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Synopsis: I was a lonely, horny exchange student. Then I met María Luisa. We each had secrets we weren't talking about, and our romance was bittersweet. A note on the incest code: the contact is very light, just kissing, and it takes place offstage, but it's important to the story. If any of that bothers you, this might be a good story to skip.
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Kindness at all costs. Sure. Nice Sunday school saying. My mother's favorite, in fact.

I wasn't thinking very much about kindness at that point. After four months here, I decided I had to find a girlfriend. Sure, I had a girlfriend back home. So call me a creep, which I probably was. I was far from home, lonely, and horny.

I didn't officially have a girlfriend back home, not really, at least I told myself I didn't, and that was almost as good as being true. So it wasn't as much of a stretch as you might think to decide that it was OK to find someone here.

They didn't talk about this in the orientation for exchange students. Spending a year abroad, away from parents, seemed like a pretty good idea at the time. A big adventure, I mean. It was a program for high school students. The chicken kids did it just for the summer. The rest of us for an entire calendar year.

You know the idea: learning about others means better understanding means world peace, or something like that. You live with a family somewhere else, go to school, make new friends, tell others about how great the USA is, blah, blah, blah. Oh, and how lovely to learn about your country, too. Right.

What they didn't tell you was how lonely it would be. You give up your friends, your girlfriend if you have one, your school routine, all of it. Parents, too, although at least at first that didn't seem to be that much of a deal.

So you end up in a new country, new town, new host family, as they're called, new set of "brothers" and "sisters," and that stuff. Too bad in my host family the only "sister" was like about nine years old. I was 16. She was a cutie, and later became absolutely stunning, but nine? Don't think so.

And then there was the thing about going to a single-sex school. A Catholic school, at that. Colegio del Sagrado Corazón de Jesús. Sacred Heart of Jesus High School. I'm from California, been in coed schools since kindergarten. Hell, since pre-school. What is this deal with guys only?

Ah, but after awhile I found out. Sure, it's guys only, but guess what? Guys have sisters. OK, call me slow, but it took me awhile to realize that. Unfortunately, my new best friend's sister was already going steady with my new second-best friend, so she was out.

Then I went to a party at the Martínez Villalobo house. Yeah, double last names, how weird is that. First one's the father's family name, second one is the mother's family name. Strange, and complicated, but you get a lot of information right off the bat. All new to me, obviously, but the town wasn't all that big, which meant that even if at first you didn't know this family, you knew from the start who had married whom, and chances were you knew someone from at least one of those families.

"Juan Carlos, hombre, cuándo me vas a presentar a tu hermana?" (Juan Carlos, man, when are you going to introduce me to your sister?)

OK, enough with the Spanish. You get the idea. Four months in, crash mental course to supplement my pitiful years of Spanish instruction in school back in California, and I was pretty fluent. Hormones. Competitiveness. Great motivators.

I pulled that on old Juan Carlos after seeing his sister, María Luisa, at that party I mentioned before. She was lovely: slender with nice curves, not too much, a little shorter than me, brunette as was just about everyone here. She was a year younger than us. Delicious-looking cafe-au-lait skin. Family a little on the darker side, putting the lie to her laughing claim later that "We are pure Spanish." The bad news was that I hadn't spoken a word to her at the party. Only found out later that she was his sister.

And, unfortunately, her brother was basically a Nazi-loving prick. Does anyone in this day and age have any doubts about who won the Second World War, and about what the Nazis represented? Well, old Juan Carlos the idiot apparently did. The country had a reputation for being a haven for Nazis. Maybe he was hoping to become one, I don't know.

Anyway, he wasn't any too pleased at my interest in his baby sister, but eventually he agreed. I've forgotten how it worked out, to be honest with you. I think maybe we met downtown for a Coke or something. At any rate, he introduced us.

I was in full campaign mode from then on. I'm not an asshole, at least I don't think I am, but I was intent on seeing how far I could get with María Luisa.

First step was to figure out where to meet her. I couldn't go to her house every day; we didn't know each other that well, and I had never met her parents. And of course we went to different schools.

"When can I see you?"

We had a moment alone while Juan Carlos went to the can before we left the coffee bar.

"You can't."

I think she was kidding, but I wasn't sure.

"Don't you ever leave the house?"

"I have a piano lesson near the main post office every Tuesday and Thursday. But you can't see me."

"What if I just happened to be around there? When is your lesson over?"

Still not sure whether she was kidding or not.

"4:30 p.m. But you can't see me."

"Well, if I happened to be outside the main post office at, say, 4:35 p.m., I would see you leaving, wouldn't I?"

"No. I wouldn't see you."

But she was smiling.

OK, I thought to myself, I'll play this little game and see where it goes. After all, this is modern times. We're all pretty liberated, more or less.

"OK."

So, there I was on the following day, Thursday, outside the main post office, standing on the sidewalk in the rain dodging women with their umbrellas, half-convinced she wouldn't show.

She did.

No kid had a car there, so we all walked everywhere. Sometimes a bus, sometimes a taxi if it was late at night, but otherwise it was walk or forget it. In her case, it was at least a 30-minute walk from downtown to her house, and I was going to make the most of it.

So we walked and talked about this and that. I discovered she had a brain or two in her head, in contrast to her idiot brother, and she had kind of a different take on things. Used to being in brother's shadow, I figured. Later on, I found out there was more to her story, including two younger siblings, twins, who died when they were five years old. She wasn't very old at the time, maybe 10 or so, but it hurt a lot then. Still did.

Did that make her some kind of tragic goddess? Not really. She was a girl, no boyfriend, and I knew, or at least I thought I did, how to deal with girls. After all, where I grew up every class had several of them. At least one blonde cheerleader and two blonde surfer chicks were required to be present. My school was no exception, even though I didn't live anywhere near the beach.

Meeting María Luisa became my routine on Tuesdays and Thursdays. We never stopped for coffee or a Coke, never went out of our way, just walked and talked. Later on, someone told me that most intercourse is verbal, and he or she was right.

Long after the point where back home I would have had the girl out on a date, parking somewhere after a movie, and, with any luck at all, her blouse open and bra unsnapped and both of us working as hard as we could to get skin-on-skin, María Luisa and I were still walking and talking. I'd never kissed her, never even touched her, except maybe to hold her elbow as we crossed the street. Hold her elbow, can you believe that? Oh, and I carried her books once or twice, too. Totally elementary school stuff.

But it was heaven, I tell you.

Not sure why María Luisa didn't have a boyfriend. Probably her brother was in the way, or maybe she was just shy. I imagine there were plenty of guys interested. Anyway, slow and easy was my strategy. Just be the nice guy. Plus, of course, being the only americano kid around was some advantage.

A few weeks later, her family threw a party for María Luisa and Juan Carlos and their friends. I was invited. Met her parents, matching short round people, danced a little. We didn't even hold hands, although we were slow letting each other go after each dance.

Apparently I passed some kind of test, because I was invited to Sunday dinner.

"María Luisa baked the cake."

Her mother was smiling when she said that.

"Then let him eat the whole thing."

That was her dad. I later found out María Luisa got her sense of humor from him.

At any rate, I didn't have to eat the whole stupid cake, although it was delicious. That was the final test. I passed. From then on it was clear sailing.

Well, to tell you the truth, "clear sailing" is a relative term. Where do you find privacy when no one has a car, you do all your meeting in public places and walking here and there? The answer was right in front of my nose. It's called a living room.

Sure, her mom, and sometimes her dad, were always around, but they usually left us alone. And her brother was out of the way, too, off visiting his girlfriend. I'd met her. Perfect match. He liked to shoot off his mouth, and she liked to listen.

So, we talked, and we cuddled a little. And a little more. For a shy girl presumably without much experience, she was one hell of a kisser. I wondered about that. We spent hours, it seemed like, just kissing. Then, one Sunday afternoon, I moved my hand up to her breast. She jumped.

"What are you doing?"

"Touching you."

"Why?"

Huh? OK, I know she didn't mean that literally. After all, no one who kissed like she did could be unaware of what other fun possibilities there might be. She really meant, I think, "Are you serious?"

"María Luisa, I love you."

Well, I really liked her, anyway. Maybe it was love, who knows?

She smiled. And kissed me. And pressed herself against me.

Look, this isn't some kind of weird Latin American thing where the blushing virgin first feels the touch of the manly man and swoons, and one kiss means love ever after. We were kids, yes, but we were modern kids. She meant what she said. I figured it was just that she hadn't yet let anyone get that close to her. No one was getting married on the basis of hand-on-breast. Especially considering my hand was on the outside of her sweater.

The other place you find privacy, of a sort, anyway, is the movie theater. We went to a lot of movies. We didn't sit in the back row, but that didn't matter. Even in a crowded theater there's a certain amount of room to maneuver between your bodies. A hand can quietly cup a breast. Done right, no one else is likely to notice. That hand can also rest on a thigh. Especially nice since the girls wore skirts, not pants.

We practiced and practiced, and got pretty good at all of this. It was pretty much always my hand on her, not the other way around. And those kisses. Less is more, sometimes. We kissed for hours, it seemed like.

Talk about a close call. Saying goodnight to María Luisa one night in her doorway, we started kissing and kept going. Pressing against each other. Sure, she was wearing a dress and I was wearing a suit and tie, but we could feel each other. I started moving and couldn't stop. Humping myself partly on her thigh, partly flat against her center. Just as I spasmed, the door opened and her mother looked out. Mouth and lips smiling, eyes not so much.

"Time to come in."

I have a feeling her mom knew exactly what had happened.

I was frantic at that point. A little taste. I wanted more. Pretty sure she did, too. My chance came a week later.

The roof of her house was flat. It was late spring by then, very warm, very humid. Thundershowers getting more common. One night a line of showers passed through. Everything drenched, but then it was a little cooler.

"Want to go up on the roof?"

María Luisa looking at me with a little smile as she spoke.

"Sure."

She insisted I go up the ladder first. Didn't want me looking up her dress, I guess. Once on the roof, we leaned over the rail to watch the street below, houses across the way, sky clearing, stars coming out.

Her parents were out for the evening, which meant they wouldn't be back until well after midnight. Juan Carlos out, too, thank God. Arms and thighs touching as we looked and talked.

Then we were kissing. And kissing. Lips apart a little. Taking a break to work my way down the side of her neck and back up. Tongues. Her center pressed against me, and I liked it. She had to be able to feel me. I could feel her rubbing against me.

More kissing. My hands tight around her back, then down to cup her bottom and keep her tight against me. She moved a little more against my cock, and that was almost enough to set me off. Hands back up to cup and palm her breasts. She liked that.

Light summer dress. Buttons down the front. We broke apart, and I started unbuttoning, hands trembling. I'd waited a long time for this. She stopped me. Took over the job. Dress open to her waist. Bra unsnapped from the front. My hands now on her bare breasts, her nipples stiff, her mouth on mine, tongue exploring. Then down her neck again, jumped to first one nipple, then the other. She tried to get closer.

I was harder than ever. Another tongue duel. Turned her to face the rail. It was dark enough, no one would see us. Kissing the side of her neck. Raised the hem of her dress, hands on her hips, drew her panties down and let her step out of them. Nothing could stop me now. She didn't want to, that was for sure. I didn't have to ask. I could tell.

My trousers and boxers down. My hands back on her hips. Nudged her legs apart, stepped up, and slid inside. She was so wet. I guess she'd been waiting for this, too. Horseback riding or something had taken care of her hymen. No worries there. She moved hard back against me. My hands around to cup her breasts as I began to stroke. God.

It didn't take long, no surprise. In a minute I was slamming her, holding her hips and ramming myself in as far as I could get. Her breasts swinging with each thrust. Moving my hands from her hips to capture them, holding, squeezing, rubbing my palms over her nipples, then back to her hips. Little grunts, moans.

I was there. Throbbing, spurting. Quiet, now. Just held her, my cheek against hers as I softened and slipped out. Turned her around. Kissed her firmly, not too hard. Looked into her eyes.

I didn't understand what I saw.

She was furious.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing? What kind of an asshole are you, anyway?"

I was speechless. This was not the demure little sister I'd been seeing all this time.

"What, you thought that just because I liked to kiss, I wanted this? Asshole. Asshole."

"María Luisa, I thought you wanted to. Didn't you?"

"Shut the fuck up. What gives you the right to say what I want?"

Oh, shit.

"Is this all you can think about? Kiss a girl, touch her, and fuck her? Is that the way you do things in California?"

My mouth open. Catching flies. No idea what to say. She was right, though. That is the way we do things in California.

"Fuck you. Get out of here."

Well, to say I felt like shit is the understatement of the year. Worse yet, I had no idea where I went wrong. After all, doesn't the girl have some responsibility here? I mean, isn't that what "Which part of 'no' don't you understand?" is all about? I was also pissed off.

Shit.

Kindness at all costs, my mother always said. Now what?

Flowers. A note. María Luisa, could we meet somewhere for coffee? Please? I'd like to talk with you.
Nothing.

Suspicious looks from Juan Carlos in school the following week. He didn't say anything, but he knew something had happened.

Another note. I'll be at the coffee bar tomorrow at 5:30 p.m. Please meet me there. Bring a friend if you like.
I was there early. 5:30 came and went. 5:45. 6:00. Shit. This wasn't going to work.

Then she walked in. Looked exhausted. She'd been crying.

"Thank you for coming. I missed you."

"I know."

"María Luisa, I'm sorry. I really am. I didn't mean to hurt you."

Silence. Shit. This wasn't going very well.

"What can I do? What can I say?"

She smiled. Sort of. More a grimace, actually. Maybe a step in the right direction, not sure.

"I'm sorry, too. It's partly my fault. I did want to do it. When it was happening, I liked it. Then I got scared. Really scared. I was sorry I let myself get carried away."

"It's my fault, María Luisa. I should have gone more slowly."

A pause. Looked at her.

"I love you. I really do."

Still not there yet.

"But I'll stay away if you want."

She looked a little relieved when she heard that.

"OK."

We stood up. Hugged. She left.

OK, I guess I am a jerk. Got what I wanted, didn't I? Yes. If she didn't want to, why didn't she say so? So now she wants to end it? OK. Her call.

Still felt like shit.

I thought that was it, but it wasn't.



"OK, asshole, what did you do to my sister?"

It was Juan Carlos. He was still a Nazi-loving prick, but I couldn't ignore him.

"Nothing, man. We just had a misunderstanding, that's all. We worked it out."

"Yeah, so why is she crying all the time? My parents noticed, and they're pissed."

Shit.

I knew I had to do something. Sooner rather than later. The trouble was, I knew what I had to do and I didn't want to do it.

"Look, Juan Carlos. Just take it easy. We'll figure it out."

"You'd better. And fast. Or I'll take care of you."

That set me off. Maybe I was a jerk, but who was he to talk? What was he, her guardian? I smelled something here and I didn't like what I smelled.

I moved right into his face. Asshole was about my size, but I was pretty sure I could take him if I had to.

"Fuck you, Juan Carlos. Don't pull that big brother shit on me. María Luisa can speak for herself. So can I. So stay out of this."

For a second I thought he was going to take a swing at me, and I was ready. If he did, I was going to pound the shit out of him. Fuck international understanding. But he didn't. Turned and walked away.

Kindness at all costs. This was turning out to be harder than I thought. What a surprise.

Started with more flowers and another note. Ricardo and Sara and I are going to have coffee tomorrow at the usual place. Will you join us? Ricardo was in my class at school, Sara in María Luisa's class at their school.

She didn't show, but Sara called me that night and told me María Luisa had a doctor's appointment that afternoon.

"I think she wants to hear from you. Ask her again."

I hung up. I was wondering about that doctor's appointment.

Well, I'll spare you most of the agonizing and the backing and forthing and the negotiations, and just say that it took a couple of weeks and a couple of non-dates with Ricardo and Sara together before María Luisa would agree to meet me alone.

She looked a little better than before. Brown eyes clear. No tears this afternoon, but the wrinkles under her eyes said she wasn't sleeping very well.

She looked me straight in the eye.

"What do you want from me?"

Well, that was the real question, in fact. I wanted her. I wanted her now. I wanted her willingly. I also knew that I was leaving in another six months or so, probably not coming back, and that the chances of continuing any kind of long-distance relationship with her, given our ages, were about zero. It wouldn't do either of us any good to try.

No secret that I was leaving when the year was up. She knew that, but I also knew that I hadn't been honest with her from the beginning. Maybe I had even allowed her to think we had a future beyond my departure, even if I hadn't made any specific promise.

I wanted to be her friend, if possible, during the time we had left together. Shit. That's a lie. I wanted to be boyfriend and girlfriend. I also wanted to know what was going on with her reaction on the roof. I may be a jerk, but I thought she owed me that last bit.

I wanted to be inside her again. I wanted her spread out under me as I pounded her. I wanted her legs wrapped around my butt forcing me to pound her harder. I wanted to pull out at the last minute and spray her top to bottom, face, boobs, tummy and pussy.

Better skip all of that last part, I thought.

"María Luisa, I meant it when I said I loved you."

Well, sort of.

"I didn't want to hurt you, but I won't lie to you. I love you, and I want you. I'm also leaving in less than a year. You know that. I haven't pretended I was going to stay. I can't, anyway. I don't know what to do. Part of me says just go ahead and pretend it's forever, even if it's not, even if I'm leaving. But I know that's not honest."

She kept looking at me. Didn't say anything.

"It's not fair to you, and it's not fair to me. Can we be friends? Even maybe more than friends, at least for a little while, if you want to? Am I stopping you from doing something else? Is there someone else?"

Still nothing. Shit. I was getting a little pissed off.

"Does any of this make any sense to you? What do you want from me?"

At that, her face softened a little. She still wasn't smiling. I couldn't tell what she was thinking.

"I don't know what I want."

She looked down. Stirred her coffee.

"I guess at first I expected more from you. I thought you were the one. Stupid, right? I know you didn't make any promises, but I wanted to believe. I wanted so badly to believe."

Pulled a tissue out and dried her eyes.

"I'm not stupid. Also, I'm..."

She stopped again. More tears. Another tissue. Deep breath. Looked up again.

" ... not exactly who you maybe think I am."

What the hell?

"What?"

"I'm a virgin. Well, I was a virgin until that night on the roof. But you weren't the first guy I kissed."

Another pause.

"It's Juan Carlos."

What the fuck? Now I'm thinking I know what that smell was.

"María Luisa, what are you saying? I'll kill him."

"No, you won't. Listen to me."

I sat still. I was all ears.

"We started experimenting a couple of years ago. Well, he started experimenting. I was afraid to stop him, although I never let him do anything more than kiss me. He's strong, you know? I was afraid he would hurt me if I didn't let him do what he wanted."

One more deep breath.

"Except that I found out I liked it. Well, I liked the kissing part, anyway. I didn't like that he was making me do it, and I hated myself for liking it despite that."

Crying again. I took a chance and put my hand on hers across the table. She didn't pull away.

"I knew it was wrong, and I never started anything. But inside, I liked how kissing him made me feel. I finished myself off after he left my room at night."

She smiled.

"That was the best part. I knew what felt good. Except that I hated what he was doing. Hated that I was feeling good even if he was making me kiss him. I was so confused."

Squeezed my hand, pulled hers back.

"Then you came along. I liked you from the first. I liked kissing you. You scared me when you touched me that first time, but then I decided I liked that, too. You didn't make me do anything."

"I liked it, too, María Luisa."

She gave me a look.

"Well, yes, I figured that out. I wanted to do more. That rainy night on the roof, I loved it. Loved feeling you inside me. It was a big jump for me, but I was ready for it, I thought."

She stopped once again. Looked down. Another tissue. Looked up. Deep breath.

"And then, when you finished, I couldn't believe what I'd done. I don't know. It was all confused. Maybe I thought you were Juan Carlos for a minute. That's crazy, I know, but I was crazy. A little part of me knew I was being unfair to you, but I was so frightened and angry. So angry."

"María Luisa, I'm sorry. I really am."

"Me, too."

"What do you want to do now?"

A sigh.

"I don't know. I want to see you again. I know we're not getting married. I know you're leaving."

She played with her spoon.

"Let's just go one day at a time. OK?"

"I'd like that."

Kindness at all costs. Maybe this would turn out all right after all. Maybe.

Maybe I could make up for at least some of what I'd started under false pretenses. Except that now they weren't entirely false anymore. Maybe I didn't understand myself.

"María Luisa, Sara said you went to the doctor. What was that about?"

"Not what you're thinking, I'll tell you that. My mother wanted him to look at a mole on my chest. He said it's nothing."

She stopped for a second.

"I use birth control. I'm on the pill. Mom started me three years ago. Yes, we're all Catholics, but nobody listens to the church anymore about that stuff."

Another pause.

"Play your cards right, and maybe I'll show you the mole."



As it turned out, María Luisa did show me her mole. I examined it with my fingers and lips and tongue. I also paid attention to her breasts and their nipples on each side of the mole.

As the weather continued to warm we had more than one repeat of our little frolic on the roof whenever her parents and her brother were out. Now that we were clear on who was doing what to whom, María Luisa let herself go, and more than once I had to put my hand over her mouth to stop the neighbors from hearing her attempts to tell the world about every delightful throb and spasm she felt.

But time was running out. We knew that. Too often we found ourselves looking at each other. Silent.

Something else was bothering me.

"María Luisa, what about Juan Carlos? Is he still, you know?"

She laughed.

"Are you kidding? He hasn't touched me for months. The last time he tried, after you and I talked that time and I told you about him, I told him to fuck off. If he didn't stop, I'd tell Mom and Dad."

She smiled. It wasn't a pleasant smile.

"You know, they're a little uncertain about you. They know something is going on with us, although I'm betting they don't want to know too much. But I can tell you this, if they ever found out what Juan Carlos was doing, my father would kill him. I mean it. I don't have to worry about him any more, and I don't think you do, either."

I believed her.



Almost at the start of summer, we had an afternoon that will stay with me forever.

Ricardo's family owned a finca, a small farm, a few miles out of town toward the mountains. Nobody lived there. It was deserted on weekends. His folks said it was OK if he wanted to have a couple of friends over for the day to use the pool. He invited María Luisa and me to go with him and Sara.

It surprised me that María Luisa was allowed to go alone with me, but it turned out that she somehow left her parents with the impression that Ricardo's father and mother and uncles would be with us.

So, there we were, the four of us. I knew that Ricardo and Sara were sleeping together, and I'm guessing they were pretty certain about us, even though we'd never said anything to them about it. It was a hot day, there was no one around, and I wasn't the only one feeling frisky. Sara started it by stripping off her swimsuit.

"Screw this. I'm going in bare."

Ricardo was right behind her, cock swinging as he pulled off his clothes and followed her into the water.

I looked at María Luisa. She was sitting there with her mouth open, face flushed. Couldn't tell whether she was embarrassed or aroused, or both. I reached over and touched her shoulder.

"What do you think? We don't have to if you don't want to."

She turned to me, breathing a little fast. Her eyes dropped to my crotch, where my interest was quite clear.

"I don't want to do anything with them."

"Me, neither."

Not quite true. Sara was a dish, and I wouldn't mind getting between her thighs if things turned out that way, but I didn't want to screw this up.

It was the first time I'd seen María Luisa nude in the sunshine, and she was gorgeous. Curves, yes, everything exactly the way it should be. Full but neat fur above her center. For someone who didn't do this often, or perhaps ever, she was pretty comfortable in her skin. To judge by her nipples, there was no doubt about it.

I saw Sara and Ricardo looking at us, at María Luisa, mostly. After a minute they smiled and went back to their splashing and fooling around.

I was looking, too. Well, actually I was staring. María Luisa told me to knock it off. Grabbed my hand and pulled me into the water.

We did our own splashing and fooling around. Surprisingly little groping, but this was all foreplay and we knew it. We got out after awhile and lay on the grass in the sun to dry off. I was dozing, thinking about getting my hands on María Luisa, when I heard Ricardo.

"We're going inside for awhile. You guys can stay out here if you want to. There's no one around, and we won't bother you."

As they went indoors, I rolled to the side, leaned over and kissed María Luisa, one hand cupping her breast, thumb on her nipple. She kissed me back.

"Let's go over in the shade, OK?"

She smiled.

"Yeah."

Maybe we weren't too experienced, but we knew enough about each other by now to know what we liked, how we liked to be touched, and where. We were in each other's arms in a second, kissing again. Tongues. I was hard against her.

Rolled her onto her back. Covered her top to bottom with my body, my erection nicely riding on top of her pussy. More kissing, then I started working my way down.

We hadn't had a lot of opportunity for this, and it was the first time when we could stretch out comfortably, not worry about anyone else bothering us. María Luisa was more relaxed than ever before, I could feel it. My lips on her, moving up and down. My tongue seeing what was there.

A gasp and twitch when I found her button. Legs clamped around my head.

"Yes!"

I didn't want to rush, at least not at first, but that turned out to be silly. She wanted to rush. Boy, did she ever. I kept circling and pressing, and using my tongue to get inside a little, when she spasmed. I kept it up until she finally pushed my head away and pulled me up.

I slid in, she wrapped her legs around me, and we went to town. I hammered her and she liked being hammered, no surprise there. We were far enough out in the country that it didn't matter what she said or how loudly she said it. I'm sure Ricardo and Sara didn't mind.

I was there too soon, it always seemed to be too soon.

"Now, María Luisa, now!"

I pulled out, stroked myself, and did what I always had wanted to do. I covered her from her face all the way down. I throbbed and spurted and sprayed her, again and again.

I collapsed on top of her, kissing her, shoving myself against her fur as I softened. I felt her thighs grip me again for a moment, then she relaxed. We dozed.

"I love you."

I felt her say it more than I heard her. I kissed her.

"I know you have to leave soon. It's OK."

I kissed her again. Rolled off her and pulled her close.

We hopped into the pool for a bit to rinse off, then back out to sun some more. And before long we were at each other again. Slower this time, but maybe more intense. I thought I would die.

That was our last time together.



It was my last day. Plane leaving tomorrow. Coffee bar again.

"María Luisa."

She looked at me.

"I love you."

I meant it this time.

"I know."

She smiled. Stood up. Hugged me.

"Adiós. Que te vaya bien."

The End

Thank you for reading. Please let me know what you thought: bondi_beach2005@yahoo.com
