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I suppose it might seem strange but that image, that innocent image, turned out to be the most illuminating factor, to have the most violent impact.

They, their beautiful faces, framed the first actor, whom I could not at that moment identify, so confused had I been left, earlier, by that radiant intertwining of bodies. The perfect, glossy flesh seemed to sink, satisfied, into itself, without injury, both subject and object of a complete, rounded, autonomous desire, so different from those mean, tight little anuses, permanently contracted into a painful, inconsolable grimace.

Sad, I thought then.

They were looking at each other, smiling, and they were looking at the open buttocks offered to them. Round the edges, the skin was firm and pink, soft, glossy and clear. Somebody had carefully shaved the whole area beforehand.

I had never seen anything like this before. A man, big and muscular, a beautiful man, on all fours on top of a table, his bottom raised, his thighs set apart, waiting. Defenceless, cringing like an abandoned dog, a pleading, trembling little animal, eager to please at all costs. A battered dog, hiding its face, not a woman.

I had seen dozens of women in that same posture. Including myself, a few times.

It was then that I wished for the first time to be there, on the other side of the screen, to touch him, examine him, force him to lift his head, and to look him in the eyes, to wipe his chin and smear him with his own saliva. I wished then I had a pair of those horrible patent platform shoes like the cheapest tarts wear, hideous, unwearable stilts, so I could teeter precariously on their stiletto heels – they’re such vulgar weapons – and move slowly towards him, and use one of them to penetrate him, and wound him and make him scream, and enjoy it, to pull him off the table and go on pushing, tearing, sinking into his immaculate flesh, so disturbing and so new to me.

She got there before me. She parted her lips and stuck out her tongue. She closed her eyes and set to work. Always in profile, like an Egyptian handmaiden, she diligently ran the tip of her tongue over the narrow pink island surrounding the desired channel; she licked its contours and slipped towards the inside, finally entering it. Her companion watched her and smiled.

But soon he did the same. He too opened his mouth and shut his eyes, and with his tongue caressed the vibrant flesh, the edge of the abyss. At the same time, with his free hand, the only one within the camera’s field of vision, he softly struck the stranger’s rump, which started to move rhythmically, backwards and forwards, as if in response to some secret signal. The hole, soaked in the saliva of others, contracted several times.

From time to time, inevitably, their tongues met, and then paused a moment; they intertwined and licked each other, then separated again and returned to their original task.

She let her fingers, with their extremely long nails, painted dark red, the colour of dried blood, slide slowly up and down, leaving light whitish traces behind them, marking out her territory. He, meanwhile, was kneading the pale flesh with one hand, pinching and stretching it, pressing marks into the skin. Neither of them let their tongue pause even for a moment.

Suddenly, the camera left them, abandoning me to my miserable fate.

After the first jolt of wonder and delight, I’d experienced the indefinable sensation of changing skin. I was very excited, but I understood. He looked adorable like that, wretched, hunched, his face hidden. I wanted him. I wanted to possess him. It was an unprecedented feeling. I am not, I cannot be, a man. I don’t even want to be. My thoughts were blurred and confused, but I still understood, I couldn’t help understanding.

Then, barely a moment after my metamorphosis, the familiar feeling of behaving badly.

A damp cold feeling, an unpleasant shiver, my skin covered in goose-pimples. I’ve just got out of a horribly lukewarm bath, and the tiles are freezing, and there’s no towel. I can’t dry myself; I have to stand there hunched, rubbing my body with my hands, my fingertips chapped and wrinkled like the chick-peas in the family cocido, the inevitable Saturday stew.

I feel defenceless. I want to return to the womb, to soak in the comforting fluid, to curl up and sleep and sleep for years.

That’s how it’s always been, the same repugnant premonition of repentance. Ever since I can remember, always the same, although back then, all those years ago, I suffered more. Stuffing myself with chocolate; fighting with my brothers and sisters; lying; failing at maths; turning out the light, avidly parting the hidden lips with my left hand and rubbing that which I cannot yet name with the tip of my right index finger, describing endless light circles, which finally bring me to the point of fission. I break in two, I am pierced by an indescribable sword and my thighs spread apart forever. I can feel the crack running up my back. I come. I open up, I split into two separate beings. Like an amoeba. Elemental, happy and slimy.

When I am one again, a single more evolved being, the tiles feel icy and I have nothing to dry the drops of horribly tepid water, which make me want to cry.

But the stranger has returned; my body has once more become a warm and comfortable place.

There he was in front of me, in all his splendour. His acolytes were still by his side, but they were no longer preoccupied with him. They were smiling at each other, as they had at the beginning.

Almost immediately they started to kiss with a wild intensity which was unusual in a pornographic film. I had seen them talk earlier, and exchange signs and grunts from time to time, as if they really knew each other well. Maybe they did, I don’t know. Anyway, the kiss, their surprisingly sincere kiss, soon ceased, as abruptly as it had begun. They resumed their original formation, and once again, it was she who took the initiative.

Suddenly, without warning, her eyes fixed on those of her companion, she inserted one of her pointed fingers into the stranger, who, this time, didn’t seem to notice the change in the situation. Her nails were so long and sharp that there was something animal-like, almost repulsive about them. I assumed she was causing him pain – she must have been causing him pain – when, even though he had obediently engulfed the whole finger, right up to its base, she continued to push, twisting her hand around the opening, while she lightheartedly scolded the other man, who was watching her with an amused expression.

She chattered and gesticulated in an exaggerated fashion, like a little girl excited by a surprise. She puckered her lips into a pleading little pout, and slightly tilted her delicate blonde head, showing the pointed tip of her little tongue.

She inserted another finger, the second, into the stranger.

Then she started to move her hand faster and more energetically, and her arm began to tremble, her whole body moved with her hand. Her gestures became more explicit, even more feminine, her lips contracted into a ridiculous, brutal grimace. And she penetrated the stranger with a third finger.

It was intoxicating.

I couldn’t feel anything like compassion, although I clung to the idea that it must all have been very painful for him. He’s being punished, I thought, as arbitrarily as he was rewarded earlier. It was just. A little pain, and so ambiguous, in exchange for so much beauty.

The sight of the stranger, finally penetrated, clouded my brain.

Only afterwards, once I had regained my composure, did I reject the pleasurable hypothesis of punishment and suffering. I remembered all my petty, voluntary torments, in which possibly all children indulge, but which I haven’t yet been able to give up. Winding a rubber band around one of my fingers, more and more tightly, until the skin turns purple and my flesh begins to burn. Or digging all my nails into the palm of my hand, pushing as hard as I can and then seeing the uneven marks, like small purple half moons. But the best, inserting a fingernail into the narrow slit between two teeth and pushing upwards, against the gum. The pain is instant. The pleasure immediate.

The stranger started to move again. He was probably writhing with pleasure.

Then the other one, the man with blond hair and a blue eagle tattooed on his forearm, gave up his role of passive onlooker and stood up. With his left hand, he lightly touched the stranger, whose face, hidden by his huge shoulders, I couldn’t yet see. His right hand clasped a magnificent shaft.

The woman very slowly removed her three fingers. She looked one last time at the blond man, now completely upright, and disappeared off to the right, walking on her knees like a repentant sinner.

The two men were now alone.

It was then I realized that the stranger was most probably going to be sodomized.

I felt oddly elated. Sodomy, sodomize, two of my favourite words, frustrated euphemisms, much more disturbing, more revealing, than the insipid obscenities they replace to such advantage: to sodomize, a solid, corrosive verb which sends a violent shiver down the spine. I had never seen two men fuck – men like seeing two women fuck, but I don’t like women – I’d never thought I might see two men fuck, but at that moment I felt strangely elated, and remembered how I liked pronouncing the word, ‘sodomy’, and writing it down, ‘sodomy’, because the sound of it evoked in me a notion of pure virility, primal, brute virility.

The two sodomites, the stranger and his present lover, had both obviously pumped iron in a gym. Perfect bodies, supple muscles now tense, glossy skin, immaculate tans; beautiful, young Greek gods off a Californian beach.

Perfect flesh.

There was nothing feminine about them.

The blond man came and stood immediately behind the stranger. The movement of his right hand accentuated the enormous proportions of his penis. It was huge, red, lustrous, and erect. The thick purple veins, distorted by the tight skin, looked about to burst, a magnificent portent, but he continued very calmly to caress himself, his feet firmly rooted to the ground, his eyes serenely watching his hand as it moved, a serious, even severe look on his face, while his companion on screen continued to wait, on all fours on top of the table.

I too was waiting.

For a moment I had a horrible suspicion that in the end it would all be reduced to this ridiculous pantomime. A couple more jerks back and forth and the blond man would come on top of the stranger, outside him, splashing his skin with spurts of utterly pointless semen, spurning the delicious, obsessive flesh, the subject of my miserable initiation, if that was what such an absurd performance could be called, threatening as it did to end before it had even begun.

The blond man masturbated slowly, diligently. At the same time, with his free hand he monotonously stroked the stranger’s rump. Suddenly, without altering his expression, he lifted his hand and then let it fall again.

The slap rang out like the crack of a whip.

That was another sign, the awaited secret signal. It was repeated very, very fast. The blond man parted his lips. He was smiling again.

The stranger shuddered beneath the blows, which became more and more violent, bursting in my ears with the Biblical power of the trumpets of Jericho. His skin was becoming red; his legs were giving way; his smooth, hard body pounded by all those infernal exercise machines, now shook powerlessly. His bottom was trembling like the thighs of an ageing virgin on her wedding night.

The volume of the soundtrack, a ghastly mixture of old piano favourites, gradually diminished, until it had faded altogether. It was replaced by the sound of the slaps. The stranger was breathing heavily. The blond man hadn’t lost his composure. One of them shouted and they moved apart.

This time the interval was very brief, and startling. The stranger’s face suddenly filled the whole screen. He was beautiful, far more so than his tormentor – he had dark hair, brown eyes, and perfectly drawn, almost feminine, lips and eyebrows, but a broad, strong jaw. The secret had been revealed; he was no longer a stranger; he had just been born, so he needed a name.

I called him Lester.

It suited him, the name of an English schoolboy, of a beautiful adolescent tortured by the perverted cane of his dry old stick of a schoolmaster in a shabby frock coat, with a pitifully small penis, who savoured in advance any of the little rascal’s pranks, so he could make him stay behind after lessons, bend over a desk, take down his trousers and unleash on his firm white bottom a torrent of mean little blows of his cane, while his pathetic, limp prick, jumped around inside his trousers. Lester, the picture of the perfect sodomite, who felt pangs of nostalgia as an adult for the rites of childhood and sought a new master, a blond man, stronger than him, who’d really show him how things were done.

There he was, Lester. His cheeks were flushed, almost purple. He was sweating. The streams of sweat had left strange streaks down his face, like those traced by tears. He gazed into space. He continued to wait.

When the camera returned to the blond man, he was again stretching out his hand, but gently this time, and he placed it on the reddened skin. He caressed it for a moment and then pressed into the perfect, deliriously swollen flesh, parting the way with his thumb.

The hole seemed enormous.

He leaned forward. Lester sank down even further, his head to one side, his cheek resting against the table. I lost my head.

The remote control handset was on the table. I picked it up and wound the tape back. I went back to the beginning, when the woman was still with them.

I tried to reconstruct the sequence step by step, making sure I kept a cool head and understood it all properly, serious and attentive as I always am when I set myself a task which is beyond me. I wanted to know them, but I was able to stop in time. After all, they were just actors, they fucked for money; any attempt to get a glimpse of what they were really like was bound to fail. There wasn’t any point in delaying the moment further.

There they were, both of them, still two separate, distinct figures. Then, with amazing ease, totally oblivious to me, to my convulsions, the blond man entered, literally entered, the child-man, he rested one hand on his waist, grabbed him by the hair with the other – I loved that, Lester, you dog – and started to move inside him.

I watched them, and I couldn’t understand my own feelings. Little by little, the blond man was no longer blond. In my head, his hair turned black, flecked with stiff white hairs; he suddenly gained a few years, and then he had a name but I didn’t dare pronounce it – I didn’t even dare think about him.

The camera focussed on Lester’s face. He was sweating more now, his eyes half closed, lips drawn; he was having a great time.

I said it over and over to him, quietly.

You’re a bad boy, Lester. You shouldn’t have done that. You’re so cruel. You’ve made Daddy cross and this time you’re really going to get it. Poor Daddy! Still so young and energetic, spends his life tending that lawn, and you’ve wrecked the whole thing in an instant. Now you won’t be going to Eton this year, and Daddy will punish you, he’s doing it already. Look at him, look at yourself in the big dining-room mirror, Lester. I’m sure he never wanted it to come to this . . . but he’s always so decent, so strict. You deserve a spanking – you asked for it when you dug holes in the lawn with the funnel from the kitchen to make your stupid golf course.

I’ve heard him say it before, this means the supreme punishment. Daddy’s going to penetrate you with the funnel, Lester; he’s going to stick that big perforated aluminium funnel up your bottom and he’ll pull it out covered in blood. You’ve no idea. But there’s a good side to everything, you’ll see. The funnel will open up a hole so big that when Daddy comes at you with his cock, to get some compensation for the irreparable damage you’ve done to his lawn, you won’t feel a thing, and that’s good, I’m telling you – and I know from experience, little brother, dear Lester . . .

The events on the screen brought me back to reality. The blond man, blond once more, was coming. As soon as the first jet of semen had spurted out – conclusive proof that none of this was rigged – he once more penetrated the man who had, after all, never ceased being a stranger.

But my body was on fire.

A thick thread of transparent saliva hung from my bottom lip.


It had been a strange day, odd from the start, and not only because of the heat, a dry, African heat, very unusual for the middle of September.

My sister-in-law Milagros phoned me first thing. She wanted to know if I could spare her a few minutes, and to tell me in passing about Pablo and how things were going well with his new girl. That’s what she called her, his girl, a pale little muse he’d dug up in some intellectual coterie in the provinces. She was extremely young.

The agency wasn’t doing very well. I knew Susana had got me a job there because I was her friend, and not because they really needed anyone. According to her, Milagros needed my time more than I needed her money, but even so, I answered that I was very busy, that I couldn’t take on another book, and I felt bad about it all day.

I detest behaving in a capricious manner, but I just can’t help it.

Things got complicated during the morning. I couldn’t find a typist who was available; the typesetters were late with the proofs for the ad for the Germans; and one of our most faithful clients cancelled a job of considerable size. I spent the whole morning on the phone for nothing.

Work was going badly.

At midday I got a call from Ines’ school. The form mistress wanted to see me because she was concerned about my daughter’s behaviour. Apparently she was extremely antisocial for a child of four.

Pablo had his answering machine on.

I’d thought of inviting him to dinner with the pretext that we needed to discuss the sudden social inadequacies of our common heir, to see just how far I’d lost my power over him, but I didn’t dare leave a message.

Chelo called me first thing in the afternoon.

She felt even worse than I did. She was in one of her wet depressions which set her off secreting tears, snot, dribble; her tongue gets thick; she makes unintelligible sounds, sordid visceral sounds, which somehow jump down the telephone line. The victim enjoys, savours her final tears on the sacrificial altar; the blade caresses her delicate neck, ready to administer justice, the supreme injustice.

This time it was some story about her exams. You really could call them ‘her’ exams, she’d been trying to pass them for so long.

I hung up on her.

I can’t take it, I just can’t take her bouts of hysteria.

It seems I’m not a sensitive person. I’ve got used to having that reputation.

I can still remember it all perfectly.

When I got home from school, Marcelo was in bed and Pablo was sitting at his feet.

He was twenty-seven and had just published his first book of poems, after the huge success of the critical edition of the Spiritual Canticle, but I wasn’t impressed by all that yet.

He was big and tall, and his hair was already going slightly grey.

I’d known him ever since I could remember, and I loved him in a vague, comfortable way, with no expectations.

A fashionable singer-songwriter had come to Madrid to give a long-awaited concert, quite an event for the oppressed democratic opposition. Pablo was saying he had to go. My brother was insisting that he didn’t have the energy to move; he had a horrendous hangover.

So I suggested I go – this was a reflex by now. I adopted an eager expression, clenched my fists, tried to make my eyes shine, and repeated like a little parrot that I’d love to go, just love to, really love to.

This had never worked before.

But this time Pablo looked me up and down and asked my brother what he thought. Marcelo, who looked, to my surprise, more suspicious than anything else, thought a moment, reminded him of my age and then told him to do whatever he liked.

Pablo looked at me again. I was calm because I knew he was going to refuse.

But he didn’t.

He stood up, took me by the arm and started to hurry me along. If we didn’t leave immediately, we’d get there late, and there was no guarantee that the concert would last much more than ten minutes. If we missed the beginning, we’d probably only arrive in time to hear the police sirens.

I put up a bit of a struggle. I hadn’t had time to change, so I was still wearing my school uniform, and only the jumper was new, and my size. I was already taller than all my sisters. The skirt I’d inherited from Isabel, and it was much too short, several inches above the knee. The blouse was Amelia’s, another hand-me-down, the buttons threatening to burst at any moment. At the beginning of term, my mother had been less willing than ever to spend any money, I mean, it was my last year. My stockings were worn out, the elastic was loose and I couldn’t take two steps without them gathering round my ankles. My shoes were hideous, with rubber soles an inch thick. And everything, all except the green duffle coat, which had once belonged to one of my brothers, was a hideous brown colour.

When you’re the seventh of nine children, especially when the last two are twins, you don’t get anything new, not even your school uniform.

It was no good. He didn’t want to wait one minute, even though we had plenty of time.

‘You look very pretty just like that.’

As we were going out of the door, Marcelo called me and told me it would be better if Pablo left first, while I went and told Amelia some story, that I was going over to Chelo’s house to revise, or something.

I didn’t really understand his warning, but Pablo seemed to. He stopped and stared at him, and then said something even more odd.

‘Come on, Marcelo, what do you take me for?’

My brother laughed, and didn’t say anything more.

He left first. When I came down, he was waiting for me at the entrance.

The duffle coat was slightly longer than my skirt, and its rough edges brushed against my thighs as I walked. Christmas wasn’t far off. It was cold.

I fastened my top button and put on the hood. I glanced at myself in the small mirror built into the wooden shop-front of an old grocer’s, and decided that the hood didn’t do anything for me. I realized too that not even the tip of my uniform was visible. I might have been naked under that big green jacket.

Pablo had a secondhand SEAT 1500, fairly dilapidated, but still, it was a car. I was very excited. This was the first time I’d ever gone out with him, the first time I’d gone out in the evening, and the first time I’d ever gone out with a bloke who had a car.

The journey took us a long time. La Castellana was packed with cars crammed full of children and provisions, whole families en route for a weekend in the mountains. He talked without stopping. He was openly malicious, telling me gossip, and jokes, and highly exaggerated stories, the kind of conversation with which he used to disarm my mother in the past, when he came round and found Marcelo grounded.

So then I thought he was treating me like a little girl.

I caught him looking at my legs a couple of times but I couldn’t draw any conclusions from that.

Once we’d parked, quite a way from the marquee, he turned to me and delivered a set of instructions. On no account was I to leave his side. If the police turned up, I mustn’t get scared. If fists started to fly, I wasn’t to scream or cry. If we had to run for it, I was to take his hand and we’d get the hell out of there, no arguing. He’d promised Marcelo he’d get me home in one piece.

He was deliberately dramatizing the whole thing, to excite me with the prospect of danger and flight.

He asked me if I’d be able to behave like a good, obedient little girl.

I said yes, very seriously. I’d swallowed the whole story.

He leaned over and kissed me twice, first lightly, in the middle of my left cheek, then on the edge of my jaw, almost on my ear.

He’d made the most of my situation as a young damsel in distress to place his hand on my thigh. He was already unusually adept at fondling women with style.

When we got to the entrance, we launched into the ritual round of greetings, kisses and congratulations. I felt ridiculous amongst that crowd, with my green duffle coat and my stockings falling down round my ankles. Pablo seemed absorbed in his own social success, so I let go of his arm and tried to hang back. But in spite of appearances, he was keeping a close eye on me. He grabbed me by the wrist and forced me to stay by his side. Then, still not looking at me, he took my hand, not like couples do, with their fingers intertwined, but literally took my hand and squeezed it between his forefinger and thumb, like you take hold of a small child to cross the road.

He would never hold my hand any other way.

A middle-aged man with a sarcastic expression, a well-known author whose visible lack of enthusiasm made him stand out from the crowd, as if the whole event was really of very little consequence to him, was the only one to take any notice of me. He looked at me at length, smiling. When we passed by his side, his smile grew wider and he turned towards us, talking in a very quiet voice.

‘Well, well, well! Pablito!’

Pablo burst out laughing.

‘He liked you. Do you know who he is?’

Yes, I knew.

People were starting to file in, and we went to stand in the queue. Soon after, the trouble started. The bouncers on the door, the security people, blocked the entrance and started shouting that no one was getting in without paying. Those causing the row, a group of fifteen or twenty young people, answered that they weren’t going to budge. Things stayed like that for quite a while, until someone started to push from the back of the queue.

The first charge shoved me out of my place. I was now immediately behind Pablo, right up against him, the back of his head touching my nose. The people at the back started shouting again, as if rallying their strength, and set off another avalanche. The six buttons on my duffle coat, little pieces of brown plastic streaked with white, which I suppose were meant to look like the horns of some animal, dug into his back.

I asked him if I’d hurt him. He said yes, a little. I unbuttoned my duffle coat. It was hot in the crowd. The people at the back were still pushing. The air turned thick with the smell of bodies. Pablo took my wrists and made me put my arms round him. He must have felt my body against his, and my breath on his neck. I felt good. It was as if the situation gave me more freedom. I didn’t dare kiss him, but I started to rub against him. I was only doing it for myself, so I’d have something to remember from the evening; I was sure he hadn’t noticed. I moved very slowly, pushing against him and then moving away, pressing my breasts into his back and biting tiny sections of his dark red jumper until the rough wool squeaked against my teeth.

The commotion stopped as suddenly as it had begun. It felt cold again. I let go of Pablo as quickly as I could. And he started to behave very oddly.

He looked at his watch, stood staring at it for a few moments, then moved out of the queue and headed off in the opposite direction in a very determined manner.

‘Come on, let’s go.’

I obeyed, not really understanding what had happened.

‘Do you smoke joints?’

His voice sounded different; I didn’t recognize it. I remained silent because I didn’t know what to say.

‘Answer me.’

Yes, I smoked joints, but I didn’t tell him so. I no longer trusted him. I shook my head, very seriously.

Still walking, he took a lump of dope out of his pocket, warmed it up and passed me a cigarette.

I didn’t dare ask him what he wanted me to do with it. I licked the paper, unstuck it and emptied the tobacco out into the palm of my hand.

He stopped a moment to take it from me and roll a joint. He lit it, took two drags and handed it to me.

I stopped and shook my head again.

‘For God’s sake Lulu, you’re acting like an idiot!’

He, Chelo and my father were the only people who still called me that. Marcelo tended to call me ‘duck’ or ‘duckling’ because I was, and still am, very clumsy.

I took the joint, had a couple of drags and handed it back.

We walked on, smoking. After a while I plucked up the courage to ask him, ‘Why didn’t we go in?’

He smiled at me.

‘Do you really like that guy?’

‘No . . .’ This was only partly true. In fact, at that time I didn’t even know that he sang in Catalan.

‘No, I don’t like him either. So . . . what was the point of going in?’

We reached his car but he carried on walking.

‘Where are we going?’

He didn’t answer. We turned down a very narrow street. A few paces from the corner there was a red awning with gold lettering. Pablo opened the door. As we went in I noticed the two droopy bay trees standing on either side of the door, and the yellowish light given off by the oil lamp fixed to the wall. Inside it was dark.

‘Careful, duckling! There are some steps here.’ But I still nearly fell over. Pablo drew back a thick leather curtain and we went into the bar.

I felt paralyzed with embarrassment. Most of the men were wearing ties. The average age of the women couldn’t have been much under thirty. They were all sitting, mostly in couples, at tiny round tables with reddish table-cloths. The lighting was subdued and the music very low.

My hair had come loose from its pony-tail and was falling over my face. I was agonizingly aware of my uniform. Everybody was looking at me.

This time it was true. They really were all staring at me.

We sat at the bar. The stool was high, round and very small. My skirt stretched tight across my thighs. This made it seem even shorter. I crossed my legs which made it even worse, but I didn’t dare move again.

Pablo was talking to the barman, who was looking at me out of the corner of his eye.

‘What do you want?’ I thought a moment, but I really didn’t know. ‘You’re not going to tell me you don’t drink either . . .’

The barman laughed and I felt terrible. Trying to put on a deep voice, I asked for a gin and tonic.

Pablo addressed the barman, with a smile.

‘Her name’s Lulu . . .’

‘Yeah, it suits her . . .’

‘My name’s really Maria Luisa.’ I don’t know why I felt the need to offer an explanation.

‘Lulu, say hello to the gentleman.’ Pablo could hardly speak, he was laughing loudly, I didn’t understand a thing.

‘I’m hungry.’ I couldn’t think of anything better to say. I was hungry.

I was given a little plate of chips which I started to wolf down.

‘Well-brought-up young ladies don’t eat so quickly.’

Once again he was friendly and smiling, but his voice still sounded different. He was treating me with a disconcerting mixture of firmness and courtesy, he who had never been firm with me, much less polite.

‘I know, but I’m hungry.’

‘And well-brought-up young ladies always leave something on their plate.’

‘I know . . .’

He was drinking neat gin. He emptied his glass and ordered another one. I’d finished mine and was about to do the same.

‘That’s enough drink for you tonight.’ Before I’d had time to open my mouth and protest, he repeated firmly, ‘You’re not having any more to drink.’

As we left the waiter said goodbye with great ceremony.

‘You’re a delightful girl, Lulu.’

That made Pablo laugh again. By that time I was fed up with his enigmatic laughter, fed up with being treated like a little white lamb with a pink bow round its neck, and fed up with not being in control of the situation. It wasn’t that I couldn’t imagine possible outcomes, but rather that I dismissed them out of hand because they seemed so unlikely. It seemed so unlikely that he should want to waste his time with me. I couldn’t understand why he was, in fact, insisting on wasting time with me, what he was doing it for.

Outside it was very cold. He put his arm round my shoulders, a sign which, in my state of utter bewilderment, I chose not to interpret, and we walked on in silence until we reached the car.

As he was opening the door, I asked him another question. That night was loaded with questions.

‘Are you going to take me home?’

‘Do you want me to?’

I did, really, I wanted to get into bed and go to sleep.

‘No.’

‘Good.’

Inside, he looked at me for a moment. Then, in a perfectly synchronized movement, he put his left hand between my thighs and his tongue in my mouth, and I opened my legs and opened my mouth and tried to respond as best I could, as best I knew how, which wasn’t very well.

‘You’re soaking . . .’

His voice, his tone both of pleasure and surprise, sounded very far away.

His tongue was hot, and tasted of gin. He licked my whole face, my chin, my throat, my neck, and then I decided not to think any more, for the first time, not to think – he’d do the thinking for me.

I tried to let myself go and throw my head back, but he didn’t let me. He told me to open my eyes.

He turned towards me and placed his left leg between my legs, pushing upwards, forcing me to move against his cotton trousers.

I felt hot, I felt my sex swelling, swelling more and more, as if it were closing of its own accord, just from the swelling, and it was turning red, redder and redder, it was turning purple and the skin was shiny, sticky, thick; my sex was becoming enlarged with something other than pleasure, nothing like the easy pleasure, the old domestic pleasure, this was nothing like that, but rather a new, annoying, irritating, even unbearable sensation, but which I couldn’t do without.

He unbuttoned my blouse but didn’t take off my bra. He just pulled it down, fixing it under my breasts which he stroked with hands that seemed enormous.

He bit one of my nipples, just one, and only once, clenching his teeth until it hurt, and then his hands left me, although the pressure of his thigh was becoming more and more intense.

I heard the unmistakable sound of a zip being undone.

He took my right hand, put it round his cock and gave it two or three tugs back and forth.

That night, his cock also seemed enormous, magnificent, unique, superhuman.

I continued on my own. I suddenly felt sure of myself. A hand job, that was one of the few things I did know how to do. The previous summer, in the cinema, I’d practised quite a bit with my boyfriend, a nice boy about my age who’d left me completely cold.

I tried to concentrate and do it properly, but he put me right straight away.

‘Why are you moving your hand so fast? If you carry on like that I’ll come.’

I didn’t understand his warning.

I thought you had to move your hand really fast. I thought he wanted to come and then we’d go home. I thought that was the normal thing to do, but by some strange sense of intuition, I didn’t say so.

His hand grabbed my wrist and set a different rhythm, a slow, heavy beat, and then guided my hand down, I was touching his balls now, and then up again, so I had the tip of his foreskin between my fingers, really slow. We carried on like that for quite a while. I watched my hand, I was fascinated, he watched me and smiled.

My anxiety, and the initial violence, had all disappeared. Now everything seemed very smooth and slow. My sex was still swollen, opening and closing.

‘I’ve always had great confidence in you.’ His voice was tender.

That bit of slippery reddened flesh had turned into the star of the evening. He was no longer touching me, he wasn’t doing anything to me. He’d been moving imperceptibly, so as not to get in my way, until he was back in his initial position. He was back in the driver’s seat, his body arched forward, his arms hanging back.

He moved his mouth close to my ear.

‘Have you . . .?’ he didn’t finish his sentence. He fell silent, thinking, as if choosing his words carefully. ‘Have you ever sucked a guy’s cock before?’

I stopped moving my hand, lifted my head and looked straight into his eyes.

‘No.’ This time I wasn’t lying, and he knew it.

He didn’t say anything, he just went on smiling. He put out his hand and turned the key in the ignition. The engine started. The windows were all misted up. Outside it must have been freezing; a curtain of vapour was rising up from under the bonnet.

He leaned back against the seat again, looking at me, and I realized that everything was collapsing, the whole world was collapsing around me.

‘Makes me feel sick.’

‘I can understand that.’ He put his foot on the accelerator and pressed down a couple times.

I bit my tongue. I always bite my tongue in the fraction of a second before I make an important decision.

I lowered my head, shut my eyes, opened my mouth, and then decided that there was nothing wrong, after all, in making sure first.

‘You won’t piss on me, will you?’

He found that very funny; he found nearly everything I said or did that night very funny.

‘Not if you don’t want me to.’

I was dead serious.

‘No, I don’t.’

‘I know that, you idiot, I was only joking.’

His smile didn’t reassure me much, but there was no going back now, so I put my head down again, shut my eyes, opened my mouth once more and stuck out my tongue. Better to start with the tip of my tongue first; the idea of licking it was more bearable.

Pablo arched more, stretching out like a cat, and put his hand on my head.

I grabbed his cock with my left hand and, starting at the base, pressed my tongue against the skin and held it still a moment. Then I started to move along it, very slowly. Most of my tongue was still inside my mouth, so as I moved, I was brushing the surface with my nose, passing over it with my tongue, and then my bottom lip followed the trail of saliva. When I reached the end, I moved back down, towards the base, then came upwards again very slowly.

Pablo was sighing. His hairs were tickling my chin.

The second time, I dared lick the tip.

It tasted sweet. All the cocks I’ve ever tried in my life have tasted sweet, which doesn’t exactly mean they tasted good. It was hard and hot, definitely sticky, but all in all, to my surprise, it was less revolting than I’d imagined, and gradually I felt better, more sure of myself. The idea that he was at my mercy, that I’d only have to close my jaws and clench my teeth for an instant to finish him off, was rather comforting.

I ran the tip of my tongue over its slit, then down over what felt like an invisible seam, to the thick rim of flesh, then stopped just beneath it, and followed its circumference. I was doing it all very slowly – at times like these I’ve never had to be told anything twice – and I was beginning to think I was making rather a good job of it.

Objectively, doing this wasn’t giving me any pleasure, except perhaps for the contact with a new flesh which my tongue could explore in much greater detail than my hands.

Objectively, it wasn’t giving me any pleasure, but I was getting more and more excited. Somewhere inside my head, far back enough so it didn’t bother me, but near enough to be noticeable, throbbed the fact that I was under-age, six years to go before I was twenty-one (at that time, coming of age was at twenty-one – I couldn’t give a shit, nobody could vote anyway) – memories of the summers of my childhood, the dramatic episode at the lake, when I fainted in the water and Pablo saved my life; me spying on him and my brother touching up two girls on the swings in the garden; and my mother’s voice, telling her friends, ‘Pablo’s one of the family, he’s almost like another son . . .’

Marcelo, at home, must have been thinking we were still messing around with matches. I made sure I didn’t forget that I was in a car, in the middle of the road, sucking the cock of an old friend of the family, and I felt waves of intense pleasure. I pictured myself, a fallen woman. It was wonderful. I remembered the habitual sermons – boys only play around with girls like that, they don’t marry them – and I was also aware of the peculiar relationship between us. After the kisses and caresses necessary to win me over, he was now almost entirely passive. Sitting upright and fully dressed, he was letting me get on with it. I was flung over him, half naked, cramped and uncomfortable, but quite content with the situation.

My mother used to say that she would have let me go to the ends of the earth with him, and I was starting to imagine it already.

Just as I was starting to wonder if I felt sufficiently familiar with it to put it in my mouth, he again made the decision for me. His hand, which had been resting on my head, pushed down abruptly. He caught me unawares and I swallowed a good chunk. Instinctively I withdrew my lips but his hand stayed put, pushing down inexorably. We repeated the game five or six times.

It was fun, trying to resist.

My mouth was full. I could feel the small bulging veins, the slight unevenness of the wrinkled skin, which went up and down according to the movement of my hand. It tasted sweet and it tasted of sweat. The tip was knocking against my palate; I tried to swallow the whole thing, to put it all in my mouth, and had to contain the urge to retch.

Pablo took out my hairband, slipped his hand under my hair, and gripped it just above the nape
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