn’t going to find out anything about what happens tonight. No one’s going to say a word. This stays here, between us. And tomorrow you’ll go back to being the perfect wife, the impeccable professional. But tonight…” He stepped closer and caressed her breast.

Cristina swallowed. Her heart was pounding so hard she thought everyone could hear it. She looked at the door. She could open it. She could run up the stairs, grab her purse, walk out, and drive home. No one would physically stop her. But Fernando was right: it would be a disappointment. And Fernando’s disappointments surely had consequences.

Almudena approached from behind, brushing her shoulder with her fingertips.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she whispered. “No one’s forcing you to stay. But if you do… I promise you won’t regret it.”

Cristina closed her eyes for a second. She thought of Quique in Seville, fighting for his future, with no idea his wife was here—half-naked, surrounded by people who wanted to use her.

The man who had accompanied them from the entrance gestured toward a table and leaned in toward Almudena.

“The usual, Almudena?” he asked.

Almudena smiled and nodded. “The same for my friend. Don’t make them too strong. I think it’s going to be a long night.” Then he went to the bar and started making their drinks. He seemed to know Almudena’s tastes by heart.

“He’s an interesting man, don’t you think?” Almudena said, smiling at Cristina’s curiosity.

“Who is he? He’s incredibly attractive.”

“This, my dear, is one of the most powerful men in Madrid. He owns a hotel chain, even an airline. He has luxury hotels in the world’s best destinations. His name is Alejandro.”

“That’s Alejandro…?” Almudena placed a finger on Cristina’s lips to silence her.

“Shhh… He’s just Alejandro. No one cares about his last name.”

Cristina watched him, intrigued and surprised. In person, he was more attractive than in the photographs she’d seen in the press. When Alejandro returned with the two gin and tonics, she looked at him with new eyes.

He waved off Cristina’s thanks and disappeared behind a thick black curtain.

“Well, what do you think?” Almudena asked after taking a sip.

Cristina shrugged.

“About this? To be honest, I still feel a bit out of my element. I don’t know what you expect from me. But I have to say, I was expecting something a bit more… racy!”

Almudena burst out laughing and clapped her hands in amusement. “This is a very special place, Cristina. An exclusive place for people with very particular tastes. But it’s not tacky or vulgar. Here, we pride ourselves on style and class. There’s no room for vulgarity.”

Almudena made a gesture to Alejandro that Cristina didn’t catch. He opened a drawer and took out a small vial filled with white powder. He tapped some onto the glass tabletop, then cut it into lines. He grabbed a straw and held it out to them.

“Ladies…” he said. “Perhaps you could use a little boost.”

Almudena went first. She snorted two lines in quick succession while Cristina watched, stunned.

“Now you, darling. If you’re not used to it, just do one. Don’t overdo it.”

She obediently snorted just one line, and Alejandro finished off the rest while Fernando made his way to the sofa. Almudena’s face changed. First she closed her eyes and took a couple of deep breaths, then broke into a sudden smile.

“It’s fucking amazing!” she said.

Alejandro laughed.

“They bring it to me from Colombia. You know I always save the best for you.”

Almudena rose from the sofa and kissed him on the cheek. Then she took Cristina by the hand with an almost ceremonial delicacy and led her across the room to a more secluded area, where candlelight reflected off a full-length mirror in an antique gilded frame. The mirror took up almost the entire wall, its surface slightly tarnished with age but still clear enough to cast back a sharp image of the room. The walls were paneled in dark wood, fitted with thick chains and metal cuffs attached to strategically placed hooks. Overhead, a beam structure supported various types of restraints. There were menacing hooks, crosses with shackles. Cristina caught a strong smell of cleaning products mixed with air freshener.

At the back of the room stood a large divan of black leather and wood, with adjustable straps on the armrests and base. In front of it, a solid wood St. Andrew’s cross with padded shackles at each end. The wood had been worn smooth from use, with a dark patina that hinted at a long history of encounters.

On a low table, carefully arranged like surgical instruments, lay a variety of objects: riding crops, whips of varying thickness, hemp ropes, padded cuffs, leather gags, and some items she couldn’t identify.

The floor was covered in dark carpet that absorbed the sound of footsteps, marked with stains of dubious origin.

Cristina took in the room. The lighting was dim, provided by faux torches that created an intimate, theatrical atmosphere. There were no windows.

“Here,” Almudena said quietly, stopping in front of the mirror. “Look at yourself.”

Cristina obeyed. She was naked except for the black garter stockings that climbed halfway up her thighs. Her body, tanned from the mountain sun, looked pale under the amber glow of the candles and torches. Her firm breasts, nipples stiff from the basement’s chill and the excitement building inside her. Her smooth, waxed mound, glistening with arousal. Her lips were parted, her breathing quick, her chest rising and falling in an uneven rhythm.

Almudena moved behind her, her minimal black silk dress hanging open, her breasts brushing against Cristina’s back. She wrapped her arms around Cristina’s waist, her hands rising slowly to cup her breasts, holding them as if weighing them.

“Look at yourself,” she repeated, her voice a whisper against her ear. “Look how beautiful you are when you surrender.”

Cristina looked at herself. She saw her own eyes, dilated, shining with desire and a fear that was no longer fear but vertigo. She watched Almudena’s hands—perfectly manicured nails, skin kept smooth by years of expensive treatments—caress her breasts with reverent slowness, thumbs grazing her nipples without ever pinching them. She watched her own body respond to the touch. She arched her back slightly and threw her head back, closing her eyes. It was a moment of total sensuality. The wolfish gazes of the other guests were fixed on her. She sensed their desire, and it excited her even more.

Fernando approached from the right, still in his impeccable tuxedo. He stopped a few feet from her, watching her with that calm of his that seemed to control time. Alejandro and the topless woman took their places on the other side. The woman began undressing Alejandro with exquisitely gentle movements. Both seemed relaxed but alert, like cats waiting their turn.

“Never stop looking at yourself,” Fernando said, his voice low, authoritative without being harsh. “Tonight you’re the center of all our attention, and we want you to know it.”

Almudena slid a hand down Cristina’s belly, her fingers tracing the line of her navel, descending to her mound. She didn’t touch her clit yet—just grazed her outer lips with the tip of her middle finger, a touch so light Cristina barely felt it.

“Look at yourself,” Almudena whispered. “How your body asks for more even though your mind still doubts.”

In the mirror, Cristina watched her own lips part slightly, watched the wetness glisten in the candlelight. She watched Almudena’s finger slide slowly between her folds, gathering the slickness and spreading it around her clit without touching it directly. She watched her own mouth fall open in a silent moan, her hips rocking forward, seeking more.

Fernando moved closer. He slipped off his jacket and draped it over a chair. He unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled his sleeves to his elbows. His forearms were strong and tanned. He stepped in front of Cristina, a few feet from the mirror, and began unbuttoning his shirt, one button at a time, unhurried. When he reached the last one, he let it fall open. He had a broad chest with dark, trimmed hair, abs sculpted by years of discipline. He removed his bow tie, then his shirt, letting it drop.

“Kneel,” he said, without raising his voice.

Cristina obeyed. She knelt before him, feeling the soft floor beneath her knees. She looked up: Fernando was watching her from above. His gaze was dark but serene. He unbuckled his belt and pulled down his zipper. His cock sprang free, thick, already hard. He held it with one hand, bringing it to Cristina’s lips.

“Look at yourself in the mirror,” he ordered. “Watch yourself take it in your mouth.”

Cristina turned her head slightly. She saw her own reflection: kneeling before her husband’s boss, about to swallow his cock. She was naked except for her stockings and high heels. Her breasts trembled with each ragged breath. She watched herself open her mouth, watched Fernando’s cock enter slowly, filling her, sliding toward her throat. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her eyes moistening from the effort. She saw Almudena kneel beside her, kissing her neck while caressing her breasts. Fernando and his partner approached from behind, their hands roaming her back, her buttocks, her thighs in a caress that seemed endless.

Fernando began to move, slowly and deeply inside her mouth. Each thrust made Cristina gag slightly, but she didn’t pull away. On the contrary: she took him deeper, saliva dripping down her chin. She loved sucking cock, and Fernando’s was perfect for it—neither too big nor too small. In the mirror, she watched her own eyes go glassy with pleasure, her body surrendering little by little.

Almudena positioned herself behind her, hands sliding down her back until they spread her cheeks. She slipped a lubricated finger into her ass, slowly, opening her. Cristina moaned around Fernando’s cock. Alejandro’s partner knelt in front of her, licking her clit while Fernando continued fucking her mouth.

The mirror reflected everything: Cristina kneeling, Fernando’s cock moving in and out of her mouth, that stranger’s tongue on her clit, Almudena’s finger in her ass, Alejandro’s hands caressing her breasts. She watched her body tense, arch, pleasure coursing through her like an electric current.

Fernando pulled out of her mouth, lifted her easily, and laid her on a long table. Cristina let out a laugh. He positioned her on her back, legs spread, hanging over the edges. Alejandro positioned himself between her thighs and thrust into her with one deep stroke. The stranger climbed onto the table, sitting on her face. Cristina licked her pussy eagerly, her tongue exploring the wet folds and swollen clit of that unfamiliar pussy.

Almudena and Fernando positioned themselves on either side, kissing her, sucking her nipples, biting them gently. Alejandro fucked her with slow, deep thrusts, each one making her moan against the woman’s sex.

The mirror in front of the table reflected the entire scene: five bodies intertwined, skin against skin, muffled moans, the wet sound of flesh. Cristina saw herself: lost, surrendered, beautiful in her surrender. She watched her body tremble, her hips rising to meet Alejandro, her tongue licking his partner desperately.

The orgasm tore through her like lightning. She screamed against that sex. Her body shuddered, convulsing. Her legs trembled. Alejandro sped up, coming inside her with a deep grunt. The stranger came in her mouth, flooding her with wetness.

But they didn’t stop.

They lifted her from the table and positioned her on her knees on the floor, surrounded by the four of them. Fernando and Alejandro stroked themselves in front of her face. The two women kissed while touching each other. To her surprise, another man appeared. He was somewhat younger than Fernando and Alejandro, his torso and back covered in tattoos. He positioned himself behind her, sliding into her while she sucked Fernando.

And in the mirror, Cristina saw herself: kneeling, filled from behind, her mouth full in front, those two women’s hands on her breasts. She watched her body surrender completely, pleasure breaking her and rebuilding her again and again.

The room had become a suspended space, where time seemed to obey only the rhythm of bodies and breaths. Almudena took a black silk ribbon from one of the shelves and walked toward Cristina with slow, almost ritualistic steps. Her implants moved firmly with each step, revealing glimpses of her smooth skin, her high, firm breasts, her flat stomach that spoke of hours of discipline at the gym.

“Kneel,” Almudena said.

Cristina obeyed. Almudena positioned herself behind her, gathered her hair delicately, and moved it to one side. Then, with slow movements, she blindfolded her. The silk was cool, soft, and when she tied it at the nape of her neck, Cristina felt the world shrink to darkness and touch.

She saw nothing. She could only hear: the rustle of clothes falling, the soft clink of glasses being set on the table, breaths approaching, soft footsteps on the carpet. She felt hands on her shoulders. Large, masculine hands—probably Fernando’s—that pushed her gently until she was on her knees in the center of the space. Other hands, smaller and feminine, spread her thighs delicately, opening her completely.

“Breathe,” Almudena whispered close to her ear. “And feel.”

Cristina was surprised. Losing one sense seemed to heighten the rest. The first caress was barely perceptible: the tip of a finger—she didn’t know whose—tracing her collarbone, descending through the valley between her breasts, circling a nipple without ever touching it. Cristina shuddered. Another finger traced the inner curve of her thigh, rising until it grazed her pussy lips without parting them. She felt warm breath on her neck, then on her ear, and a tongue that traced the shape of her earlobe before biting it gently.

She didn’t know who was who. That was what disarmed her most. It could be Fernando, Alejandro, or the tattooed stranger squeezing her nipple between thumb and forefinger until the pain turned to pleasure. It could be Ricardo spreading her lips with two fingers and blowing hot air directly onto her clit. It could be Adriana licking the inside of her thigh, rising slowly, stopping just before reaching the center. Or it could be one of the strangers, those men she hadn’t seen well but who now surrounded her like shadows.

A mouth closed over her left nipple, sucking with torturous slowness. At the same time, a warm, wet tongue traced her sex from bottom to top, lingering at her clit in exquisite torment. Cristina moaned and threw her head back. She felt a third hand, or perhaps a fourth—it was impossible to know how many were caressing her at once—stroking the nape of her neck, sliding down her back to squeeze one cheek, spreading it slightly so another tongue could gently lick her ass.

The pleasure was multiple, simultaneous, overwhelming. Blinded by the black ribbon, she couldn't anticipate anything—each sensation arrived without warning. Fingers sliding slowly into her pussy, a hand pinching a nipple; a mouth kissing her deeply, tongue plunging to the back of her throat, while another bit the inside of her thighs. She was lost in a sea of touches, mouths, the breath of strangers.

Almudena kept talking, her voice the only anchor in the total darkness.

“Feel it, even if you can't see yourself,” she whispered. “Enjoy how they open you, how they fill you. Feel how each of us claims you. Fernando wants all of you. Alejandro wants you wild. Alicia wants you wet.”

One finger, then two, then three pushed deeper inside her, moving urgently. At the same time, a tongue licked her clit with devastating precision. Cristina screamed, her whole body convulsing. The orgasm caught her off guard with its intensity, leaving her trembling with her legs spread, her pussy clenching around the fingers still inside her. But they didn't stop.

Someone lifted her and turned her around. They spread her legs, resting them on the edges. She felt a thick, hot cock brush against the entrance of her soaked pussy. It slid in slowly, inch by inch, filling her completely. Cristina moaned, her hands searching for something to hold onto. She found breasts and squeezed them hard.

A mouth closed over her clit while they fucked her. Another tongue licked her nipples. Unknown fingers spread her ass, working lubricant in gently before a finger—or perhaps two—slid in there as well.

She was full. From the front, from behind, in her mouth when someone offered his cock and she took it eagerly. The pleasure was continuous, unrelenting. Each orgasm melted into the next. She screamed, moaned, begged without knowing what she was asking for. She only knew she wanted more.

At some point they removed the blindfold. The torchlight blinded her for an instant. She saw their bodies around her: Fernando fucking her with slow, deep thrusts, the tattooed guy licking her clit, Alicia kissing her while pinching her nipples.

She saw her own reflection in the mirror at the back: kneeling on the table with her legs spread, her body glistening with sweat and saliva, her face contorted with pleasure, her eyes glassy. She barely recognized herself, but she liked what she saw.

Someone had placed a silver ice bucket filled with crushed ice on one side and a tall burgundy candle burning on the other. The flame was high and steady, giving off a soft, spicy scent.

Almudena leaned over her. With elegant fingers, she took an ice cube and held it in the air for a second, letting a cold drop fall onto Cristina's navel. She shivered, her skin prickling instantly from the contrast between cold and the heat of her body. Almudena smiled—that slow, controlling smile that seemed to direct every second of the scene.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Feel the cold first.”

Then she brought the ice cube to her left nipple. She barely grazed it, drawing tiny circles around the areola. The nipple hardened instantly into a dark, taut peak. Cristina held her breath, lips parted. Almudena moved the ice to the other breast, repeating the movement with the same torturous slowness. The melted water slid down the sides of her breasts, leaving shiny trails that disappeared toward her ribs.

Fernando approached from the other side. He took the candle with a steady hand and tilted it slowly, holding it about a foot above her. The first drop fell onto Cristina's belly, just below her navel. The heat was immediate—a sharp prick that expanded into a pleasurable burn before solidifying into a reddish pearl on her sensitive skin. Cristina gasped, her body tensing.

“Look at her,” Fernando said in a low voice, addressing the others. “Look how she opens with each drop.”

Another drop fell, this time on her right breast, circling the nipple still hardened from the ice. The contrast was brutal: cold against heat. Cristina let out a long moan, her hands searching for something to hold onto. Alejandro took them, intertwining his fingers with hers, holding her firmly but gently.

Alicia positioned herself between her legs. She took another ice cube and slid it along the inside of her thigh, trailing upward slowly until it grazed her outer lips. The cold made Cristina clench. Her swollen, exposed clit throbbed visibly. Alicia smiled, dropped the ice, and brought her mouth close. Her hot tongue traced the path the ice had marked, replacing the cold with wet heat.

Fernando tilted the candle again. This time he let a continuous line of wax fall from her sternum to her mound, a red chain that hardened instantly on her skin. Each drop was preceded by a moment of anticipation, an instant in which Cristina held her breath, waiting for the impact. When it fell, her body arched, a moan escaped her throat, and her hips rose seeking more contact.

“Please don't leave marks on my body…” she whispered.

Almudena took the candle from Fernando's hands. She straddled Cristina's belly without fully sitting down, resting her weight on her knees on the table. She tilted the candle over her own breasts first, letting a drop fall on her nipple. She moaned softly, eyes closed to savor the sensation. Then she tilted the candle toward Cristina.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. It’s low-temperature wax. It won’t leave any marks you’ll have to explain,” she whispered.

The first drop fell directly onto Cristina’s left nipple. The cry was sharp, almost a sob. The pain transformed into pleasure in less than a second, radiating toward her belly and concentrating on her clit, which Alicia kept licking devotedly. Another drop on the right. Another in the valley between her breasts. Another on her navel. Each one was a lash of heat that made Cristina writhe, that made her hands squeeze Alejandro’s tight.

Fernando positioned himself behind Alicia. He lifted her hips and slid into her slowly while she continued licking Cristina. The movement made Adriana’s tongue move in deeper, faster circles. Cristina screamed uncontrollably, her body convulsing with each of Fernando’s thrusts that echoed through Alicia’s mouth.

Alejandro released one of Cristina’s hands and brought it to his cock. She took hold of it, stroking him slowly while he kissed her mouth, swallowing her moans. Two other men—the strangers—had approached. One was masturbating while watching her; the other knelt beside her and began licking her other breast, sucking the hardened wax that was still warm.

Almudena continued letting drops fall: now on her inner thighs, very close to her sex. Each drop made Cristina arch, pushing her clit against Adriana’s tongue. The hot-cold contrast repeated: Adriana let a melted ice cube drop onto her clit right after a drop of wax, and Cristina’s scream was almost animal.

“More…” she begged, her voice broken once again. “More wax… more ice… it’s brutal…”

Fernando picked up speed inside Alicia, making her tongue move harder. Cristina came then, a violent orgasm that made her arch so much she almost lifted off the table. Her body convulsed, her legs trembled uncontrollably, and a stream of wetness shot from her sex, soaking Alicia’s mouth.

Almudena set the candle aside and leaned down to kiss Cristina, sharing the taste of her own orgasm. Fernando pulled out of Alicia and positioned himself between Cristina’s legs. He thrust into her with one deep stroke, filling her to the hilt. Alicia climbed onto the table, sitting on her face. Cristina licked her pussy eagerly, her tongue seeking every salty corner.

Fernando positioned himself behind Alicia, sliding into her while she rubbed against Cristina’s mouth. The other two men masturbated on either side, waiting their turn.

Fernando fucked Cristina with slow but deep thrusts, each one making her moan against Alicia’s sex. Almudena knelt beside her and began rubbing Cristina’s clit with her fingers, synchronizing with the thrusts of whoever was fucking her at that moment.

The pleasure was continuous, unrelenting. Cristina came again, and again, the orgasms melting one into another until she didn’t know where one ended and the next began. She screamed, moaned, begged without coherent words.

Finally, her lover came inside her, filling her with hot spurts that made her tremble again. He pulled out slowly, letting the wetness slide down her thighs. Alicia shuddered and came in her mouth, flooding it. Another man came on Cristina’s breasts. She felt the thick, hot cum mixing with the hardened wax.

The other two approached. One took her from behind while the other offered his cock for her to suck. Cristina took them both, lost in a sea of pleasure that no longer distinguished pain from ecstasy.

When they finished, they left her lying on the table. Her body was covered in red and black wax, cum, sweat. She breathed heavily, eyes closed, a trembling smile on her lips.

Almudena leaned over her and kissed her tenderly.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered. “You’re a bombshell, queen.”

Cristina opened her eyes. She saw her reflection in the mirror: skin marked by wax, breasts glistening with cum, thighs trembling, sex swollen and red. She saw everyone around her, looking at her with admiration and desire.

The group left her to continue their games. Cristina stood up, feeling her legs falter. On the glass table she saw one line of coke left, and without thinking twice, she snorted it. She looked toward the back of the room and saw the tattooed man fucking Almudena in the most savage way. He was lying on his back on the floor while she rode him like she was on horseback. When she rose, the man’s thick, dark cock was visible, glistening with Almudena’s juices, and when she descended, it disappeared again.

Beside her, a woman whose name she didn’t know stood with hands on her hips, legs clad in fishnet stockings. A muscular, broad-shouldered man knelt in front of her as if paying homage. His tireless tongue, completely oblivious to the spectators, darted in and out of the woman’s spread pussy like an arrow.

She winked at Cristina when she caught her watching, transfixed. Then the woman let out a brief orgasmic moan and, moving her foot forward slightly, kicked the man away. Cristina let out a stifled scream of shock when the young man rolled across the floor. She froze at the violence of the kick.

The man curled up on the floor, and Cristina noticed the eagerness in his gaze. The woman shoved him up off the floor and pushed him face down. He trembled, but like a faithful dog, he didn’t lose sight of any of the woman’s movements.

Cristina couldn’t stop watching, completely fascinated, as the woman took a whip someone had just offered her and lashed the man’s bare ass. She kept whipping him and he moaned, moving his hips convulsively with each blow. The woman was truly enjoying that bacchanal of blows. She asked Alicia to grab the man’s cock.

“Let me know when he’s about to come so I can hit him harder,” she exclaimed.

Cristina was confused. It was the first time she’d seen a man sexually humiliated. She’d just discovered something else: this kind of domination chilled her, yet it turned her on.

Her gaze wandered through the labyrinth of bodies everywhere, and she felt trapped in a strange surreal landscape. There were more people than at the beginning of the night. Someone had let them in, and she counted fourteen people total, not including herself. Her eyes got lost among the countless limbs arranged in the most contorted positions she’d ever seen. The crack of whips and crops filled the air. She couldn’t comprehend how these men and women could push themselves to such extremes of pain and degradation. Some of the scenes she witnessed could only be described as torture.

Turning her head toward the other corner of the room, she couldn’t help but stop and stare at a statuesque redhead standing astride a table. A black leather mask covered her eyes, fitted perfectly over the bridge of her nose. Her full red lips curled into a mocking sneer at the man lying beneath her, bound hand and foot.

She craned her neck over the crowd to get a better view, but could only see the prone body, his cock fully erect. The man rocked his hips desperately from side to side, trying to stimulate his dick, and Cristina felt a pang of sympathy for his inability to touch himself. But then she reminded herself that if he was there like this, it was because he wanted to be, so she refocused on the person tormenting him.

The woman wore a black leather corset covered in buckles and silver studs, cinching her waist to what had to be painful extremes. Her enormous breasts, white as milk, were so compressed they spilled over the corset, exposing reddened nipples. From the waist down she was bare except for knee-high red patent leather boots with stiletto heels.

She held a champagne glass, sipping from it frequently. As soon as she emptied it, Fernando stepped forward to refill it.

Her mound was completely waxed, displaying a tattoo of a black queen of spades with a red “Q” inside. From where she stood behind the crowd, Cristina had a perfect view of the woman’s dark, swollen folds, soaked and almost threatening in how open they were.

Then the woman bent her knees slightly and lowered herself into a squat over the unseen face of her victim. She smiled, then released a stream of urine. The onlookers exhaled a collective sigh, a murmured “Woww” of admiration. The stream kept going and going, filling the enclosed space with its acrid smell, hissing and spilling over the man’s trembling skin. From the woman’s position, it was obvious the stream was falling directly on the man’s face. After a few seconds, he came with a sob.

Cristina felt a sudden urge to see the man’s face, to witness his reaction to what seemed like the most extreme humiliation, so she edged forward. His eyes were closed, his mouth open to catch the last drops of urine as if it were the finest wine.

After the multiple climaxes, the cellar fell into a heavy silence, broken only by labored breathing. Almudena extinguished the candles one by one with a silver snuffer, leaving only two lit, casting long shadows over the exhausted bodies.

No one spoke. Fernando and a woman moved away calmly, drinking champagne from their glasses as if nothing had happened. The redhead sat on the edge of the sofa where Cristina lay completely exhausted and stroked her hair with almost maternal tenderness, picking bits of hardened wax from it with her fingers.

Cristina opened her eyes slowly. Her body felt heavy; it hurt in places she didn’t know could hurt. But she also felt completely satisfied. Empty and full at the same time. She looked at the vaulted ceiling of the cellar, the dark wooden beams, and for the first time in hours she thought of Quique. Not with immediate guilt, but with a strange distance, as if he belonged to another life.

“What did you think of the experience?” Almudena whispered, kissing her lips. “You were perfect.”

Cristina didn’t respond. She just breathed. She felt the semen of several men sliding down her thighs, the brittle wax on her breasts, the taste of all those fluids in her mouth. She sat up slowly with help from Fernando’s wife. No one was interacting anymore.

She looked at all the people surrounding her: satisfied smiles, tired faces. Fernando met her eyes with that knowing gaze she already recognized. It was as if the movie had ended.

“I don’t know what to say,” she finally murmured.

“You don’t have to say anything,” Almudena responded. “You just have to decide what to do now. You can stay here and sleep. Or you can get dressed and go back to your life.”

Cristina stood up. She walked naked through the cellar. In a corner were her heels. Her feet were cold. She picked up her clothes from the floor but didn’t put them on. She held them against her chest.

“I need… to think,” she said.

Fernando nodded.

“There’s a bathroom upstairs. Shower if you want. There are clean clothes in the guest closet. Or stay like that.”

Cristina climbed the stairs alone. In the main bathroom she looked at herself in the mirror. She had red and black wax stuck to her skin, her nipples swollen and sensitive almost to the point of pain, her thighs trembling, her sex swollen and glistening. She showered with very hot water, letting the stream wash away everything: the wax, the semen, the sweat and saliva. But she didn’t wash away the feeling of having crossed a line. That stayed inside.

When she came out, wrapped in a white silk robe she found hanging on a hook, she went back down. Fernando and Almudena were still there, now dressed in robes, drinking on the sofa.

She sat on another sofa across from them. No one touched her. They just watched her with curiosity.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to look Quique in the face again,” she said quietly.

Almudena sat across from her, crossing her legs elegantly.

“You’ll be able to. And you will. Because this doesn’t change who you are with him. It only adds to who you are when you’re not with him.”

Cristina closed her eyes.

“I just feel like I can’t stop this.”

Almudena smiled.

“The thing is, we don’t want you to stop. But do it intelligently, discreetly. Enrique shouldn’t know anything… unless he’s willing to join our little club.”

“Quique would never accept this,” she replied.

“In that case, he mustn’t find out, darling.”


	Consequences.
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Leaving Fernando and Almudena’s house, Cristina walked toward her car with steps she tried to keep steady but that felt clumsy, as if the ground were shifting beneath her heels. Her pussy burned, swollen and irritated after hours of intense use; each step sent a jolt through her that was part pain, part pleasurable memory.

She drove slowly, windows down so the cool early morning air could clear her head. She couldn’t go to the office like this. She couldn’t even look at herself in the visor mirror without feeling ashamed. The deep dark circles, the swollen lips, the faint bruise on her neck that makeup no longer quite concealed... and her bloodshot eyes. If she walked into work like this, everyone would notice. Adela would notice. And then the questions and comments would come. The cocaine crash had left her wrecked.

She decided to change clothes and go to the clinic. She arrived just as they opened, at eight o’clock sharp. The waiting room was empty except for an elderly woman with a cane and a snotty-nosed kid coughing in his mother’s lap. Cristina sat in a corner, trying to look as sick as possible. When her turn came, she walked into the doctor’s office with her head down.

Her doctor, a woman of about fifty with short gray hair and thick-framed glasses, looked at her over the rims as Cristina sat down.

“Good morning, Cristina. What’s wrong?”

Cristina cleared her throat. It hurt terribly. She didn’t need to fake it.

“I think I have the flu. Fever, sore throat, body aches. I don’t feel well enough to go to work.”

The doctor watched her in silence a second longer than necessary.

“Fever?” she asked, picking up the digital thermometer.

“Last night I was over a hundred,” Cristina lied. “I don’t know now. I took something to bring it down.”

The doctor put the thermometer under her armpit. While waiting, she took her blood pressure and checked her throat with a penlight. Cristina opened her mouth obediently. The doctor frowned.

“Your throat is irritated, yes. But I don’t see any white patches or severe inflammation. Have you had a sustained high fever? Cough? Congestion?”

“A bit of everything,” Cristina improvised. “And I’m exhausted.”

The thermometer beeped: ninety-nine degrees. The doctor sighed, set down the device, and snapped off her gloves.

“Look, Cristina... this doesn’t look like a classic viral flu. It looks more like irritative pharyngitis. Possibly from reflux or allergies.” She paused, barely perceptibly.

Cristina felt heat rise to her cheeks. The doctor said nothing more, but her look was knowing.

“I’m going to give you sick leave until Friday,” she concluded, printing the form. “Rest, fluids, anti-inflammatories if it hurts. And avoid straining your throat.”

Cristina nodded, unable to meet her eyes. She took the paper and left with her head down. In the car, she sat still for a moment, hands on the steering wheel. The doctor hadn’t wanted to complicate things. She hadn’t asked for more tests, hadn’t pushed. And that made Cristina feel dirty. She had never done anything like this in her entire life.

She started the car and drove back to the mountains. The landscape blurred past the windows: solitary oaks, the blue sky threatening another hot day. When she got home, she parked and went inside without turning on the lights. She stripped in the entryway, stepped back into the shower, and let the scalding water burn her skin until the physical pain eclipsed everything else.

She wrapped herself in a robe and lay down on the living room couch. Her phone buzzed: a message from Quique.

“Good morning, love. We’re on a break. I miss you. How are you?”

Cristina stared at the screen. Her fingers trembled as she typed:

“Not great. I think I have the flu. Stayed home. I miss you too. Love you.”

“Well, take care of yourself. I have to talk to Laura about a couple things. I’ll call you later.”

“Let’s talk tonight. I want to sleep for a bit. Kisses”

She hit send. She curled up on the couch, hugging her knees. Her body ached, but her soul ached more.

She knew the next call would be worse. Adela wasn’t one to accept excuses without question. She took a deep breath, poured herself another coffee, and dialed.

Adela answered on the second ring.

“Cristina? You didn’t come in today either.”

Her voice was dry, professional, but with a tone that left no doubt: she was not in the mood.

“No, Adela. I’m sorry. I still feel awful. My throat hurts, I have a high fever, and my whole body aches. The doctor gave me sick leave until Friday.”

There was silence on the other end. A long, heavy silence, the kind that weighs more than any shout.

“I see,” Adela said finally, but her tone was ice. “Just when I needed you most. Monday we leave for Zaragoza. You’re the one who has to defend the ERE before the Labor Inspectorate. You’re the one who’s handled the entire file from the beginning: the contracts, the severance packages, the productivity reports. No one else knows the details like you do.”

Cristina closed her eyes. She leaned against the kitchen counter, her coffee cooling in the cup.

“I know. But I really can’t. Besides, I’m going to end up infecting someone.”

“This isn’t about infection,” Adela cut her off. “It’s about responsibility. This layoff case is extremely sensitive. Fifty-seven people are being let go. The labor inspectors are going to come down hard. If we’re not prepared to respond with data, with arguments, and without a shadow of doubt… we’re going to have problems. Serious problems. The company is worried about this… A conveniently-timed flu won’t cut it as an excuse if something goes wrong.”

Cristina felt a lump rise in her throat. It wasn’t just the hangover or the physical pain. It was genuine guilt—the kind she couldn’t hide behind excuses.

“We could meet over the weekend,” she said, trying to sound professional. “If you want, I can stop by the office Saturday or Sunday. I’ll bring you up to speed on the whole file, prepare the notes, the attachments… Whatever you need to be ready.”

Another silence. Longer this time.

“The weekend?” Adela repeated, her voice low, almost incredulous. “Cristina, Monday is Monday. Not Saturday or Sunday. We leave at seven in the morning on Monday. And I need you at a hundred percent, not doing me a favor over the weekend because you feel guilty.”

Cristina bit the inside of her cheek.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “Really. But I can’t. I’m… wrecked.”

Adela exhaled through her nose, a sound of pure, barely contained annoyance.

“Wrecked. Of course. Look, Cristina, I’m not your mother or your friend. I’m your boss. And I’m telling you this case is critical. If you’re not there, I’ll have to wing it, and you know I don’t know the details. And if it goes wrong, it’s on you. Not me. You.”

Cristina felt her eyes well up, but not from regret alone. It was frustration, anger at herself, helplessness. She knew Adela was right. She knew she wasn’t being professional. She was being irresponsible. But she also knew that if she went to the office, Adela would know she didn’t have the flu.

“I’ll do what I can from home,” she finally said, her voice trembling. “I’ll review the whole file today. Everything…”

Adela cut her off.

“No. That won’t work. I need you present. Physically and mentally. Not sitting around in your pajamas out in the mountains somewhere.”

Silence.

“Fine,” Adela finally said, her tone resigned but cutting. “Stay home. But we’re meeting Saturday.”

She hung up without saying goodbye.

Cristina set the phone on the table. She stayed still, staring at nothing. The tears she’d been holding back rolled down her cheeks. She knew Adela was right, but that bossy tone pissed her off. Didn’t she ever get sick?

She wiped her face with the back of her hand. She took a deep breath.

Then she opened her laptop and started reviewing the file for Adela. Line by line, page by page, like the professional she’d always been. She thought she should let Quique know not to make plans for Saturday.


2

When Quique arrived Friday evening, just after nine-thirty, he greeted her with an ear-to-ear smile. Cristina jumped up, ran to him, and threw herself into his arms, hugging him tightly, burying her face in his neck. He smelled like home, like comfort, like routine. That familiar scent made her close her eyes with relief.

“Did you think I'd never come back, sweetheart?” he asked half-jokingly as she rushed to greet him.

“It felt like forever,” she replied, walking confidently toward him and tugging his tie to pull him close.

Quique didn't seem surprised by her passionate welcome kiss. He wrapped his arms around her and pressed her against him. Cristina pulled away as soon as she felt how aroused he was.

Cristina was in the living room, curled up on the sofa with her legs tucked beneath her, a half-finished glass of red wine on the coffee table. She'd spent the day in a fog—more of an emotional hangover than a physical one, though her body no longer showed any visible signs of what had happened those past few days. Maybe a lingering tenderness in places no one could see. Her mind kept spinning between guilt, pleasure, and anxiety over the call she'd had to make to Adela that morning.

“I've missed you so much…” she whispered against his skin. “You have no idea.”

Quique wrapped his arms around her and kissed the top of her head.

“Me too. Every night at the hotel, I thought about coming home and finding you here. How have you been?”

Cris pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, cupping his face in her hands.

“Terrible without you. The house feels too big when you're gone. I slept badly, barely worked… I just wanted you back.”

He smiled, tired but happy, and kissed her slowly on the lips. A long, unhurried kiss—the kind that says “I'm home” without needing words. When they pulled apart, he led her to the sofa and sat down with her in his lap, the way they always did when they wanted to talk and kiss.

“Tell me about the trial,” Cris said, settling against him. “How did it go?”

Quique sighed, resting his chin on top of her head.

“Long. Very long. The judge was a tough nut, but in the end he ruled in our favor on the key points. The client's happy, Fernando too. I think this gets me a little closer to making partner. But it was exhausting. Witnesses contradicting themselves, evidence popping up at the last minute… classic trench warfare.”

Cristina ran her hand over his chest, through his shirt.

“You're a great lawyer. You know that, right? I'm proud of you.”

Quique kissed her temple.

“And I'm proud of you. What about you? How's your flu?”

Cristina tensed for a second but covered it by resting her head on his shoulder.

“Not great. Wednesday was awful, and Thursday was almost worse. My throat still hurts and I feel weak. I called Adela to tell her I couldn't come in, and she was… let's just say not happy. She said I was getting sick right when she needed me most. That we're leaving for Zaragoza Monday and I'm the one who has to defend the ERE before the Labor Inspectorate.”

Quique frowned, concerned.

“And what did you tell her?”

“That I'd try to work from home if absolutely necessary, but that I wasn't up to going into the office. The doctor gave me sick leave until Friday, but Adela made it clear it would be my responsibility if anything went wrong. This morning I called to tell her I wasn't any better and… well, she didn't take it well. She said we're leaving Monday no matter what, and that we need to go over the file.”

Quique stroked her back slowly beneath her shirt, feeling the warmth of her skin.

“I'm sorry. Adela's tough, but she knows you're good. What are you going to do?”

Cris shook her head.

“I told her to come by tomorrow. I asked her to stop by this weekend so I can bring her up to speed. It pisses me off, but it has to be done. I have been handling this case on my own, after all.”

Quique gave her a serious look.

“What if you invite her to stay for lunch? You can work in peace here—it's comfortable, there's good internet, you can go over the file without interruptions. I can make something while you work.”

Cristina went quiet for a second. The idea made her stomach clench. Working here for a few hours was one thing, but having Adela stay for lunch was another. Adela sitting at her table, sizing everything up, looking at the pool and wondering how much the house had cost them. The thought didn't sit well with her. Quique was watching her with that tenderness of his, wanting to help, wanting her to make a good impression at work.

“I don't know…” she murmured. “We don't exactly get along. Adela's… a bitch. And this house is our sanctuary. I don't want her coming in here and snooping around.”

Quique caressed her cheek.

“She's coming anyway. If you invite her to lunch, you show her you care about the project and that you're a thoughtful person. She'll see you're committed, and that you feel bad about the trouble your being sick has caused. I think it would be for the best. For you, for work...”

Cris sighed. She knew he was right. Not inviting her would only create distance between them. Doing it would be uncomfortable but manageable. She could butter her up a little—something that, after everything that had happened, certainly couldn't hurt when it came to improving Adela's opinion of her.

“Okay,” she finally said, resting her forehead against his. “We'll invite her to lunch tomorrow. We'll work in the morning and afternoon, and if she wants, we can take a dip to clear our heads. I hope she doesn't pull her bitchy boss act.”

Quique smiled and kissed her forehead. They held each other in silence for a while. Cristina closed her eyes, feeling the warmth of his body, the steady beat of his heart. For a moment, everything seemed normal: husband and wife, after a week apart, planning the weekend. But beneath that calm, guilt and desire kept pulsing. Guilt for what she had done. Desire for what she still wanted to do.

Cristina brought out a tray of snacks and they sat on the porch. They nibbled in silence, enjoying the beauty of the starry night. When they finished, Quique lunged at her, clearly intending to take her right there, but she pushed him away with a knowing gesture.

“Easy there, tiger… You need to learn to wait for your moment. Good things come to those who wait.”

Once inside the house, Quique would have gladly swept her into his arms and taken her right there in the foyer, but Cristina asked him to stop again. At the bedroom door, she looked at him seductively over her shoulder as if to say, “Follow me.”

Cristina fixed him a drink. She turned on the stereo and put on an old Joe Cocker CD she'd queued up so the music would play continuously while she danced for him. Cristina slipped away and returned a few minutes later in a sexy black dress and high heels that elongated her figure. Quique watched her every move with wide eyes, his arousal thick in the air.

Cristina clicked through the stereo remote until she found the song she was looking for. When You Can Leave Your Hat On began, Cristina's adrenaline surged. She looked at Quique through half-closed eyes and began to dance. At first her movements were slow, but she gained confidence as she saw him cheering her on, watching with a smile as her body swayed to the music.

After a few minutes, she had completely let herself go, dancing to the rhythm and almost forgetting she had an audience. For a moment, pleasing Quique became an afterthought. Cristina was intoxicated by the music.

She was flushed, the dress clinging to her skin. She bent forward slightly and gathered the dress in her fingers, then—without missing a beat—pulled it over her head and tossed it aside onto the floor.

The deep breath Quique drew reminded her of his presence. She turned toward him, slowing her movements, spinning and swaying so he could admire her body from every angle—clad in a beautiful lace set. Quique murmured something she couldn't make out, though the expression on his face made it easy to interpret.

She darted away from Quique's outstretched hand with a teasing laugh. As she bent at the waist, her breasts spilled over the confines of her bra, revealing her dark, firm nipples. Finally, noticing she was running out of breath, she began to move more slowly and provocatively before him. She calmly unhooked her bra, then slid off her panties. She stood completely naked for him, wearing nothing but the high heels—just the way she knew her husband liked.

Quique rose from the sofa and knelt on the carpet before her, running his hands over Cristina's legs. His face hovered inches from the warm skin of her mound, and Cristina, looking down at Quique's dark hair, felt a sudden, intoxicating surge of energy. He was kneeling before her, worshipping her, kneading the hot flesh of her ass, his mouth so close to the apex of her thighs that she could feel his breath on her skin.

She tangled her fingers in Quique's hair. She wanted him to bury his face deep in her sex. When she felt the first caress of his lips on her most tender skin, she began to tremble. The energy and strength she'd felt before was giving way to a peculiar weakness—a languid surrender that made her knees buckle.

She collapsed onto the carpet and Quique caught her, helping her up and settling her on the sofa beside him. Cristina stretched out across his lap as he lifted her legs so her thighs rested on his chest and her knees draped over his shoulders. Her hair spilled across the carpet.

Quique parted the outer lips of her pussy and gently traced his fingers over the slick, wet folds of her sex, making Cristina slowly—very slowly—begin to feel a tingling in every nerve ending as she imagined what was about to happen. Taking his time, Quique spread her open and traced over her sensitized skin, slick with the wetness flowing from her deepest core.

An eternity passed before he was satisfied, and his mouth descended—slowly, inexorably—toward its target. Cristina shuddered, her hips rocking back and forth, desperate to feel the heat of his mouth on her flesh.

He didn't kiss her. Instead, he extended his tongue and licked her clit, swollen and erect before him.

“Oh, God…! Please, do it again!” These caresses drove her wild, teasing her. He touched her so gently when she wanted him to press harder. Quique moved his tongue back and forth when she wanted him to circle her clit…

Mad with desire, Cristina began to touch herself, pinching and stroking her inflamed flesh until she felt the first throb of orgasm deep in her body. The sensation radiated everywhere, consumed her, and she began to pant.

Until that moment, Quique had seemed content to watch up close as Cristina reached her peak and writhed with pleasure. But at the height of her ecstasy, he pushed her hands away and pressed his lips and tongue to the trembling bud where all her sensations were concentrated.

When he caught it between his teeth and squeezed to the edge of unbearable, Cristina cried out in pleasure, then ground her clit against Quique’s teeth, craving that pressure.

The force of the explosion intensified even more, and then Quique thrust his rigid tongue inside her, driving in and out of her pussy like a miniature cock. Then he pulled back to circle her entrance, drinking her in, licking the hot, thick honey that flowed in torrents from inside her as she climaxed.

Sensations spiraled up through Cristina’s body. Without realizing it, she slid down Quique’s legs until her head and shoulders rested on the floor, her legs wrapped around her lover’s body.

He lowered his hands to grab her by the hips and settle her at the edge of the sofa. Then he plunged into her, buried himself in the sweet heat of her body. Cristina stretched out her arms to keep her balance and let Quique bend her backward so all her weight rested on her shoulders. He straightened up and grabbed her behind the knees to hold her, and once in position, leaned over her waist to drive deeper inside her.

After a week alone in Seville, he felt himself break. He came hard. His thick, copious release filled Cristina’s depths in rapid, fierce spasms. He bent his knees until he slipped out of her, carefully lowering her legs to the floor.

Cristina felt the warmth of his still-ragged breathing on her neck. A wave of pleasure coursed through her, knowing she had been the one to bring them to orgasm together—she had planned it all, carried it out, and brought it to its natural conclusion. She was pleased to know she possessed that power and the weapons to seduce and inflame any man.

They lay together on the living room sofa, wrapped in each other’s arms, and fell asleep.


	The Seed of a Doubt.
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Adela hadn’t arrived yet. Weekend mornings at the mountain house usually passed slowly. Cristina had just finished setting the table when the gate buzzer rang, startling her—it was unexpected at this hour. It wasn’t even ten yet. She felt her stomach clench. From the living room, Quique looked up from his digital newspaper and gave her an encouraging half-smile.

Cristina said nothing. She walked to the intercom, opened the gate, and waited at the front door. From a distance, Quique watched Adela get out of her car and make her way up the gravel path with a firm but rigid gait. Even from there, the tension was noticeable: Cristina’s shoulders slightly hunched, as if carrying an invisible weight; the way Adela kept her chin high, but her lips pressed into a thin line.

Adela was a woman in her early forties who looked pretty good. Tall, slender, but with subtle curves she knew how to accentuate. Short chestnut hair with highlights meant to disguise the first gray. Minimal makeup and a severe expression, with eyebrows slightly furrowed even at rest, the corners of her mouth turned down, and eyes that seemed to evaluate everything constantly. She seemed uncomfortable in any situation, as if life had trained her to always expect the worst.

Quique came out to the porch when he saw them approaching. Cristina made the introductions in a neutral voice.

“Adela, this is Quique, my husband. Quique, Adela, my boss.”

Adela extended her hand with professional firmness. Quique shook it with an easy smile.

“Nice to meet you. Thanks for coming. Cristina’s told me a lot about you.”

Adela tilted her head slightly.

“Thank you both for inviting me. It’s very kind of you.”

There was a brief but heavy silence. Adela looked Cristina up and down—the light summer dress, the flat sandals, the loose hair—and then met her eyes again.

“I have a life too, Cristina,” she said, her voice low but cutting. “And I’ve had to disrupt it because of your flu…”

Cristina lowered her gaze for a second, feigning regret.

“I’m so sorry, Adela. Really. I didn’t mean to put you in this bind.”

Adela let out a short, controlled sigh.

“It’s not a bind. It’s a responsibility. The Zaragoza ERE doesn’t wait. The Labor Inspection doesn’t wait. That’s why I’m here.”

Quique stepped in, his voice calm and conciliatory.

“Please, come in. We’ve prepared something light for lunch. You can work from my office this morning, then have something to eat and continue in the afternoon if you need to. You can work in peace in the office. There’s good internet, a printer, everything you need.”

Adela nodded but didn’t smile.

“Thank you. I appreciate the gesture.”

The conversation was minimal: comments about the weather, the mountain landscape, how well-maintained the house was. But the tension hung in the air. Every time Cristina tried to smile, Adela met her gaze with a serious expression.

After the introductions, Quique excused himself.

“I’ll leave you to work. I’ll be around if you need me.”

Adela nodded.

“Thank you, Quique. You’re very kind.”

“Let’s go to the office,” she said. “We have a lot to review before Monday.”

Cristina led her to the small office upstairs. The room was bright, with views of the pool, a light wood desk, two comfortable chairs, and bookshelves full of law books. Adela sat down at Cristina’s computer without asking permission, opened their shared folder, and began reviewing the ERE file.

“You’ve done good work, although the conclusions section still needs updating. You haven’t touched anything since Tuesday,” she said without looking at her. “That part’s pending.”

Cristina sat beside her, feeling the air grow thick.

“I was sick, Adela. I wasn’t at full capacity, but we can do that now. It won’t take too long.”

Adela turned her head slowly.

“Sick? Honestly, you seem pretty recovered. You don’t look like someone who’s been in bed with a fever.”

Cristina felt heat rising to her cheeks.

“I’m feeling better today.”

Adela stared at her for what felt like an eternity.

“I’m glad. The company doesn’t want mistakes. Especially when it involves fifty-seven families who are going to lose their jobs.”

The silence that followed was thick and uncomfortable. They worked for two straight hours. Adela reviewed every line, every appendix, every email. Cristina responded in a low, precise, professional voice. But every time Adela looked at her, she felt truly seen: not as the efficient HR manager, but as the woman who had lied, who had been sick with something that wasn’t the flu, who had done things no one in that office could imagine.

When they finished, Adela snapped the laptop shut.

“All right. You have it under control. We’re just missing the conclusions.”

Cristina nodded.

“We can take a break for lunch and finish them this afternoon. It’s hot. If you want to take a dip in the pool…”
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For lunch, Quique had prepared beef burgers. Something simple, but with a certain sophistication: ground meat—supposedly premium beef—that he'd bought at a butcher shop famous throughout the sierra. He'd seasoned it lightly with Maldon salt and freshly ground black pepper, then cooked the patties on a flat-top grill until they were juicy inside with a crispy crust outside. Instead of classic lettuce, he'd used fresh arugula with a bitter edge that contrasted with the creamy goat cheese melting against the hot meat. He'd added confit tomatoes, caramelized onions, and homemade mayo with a hint of truffle. All served on toasted brioche buns. Nothing ostentatious, but every detail spoke of care.

Adela, who had arrived with the rigid posture of a boss sizing things up, visibly relaxed when they sat down at the porch table. The midday sun was warm but not oppressive, the pool gleamed like a turquoise mirror, and the breeze rustled through the pine needles with a soft murmur. She took the first bite of the burger, closed her eyes for a second, and let out a small sigh.

“This is delicious,” she said, wiping the corner of her mouth with her napkin. “I wasn't expecting this. I thought it would be something quick.”

Quique smiled, pouring her more cold white wine.

“I'm glad. Sometimes simple things done well work better than complicated ones.”

Adela looked around, her severe expression softening for the first time since she'd arrived.

“The house is beautiful. Really. Peaceful, bright… and that pool. It looks like something out of a magazine.”

Cris, who had been quietly serving the salad, looked up.

“Thanks. It was a steal. Quique got it through a case at the firm. A client going through a nasty divorce who needed cash fast. They sold it for way less than it was worth. Quique handled the negotiation and found out about it before anyone else.”

Adela raised her eyebrows, impressed.

“What a nose for deals. That's a gift. In Madrid you pay a fortune for something like this, and on top of that you've got neighbors six feet away. Here… this is freedom.”

Quique shrugged modestly.

“We got really lucky. But yeah, it's been a lifesaver for summers.”

Adela took another bite, chewing slowly while watching the pool.

“Could I take a swim?” she said, almost to herself. “It's so hot…”

Quique exchanged a quick glance with Cristina.

“Of course. If you'd like, there are clean towels and some of Cristina's bikinis in the changing room closet.”

Adela hesitated for a second, but then smiled—an almost shy smile they hadn't seen from her before.

Cris stood up.

“Come on, I'll show you where everything is.”

She led her to the changing room by the pool: a small but charming space with a shower, a large mirror, and an open closet full of white towels and several of Cristina's bikinis on hangers. Adela stood looking at the garments: tiny triangles, tie-side bottoms, high cuts that left almost everything exposed.

“God…” she murmured. “These are… very small.”

Cris laughed, a bit uncomfortable herself.

“They're what I wear here. They're comfortable, and there's no one around to see you. Try on the black one. It'll look perfect on you.”

Adela changed behind a wooden screen. When she came out, Cristina had to catch her breath. The black bikini was one of the most daring in her collection: small triangles that barely covered the nipples, connected by thin straps that tied at the neck and back; the bottoms were high-cut with side cutouts that left the hips exposed and a minimal back strap that disappeared between the buttocks. Adela's body was surprising: slender but with curves in all the right places—high, firm breasts (probably with some cosmetic help), a narrow waist, defined hips, and long, toned legs. Her skin was pale but even, without tan lines, which made the black bikini stand out even more. She had the air of a woman who takes care of every detail: perfect waxing, manicured nails, even a discreet belly button piercing that gleamed in the sun.

Adela looked at herself in the changing room mirror, turning slightly.

“I don't recognize myself,” she said, almost laughing. “It's been years since I wore something like this. I feel… naked. No way am I wearing this in front of your husband,” she said dryly. “Or in front of anyone, really. I can't pull off these scraps of fabric.”

Cristina, leaning against the doorframe with her arms crossed, let out a soft laugh.

“It's okay. If you prefer something more classic, I have just what you need.”

She turned to the closet and rummaged for a moment among the hanging garments. She pulled out a navy blue one-piece swimsuit with a sporty cut, a round neckline, and a racer back that left the shoulders bare. The fabric was matte. No risky cuts. Perfect for someone who wanted to feel comfortable and covered without sacrificing style.

“Here,” said Cristina, holding it out. “I hope you feel more comfortable in this one.”

Adela took it and examined it for a second, turning it over in her hands. She nodded slowly, almost with relief.

“Much better. Now this I can wear. Thanks.”

She went behind the wooden screen. When she came out, she looked at herself in the large mirror, turning slightly to see herself in profile.

“Not bad,” she admitted, almost surprised. “I feel… decent. And comfortable.”

Cris smiled awkwardly. It hadn't been a direct insinuation, but she'd put a little too much emphasis on the word “decent.”

Cristina reclined on the lounge chair by the pool, the midafternoon sun warming her skin, still damp from her swim.

Adela turned her head toward them, resting her cheek on her arm.

“You two seem like a very close couple,” she said with her characteristic seriousness. “You can tell you understand each other without words. That you’re in sync.” She paused. “Lucky you. I… was married once. And ours fell apart for exactly the opposite reason.”

Cristina tilted her head, interested. She barely knew anything about her boss’s personal life.

“Because of a lack of connection?”

She shook her head.

“Too much work. I was at a critical point in my career. It was my moment. He was an engineer, just as dedicated. At first we admired each other for that: both ambitious, both hungry to go far. But then… work started consuming everything. I’d get home at eleven at night, and so would he. Weekends meant preparing reports, meetings, trips. Dinners turned into work meetings.”

Cristina and Quique let her talk without interrupting.

“And one day we realized we weren’t telling each other anything anymore. Not the problems, not the successes, nothing. Just logistical conversations: who was picking up the dry cleaning, who was paying the bills... One day I told him I wanted to slow down, that I needed time for us. And he looked at me like I’d asked him to give up his career. He said he couldn’t. And I couldn’t either. Or didn’t want to. So we got divorced. No shouting, no lawyers. Just two people who loved each other but had chosen work over everything else.”

“Do you miss him? Do you regret it?”

“No. I miss the version of myself I was with him: sweeter, calmer. But for me, work has always come first,” she continued, crossing her arms on the table. Her tone was flat, almost mechanical, as if reciting a company manual she knew by heart. “I’ve spent half my life training, sacrificing nights, weekends, relationships that weren’t worth it. And I’m finally where I want to be. A position of influence, as they say. The rest…” She made a vague gesture with her hand, as if swatting away a fly. “Is secondary.”

Quique glanced at Cristina, whose gaze was fixed on the edge of the pool, unfocused, not really seeing anything. Adela seemed like the type who kept her thoughts to herself, but this time there was something different: it wasn’t just frankness. It was a declaration of superiority.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” she added, though her tone indicated exactly the opposite. “Everyone chooses their priorities. I chose mine. You two…” The corner of her mouth lifted in a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “You seem very close lately. Or maybe that’s just my perception. I don’t know…”

The comment felt almost out of place. Quique noticed Cristina tense beside him. Adela continued, now with an ironic edge that made each word cut sharper.

“The other day, for example... About twenty days ago, when I caught you dressed like that at the office…” She paused theatrically, as if remembering a movie scene. “If I hadn’t assumed you had plans with Quique, I would have thought the worst. Honestly, you have to be pretty bold to wear something like that at the office. Or outside of it, for that matter.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Quique felt his pulse pounding in his temples. He looked at Cristina. She was pale, her lips pressed into a thin line, her eyes darting side to side. It was like all the air had left her lungs. He opened his mouth to say something, anything, but all that came out was a strangled sound.

Adela watched them with cold curiosity, like an entomologist studying two insects under a magnifying glass.

Quique swallowed hard.

“It was… our anniversary,” he said finally, forcing a casual tone he didn’t feel. “We celebrated in style. That’s why the outfit, you know. Something special...”

Adela raised an eyebrow, barely a millimeter, but enough for the gesture to say more than any reply.

“Of course. The anniversary. How romantic.”

Cristina tried to smile. It was a brave attempt, but the result was a crooked grimace that fooled no one. Her hands trembled slightly. Quique brushed her forearm with his fingers, a small gesture, almost invisible. She didn’t look at him, but she didn’t pull away either.

Adela leaned back in her chair, satisfied, as if she’d fulfilled her daily quota of sincerity.

“Well, let’s get back to it, Cristina. We’ll draft the conclusions and be done with this once and for all.”

They headed back to the office, and Quique stayed alone by the pool, staring into space. What the hell just happened?

He ran his hand over his face, trying to sort out his thoughts. What outfit was Adela talking about? The phrase repeated on a loop: “dressed like that… I would have thought the worst… you have to be pretty bold.” He didn’t remember seeing Cristina in anything out of the ordinary the past few weeks. Office blouses, pencil skirts, dress pants. The usual. So what was it? When had “the other day” been? At the office, like she said? He tried to reconstruct the scene, but he couldn’t think of anything unusual about her outfit.

For the rest of the afternoon, he searched for a clue. In every phrase spoken, he tried to find a hidden meaning, a secret code that would surely signal something was going on that he couldn’t see. But he found nothing. He remembered the scene with Ricardo and Adriana at the pool. Cristina’s easy nudity in front of those two “strangers.”

Cristina’s distress had hit him harder than Adela’s irony. It wasn’t just embarrassment. It was fear. His wife’s face had shown genuine fear. Cristina had gone pale as if she’d been stripped naked in public. And he’d blurted out the anniversary thing, grasping for a way out of something slipping through his fingers. Pathetic.

What was Cristina hiding from him? Or was he the one who didn’t want to see it? Because if he thought about it, lately things had been throwing him off. He remembered her behavior at Fernando’s party. It had been the talk of the office, even though he’d tried to justify it and pass off her behavior as normal.

Quique closed his eyes. He didn’t want to imagine it. He didn’t want the crack Adela had opened to become an abyss. But the doubt was already there, settled in his chest.

Adela said goodbye, thanking them for the invitation. She said it had been a wonderful day. She gave him a goodbye kiss and looked at him with an intense gaze. When they walked toward her car, Cristina said something to her that he couldn’t hear. After an exchange of smiles, they shook hands and parted. There was clearly no affinity between them.

They went back inside. A heavy silence had settled between them.

“What?” Cristina asked.

She turned her back to him, finishing clearing the porch table.

“Cristina…”

She shook her head quickly, as if any word might break her.

“Don’t say anything. Please. What a bitch! I told you I didn’t want to invite her. She’s just plain mean.”

She got up slowly, cleared the table with mechanical movements. Quique followed her to the hallway.

“What clothes was Adela talking about?” Quique asked, stopping a few feet away, as if he feared she would evaporate if he got any closer.

Cristina spun around, her eyes burning with rage and something else that looked like shame mixed with disappointment.

“Unbelievable. She couldn’t be more vicious. She just drops it like it’s nothing. And she just ruined my surprise.”

“What are you talking about, Cris?”

She was silent for a second, shook her head and bit her lower lip. Then she let out her breath as if surrendering.

“I was planning a surprise for you. The other day I bought some things at the sex shop right next to the office, the one on the side street, you know, with the blacked-out windows. I’d been thinking about buying something ‘different’ to surprise you. And I did. I bought something really daring. When I got to the office, I opened it, and it looked so small I thought it wouldn’t fit, so I went into the bathroom on our floor to try it on because I didn’t want to wait until I got home in case it didn’t fit. I wanted to see how I looked, make sure that… that you’d like it. And when I came out to check myself in the mirror, she appeared like a fucking shadow. Caught me red-handed. She didn’t say anything at the time, just looked me up and down with that superior look she always has. And today, she had to go and drop it on you. So much for the surprise…”

Quique felt the knot in his stomach loosen a little, but not completely. The explanation fit, but there were still loose ends.

“What was the surprise?”

Cristina let out a brief, bitter laugh.

“It doesn’t matter now… A dress. Well, more like a sin. I bought some other things too, but the dress was the main thing.”

“Will you show me?”

She looked at him for the first time since she’d started talking. Her eyes were still moist, but there was a new gleam, a spark of defiance.

“Wearing it?”

“Of course.”

Cristina hesitated for a moment. Then she nodded slowly, as if making an irrevocable decision.

“Okay. I need a bit. It takes time to put on.”

She went in and headed straight to the bedroom without turning on the hallway light. Quique followed her, his heart pounding in his ears.

“Stay here,” she told him from the bathroom door. “Don’t come in until I call you.”

He obeyed. He sat on the edge of the bed, hands on his knees, trying not to imagine too much. The seconds stretched into eternity.

“Quique…” Cristina’s voice came out low, almost shy. “Come in.”

He entered slowly. Cristina was standing in the center of the bathroom, her back to him at first. Then she turned around.

The dress was black, shiny latex, so tight it looked like a second skin. It ended just below her buttocks, with a strapless neckline that left the curve of her breasts and the line of her sternum exposed. The material gleamed with every tiny movement, catching the light and throwing it back in liquid flashes. It hugged her waist as if molded directly onto her body, tracing every curve, every breath. Her back was almost completely bare. She wore black stockings that came up to mid-thigh, and high heels he didn’t remember seeing on her before.

Quique’s breath caught. It wasn’t just the dress. It was how she wore it: with a mix of vulnerability and power that rooted him to the spot. Cristina shifted slightly, uncertain at first, crossing her arms over her chest as if trying to cover herself. The latex squeaked softly at the movement.

“Well?” she asked quietly.

Quique swallowed.

“Damn, Cris…”

She laughed nervously.

“Don’t say that. Tell me something more… useful.”

He moved toward her slowly, as if afraid to break the moment. He reached out and brushed her hip. The latex was cold, but underneath he felt the warmth of her skin. He slid his fingers upward, tracing the line of her shoulder to her neck.

“You’re… stunning. I don’t even know how to describe it. You look like you stepped out of a dream I didn’t know I had.”

Cristina lowered her arms, letting him see everything. The neckline dipped a little lower with the movement. She took a deep breath, and the latex stretched taut over her breasts, which seemed ready to spill out of the confining fabric.

“I wanted it to be special. I’d been thinking about this for weeks. It wasn’t just the dress. It was… everything. I wanted you to see me differently. To want me in a way you don’t usually. And then this idiot comes along and ruins everything with her shitty comment.”

Quique shook his head.

“Adela hasn’t ruined anything.”

Cristina looked into his eyes. There were unshed tears, but something more too: desire, relief, a kind of release.

“Do you really like it?”

“So much.” He leaned in and kissed her, softly at first, then with more urgency. The latex squeaked as she pressed against him, her arms around his neck. The kiss tasted of pent-up rage, of built-up desire, of the adrenaline rush from nearly getting into trouble they couldn’t have easily escaped.

When they pulled apart, she smiled.

“Then the surprise isn’t completely ruined. Just rearranged.”

Quique laughed.

“There’s more?”

“A few more things in the bag. But those… are for another day. Today I just wanted you to see this.”

He wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her against him. The latex was slippery, but underneath it was her—warm, real.

They stayed like that for a while, in silence, just breathing. The dress gleamed. Quique thought about Adela, her coldness, how she’d tried to stab him without getting her hands dirty. And then he thought about Cristina: the courage it took to buy this, to try it on in an office bathroom, to stand before him now, vulnerable and powerful at once.

Quique kissed her again, slower this time, savoring the moment. The latex squeaked as she shifted to press closer.

“You were quick with that anniversary thing,” she murmured, barely audible.

Quique felt a stab in his chest. He didn’t know what to say. Didn’t know if there was anything to say.

“I didn’t want to let her get away with it,” he said finally. “She talks like she knows everything, but she doesn’t know anything about us.”

Cristina gave a short, bitter laugh.

“She knows enough to try to make us uncomfortable. It’s her specialty. And the worst part is she’s right about one thing: I don’t have her discipline. I don’t have her… coldness when it comes to finding people’s weak points. Work matters to me, but as a means, not as the ultimate goal.”

Sleep was slow to come that night. The bedroom lay in semi-darkness, broken only by the blue glow of the digital alarm clock showing 2:47, then 3:12, then 3:58. The mattress creaked every time one of them shifted, a small but constant sound, like a reminder that neither was at peace.

Quique noticed it first in Cristina’s breathing: not the deep, regular rhythm of sleep, but short, halting breaths, as if she were holding something back. She turned to one side, then the other, each movement wrinkling the sheet a little more. He pretended to sleep, eyes closed, but his mind wouldn’t stop racing. The black latex dress was still there on the armchair, gleaming faintly in the dim bedroom light.

Why had Adela chosen that moment to drop the comment? Did she actually want to hurt them? Why had Cristina gone so pale, as if she’d been caught doing something wrong? The dress explained the “daring” clothes in the office bathroom, yes. It was a surprise, proof that she still wanted to make an effort for him. Or maybe a smokescreen. Quique didn’t know which possibility felt more real, and that was making him nervous.

Cristina, for her part, had her heart in her throat. Curled up on her side with her back to him, she relived the scene over and over: Adela staring at her, stunned, those icy eyes scanning the latex, that smug smile that said “I’ve caught you.” It had been a second, but enough for panic to set in. Because Adela wasn’t stupid. She’d seen that and immediately started wondering. Was there a chance she knew something more? Had she seen her with Fernando?

She knew Adela was perfectly capable of following her. She'd have to be more careful from now on. Nothing had happened that Adela could have seen, she told herself. Nothing. Not even a flirtation or an ill-timed smile with Ricardo, but even so, she knew the bitch had smelled blood, and people like that were unpredictable once they did. And if Quique started connecting the dots… If Adela decided to drop another hint… Everything could come crashing down.

She turned slowly, searching for his profile in the darkness. Quique's eyes were open, fixed on the ceiling. He didn't move when she looked at him. Cristina felt a chill that had nothing to do with the temperature. Pure fear. Fear that he would ask. Fear that he would never ask and simply start doubting her.

Quique, noticing she was watching him, shut his eyes. He faked a sleepy sigh. But his mind wouldn't stop—his doubts kept multiplying. The latex dress had been a perfect distraction, an explosion of desire that had papered over the cracks for a few hours. Now, in the stillness of the early morning, the cracks were opening again. Was it his imagination? Or instinct? He didn't know. He only knew he couldn't sleep, that each of Cristina's breaths felt like a confession held back, and that the silence between them was growing heavier than words.

At 4:23, neither of them had fallen asleep. The alarm clock kept ticking. And they kept pretending to sleep, each trapped in their own abyss of fear and suspicion.


	Changes.


1

He couldn't stop thinking about the barbecue from that weekend. How Cristina had let things happen, and how Ricardo had looked at her.

Then there was Fernando's party. After replaying that scene over and over, Quique finally understood: that night, she had completely let loose, casting aside her inhibitions and restraint.

But for him—a man who had never cheated on Cristina and didn't even know how these things worked—the doubts sparked by his wife's behavior were eating him alive. He'd heard stories of cheating wives and, of course, knew men who did it too—some more than others. Everyone's heard about some coworker, or a friend, or a friend of a neighbor. Alfredo, one of the labor lawyers at the firm, had spent weeks a few years back getting messages on his phone from someone claiming his wife was cheating on him with a coworker. She denied it, of course, and he, lacking any solid proof, let it go. Quique couldn't imagine what went through Alfredo's head every time she came home a few minutes late. Letting it go was one thing, he thought, but forgetting it was another. Something like that couldn't just be forgotten—the doubt would stay with you forever. Infidelity was nearly impossible to forgive. Just thinking about it made him sick.

When he got to the office, Laura came up to him. She was wearing a fitted black dress that really flattered her, black heels, and her hair pulled back in a ponytail with a few loose strands framing her face. No glasses in sight. The Monday meeting was five minutes away.

“Today's meeting will just be you and me.” She showed him her phone with an amused look.

He stood there stunned, trying to figure out what was going on.

“What's going on?” he asked.

“It's a message from the boss—he wants us in his office now,” she said excitedly, gulping down her coffee as she got up from her seat.

“Well, let's not keep him waiting.”

For a few minutes, Quique filled her in on how he planned to present the trial summary. Apart from a few minor comments, Laura agreed with everything. Quique seemed to care about her, involving her in every decision they'd made during the trial. She had the feeling he was protecting her because he valued her, and she didn't want to consider that it might be because he felt something more. He'd given every indication of being a faithful man, but she knew from experience that office affairs were commonplace.

“Come in,” Fernando's voice called out after Quique knocked.

“Good morning, Fernando,” Quique said. “May we?” He opened the door and let Laura go in first.

“Come in, I was expecting you. I've heard all about it. Javier Martín called me Friday to tell me how pleased he was with your work.” Fernando's eyes moved between Laura and Quique.

“Have a seat,” he said, gesturing toward the two chairs in front of his desk. “Come on, don't just stand there.” He rose from his chair and extended his hand. “You've done great work.” He smiled. “I hope you enjoyed working together.”

“It was good.” Laura smiled.

“Yes. Very professional. I think we made a good team,” Quique said.

Fernando's gaze shifted from one to the other, reading their body language more than their words.

“Perfect. Given your success, I have something else for you to work on together. Something much simpler than Seville. An estate distribution. Practically a done deal.”

Laura pulled out her notebook without a word.

“We have a client, Beatriz Salcedo,” Fernando continued. “Her father passed away nine months ago in Algeciras. Businessman in the logistics sector. Left an open notarial will.”

“Conflict between heirs?” Laura asked.

“Of course. Otherwise, we wouldn't be here.”

Fernando slid a copy of the will toward them.

“Two children: Beatriz and her younger brother, Jaime. The mother passed away years ago. The will names both children as equal heirs, with the mandatory inheritance share respected, but includes a specific bequest: the family home in Conil goes to Beatriz. Exclusively. A luxury villa.”

Enrique leafed through the document with practiced efficiency.

“That's bound to cause friction.”

“Exactly,” Fernando nodded. “The estate is substantial: shares in two companies, several rental properties, and financial assets. The problem isn't the amount—it's the valuation.”

Laura looked up.

“Is the brother contesting the will?”

“Not directly. Not yet. What he's arguing is that designating the home as a bequest is really a disguised preferential share that breaks the equality between siblings.”

Enrique leaned back in his chair.

“Are there prior donations to factor in?”

Fernando smiled slightly.

“That's the crux. Beatriz received a donation ten years ago to set up her architecture studio. Jaime claims that amount needs to be factored into the inheritance calculations—both the mandatory shares and any preferential treatment.”

Laura scribbled notes quickly.

“Was the donation formalized in a public deed?”

“Yes. And with an express waiver of collation.”

Enrique nodded slowly.

“Then the question becomes whether that waiver can harm the other heir’s forced share.”

“And whether the property’s current value throws off the distribution,” Fernando added. “We’re looking at a judicial estate division that could escalate into a partial challenge of the will.”

Laura looked up.

“Is there any willingness to settle?”

Fernando shrugged.

“In theory, yes. In practice, there’s a lot of built-up resentment.”

He stood up.

“I want you two to handle this. It’s a technical matter. No press, no Anti-Corruption Prosecutor.” Enrique exchanged a brief glance with Laura.

“But there are family dynamics at play. That always complicates things. What do you expect from us?” he asked.

“A negotiation strategy. And if there’s no agreement, we’ll have to sue.”

Fernando headed toward the door.

“I’ll have her come in.”

A few seconds later, Beatriz Salcedo entered.

She looked to be in her early forties. Tall, slender, with chestnut hair pulled back in an impeccable low bun. She dressed with understated elegance: straight-cut pants, a pearl-gray silk blouse. Her makeup was minimal; her appearance polished.

Her movements were controlled but not stiff. There was something firm in her posture, as if she were used to holding her ground.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice clear and well-modulated.

Fernando made the introductions.

“Please, have a seat.” He gestured to the chair across from his desk. “We’re very pleased you’ve chosen us to handle your case. I was just telling them that, in principle, it’s fairly straightforward. So trust us. Enrique and Laura will be working on this with me. They’re up to speed on the essentials.”

Beatriz studied them carefully before sitting down. Her gaze was direct, analytical.

“I don’t want a war with my brother,” she said bluntly. “But I’m not going to let anyone question what my father decided while he was of sound mind.”

Laura could tell immediately she wasn’t an impulsive client. This was someone used to building her arguments carefully.

“We understand,” Enrique said calmly.

Beatriz nodded.

“My brother always thought my father favored me.”

A hint of emotion flickered beneath the surface.

“And did he?” Laura asked gently.

Beatriz held her gaze for a few seconds.

“The treatment was different. Not better.”

The office fell silent for a moment.

Fernando watched, assessing.

“We’re already up to speed on the main points. Don’t worry, we’ll win.” He glanced at the two lawyers.

“Inheritance cases tend to drag on and get messy. If you have anything to hide, your brother will play that card at trial. You know… last-minute changes to the will, eleventh-hour modifications…”

“There’s nothing to hide and nothing to fear. The will hasn’t changed in over ten years. I was the perfect daughter throughout his life. I took care of my father until the day he died. I don’t think Jaime will question that. He knows it’s true.”

“Beatriz, don’t do anything without consulting us first, understood? Things aren’t always what they seem. Don’t trust anyone. I understand you don’t want all-out war, but from experience, I can tell you these things tear families apart.”

“Thank you very much, Fernando. I’ll take your advice.”

“Come on, I’ll walk you out. We’ll make copies of all the documents you brought, and we’ll call you next week. Don’t sign anything without checking with us first. And be careful what you say to your brother.” He put his arm around her shoulder and guided her to the exit, murmuring reassurances.

“I like it.”

Quique looked up.

“The case?”

“Working with you on it.”

She said it without drama. Without any apparent subtext. Simply as a statement.

He held her gaze a moment longer than usual.

“I think we make a good team too.”

She smiled.

“I wasn’t just talking about the team. I mean…” She searched for the right word. “The dynamic.”

He set the will down on the table.

“Dynamic?”

“Yes. In Seville, we worked well together. Really well. No professional friction. We were on the same page.”

The memory of Seville flashed through Quique’s mind with uncomfortable clarity. He felt a slight tension in his chest, barely perceptible from the outside.

“We worked well because we put in the work,” he said, his tone neutral. “And because we each knew our role.”

Laura nodded slowly.

A brief silence followed, this one more deliberate.

“I’m glad to be working with you, Quique,” she said again, softer this time. “I mean it.”

He rested his hands on the back of the chair in front of him.

“I’m comfortable working with you too.”

He meant it. But as the words left his mouth, the memory of what had happened there—the restrained conversation—made him hesitate.

Laura caught the slight pause.

“But?” she asked, without irony.

Enrique shook his head.

“There’s no ‘but.’”

“There’s a little one.”

He let out a soft sigh.

“We’ll probably have to travel to Conil. We need to make sure we keep things professional.”

Laura held his gaze.

“I have no intention of complicating anything.”

The certainty in her voice wasn’t defiant—it was calm.

When Fernando returned, he asked Laura to give them the room. She stepped out and closed the door behind her.

He didn’t go straight to his desk. He stood by the window, watching the street for a few seconds. Then he turned.

“Have a seat, Enrique.”

The tone wasn’t harsh, but it was formal.

Quique sat down, unsure exactly where this was heading, though he had a sense.

Fernando rested his hands on the back of the chair in front of him, unconsciously mimicking the gesture Quique had made minutes earlier.

“I’ve been thinking a lot these past few months.”

Fernando walked slowly to his desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out a thick folder.

“What you did in that last trial wasn’t just good technique. It was leadership. That doesn’t happen by chance. It comes from hard work from day one and real personal merit.”

Quique frowned slightly.

“We did good work.”

Fernando shook his head.

“Don’t hide behind the plural. I’ve seen a lot of trials. I’ve been in far more than you can imagine. And I know how to tell when someone’s truly carrying the weight. Laura’s a good complement, but you’ve been the leader.”

He finally sat down across from him.

“You threw yourself into it. You didn’t delegate the uncomfortable parts. You weren’t looking for personal glory—you were focused on results for our client. That’s real commitment to him and to the firm.”

Quique stayed silent. He wasn’t one for flattery, and receiving it made him uncomfortable.

Fernando continued.

“You have something that can’t be taught. Technical rigor, yes. But also composure under pressure. And independent judgment.”

He opened the folder and slid it across the desk.

“I want you to be a partner.”

The words hung in the air.

Enrique blinked, as if he needed an extra second to process it.

“Partner…?”

“Full partner. A share of the firm’s profits. I want you making strategic decisions.”

The office suddenly seemed smaller.

“Fernando, I…”

“Let me finish.”

His voice wasn’t authoritarian, but it was firm.

“This isn’t impulsive. I’ve been considering it for a while. Seville was the confirmation.”

Enrique rested his elbows on the armrests, keeping his composure.

“It’s a big responsibility.”

“Exactly. And that’s why you’re the right person.”

Fernando leaned back in his chair for the first time during the entire conversation.

“Besides, there’s something else.”

He paused briefly, the moment turning almost personal.

“I’m going to start stepping back gradually.”

Enrique looked up with genuine surprise.

“Stepping back?”

Fernando smiled, but this time with a hint of sarcasm.

“It won’t be immediate. But I don’t want to become one of those partners who clings to the firm until they don’t know how to do anything else. I have a good life, a high income, and indulgences I want to enjoy…”

He stood and walked to the bookshelf at the back.

“I’ve dedicated thirty years to this. I like it. I’m passionate about it. But I also want to enjoy life before I become an old man.”

He looked at him again.

“I want to travel more. Spend time away. Not be tied to schedules and meetings. Obviously, at my age, retirement is out of the question, but I want freedom. I think I’ve earned it.”

Enrique watched him with a mixture of respect and bewilderment.

“The firm needs continuity. And I need someone I can trust when I’m not here every day. Felipe agrees with me, so we’ll make it official soon. Congratulations.”

A reflective silence settled between them.

“I want you to be a partner,” Fernando repeated. “Because you’ve earned it. Not because of seniority, but because of quality.”

Enrique looked down at the folder.

“When would we make it official?”

“Next quarter. We need to adjust the bylaws, notify our key clients… but first I want to know if you're willing.”

The question wasn't rhetorical.

Enrique felt the weight of the moment. He thought of Cristina. Of stability. Of responsibility.

“I'm willing,” he said finally, his voice calm.

Fernando nodded, satisfied.

“Good.”

He opened the folder and pulled out a sheet with detailed figures.

“Let's talk numbers.”

He slid the document toward him.

“Your base salary will move to this bracket”—he pointed to a figure considerably higher than the current one—“plus, you'll get a share of net profits from whatever division you lead.”

Enrique scanned the numbers in silence.

“It's a significant jump,” he admitted.

“It is. Because so will your involvement. You won't just be an employee anymore.”

Fernando rested his forearms on the desk.

“I don't want a passive heir. I want a partner who questions, who proposes, who builds.”

Enrique looked up.

“I will.”

Fernando smiled, a mixture of pride and relief on his face.

“I know.”

He stood and walked around the desk. He held out his hand.

Enrique rose to his feet.

The handshake was firm, lingering.

“Congratulations, Quique.”

For the first time in the entire conversation, Enrique let a hint of emotion show.
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Marta and Laura sat at their usual table, the one in the corner by the window overlooking the cobblestone street. It was Monday, three in the afternoon, and the late July sun streamed in, warming the paper tablecloth and making the condensation on the beer bottles glisten. In front of them, an enormous plate of Caesar salad to share. Two forks, two cold beers. The same routine as always—the one they'd kept up ever since they started working at the same firm, though in very different roles.

Marta speared a piece of chicken and brought it to her mouth before speaking.

“So how was the week in Seville? Tell me, I've been dying to know all weekend.”

Laura smiled, a little distant, while stirring the salad with her fork. She took her time before answering, as if sorting through the images in her head.

“It was… intense. Scorching hot in the mornings, but the evenings were really nice. We walked all over the center, the Alcázar, Triana. We ate at places Quique knew—traditional tapas, ham that melted in your mouth. And then, of course, the trial. But honestly, we handled it well.”

Marta raised an eyebrow, amused.

“'We handled it'? Plural?”

Laura laughed and took a long sip of her beer.

“I think so. We were together the whole time. The trial was in the morning, but the afternoons were ours. We'd walk, talk… He showed me hidden spots I'd never seen. It's funny how someone who's been traveling there for work for years can still find new things to show you.”

Marta nodded, chewing slowly.

“Sounds like he took good care of you.”

“He really did.” Laura lowered her voice, though the restaurant was half empty. “When we'd leave the courthouse he was exhausted, but he never complained. He'd ask if I wanted to rest, if I'd rather go back to the hotel or take a walk. Always so attentive. He's… understanding. Really.”

Marta set her fork on the plate and leaned forward a bit, with that look Laura knew so well: the “there's something here” look.

“It's so obvious you like him, Lau.”

Laura blushed instantly, but didn't deny it. She looked down at her plate, speared a cherry tomato and popped it in her mouth as if that could buy her time to think.

“It's not that I like him… Well, yes. Of course I like him. But it's more than that. He makes me feel good. Safe. Like I don't have to be proving anything all the time. With him I can be myself, no filters. And in Seville… I don't know. It was like everything just clicked. The long nights talking... He told me about when he was studying law and pulling all-nighters. We have so much in common.”

Marta smiled tenderly, but also with a hint of mischief.

“Well, I happen to know they're going to make him a partner at the firm. The boss and Don Felipe have been discussing it. They say the Seville trial was the cherry on top. If he wins it—and it looks like he's on track to—the promotion is just a matter of weeks.”

Laura's eyes widened.

“Really?”

“I swear. And he deserves it. I've been at the firm a long time, and he's one of the best who's ever come through here. Hardworking, smart, and it doesn't go to his head.”

“Well, honey… he's slipping through your fingers,” she insisted, looking all innocent but with a glint of real challenge in her eyes.

“Look, Marta. He's married, and from what I've seen, he's not the type to take off his ring when he goes out with friends. Right now I'm… I can't even put it into words…” She paused, searching for the right words, but Marta cut her off.

“Don't 'look' me. You wouldn't be the first or the last to sleep with a coworker. Remember Lola and Nico.”

“I know, and look how that ended…” she cut her off. “That's why I have to let this go. I'm not like that.”

“Opportunity? This isn't a dress on sale. It's your life…”

“You make it all sound like a game.”

She paused for a moment, then began with exaggerated concern.

“I didn't want to tell you before and get your hopes up, but I think his wife… She's not exactly squeaky clean…”

“What do you mean?” she asked, curious.

“Things… It's not like I have much proof either.”

“And that's it? You're just going to leave it at that… Why the hell are you telling me this? What things are you talking about?”

“I shouldn't have said anything. Forget it. You know how I am...”

“No, I don't know how you are. You tell me. What's this about?” she shot back, fighting the urge to kick her out on the street. It was lucky Marta had done more good in her life than anyone else, but what really got to her was the tiny seed of doubt her comment was planting.

“You tell me that and that's it? You can't do that to me.” She looked her straight in the eyes, defiant. “You know I can't stop seeing him. I think I'm in love with him.”

Marta’s eyes went wide as saucers and she clutched her head with the same speed she would have if Laura had told her she had a body buried in her backyard.

“You’re crazy,” she said, surprised by Laura’s reaction.

“I don’t want to talk about this anymore. When you have something real to say, we’ll talk,” she said as she stood up to go to the bathroom. Once there, she spent a few minutes turning Marta’s words over in her mind. Her reflection in the mirror showed her an image of herself she didn’t recognize. Stripped of any professional facade, with no composure to maintain, she became certain: she loved him. There was no doubt. But could she really fall in love with a married man? And more importantly, was there even the slightest chance he could love her back? She felt torn: in love with a man she wanted more than anything in the world, yet sensing she was wading into dangerous waters.

A single tear fell. She felt crushed by indecision, and perhaps even more by knowing she didn’t stand a chance with him. Quique was in love with his wife, and she was nothing more than a colleague from the firm. And if they were going to make him partner on top of that... All the more reason to keep hiding her feelings.

“Are you okay?” Marta asked, knocking on the door.

A cascade of feelings buried deep inside her broke free as the wall holding them back finally burst. She sobbed uncontrollably.

“No, I’m not okay. Give me a moment, please,” she begged.

Suddenly, countless feelings flooded her mind from every direction: feelings from her past, from her present, future dreams, her fears, her traumas, her guilt, the absence of someone to share everything with... A strange anguish coursed through her, wandering lost through her mind, crossing her soul and reaching her heart... which tightened and left her gasping for air.

Memories of the weekend, of the most intense kiss in the world even though it had lasted less than a couple of seconds. Of the tapas and beers, of the walks through Seville. And at the same time, his caution, bolting from dinner on the last night, as if he wanted to keep his distance from her.

Her vision blurred as fresh tears came to join those already shed. When she opened the door, the first thing she saw was Marta’s surprised and worried face.

“Laura, all I want is for you to be okay. The last thing I want is to hurt you,” she said, guilt written in her eyes.

“I know, Marta. But I don’t want to talk about it anymore. I need time to see what happens.”

“I shouldn’t have insinuated anything about Enrique’s wife. Now that I have, I regret it, but I’m not going to leave you like this. Let’s go back to the table and I’ll tell you, but fair warning, it’s not much. I guess I built it up too much, although sometimes I think that girl is hiding something.”

Marta and Laura returned to the table, but the atmosphere had changed. The Caesar salad was almost finished; only wilted leaves and a puddle of dressing remained at the bottom of the plate. The beers were already half empty, and these were the second round. The sun was still beating down hard.

Marta leaned forward, lowering her voice, even though the next table was empty.

“Look, Laura, at Fernando’s party... Cristina’s behavior was far from decent.”

Laura frowned, resting her elbows on the table.

“What exactly do you mean? Beyond a couple of dances that were a bit over the top, nothing more. She danced close to a couple of guys, sure, but nothing out of the ordinary.”

“She danced with quite a few... I don’t know, I think she went overboard. Remember the laughing, the hands on her waist, and that spinning where her skirt rode up more than it should have. It was the boss’s birthday, Lau. There were clients, partners, important people. It wasn’t appropriate.”

Laura shook her head slowly.

“Yeah, Marta, but that doesn’t mean she’s not on the level. She probably had too much to drink. We all drank that night. Fernando had an open bar for everything, and she probably overdid it. It was funny, not scandalous.”

Marta let out a dry laugh.

“Funny? You think that’s nothing? Some people just stood there stone-faced.”

Marta paused theatrically, took a long sip of her beer, and set the bottle down carefully, as if she were placing a bomb.

“What...?”

“Well... here’s the thing. There’s something else. The other day the boss sent something to her office. Addressed to her. And as far as I know, until the day of the party he didn’t know her at all. Quique and Cristina have been married for years, but Fernando... Fernando didn’t know her. In fact, he told her he was delighted to meet her. She’d never come to the company dinners. And his wife didn’t know her either. And suddenly, he sends her a package? A gift?”

Laura shrugged.

“Marta, that doesn’t mean anything. Maybe it was a gesture for something work-related. Or just courtesy. Fernando is one of those guys who sends chocolates to the secretaries at Christmas.”

“No... It wasn’t chocolates,” Marta lowered her voice even more, almost to a whisper. “That kind of gift wouldn’t have caught my attention. But it wasn’t that...”

“What was it? Stop being so mysterious with me.”

“Well, what caught my attention was that it was a black latex dress the size of a Barbie doll.”

Laura’s eyes went wide as saucers. She froze with her glass halfway to her mouth and stared.

“What?”

“You heard me. Black. Tiny. The kind they sell in sex shops. I saw it because… well, because I opened it. Not all the way, okay, I just peeked when the delivery guy brought it and saw the label. It came from a very specific store, the kind that doesn’t exactly sell office wear. And the size… it was tiny. Like something for a doll.”

Laura clapped a hand over her mouth, somewhere between horrified and fascinated.

“How could you open it?”

Marta blushed a little but didn’t back down.

“I didn’t open it all the way, just lifted the lid for a second when no one was looking. It was wrapped in black tissue paper, and… well, I’m not an idiot, you know? It was gleaming like crazy under the fluorescent lights. I flagged it for the boss, and he gave me her name and company address. I know he slipped a card in too. I couldn’t read it, but he definitely did.”

Laura leaned back in her chair, processing.

“Jesus, Marta. That’s… intense.”

“Intense is putting it mildly. It’s fucking insane, girl. A latex dress? From the boss? To Quique’s wife? And right after the party where she embarrassed herself dancing like a stripper… Now you’re going to tell me these are just coincidences, right?”

Laura shook her head, though she looked less convinced now.

“I don’t know… Maybe it’s a misunderstanding. Maybe Fernando sent it by mistake. Or it’s an inside joke. Or…”

“Or Cristina has something going on with the boss,” Marta cut in bluntly. “And Quique has no idea. Because if he knew, he wouldn’t be so calm at the firm.”

Laura looked toward the window, toward the street full of people oblivious to all of this.

“I don’t entirely believe it. Cristina loves Quique. I’ve seen it in the way she looks at him when she thinks no one’s watching. But… yeah, there’s something off. That dress… it’s not an innocent gift.”

Marta nodded.

“Exactly. And I’m not the type to make stuff up just to seem important, Lau. I saw it with my own eyes. The boss handed me back the box and gave me her address. Cristina Segarra. There’s no doubt it was meant for her.”

Laura let out a long, deep sigh.

“Shit. So what do we do? Do we tell Quique?”

Marta shook her head vehemently.

“No way in hell. If I get in the middle of this, they’ll fire me before I can even finish explaining, so just forget I said anything.”

The waiter came by to clear the empty plate. They stayed quiet until he left.

Laura looked at her nearly empty beer. They paid the bill in silence. When they stepped out onto the street, the heat hit them like a slap. Laura had her sunglasses on, but Marta could see her frowning behind the dark lenses. They walked together for a stretch, but each was lost in her own thoughts.

“I don’t know if we should tell Quique,” Laura finally said, breaking the silence. “If I do, aside from causing him tremendous pain, I’d be tipping my hand. I’d be marked forever in his eyes. Cristina would hate me, Quique would look at me like I was the grim reaper. And if it turns out there’s nothing going on, what then? I become the office gossip for the rest of my life.”

Marta stopped short next to a shop window and turned toward her.

“Then let’s do it anonymously. A note saying ‘ask your wife about Fernando’s gift.’ Simple, direct. No one would know it was us.”

Laura let out a bitter laugh.

“Nobody pays attention to anonymous notes, Marta. People throw them in the trash or laugh them off. ‘Someone trying to screw with you,’ they think, and that’s it. Quique’s not stupid; if he reads something like that without solid proof, he won’t give it a second thought.”

Marta crossed her arms, stubborn.

“Remember the affair between Alfredo’s wife and her lover? That came out because of anonymous notes.”

Laura took off her glasses for a second to get a better look at her.

“Yeah. And look how that ended. It destroyed his life. Alfredo was a complete wreck, and in the end… he never found out the whole truth. He spent years doubting his own sanity. You want that for Quique? For him to spend his life wondering if it was real or if someone was just trying to screw him over?”

Marta looked down at the ground.

“I don’t want to screw up his life. But I don’t want him living a lie either. If Cristina’s involved with Fernando, or even just flirting, Quique deserves to know.”

Laura let out a long, heavy sigh.

“A painful choice either way. And if there’s nothing going on, the damage is already done. Trust breaks no matter what. An anonymous note isn’t justice, Marta. It’s a bomb without a signature. And bombs always hit innocent people.”

They stayed quiet for a while, walking again. Traffic roared beside them, oblivious to everything.

“So what, then?” Marta finally asked. “We just keep quiet and watch everything rot from the sidelines?”

Laura shrugged.

“I don't know. But if we're going to do something, let's do it out in the open. Otherwise, better not to do anything at all.”
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When she entered Adela’s hotel room, she found her stretched out on the sofa, head resting against a cushion, a cloth covering her eyes. It had been a terrible day—arguments with the Labor Inspector, arguments with the works council, and a final agreement that was satisfactory… for the company.

She had never seen her this relaxed before. She didn’t seem like the implacable woman who was always wound tight as a piano string.

When she heard me come in through the door that connected our rooms, she lifted her head and the cloth fell from her eyes. Without the usual tension in her expression, her features looked softer.

“Are you okay? You look terrible,” Cristina said, more out of politeness than genuine concern.

“Just a killer headache.” She grabbed the edge of the sofa and stood up.

“It was terrible. But I have to admit you were great. Especially with the Inspector. What a bitch! The higher-ups will be satisfied with the agreement. Though I know they’re never satisfied. I’m sick of all these problems.” She was still wearing her “aggressive executive” outfit: black suit jacket, white blouse with a bow at the neck, and heels that straddled the line between comfortable and elegant. By this point in the afternoon, the blouse was wrinkled and untucked from her skirt.

“Are you sick?” The words seemed to come out on their own.

Adela walked over to Cristina. She was a bit taller, and looked her directly in the eyes. Her usually icy gaze was dulled by exhaustion, but still as alert as ever.

“I’m not sick. Just tired. I haven’t even called anyone on the Board to tell them how it went.”

Adela never avoided difficult conversations.

The phone sat within reach on the nightstand. She kept glancing at it, working up the nerve to face the interrogation that was sure to follow. As time passed, the silence grew more ominous. It was an uncomfortable situation. Finally, she headed toward the bathroom without looking at the phone.

“We should go to dinner… shouldn’t we?” she said, as if it were part of her job duties.

“Whatever you want. Would you rather eat at the hotel or go out and find something?”

“I need to take a walk. Let’s go out to dinner. I know a good place.”

“I just need half an hour,” Cristina said, pointing to her disheveled hair.

After a long shower, they met in the lobby. Cristina looked up as Adela emerged from the elevator and was surprised. She had changed in less than ten minutes, but looked completely different from usual. She was wearing worn jeans and a faded t-shirt—a far cry from her typical appearance.

Adela had never talked much about her life, aside from the occasional comment about her weekends. Maybe she opened up more with other people at the company, but deep down Cristina doubted she did with anyone. They walked to the restaurant in silence. Adela didn’t seem eager to make conversation, and Cristina wasn’t particularly interested either. She figured she’d have to endure a couple of uncomfortable hours before heading back to the hotel.

She swallowed and gestured toward the restaurant entrance.

“Here? Should we go in?”

“Yes, please,” Adela said, and for the first time, something like a smile crossed her face. “I could eat an entire cow right now.”

“Table for two,” she told the hostess. “I have a reservation under Adela Santamaría.”

We followed her to a small booth in the back corner of the room.

“How do you know this place?”

“From other trips to Zaragoza. I always stay at the same hotel and always eat here. A bottle of wine, maybe?” she suggested before quickly scanning the wine list. She ordered a bottle of Rioja and set the menu down. “Bring it just before we order, all right?”

When the waitress left, she seemed lost in thought for several minutes.

Adela simply crossed her legs and rested her elbows on the table. The silence lasted just long enough for the wine to arrive. Adela took a long sip and looked at Cristina over the rim of her glass.

“I know I’m not the most popular woman in the company,” she said without preamble. “And I don’t care. I don’t go to the office to make friends. I have social skills, but I save them for my personal life. Where they actually matter.”

Cristina barely nodded, turning the stem of her glass between her fingers. She didn’t look up.

Adela tilted her head.

“You look uncomfortable.”

Cristina exhaled sharply through her nose—a brief, humorless laugh.

“True. I’m not comfortable. I barely know you, and I find it hard to make conversation. I don’t know what to say without it sounding forced.”

Adela shrugged, as if that were the most normal thing in the world.

“I’m direct. I always say what I think. I don’t like beating around the bush.”

Cristina looked up for the first time. Her eyes were tired, but there was a glimmer of something more: exasperation.

“I’ve always known that. But the problem is, you’re not always aware of the consequences of your words.”

Adela raised an eyebrow, genuine curiosity on her face.

“What do you mean?”

Cristina took a sip of wine before answering. She did it slowly, as if weighing each word carefully.

“Well, for example, that comment at my house on Sunday—about the dress you’d seen me in…”

Adela blinked once, processing. Then she let out a short laugh, almost surprised.

“Ah, that… Yes.” She paused, turning the glass in her hand. “But I have to admit, your husband was pretty believable. Even though he clearly had no idea what I was talking about.”

Cristina went still. The air between them grew thick, as if the entire restaurant had gone quiet.

“What do you mean by that?” Cristina asked, her voice low but firm.

Adela leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms. There was an analytical coldness in her expression—the look that defined her.

“I mean Quique improvised fast. The anniversary thing, going all out to celebrate… It sounded good. Very good. But his eyes didn’t lie. He was lost. He didn’t know what dress I was talking about because he’d never seen it. And you… you were white as a sheet.”

Cristina felt her stomach clench. She set down the glass carefully, as if any noise might shatter something.

Adela shook her head slowly.

“It was fear. Fear that he’d ask questions. Fear that I’d keep talking. And above all, fear that the story about the dress wouldn’t match the one you told him.”

Cristina swallowed. The wine tasted like vinegar now.

“And what story do you think is the real one?”

Adela took another sip, unhurried.

“I don’t know. Not yet.”

Cristina felt a chill run up her spine. She stared at Adela, searching her expression for any crack, any sign that this was just a cruel game to see how far she’d go. But Adela was serene, almost bored.

“Why are you doing this?” Cristina asked, her voice lower than she’d intended. “What are you looking for?”

Adela set the glass on the table. She leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table.

“Nothing, Cristina. It was a simple comment praising your relationship and the connection you two showed. What surprised me—and what really piques my curiosity—is the reaction afterward. Yours and your husband’s.”

Cristina clenched her hands until they hurt.

“Do you realize you could have caused problems in my marriage?”

Adela let out a humorless laugh.

“If anything, you would have caused the problem. Now suddenly it’s my fault. Look, Cristina, I don’t know what you’re mixed up in. It’s not my problem… unless it affects your performance.”

Cristina felt her stomach tighten, but she tried to keep her voice steady.

“Has my performance dropped?”

“Not yet. But it will. I don’t buy the flu story from last week. You know what I think? You went out partying and things got out of hand. That’s why you didn’t come to work. And that does matter to me. I don’t care if you sleep with an entire football team, but if that means you don’t show up to work the next day, then I care.”

The comment hit like a punch. Cristina opened her mouth to respond, but only air came out. She remembered that week, the fever excuse that had let her stay home and avoid facing anyone at the office. Adela didn’t need proof; she only needed to plant the doubt and watch it grow.

“Adela…” Cristina began, trying to sound calm. “Don’t say that. I love my husband. I would never do anything inappropriate. And I really was sick. The doctor didn’t hesitate to give me time off. I don’t want you thinking what you’re thinking, and it hurts that you do. I don’t deserve this. I’ve never let you down.”

Adela watched her in silence for a few seconds. Then she leaned back in her chair, uncrossing her legs.

“Maybe I haven’t been entirely fair to you. It’s true you’ve always done your job well, and maybe I’m wrong. If so, I’m sorry if I’ve hurt you.”

Cristina blinked, thrown off. The apology sounded sincere, but there was something in the tone, a nuance that didn’t quite fit. As if Adela were testing the waters, measuring how far she could push before Cristina fell apart.

“It’s not just that,” Cristina said, lowering her voice. “The dress was for him. It was a surprise. And you turned it into something dirty.”

Adela raised an eyebrow.

“Dirty? I only saw what I saw. I didn’t say anything at the time because it wasn’t my business.”

Cristina felt tears stinging her eyes, but she fought them back. She wasn’t going to give Adela the satisfaction of seeing her cry.

Adela softened her expression slightly.

“I’m sorry if I’ve caused you a problem. Really. It wasn’t my intention to screw up your married life. I just… observe. And sometimes I speak before thinking about the collateral damage.”

Silence fell. The waiter passed by and asked if they wanted anything else. Both shook their heads. They asked for the check almost in unison.

While they waited, Cristina looked at Adela. For the first time, she saw something different in her—a calculated loneliness. Someone who had decided that workplace relationships were a luxury she couldn't afford.

Adela paid for both their meals. They stepped out into the stifling Zaragoza night. The street was nearly empty, just a taxi or two waiting on the corner. They walked together toward the hotel, the silence between them tense.

When she reached her room, Cristina thought of Quique, of the bed waiting for her at home. As she put on her pajamas, loneliness washed over her. She poured herself a drink from the minibar and dialed home. Quique told her he was getting ready for bed. She could picture him pulling on his UCLA t-shirt.

She finished the drink in a couple of sips as they caught each other up on their days and said goodnight.
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He grabbed a glass, opened the whisky bottle, and poured it halfway full with a single ice cube. Closing his eyes, he swallowed and felt it slide down his throat. A strange boredom settled over him. He picked up the bottle and glass and carried them to his bedroom. Just then, Cristina called. They had their usual conversation, briefly catching each other up on the highlights of their days, and said goodnight with a kiss.

He took off his suit, leaving it crumpled on the armchair. The jacket slid off, and when he went to pick it up, he accidentally stepped on it. He pulled on the sweatshirt he slept in and looked around. The house felt strangely lonely without her. The silence was so thick that Quique could hear the cicadas buzzing outside and the tick of Cristina’s alarm clock.

Out of habit, or maybe boredom, or that restlessness that hadn’t left him alone since lunch with Adela, Quique opened the closet. Her scent brought back a vivid memory. He ran his hand over the summer dresses on their hangers, light fabrics that brushed his fingers like memories of summer days. It occurred to him they hadn’t booked anything for vacation, and it was already mid-July. Then he saw the shoes: heels, sandals, Adidas sneakers—only ever Adidas. Next to them, on the closet floor, a brown paper bag.

He pulled it out carefully. Inside were two boxes. The first held the black latex dress. He opened it out of morbid curiosity. The material gleamed under the bedroom light, black and shiny, so small it seemed impossible Cristina could fit into it. He held it in his hands, gauging the size. He imagined her putting it on, looking at herself in the office bathroom mirror, and felt a pang—he couldn’t tell if it was desire or jealousy at such boldness. He could picture Adela’s face when she saw her in that. He smiled, shaking his head. “What a scene, running into your boss dressed like that!”

He set the dress aside and opened the second box, black velvet, soft to the touch. Inside was an anal plug: metal with a wide base, topped with something like a shiny ruby. Quique pulled it out slowly, feeling the cold weight in his palm. This must be part of the surprise she’d mentioned last night when she wore the dress. The latex, the stockings, the heels… and now this. An outfit to raise the dead, no doubt.

As he pulled it out, a slip of paper fell to the floor. It was a small card, handwritten in elegant calligraphy with confidently slanted letters:

“This is the first of many more gifts. The first time feels weird, but in two minutes your ass gets used to it and starts to like it. You wear it all day. Every step, every time you sit down… you’re going to feel it. And you’re going to come home wet.”

His heart stopped. Not just because of what he’d read—crude, direct, arousing in its rawness

He knew that handwriting. He’d seen it a thousand times: on Post-its, in reports… He didn’t need a signature to know whose it was.

Everything clicked at once, like pieces of a puzzle he’d never wanted to solve.

It wasn’t a surprise meant for him.

It was a gift from someone else.

And the handwriting confirmed it.

He stood there, motionless, heart pounding in his ears, while the house remained in absolute silence.


	The Collapse.


He sat on the edge of the bed for what felt like forever, the card still in his hand, the toy on the floor. That handwriting—he knew it better than his own. There was no signature, but none was needed. “The beginning of many gifts…” He kept turning over the bitter end of his marriage in his mind, all those years wasted. And then there was the firm. Just when he was about to achieve what he’d worked so hard for, Cristina had ruined everything.

Until that moment, he hadn’t realized how stupid he’d been. But he still couldn’t accept that this was who his wife really was. It was as if reading that card had flipped a switch in his brain, illuminating even the darkest corners.

He woke after barely three hours of sleep, so devastated he didn’t think he could get up. He had no desire to get ready, no desire to go to the office. He went through the motions halfheartedly, popped two pills for his headache. He couldn’t stop feeling like a complete idiot. Where had he gone wrong?

He started the car with his hands trembling on the wheel. He wept silently, unable to control the sobs that shook him. It wasn’t just rage; it was a dull, deep pain, as if something had been ripped out of him and left him bleeding. How long had this been going on? Since the party? Before? Was the latex dress for Fernando? The plug too? Every memory was now tinged with suspicion.

He arrived at the office past nine. The parking lot was almost full; people were already inside, working as if it were any ordinary day. As he crossed through the main entrance, he felt like everyone was looking at him. In his dismal state of mind, he noticed the receptionist glance up a second too long. He thought he saw two colleagues suddenly go quiet as he passed.

Marta gave him a tense smile that now seemed like pity. Quique ducked his head and slipped into his office as if escaping.

He closed the door. He picked up the file for the new case and opened it. The letters swam before his eyes. He couldn’t focus. All he could see was the card, Fernando’s handwriting. Nothing else. He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. He managed to hold back the tears, but he couldn’t stop his heart from racing.

Laura came in without knocking, as she always did when she brought coffee. She carried two paper cups on a tray. The moment she saw him—shoulders hunched, eyes red, face haggard—she stopped dead.

“Quique… what’s wrong?”

He didn’t look up. Just shook his head.

“Nothing. Thanks for the coffee.”

Laura set the cups on the desk and moved closer. She perched on the corner, crossing her arms.

“Don’t give me that. You look like you’ve seen a ghost. Or worse. Tell me what’s going on.”

Quique swallowed hard. He couldn’t speak. If he opened his mouth, everything would come pouring out. And he wasn’t ready. He couldn’t bring himself to say it out loud. Because saying it would make it real.

“It’s nothing, Laura. Really. Just… a bad night.”

Laura didn’t move.

“A bad night doesn’t leave you like this. Is it Cristina? Something at home?”

His phone vibrated on the desk. The screen lit up with an image that now repulsed him—a photo of Cristina smiling. Quique stared at it as if it burned. He let it ring until voicemail picked up. He couldn’t hear her voice right now. Not without screaming at her.

Laura saw the name on the screen and frowned.

“Aren’t you going to answer?”

“No.”

Silence. Laura sighed.

“Quique, whatever it is… you can tell me.”

He finally looked up. His eyes were glassy, but his jaw was clenched.

“I can’t. Not now.”

Laura nodded slowly. She stood up.

“Okay. But if you change your mind, I’m here.”

She left, closing the door softly behind her. Quique stared at his phone. Another missed call. A message: “Are you okay? I’ll be home this afternoon. I love you.” He read it three times. “I love you.” The words hurt more than any insult.

Then the door swung open without warning. Fernando walked in, impeccable suit, satisfied boss smile.

“Quique, good morning. Have you looked at the inheritance file yet?”

Quique felt the blood rush to his head. His heart pounded so hard he was sure Fernando could hear it. He wanted to lunge at him. Hit him. Confront him. Curse him out. Ask him how long he’d been fucking his wife. How many more gifts he’d sent. Whether the plug was the first or just the beginning, like the note said.

But he didn’t move.

Because first he had to be sure. He had to talk to Cristina. Look her in the eyes and ask her. Because if this was all a nightmare, if there was an explanation—any explanation—he could still save something. If not… then yes. Then he would let the rage out.

Fernando gave him a strange look.

“Are you okay? You look terrible.”

Quique forced a smile that came out crooked.

“I’m just a little tired. Bad night. And don’t worry about the inheritance. We have plenty of time.”

Fernando nodded, satisfied.

“Go home, come on. You look like hell. Get some rest.”

Quique nodded. He wasn’t going to work. He couldn’t. He wasn’t going to pretend. He was just going to wait for Cristina to arrive. And for the world he knew to come crashing down.

He left the firm trying to act normal, forcing a smile, but feeling stares boring into his back. When he got home, he saw the pool and dove in, staying under for a long while.

He spent the rest of the afternoon sprawled on the couch. Waiting. Every now and then he checked his phone to see if she’d texted. As the moment of her arrival approached, his heart raced, and the anguish became so intense he had to run to the bathroom to throw up. His throat was so tight he could barely swallow. He was a wreck, getting up several times, pacing, unable to sit still. He thought about pouring himself a drink, but he wanted to be clearheaded when the moment came. He was hitting rock bottom.

He heard the lock turn. The moment had come. Quique sat motionless on the couch, hands on his knees. He took a couple of deep breaths, trying to steady himself. He didn’t get up to kiss her. He didn’t smile. His red, swollen eyes fixed on her, and Cristina felt her stomach drop. Something was wrong. Very wrong.

“Quique… what’s wrong?” she asked, setting her suitcase on the floor. Her voice trembled.

He didn’t answer at first. He just gestured toward the coffee table, where an open velvet box and a crumpled card lay. Cristina recognized them instantly. The color drained from her face.

She approached slowly, her heart pounding. She picked up the card: “This is the beginning of many more…” She didn’t need to read any further.

She sank into the armchair, devastated. She covered her face with her hands and began to tremble. Quique watched her, but couldn’t say any of what he’d prepared. It was as if all his eloquence had suddenly evaporated.

“Don’t try to deny it. Don’t insult my intelligence anymore…” Quique said suddenly, his voice hoarse from holding everything in. “Wasn’t there any other man in the whole fucking world you wanted to screw besides my boss? You’ve been making a fool of me right under my nose while I was killing myself at work.”

He jumped to his feet and kicked the coffee table hard, flipping it over. The blow echoed like a thunderclap; the lamp wobbled, an empty glass fell and rolled across the floor without breaking. Cristina stepped back instinctively, as if the violence had struck her too.

“Do you have any idea the damage you’ve caused?” he continued, spitting out each word. “Do you know how I feel right now? Like an idiot. A fucking idiot who came home exhausted.”

Cristina was stunned by the rapid-fire questions and the venom behind them. She couldn’t process them all at once. She only felt the weight of each accusation crashing down on her like stones. She opened her mouth, but nothing coherent came out. Just a trembling whisper.

“It only happened twice…” was all she could stammer.

Quique let out a bitter laugh.

“Oh. Well, lucky me! I guess in that case it doesn’t count as cheating, right? What, does it only start counting after the third fuck? Or is two ‘a slip’ and three ‘a relationship’? Tell me, Cristina, what’s the limit you’ve set for yourself so you don’t feel like a complete whore?”

Cristina lowered her head. She didn’t have the strength to look him in the eye, much less argue back. Tears slid down her cheeks, but she made no sound as she cried. She just bit her lip until it hurt, trying to contain the sob rising in her throat.

Quique took a step toward her, but stopped. His hands trembled with rage.

“And the little toy for your ass? And the dress? Was that for me too? Was it part of my surprise? Because I believed it, you know? I bought it like a fucking idiot. I thought you were trying to spice things up between us. And it turns out it was a gift from Fernando. ‘The beginning of many more.’ Fuck, Cris…”

Another silence. Cristina finally looked up, her eyes glassy, her voice barely above a whisper.

“It wasn’t… it wasn’t planned. It was… I don’t know. I felt desired. For the first time in a long time. You were always working. I know it’s no excuse…”

Quique cut her off with a sharp wave of his hand.

“No. Don’t give me that. Don’t blame me. I didn’t force you to spread your legs for my boss. I didn’t send you gifts to stick up your ass all day thinking about him. You did that. You alone.”

Cristina hugged herself, as if trying to make herself smaller.

“Quique… I’m sorry. Really. I didn’t want…”

“You didn’t want to what? Get caught? For me to find out? Because if you hadn’t left that bag in the closet, I’d still be in the dark. I’d still be a happy cuckold.”

A long silence fell, broken only by Quique’s ragged breathing and Cristina’s stifled sobs. He ran his hands through his hair, pulling hard, as if trying to tear the pain right out of his skull.

“So now what?” he finally asked, his voice lower, almost broken. “What am I supposed to do with this? Forgive you because 'it was only twice'? Pretend nothing happened and keep going to the office to see Fernando’s face every day?”

Cristina didn’t answer. She just cried silently, her shoulders trembling. Quique turned away, looking toward the window. He didn’t know if he wanted to hear more. He didn’t know if he could take any more.

“Wouldn’t it have been better if you’d just used Tinder or Badoo like normal people do? Did it have to be Fernando, of all people?”

The question came out of nowhere. He almost didn’t expect it himself. Cristina hesitated for a moment, her mouth half-open, as if searching for an answer that wouldn’t sink her even deeper. But there wasn’t one. Only the silence stretching between them like a crack growing wider by the second.

“It wasn’t planned...”

Quique stared at her so hard she thought he was going to lose it: eyes bloodshot, jaw clenched, veins bulging in his neck. He wasn’t shouting anymore. He spoke quietly, but every syllable landed like lead.

“How many affairs have you had behind my back? And please, don’t lie. Not any more than you already have.”

Cristina swallowed hard. The living room felt smaller, the air thicker. She lowered her gaze to the floor, to the overturned table, to the glass still rolling slowly until it clinked against the wall.

“Three,” she finally said, her voice barely audible. “There have been three.”

Quique exhaled sharply through his nose.

“Ricardo?”

She didn’t answer with words. She just nodded slowly, as if the movement took physical effort. The tears kept falling, but she no longer tried to hide them. She just stood there, trembling, waiting for the next blow.

Quique ran his hand over his face, rubbing his eyes hard, as if trying to erase what he’d just heard.

“Ricardo... Jesus Christ. You fuck my boss, a coworker... You’re really something, you know that?”

“And what was I?” he finally asked, without turning around. “The placeholder husband? The one who paid the mortgage while you felt 'desired'?”

Cristina hugged herself tighter.

“Don’t say that, Quique. I love you. I’ve always loved you. But... I don’t know. I got carried away. I think... I needed to feel something different.”

He turned slowly.

“And did you? Feel it? With them? Did you feel desired, special, alive?”

She hesitated.

“At first... yes. But afterward... afterward all I felt was guilt. And fear. Fear that you’d find out. Fear of losing you. Last weekend with Adela, I nearly had a heart attack.”

Quique shook his head.

“Well, you’ve already lost me. You’ve lost everything.”

Another silence. Cristina sobbed.

“What are you going to do now?” she asked, fear in her eyes.

Quique looked at the card on the floor, at the suitcase she’d left by the door.

“I don’t know. But I know I can’t stay here tonight. Not with you.”

He headed toward the hallway, grabbed the car keys from the console table. Cristina took a step toward him.

“Quique, please...”

He turned slowly toward Cristina, who was still sitting on the couch, curled into a ball, eyes swollen, face pale.

“It’s been one hell of a day,” he said, voice dripping with irony. “Yesterday Fernando announced that the Board had decided to make me partner. Finally. After years of killing myself, sleepless nights, closing cases no one else wanted to touch. Partner. Our dream, right? And the next day... I find out my wife hops into the first bed that opens up for her. My boss’s bed, to be exact.”

Cristina’s head snapped up, genuine horror in her eyes. She knew Quique, and she knew what he was going to do.

“Don’t do it, Quique,” she whispered, rising slowly, as if any sudden movement might shatter what was left. “Don’t give that up. I swear on my life it will never happen again. Don’t throw your career away. You can... you can keep working there. You can ignore me, you can hate me, you can divorce me if you want, but don’t throw away everything you’ve worked for. Not over this.”

Quique let out a short, joyless laugh.

“No. I can’t.”

“I couldn’t work with him,” he said, voice low but firm. “Not after knowing this. Every time I walked into the office, every meeting, every coffee at the machine... I’d see it. I’d see that smug smile of his and know that while I was signing contracts, he was sending you gifts to put inside yourself so you’d come home wet. No. I can’t pretend it didn’t happen. I can’t look him in the face without wanting to smash it in.”

Cristina took a step toward him, her hands trembling.

“So… what? You’re going to resign? From the partnership? From everything you’ve fought for?”

Quique shrugged, a tired, defeated gesture.

“I don’t have a fucking clue what I’m going to do, Cris.”

Cristina covered her mouth with her hand, stifling a sob.

“Quique, please… Think about us. About what we were. About what we could be if…”

“There is no us anymore,” he cut her off, his voice heavy with sadness. “There’s a before and an after. And the after starts tomorrow. And then… then we’ll see what’s left of me.”

A long silence fell. Cristina collapsed back onto the sofa, defeated. Quique looked toward the pool again.

“Tomorrow’s going to be one hell of a day,” he murmured, hands in his pockets. “The day I turn down partner because my wife fucked my boss. Sounds like a bad movie, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He went upstairs to the bedroom. Cristina stayed silent, staring at the floor. When he came back down with his suitcase, she could barely whisper:

“Quique, I’m begging you…”

He grabbed the keys and dragged the suitcase.

“I’m going to Madrid. Don’t call me. Don’t come looking for me. I need… air.”

When the door slammed shut, tears streamed down Cristina’s cheeks. She knew she’d lost everything they’d built together with so much love over so many years. The dream of becoming parents, of renovating that house… All thrown away for a couple of fucks…

She went to the bedroom, and when she opened her side of the closet, she realized nothing of his was left. He’d even taken all his toiletries from the bathroom.

She felt like she’d screwed up so badly—lost one of the most important people in her life for something that was never going anywhere. She’d been nothing but a sex toy, a pastime for those lovers. Did Ricardo and Adriana love her? And Fernando? She felt absolutely insignificant to all those people who had passed through her life without leaving a trace.

She threw herself on the bed and cried like a child. She knew that from now on, she’d have to start over—alone, from scratch. All their plans to start a family had gone to hell because of her recklessness, and deep down she knew she deserved it—she hadn’t thought twice about cheating on Quique.

She grabbed her phone, wanting to apologize, to try something—anything—but she realized the pain she’d caused him wouldn’t be fixed with a WhatsApp message.

Cristina sat alone in the living room, staring at the overturned table, the glass on the floor, the silver plug that now seemed like the most ridiculous thing in the world. She collapsed onto the sofa, hugging her knees, and sobbed.


	Epilogue.


1

“This is the last time I'll have any contact with that firm, except to pick up my severance. Honestly, I feel like I shouldn't even do that. I'm disgusted and ashamed by how you've behaved with my wife, and by your complete lack of respect for me. I've already said what I needed to say to her, and I'll make whatever decision I see fit. The same goes for you.

This morning I spoke with HR and informed them of my irrevocable decision.

You have no idea how disgusting it was to find out she was involved with you. And needless to say, it won't be me—but life will put you where you deserve.

I'm also using this email to say goodbye to all my colleagues at the firm and to all the clients I've had the pleasure of representing. I hope they all recognize the kind of scum they're dealing with.

I'm not looking for revenge. Just dignity. I'm turning down the partnership offered yesterday, I'm leaving the firm, and I'm done breathing the same air as the man who betrayed me in the most cowardly way possible.

Enrique…”

He'd opened the email out of curiosity, saw the subject line and sender, and felt his stomach drop. He read the first few lines and froze. Coffee spilled onto the desk without him even noticing.

“Shit…” he muttered, pale.

His first impulse was to call Marta, to try to stop the email. But he knew it was useless—it would already be everywhere. Felipe called his cell seconds later.

“Have you seen this?” Felipe asked, his voice tense. “The whole firm got it. He copied every client and vendor in the company database.”

Fernando stood up, walked to the window, and stared at the city without seeing it.

“He's crazy,” he said, but his voice came out weak. “It's a lie. Or… exaggerated.”

Felipe snorted.

“Doesn't sound like an exaggeration. Sounds like the truth. And if it's true, we're screwed. The firm's reputation is going to go to hell in a matter of hours.”

“Don't be dramatic. People forget this stuff quickly.”

“I know. But it's embarrassing. What the hell… were you thinking? Are you crazy? With our best lawyer's wife?”

Fernando hung up without answering. He sat back down, staring at the screen where the email was still open. He felt a mixture of rage and something like remorse. Not for Cristina—that had been a game, a passing whim—but for underestimating Enrique. For believing he'd never find out, or that he'd leave quietly.

Fernando turned off his phone and leaned back in his chair.

Laura and Marta exchanged a look across the room. Marta gestured for her to keep quiet, and Laura nodded.

Murmurs rippled through the office. Small groups began forming as employees started to gossip. Others called for caution, asking everyone to get back to their desks.

Laura stood frozen, not knowing what to do or say. She and Marta had already suspected what was going on, but neither of them could have expected anything like this. Several lawyers kept asking if it was true, and they didn't even have the courage to respond.

She called Marta, trembling, but after several attempts realized Marta wasn't going to answer. She was too scared.


2

It was three in the afternoon when she headed straight home. She’d been calling and texting him all day without getting a response. When she walked in, she saw a sheet of paper on the kitchen table, written in Quique’s handwriting.

“Don’t think I’m hiding behind a letter. I have the courage to say all this to your face, but I don’t want to see you. I can’t stand being around you.

I never thought I’d say goodbye to you this way. In fact, I thought there would never be a goodbye. I would have forgiven you anything in the world, but not a betrayal like this—not the way you did it, sleeping with my boss and disrespecting me like this. Even I, who loved you with all my soul, can’t forgive something like this. I think you’ve crossed the line when it comes to dignity. Mine, specifically, because I don’t think yours—if you even have any—has been affected much. Anyway, I won’t be the one to judge you for it. If you did it, you must have had your reasons, but that decision has led me to walk away from you forever.

The man who loved you, who held you in the mornings and dreamed of a future with you—he doesn’t exist anymore. You killed him, little by little, with every message, every encounter, every gift you accepted knowing what it meant.

The betrayals you confirmed yourself, through tears, as if confessing would take away some of your guilt. It doesn’t. It only confirms that for years I’ve been living with a stranger.

I’ve turned down the partnership. I couldn’t accept a promotion knowing the man who offered it to me had been sleeping with my wife.

I don’t hate you. I wish I could hate you completely, because hatred would be easier than this sadness that’s crushing me. But what I feel now is contempt.

I’ve already taken everything from the house that belonged to me. I don’t want you to look for me, or even call me. You can keep the Madrid apartment and whatever else you want, but all I’m asking is that you stay away from me. I don’t think that’s too much to ask after what you’ve done to me. My lawyer will contact you to sign the divorce papers. Don’t worry, you’ll get to keep everything you want, except the house in the mountains. That one’s mine. Everything else is yours. I don’t want anything.

Quique.”

For a second, Cristina stood in silence. She looked around and felt completely alone. She had no one to hold onto, no one to cry with or pour her heart out to.

She thought of Almudena, of Adriana… They’d been just two flings, nothing more. She thought about calling her parents, but the mere idea of having to explain what had happened made her sick.

She couldn’t argue with his words at all, and she cursed herself for being so stupid, for letting herself get carried away by people who didn’t give a damn about her. The worst part was that she was still in love with Quique to the core.

Later that afternoon, the doorbell rang, and when she went to answer it, for a second her heart raced thinking it might be Quique, but it was just a delivery person dropping off a package she didn’t even bother to open.

Thank you so much for choosing this story. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, I’d like to ask one last favor: please leave a review on Amazon or on social media.

You can also send me your comments, critiques, and ideas to:

selena.valente1992@gmail.com

	Synopsis.


Quique and Cristina built a love that seemed unbreakable. He, a tireless lawyer who dreamed of becoming a partner at the prestigious firm where he worked. She, a beautiful and seductive professional. An ideal couple.

But beneath the surface of that perfect life, something is cracking. One night, opening Cristina’s closet in search of a memory or simply her scent, Quique finds something that wasn’t meant for him: a provocative dress, a handwritten note, and unmistakable handwriting. There’s no signature on the note, but he doesn’t need one…

The shadow of the worst betrayal materializes before his eyes. Could she really have done something like this? What begins as a disturbing discovery becomes confirmation of the cruelest deception.

Tale of a Betrayal is a heartbreaking story of love destroyed by the most intimate and painful infidelity: that of someone who holds you every night while dreaming of another. A tale about broken trust, burning guilt, and the question that hangs in the air: Why him?

?? “Want more stories just as intense? Discover The Body in Flames, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

On the beaches of Menorca, Valeria ignites a spark that threatens to consume her marriage. Tired of the routine of endless hospital shifts and sterile office meetings, she decides to break the invisible chains that have been smothering her desire. What would happen if her husband, Alfredo, saw her surrender to the deepest exploration? With a red dress that invites stares and a defiant topless display in secluded coves, Valeria pulls Alfredo into a journey of limitless pleasure: nights of fire on terraces with strangers, control games on hidden balconies, and an unexpected encounter that reveals secrets of body and soul.

But the fire that kindles passion also burns the rules. When an experience charged with surprises—involving a blonde beauty with perfect curves and a desire that transcends gender—takes them to the edge of ecstasy, bold decisions leave indelible marks. Scenes of total surrender, where bodies give themselves over and norms are transgressed: can love survive everything? Or will the price of curiosity be their own marriage?

The Body in Flames is a bold erotic romance novel that explores desire as a double-edged sword. With raw dialogue and unfiltered scenes that burn, Selena Valente reminds us that every choice we make in pursuit of pleasure can forge or destroy. Do you dare to burn with them?

[image: ]


📖📖 “Want more stories just as intense? Discover Red Lines, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Susana and Mario have a life that seems perfect: a solid marriage, financial stability, and shared dreams. But everything starts to crack when Susana, drawn by the promise of a trip filled with luxury and adventure, crosses boundaries she never imagined crossing.

In Brazil, amid opulent yachts, wild parties, and the influence of a couple as seductive as they are dangerous, Susana awakens to a part of herself she never knew existed, while Mario struggles with the devastation of feeling betrayed. Desire, guilt, and the longing for a deeper connection pull them into a spiral of extreme decisions that will test the foundations of their love and their own values.

Red Lines is a story of unbridled passions, of how love can be pushed to its darkest limits, and of the scars left by the desperate search for redemption. Can Mario and Susana rebuild what they once were, or are they destined to lose themselves in the abyss of their own desires?

A drama charged with sensuality, pain, and hope.
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📚📚 “Want more stories just as intense? Discover Red Lines, 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 some kind of freak. I don’t have nymphomania. It’s so much simpler than all 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 growing up in a society that punishes women who enjoy themselves. Rebuilding a healthy sexuality, or unhealthy if I damn well please... So what? Who decides what healthy sexuality is 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 not going back to who I was before: the one who faked her moans. That woman no longer exists. I want to be someone who loves herself, who respects herself, who enjoys sex. Who can be a loving mother by day and a passionate woman by night, without one part killing the other.

I’m beautiful. Or more accurately, I’m hot. I see it when I look in the mirror. I saw it in Kike’s eyes the first time he saw me. I saw it in how Víctor devoured me with his gaze. I saw it on Susi’s face that drunken night, when she told me “you’re gorgeous even when you’re throwing up”...
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