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CHAPTER 1

Wednesday, August 11.

9:58 at night.

The thick air in the bedroom, the window facing the pool, the gentle swaying of the curtain, the summer scent that always carried a hint of nostalgia for the present; everything was the same, yet different, as I felt everything less familiar, more foreign. There was no longer peace in that house, and it wasn’t that there were corpses in the corners, but rather a cold war, tense, uncomfortable. A war of averted glances and many “I know that you know and you know that I know.”

I had just hung up the call. I had told Ana everything. All at once. There was nothing I knew that she didn’t anymore. We were one. I felt I owed it to her, and, why not admit it, I also needed an ally, an absolute ally. I had dared to confess everything, despite my two fears: not only the superlative anger she might feel toward David for being the one who had sneaked into our room instead of Albert on Saturday night, but also her anger with me for not having confessed the moment I found out.

Ana, to my surprise, received my frank declaration with thoughtful silence.

Her hated brother-in-law had not only overheard us and suspected a torrid connection with Lucía’s boyfriend, but he had spied on us in person, had seen us having sex, and my wife wasn’t protesting. I had known about it and still proposed to Albert that he watch us, and Ana remained silent.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” I had asked with surprise.

“I’m processing it,” she had responded dryly.

And then more explanations not explicitly requested, and the shadow of approaching the second key topic: what happened with Albert, her feelings... “And now what?” But there was no time for that, as she had set ten o’clock as the time to call our son Javi.

“Okay, we’ll talk about that later, but tonight for sure,” I ended up telling her, determined to close everything out, while I continued to hear little more than silence on the other end of the line, thinking that I almost preferred her expressing her anger, as I couldn’t believe she didn’t have any.

After hanging up, I looked out the window and there was no one at the pool, no one coming in or going out, and no one on the grass. Everything was deserted except for David’s throne, occupied by him; he was just one body in the expanse of the large plot, but he gave the impression of occupying everything.

I felt no guilt, not even shame, and, to my own disgust, I couldn’t even feel sublime anger. But the fact that I didn’t see him as my bitter enemy didn’t mean I didn’t want to win that war.

My beach chair, next to his, was calling to me. Why fight from a distance? I wasn’t going to shy away from hand-to-hand combat. I turned around. I abandoned my trench. I went downstairs. I was going, completely determined, to reclaim my space, my chair... and to do battle.


CHAPTER 2 

He barely reacted to my arrival. Just a slight nod as I sat down. I knew him so well that I was certain he wanted to reconcile, that he couldn’t bear prolonged silence. He took a couple of sips of his beer, reclined further back, let out a groan like a heavy, worn-out man, and whispered while gazing at the starry night:

“What’s that?”

I looked at him and couldn’t help but smile slightly. He was like a big child.

“If you’re pointing at what I think you’re pointing at, Cassiopeia,” I replied.

“Hmm... And that over there?” he moved his arm, extending it from insignificance toward the firmament.

“Cepheus,” I answered with a confident voice, though not entirely sure.

“Damn, you know them all.”

“Some of them.”

“Want one?” he asked, rummaging through his portable cooler.

“You finally brought it up from the basement?”

“Yes,” he said, passing me a bottle.

“Are you making room down there for Friday?” I provoked.

David smiled then, knowing I was referring to his announced plan, that business about going down to the basement with Albert and Belén and, after giving instructions, watching the encounter.

Neither of us said anything for a while, but I knew it was imminent, that he couldn’t hold back. One always feels one’s own discomfort, but rarely notices that of others.

“Listen... Sergio... Look... I overheard you. Yes. Is that my fault? I should be the angry one because you’re trying to steal little Albert from me.”

I listened but said nothing. I wanted him to wallow in his own discomfort, to get tangled in his own rambling.

“Look,” he continued, “don’t get mad, okay? You left me hanging... Did he just watch?” he asked then, without further preamble.

I hesitated for a moment. His attitude both surprised me and didn’t surprise me at all.

“If I’m angry, it’s not because you overheard last night, but because of what happened Saturday,” I replied and took a drink, without looking at him.

David took a breath. He was taking the hit. I was revealing that I knew he had entered our bedroom and had seen us... fucking.

“Touché,” he pronounced exaggeratedly. “Fine. Yes. I saw the door ajar and went in, it was curiosity, and I ran smack into...”

“Come on, David,” I interrupted. “Don’t mess with me... Who enters a bedroom like that?”

Silence fell. We weren’t looking at each other. Both staring straight ahead. Into nothingness. Toward the house.

“I swear I didn’t expect to find that. And I don’t know when you figured out it was me. I guess, or I guessed, after seeing little Albert yesterday coming out of your bedroom... what this is all about, more or less. Not completely, I don’t know exactly what you two are up to... But don’t steal him from me...” he almost exclaimed the last phrase, wanting to downplay everything else, though there was a constant undertone of frivolity.

And I couldn’t believe he was taking it almost as a joke. And many times I didn’t understand why I didn’t just tell him to go to hell.

“Just tell me,” he continued, “if he participated or just watched. Tell me and I’ll tell you something... really good.”

As I listened to his umpteenth bait, something vibrated in the pocket of my swim shorts. That bastard knew how to get my attention. He was a troublemaker. A storyteller. But I wasn’t going to fall into his trap. I pretended not to have heard his proposal to exchange information, and read on my phone that Ana was telling me she was available now, that whenever I wanted we could talk about the other matter, the “Albert matter.”

“Come on, Sergio... Nobody died, for Christ’s sake,” he insisted, venturing to nudge me with his elbow.

I glanced at him sideways. Took another sip. And felt strangely good. Suddenly relaxed.

“Obviously the guy didn’t do anything. He didn’t touch anything, we leave that to you two,” I finally said, and felt an unfamiliar pleasure in keeping him hanging.

“Right...” David responded, inconclusively. And I didn’t know if I was disappointing him or if he didn’t believe me.

Another silence fell. We finished our bottles practically at the same time. And were opening two more when he said:

“What? Don’t you want to know? This is tit for tat. Give and take.”

I shrugged, and that seemed more than enough for him:

“Alright. You see... This is incredible,” he whispered, turning toward me. “This afternoon Belén decided to tidy up those two’s swamp...”

“Lucía and Albert’s room?” I asked and took a drink, feeling my pulse quicken.

—“Yes. In that pigsty. Well. She told me she found... two... gifts, we could call them... One of hers... Belén’s, which I already knew about... and another...” —he whispered, but stopped abruptly, expecting me to finish the sentence, but I kept looking straight ahead, unfazed, even though I could feel my cheeks burning, as if I were guilty of something— “And another... the other gift... wasn’t Belén’s... It wasn’t Lucía’s... So it’s easy to deduce it was Ana’s.”

—“No way...” —I sighed, remembering Belén’s panties and Ana’s thong. Visualizing Belén finding them, and wondering if my wife’s thong was still respected and untainted or if it had already been defiled.

—“You son of a bitch... Sergio” —my brother-in-law whispered.

—“What?” —I was surprised.

—“You gave it to him. You’re a thousand steps ahead...”

—“What? No” —I protested.

—“What do you mean no, you bastard. You weren’t surprised in the least” —he cleared his throat and shifted in his chair, moving away slightly.

—“No... Seriously” —I said and took another sip.

And more silence. But there wasn’t any real discomfort. His beer was finished and he left me alone for a moment, to return with two gin glasses, and I told myself that after that drink I would call Ana right away, because she wouldn’t take long to go to bed and I needed to know what she thought about what had happened with Albert.

—“How is it? Strong?” —David asked, as soon as I took the first sip and while he sat back down on his throne.

—“No... It’s goo—”

—“Do you think he’ll fall for it?” —he interrupted me.

—“What? Who?”

—“The kid... The day after tomorrow...” —he spoke, lost in thought— “Look... after seeing you guys I’m going to suggest he fucks Belén. Damn, he’s going to fall over backward. But I don’t know. This guy keeps quiet and acts, you know? If it’s this way? Then this way. If it’s that way? Then that way. As far as I know, anyway. Or do you discuss the play afterward?”

—“No. We don’t discuss anything” —I replied.

—“I don’t know if he’s completely clueless or super smart. I mean... that in the same week he watches you two fuck and then he fucks Belén while I watch... I think it won’t happen... And at the same time I can’t imagine that space cadet refusing.”

—“Are you asking for my opinion?” —I asked, enjoying this strangely hesitant version of David.

—“Yes. No... I don’t know...” —he responded, taking refuge in his drink, and then exhaling loudly and somewhat unpleasantly, returning more to his usual self.

And then my swim trunks vibrated again. I grabbed my phone and, carefully making sure David couldn’t see it, I read:

—“Hey. Are you there? Can we talk?”

—“Damn...” —my brother-in-law sighed then.

—“What” —I said, putting my phone away.

—“Just... Damn... I’m imagining him fucking Belén... Wow... Do you mind if I jerk off right here?”

—“What? Are you kidding me?” —I asked, turning my face toward him.


CHAPTER 3

David didn't avoid my gaze, and he seemed to be having an internal debate, while I tried to figure out if he was really that messed up in the head.

“I hope you're messing with me,” I said.

My brother-in-law looked at me with even more intensity then, and in a strange way, up and down, as if studying me.

“What?” I protested.

“The truth is I'd feel awkward doing it in front of you.”

“I don't know how to take that,” I replied.

And then I was the one scrutinizing him. With his dark t-shirt that had shrunk and fit him a bit small, so much that his bulging belly almost peeked out from underneath; I examined that large body, neglected but not quite unkempt. It was curious but, despite everything, and as incongruous as it seemed, there were still traces, minimal ones, of a once-vain young man.

“You'd feel awkward in front of me... but the day after tomorrow... you'll do it in front of Albert... Supposedly,” I said afterward.

“Well, in the heat of battle... it's easier. More appropriate.”

“Look, we agree that jerking off here and now is not appropriate,” I pointed out.

“Yeah... Hey, by the way...” David cleared his throat and took a sip of his gin, unhurriedly. “How's Albert hung? Is it big? Damn, I still can't believe what you guys have pulled off.”

“I don't know. He didn't get undressed. It wasn't the orgy you seem to be imagining,” I said, and as I spoke, I felt a kind of relief because it seemed he was abandoning his delirious and grotesque proposal.

“Yeah... yeah...” he responded, rattling the ice in his glass with a tinkling sound, revealing to me that he was drinking faster than I was.

A light breeze picked up then, which I appreciated. The tree branches swayed and on the surface of the pool water, a sort of hypnotic and relaxing rippling awakened.

“Damn, that Ana...” David interrupted my meager peace.

“What? What's wrong with her?” I said, and took a drink, as if downplaying what he more or less knew had happened.

“No... Nothing... Nothing's wrong...” he smiled sarcastically. “I think there's a lot of her... of that sister rivalry bullshit going on here,” David was saying, thoughtfully, while at the same time seeking something like male camaraderie.

“I'm not going to tell you... her... or our motivations,” I answered.

“Yeah... I don't know. Maybe... we should all five get together. An orgy, as you say,” my brother-in-law smiled, with a somewhat tense grimace.

And I returned the grimace, but didn't want to engage with his umpteenth probing.

And another breeze. And a long drink. And I knew I wouldn't get anything more out of this. That I was only exposing myself to more outrageous comments and bait. And, above all, I pictured myself lying on my bed, talking to Ana on the phone, and it was much more tempting than this strange conversation with David.

“Anyway... I'm going to bed,” I said, standing up.

“Hey, Sergio. By the way.”

“What?”

“Um... Ana's thong... hehe,” he literally pronounced in a curious way. “I have it now. Well, not that I have it, but it's in my bedroom. Belén assumed Ana would want it back.”

“Mmm... Well, you can... give it to me tomorrow.”

“Damn, man!” he exclaimed from his chair, looking at me and smiling.

“What?” I asked, standing turned toward him.

“You're an open book. What a face!”

“Why? What face?” I was annoyed.

“Damn, you made a face like you would have preferred Ana's thong to stay in the... domain of that jerk-off artist.”

“I didn't make any face. Why 'jerk-off artist'? Are there... residues...?” I asked, pretending that his answer didn't matter too much to me.

“There are. Yes. There are residues. But not his. I'm sorry... I couldn't help myself.”

“Go to hell...” I said, turning around, having no idea how much was truth and how much was just messing with me. As usual.

I was walking through the garden toward the house, still with David's last provocation in my head, when I felt my swimsuit pocket vibrate again: it was Ana calling me.

I declined the call, intending to call her back once I had complete privacy. I then entered the house through the dining room, and from there I heard Lucía and Belén's voices coming from the living room. I began climbing the stairs and, with each step, the temptation grew stronger.

I reached the top. I looked at my phone. Ana was waiting for me. But... something was driving me. I walked a bit further. Belén was in the living room. David in the garden. Essentially there was no danger, but that didn't prevent me from feeling tense. I got nervous, but placed my hand on the handle of that foreign door, of that adjacent room. I hadn't entered that bedroom all summer. I opened the door.

The bedroom was sufficiently tidy. I didn't see anything special. I wasn't expecting to find the treasure in plain sight either. In fact, I didn't really know what I was trying to discover; perhaps, if I found it and it was pristine, it would confirm that David's story had been his umpteenth joke, but if I found it defiled I wouldn't be able to tell, obviously, who had been the culprit and depositor of the desecration.

My heart was beating hard. The darkness was thick, but with sufficient light. The smell was strange, as it didn't smell like the rest of the house; neither fresh nor musty, and neither like David nor Belén. “Two shots,” I thought. A bedside drawer and an opening of the wardrobe, and nothing more. I took a few steps. My own pulse bothered me. Every creak of my feet on the wood incriminated me. My hearing concentrated intensely on detecting movement from downstairs. I approached the nightstand that guarded the bed. “What did I want?” Yes, I wanted to find it, find it and moreover in a deplorable state... I admitted it to myself, I wanted the most absolute vilification. “Vilification of whom?” for that I still had no answer. My hand on the knob of the small drawer, and suddenly a sound, a noise that made me straighten up and then freeze. And one, two seconds until I located the place and reason for that sound, two eternal seconds until I discovered that that paralysis came from myself: again my leg, again my swimming trunks, again my pocket, again my phone.

I sighed. It had only been a buzz. Dry. Concise. But I felt it as a warning. I had no business there. My place was elsewhere. My place was my bedroom, lying on my bed, illuminated by my lamp, and talking to my wife.

I left there stealthily, and read on my phone a terse: “Come on, call me.”

I entered our bedroom. I closed the door behind me. And I walked, in the dark, crossing the room, to the window. There I slightly parted the curtain, and saw David, impassive, drinking, dominating everything without even moving. “What is he thinking about all alone?” I heard myself say, and then I saw how he raised his hand... David was waving at me... and I startled... and I stepped back, and the curtain waved, and I retreated a couple of meters back.

“Shit...” I sighed. And I sat on the bed. And I picked up my phone. And I called my wife.

“Where were you?” Ana asked, as soon as she answered.

“Well... to tell you the truth... with David,” I answered, still affected by the stress of my brief and absurd excursion and by my brother-in-law’s vigilant greeting.

“Are you buddies now after what he did to us?”

“Not buddies, Ana, but if you want I can lock myself in the room for the rest of the month...” I responded.

And there was silence. In just two sentences I realized that my wife was more fired up than before. And I understood it as a logical sequence.

“Well, what have you thought? Have you given more things some thought? How’s Javi?” I whispered into the phone.

“Javi’s fine, in his own world, which is better than this one,” she responded dryly.

“Yeah... well,” I said expectantly, and then I heard how she took a breath, as if gathering momentum, as if arming herself with courage, or as if she wanted to present in one go thoughts she had been chewing on, and then she said:

“Well, what I’ve been thinking is... that I don’t know how to kill that... whether with an axe... or poisoning him... or what to do with him... and... what else? oh, well first I thought that I hoped he hadn’t told Belén about Albert coming out of a bedroom... that wasn’t his... and in which there had been... commotion, in quotation marks... because you have to be a real bastard to start listening to that... and then I thought that I couldn’t care less whether he told her or not. What did you talk about with him, by the way?”

“Well... not much about us. He was more focused on his own thing. In fact, I even saw him a bit nervous about his plan for the day after tomorrow... the one about the three of them going down to the basement.”

“Look, that plan. I might even ruin it for him,” she said firmly.

“Oh, really?” I asked, surprised and at the same time curious if she had a specific revenge in mind.

“Yes... although maybe it’s all a lie... and there’s no basement... nor him watching... nor Albert going down... nor anything at all... Have you noticed that he hasn’t done anything? That they haven’t done anything? That the ones who have made moves, and in what way, have been us?”

“Yes. I think about that like once every five minutes,” I responded hesitantly. “By the way, apparently Belén went into Albert’s bedroom and found her panties and your thong.”

“Great. So what?” she said with cynical detachment.

“Nothing. She assumes that it…”

“And who has it now?” she interrupted me hastily. “This is insane. Maybe she gave it to David María so he could jerk off with it… How fucking disgusting! God…! I don’t trust those two at all anymore… They’re completely nuts… I don’t trust them one bit now. I think that if I know everything you know, then Belén knows everything David knows.”

“Yes. Well. I certainly don’t rule that out. I’ve thought about it too,” I answered.

There was silence then. And finally I said:

“Well… Your thong… theoretically they have it: Belén and David.”

And I heard her take a breath again. How she sighed. And I could feel her, now truly enraged. And then she said:

“Anyway. Let’s see. About Albert.”


CHAPTER 4

Ana began to speak, starting with a rather clinical exposition. She seemed to approach the subject almost clinically. But soon she began to use a kind of more forceful and vivid adjectives; as she started getting tangled in a recurring “we must be crazy” that wasn’t quite a reproach, but did seem like a warning to stop the delirious escalation. Then she would return to expeditious distance, and then again string together phrases such as “he’s Lucía’s boyfriend,” “things got out of hand,” “he’s just a kid” or “this can’t be happening.” And then she would bring Belén and David into the equation, theoretically to say that she didn’t care what they might know or suspect. And then back to the loop.

The third time she restarted her speech, I finally interrupted:

“Ana...”

“What...”

“This isn’t getting us anywhere.”

“This, how?”

“Well, like this... without being honest.”

“I couldn’t be more honest, Sergio.”

“You’ll see that you can. Mmm,” I hesitated, and then took the plunge. “Let’s do something. I think the only way to be honest, especially with ourselves, is by asking direct questions.”

“How? Now? To each other?” she asked, puzzled.

“Yes.”

“Well, let’s see... you start. No, look. I’ll start... because I’ve been... all day, well, several days thinking about it,” she spoke rapidly.

“Okay.”

“But it’s very blunt, okay,” Ana said, somewhat hurried and speaking in a louder tone than mine.

“Okay, okay. You’re going all in,” I smiled.

“Totally all in,” she laughed with strange tenderness and some embarrassment.

“Go ahead.”

“Well... Here goes. Literally, okay, exactly as is... Here goes: Would you want... Albert... to... you know, in front of you?”

“‘You know’ what? ‘You know’ isn’t very literal,” I protested in an implicit question.

“Damn. Well... f-uck me... Sergio,” she said, wanting to be sharp, but conveying more of a blush.

“Mmm...” I held back a sigh, and something rose through my body.

“What?”

“That... look, that exact... it’s just... I don’t know... yes and no,” I uttered with a sigh.

“Well, here we go again...” she said, disappointed.

“No, no. Look, it’s... for example, I imagine it now... and well... I could have the jerk-off of all time right here imagining that... But... then I don’t know if... I would want... Not out of jealousy. I don’t know how to explain it.”

“Well, Sergio. If the very first answer is yes but no, no but yes...”

“You started with a really difficult one.”

“Then you ask. Let’s see,” Ana said.

I hesitated. I didn’t want to start so strong, but I couldn’t think of anything particularly mild.

“Come on,” she grew impatient.

“Okay. Let’s see. Here goes: Last night... was it the most erotic thing that’s ever happened to you?”

“Pfff,” she grumbled.

“Pff what?” I asked.

“Come on, Sergio.”

“What?”

“What do you mean ‘what’? Of course it was. What do you want me to say? It’s obvious, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe not.”

“Come on, Sergio. Going from normal sex... I don’t know... normal... to... your husband... fucking you... in front of a guy... and that...” she pronounced, somewhat inhibited, especially when saying that explicit word.

“What?”

“Seriously, Sergio. That. Your husband... doing it to you... while your little sister’s boyfriend... who’s just a kid and a bit slow... but who is... let’s say... pretty hot... that... That, your husband fucking you while another guy... cums on your face... well come on... it’s obviously erotic as hell, what do you want me to say? If you want, I can pretend to be a nun and tell you it didn’t affect me.”

“Well, the first part of your speech was heading in that direction.”

“What speech? Oh. No. Not at all.”

We remained silent for a moment. I still had the phone to my ear and my arm was already getting numb. Lying on my back, I couldn’t hear any external sound that might alert me, but I kept speaking in whispers. And I began to feel the need to know not only more about what my wife was thinking, but her state, her mood, her arousal, and even in what way, in what position she was listening to me. But I didn’t want to deviate from that exchange of questions I had created.

“Your turn now,” I said afterward.

“Okay,” she said immediately, as if she already had something in mind. “Well... when it was... you know, when what I just described was happening... with you behind me and him in front...”

“When... he came on your face,” I interrupted.

“Thanks for avoiding euphemisms... very kind of you,” she laughed. “Yes, well, no. Seconds before that.”

“Okay, seconds before,” I engaged.

“So, seconds before... would you have liked... if he had put it... in my mouth...?”

“My God... How you just come out with these things...” I sighed, amused, letting her know that her questions were truly direct and forceful; and then I remembered that moment: me behind her, her on all fours, and Albert kneeling in front of her, his cock just inches from her face, masturbating in front of her. “Yes... Well... I mean...” I sighed, imagining that Albert was indeed putting it in her mouth at that moment and that my wife was letting herself be penetrated... from behind by me... and in her mouth by him. “Yes... Ugh... That probably yes,” I confessed.

“Really?”

“Yes...” I sighed again and my mind imagined how it would look from outside... Ana in that situation: invaded through her mouth and her pussy.

“It’s hot in here, isn’t it?” Ana laughed then, sweetly, showing me with grace that she too was affected by the direction our exchange of questions was taking.

“Yes... quite...” I responded.

“Want to hear a secret?” my wife asked, her voice coming out clean and eager.

“God... Yes...” I said, intrigued.

“Well, you can probably imagine it.”

“No idea...”

“No idea? Well, let’s see... that... Let me think how to say this... Well... he brushed against me... Before... ejaculating on my face.”

“What... What? How?” I suddenly got fired up.

“Yes... That... he... brushed his cock against my mouth... my lips...”

“Fuck...” I panted, aroused.

“Yeah...”

“And?”

“Nothing... it was almost nothing. I don’t even know if it was intentional or accidental...”

“God, Ana...”

“What...”

“What... What are you wearing?” I asked, almost out of context, surprising even myself.

“Ufff...” she laughed. “If we go down that road, we won’t clarify much.”

“Yes. That’s true. Better to stay focused... And besides, I think we’re getting sidetracked,” I said, coming to my senses.

“Why?”

“Because the idea is to figure out where we’re going... Right? What we want... Rather than... getting turned on by what happened,” I reasoned aloud.

“Okay. Well. Look. Before we continue... I need to tell you something else... and it’s that... and this was predictable... By the way, you say you’ve barely seen him, right?”

“Albert? Yes, from a distance, after lunch. But nothing more,” I responded.

“Well, he’s texted me... nonsense... Well, not nonsense... saying it was incredible, and blah blah.”

“You’re kidding...”

“Come on, Sergio, what did you expect... he must be freaking out.”

“And? What did you tell him?”

“Nothing. I was going to tell him I was working, that it wasn’t the right time, but in the end I preferred not to reply at all... And...”

“What?”

“Well, a little while ago... he called me... He must have gotten my number from Lucía, I don’t know.”

“But he called you, for sure? Did you answer?”

“No, no. I didn’t pick up. But it rang for a while. And he wrote to me saying he was going to call me and whatever, and a minute later a number called... I mean... clear as day.”

“Damn... What a mess.”

“Yeah... I thought about answering... but what the hell would I say to him.”

“Yeah, I don’t know. We need to think of something. Do you want to stop? Stop completely?”

“Is that question part of... this exchange of...?” she said, referring to whether we were resuming our alternating questions.

“Whatever you prefer.”

There was silence then. And I wanted to verbalize it again:

“Do you want to stop this completely or not?”

“What do you want me to say?” she evaded.

“Well, the truth.”

“The truth is that… No,” my wife said, but without showing too much conviction.

And I could feel her doubts, practically with the same intensity as I felt my own. And I wondered if it was because of Albert’s physique, because of the routine of our sex life, because of the war with Belén and David, or if it was a mixture of everything, or if there was something that still escaped me.

“My turn,” she said then, with sudden determination.

“Go ahead…” I smiled, and felt heat, sweat, and I sat up a little.

“Well… Let’s see… I’m a bit embarrassed.”

“At this point?” I smiled.

“Yes. Let’s see. Here goes: Um… My… thong… would you want him to… have masturbated with it…? If he hasn’t already.”

“Yes. Clearly,” I responded for once without hesitation.

I heard nothing but silence on the other end of the line. And it was difficult to know if our questions were seeking information or arousal.

“Well, my turn,” I said then. “Here goes: What is the thing that most… turned you on… or turns you on about this?”

“Well… his face,” she said suddenly, hardly thinking and surprising me.

“His face?”

“Yes… I mean. Not his face as in… like handsome face… but… that, his face, the expression he makes… of…”

“Of being aroused.”

“Yes… Something like that. I don’t know.”

“Wait, sorry, explain,” I encouraged her with extreme curiosity.

“That… Well… seeing him so… turned on. I don’t know. It’s like an exaggerated desire. Like aggressive… I don’t know how to explain it.”

“Yes, I saw it too. You really turn him on, Ana.”

“Really? I don’t know…”

“Well. We’re getting off track again,” I said. “Let’s see. The… fundamental question: what do we want to happen?” I asked, knowing that this and only this was what was truly relevant.

“Look, I’ve been thinking about that too. And first of all, what I want is to know if those two are really up to something or if they’ve been… deceiving us for two weeks. I think Friday is key. And I also want to see Albert in person.”

“What for? I think it’s clear what Albert wants.”

“I don’t know. That’s why. Mostly to see if he seems immature, in which case I’ll cut it off immediately. Or if he seems mature and discreet. It’s not the same.”

“Yeah. Could be. God, I can’t wait for Friday,” I said.

“For what… specifically?” Ana asked with a bite in her voice.

“Well… One: to know once and for all if those two are bluffing… Two: to… see how Albert looks at you… and… Three: to fuck you…”

“Not bad… full day…” I heard her smile.

“What time will you arrive?”

“Friday? Well… I’ll try to make it for dinner.”

There was another silence then. That stretched on. And I was beginning to feel that I no longer knew which direction to take, and I felt that she didn’t either.

“Well, Sergio. I’m going to bed,” she said suddenly.

“Okay… Well… A kiss,” I concluded, and immediately realized that I should have tried to keep her on the line. Since I didn’t want to hang up.

“A kiss,” she responded.

“Hey,” I said.

“What…”

“One more… thing… before sleep.”

“Tell me.”

“Well… If you had to… touch yourself… now, tonight, what would you think about?”

“Uff… I don’t know.”

“Come on…”

“I don’t know… I’m a bit tired.”

“Okay. Okay,” I resigned myself. “A kiss then.”

“A kiss. I love you,” she said with tenderness.

“I love you. Until tomorrow,” I finished and hung up the phone.

I stayed in bed for a few moments then, intending to reflect a bit on what we had talked about, but I quickly decided to think elsewhere, as I began to feel a thick sweat on my back, and knew I shouldn’t heat up the bed any more, or I would find it difficult to sleep because of the heat.

I got up and went to brush my teeth, and as I did so, I thought about how we hadn’t really clarified much. And then I thought that perhaps there wasn’t much to clarify, since we ourselves didn’t know what was happening to us. Besides, it seemed clear that whatever happened on Friday would be key, as Ana had said. And also Albert’s attitude, not just regarding his discretion or indiscretion, but the attraction that might be lost if we saw him too excited, needy, or downright childish.

I was still turning all this over in my mind when I got to the bedroom and picked up my phone, and then I saw that Ana had just written to me. The paragraph was long. I got a bit nervous. I sat down and read:

“If I had to touch myself now, I’d imagine feeling you again the way I felt you and seeing in him the face I saw. I’d imagine that... you’re fucking... me from behind... again... and that you pull my hair and spank my ass... that we don’t care if anyone hears us... and that Albert gets in front of me again... and jerks off in front of my face again... while you’re fucking me... and this time yes... he puts it in my mouth... I imagine, and I touch myself, thinking about that... that you’re fucking me... and that he puts his cock in my mouth... and that you both make me moan between the two of you... If I imagine that... and touch myself... I’ll cum... FOR SURE.”

Reading that drove me crazy; it turned me on and my cock throbbed. And then I read:

“I love you, Sergio. Friday we’ll see what those two do... Good night.”

And I read it all again. And I loved her more than ever.


CHAPTER 5

Thursday, August 12.

12:16 in the afternoon.

Submerged in the pool. With the soles of my feet in contact with the tiles. I closed and opened my eyes and held my breath. The peace and silence there were infinite. I reached such a point of connection with the warm water, covering me completely, that it seemed I could stay there for as long as I wanted without taking a breath. It wasn’t quite a game, or maybe it was, and, while I watched my swimsuit ripple and my body levitate, I thought that whoever saw me like this might think I was dead, that I had drowned; and I felt even more peace, because I knew that no one would bother me, and that if they did in a pool that wasn’t our private one, I would risk “being saved” with the consequent embarrassment.

And I would barely take a breath for a moment and lower my head again, and the counter would reset to zero. And I could feel the sun with intensity, beating down on shoulders and a back barely submerged a few centimeters, but even so the heat scorched everything, penetrating the water, creating a contrast that made my skin prickle. I couldn’t feel more stillness.

This wasn’t about seeking to recharge energy for whatever might come. I thought it was the opposite, that it had to be the opposite. That I had gone to that house that summer for that; not just to rest, but for something similar, yet not the same: to reach a state where nothing mattered to me.

I finally got out of the water, because everything eventually becomes boring, even boredom itself, and I wanted to be bored on solid ground. I hadn’t seen anyone all morning, but as I climbed up the pool ladder, I sensed a body in the chair, in David’s throne; always on the lookout, always floating around the property, in presence or omniscience.

I walked along the edge toward my chair, without looking directly at him, somewhat dazed, somewhat dizzy from my immersions, which, like long naps, leave you unsure whether you feel reborn or worse than before.

I sat in my chair. And I glanced sideways at the adjacent throne, and saw that it wasn’t David accompanying me, but Albert.

I could hear the sound of birds and my heart beating. But nothing else. The boy wasn’t saying anything. If the silences with my brother-in-law were bearable, the same couldn’t be said about Albert, and not just because of what had happened, but because I knew that if he dared to usurp that seat, it was because he urgently needed something, probably answers, answers that Ana wasn’t giving him.

I felt like the adult. But what to say. How to talk about the heat or how the vacation was going with a kid who two days earlier had ejaculated on my wife’s face. How to force a bland conversation with a boy who had seen me fucking from a meter away, who had brushed his cock against Ana’s tender lips.

Only one thing relieved me: thinking that he had to be feeling worse. That for him, we were probably a display of security and composure, as I remembered what people over thirty seemed like to me at his age.

If comedy is tragedy plus time, albeit in a not entirely similar context, I began to feel something like a farce as the minutes passed and no one spoke. I rolled up the legs of my swimsuit, smoothed my hair and closed my eyes, as if my obsession was getting a tan, and I didn’t know what he was doing, because looking at him would weaken me.

Finally, what broke the delirium were footsteps: agile and light, and my half-open eyes glimpsed Belén, in a yellow bikini, with toned slenderness and a towel over her shoulder, who greeted us listlessly and headed for the pool.

She dove into the water as if the comic duo constituted some sort of jury, and nailed the landing, and I thought about what gene those sisters must have that made them do everything so well.

I was about to make a playful comment about the exhibition, but speaking first meant losing, so I said nothing. And the boy finally gave me a break, as he left me and went toward the water, and I thought that would ease the discomfort, but the opposite was about to happen.

He didn’t force a stellar entrance, he had the physical gene, but not the artistic one; so he descended cautiously down the ladder. And shortly after he was talking with Belén, both with water covering them up to chest height.

I couldn’t make out the content of the whispers, no matter how hard I tried, but the rest of the signals were unmistakable: Albert was talking close, circling, laughing, exaggerating... in short: he was flirting shamelessly. His flirtation was so blatant that it made Belén, seasoned in a thousand battles, blush.

And the strangest thing wasn’t the act itself, that forced harassment, but that, from time to time, he would look at me.

He would laugh and then look at me. Touch a shoulder, and turn around. Even, at one point, he brought his hand to Belén’s face, apparently to remove something stuck to her cheek, and, after my astonishment and her blush, he turned toward me.

There, at noon, in full sun, with me present; her twice his age, and him putting on that spectacle difficult for Belén to interpret, not so much for me.

I didn’t want to give him the pleasure of participating in his grotesque display, so I went as far as closing my eyes. The heat was scorching. I was already completely dry.

And a few moments later I heard Belén say: “Where’s Lucía?”

The fact that she was intelligible from a distance made me presume that the harassment had already become too uncomfortable. I opened my eyes and she was removing her hand from his chest, a hand that was easy to deduce had been used to push him away.

Albert shrugged. And I thought that this error in a boy, until now so discreet, was due to either being generally unhinged or particularly disturbed by Ana.

Belén didn’t seek my rescue; she was more than capable of putting him in his place, and if she had noticed those looks he was giving me, she pretended not to. What she did do was leave, without giving much explanation to Albert, who watched as she dried herself off and then left. He pushed himself up and sat on the edge of the pool, feet dangling in the water, facing me with his back to the house.

Everything about him was like a leap into the void. And then he looked at me, and I held his gaze and thought: “My wife has driven him crazy.”

Perhaps it was also a performance, but his pose exuded ego. He rolled up the legs of his swim trunks and emphasized his bulge there. He let the sun dry his chest and abs, shook his blond mane, and reveled in himself. If David had seemed like an actor from a beer commercial a few days earlier, he looked like he was trying to promote cologne.

I then picked up my phone and, while feeling his radiantly young gaze on me, I wrote to Ana:

“Albert’s putting on quite a show. First harassing Belén and now staring at me and showing off his package, sitting on the edge of the pool.”

I reread what I’d written. I could barely see anything on the screen because of the extreme brightness. And then I heard:

“Sergio!”

I looked up. Albert was calling my name. And I felt something like anticipated embarrassment. An impending awkwardness. A terrible foreboding.

“Take a photo of me!”

I couldn’t believe it.

“Take a photo of me and send it to her!”

I immediately looked toward the house, hoping that no one was close enough to have heard that. I tensed up. I thought that his loss of composure could harm me before long.

“Come on!” he insisted, and I looked at him, and he adjusted himself, to one side, under his swim trunks, making it more noticeable. And I, with the phone in my hand, shocked by his sudden madness and afraid he would continue shouting that phrase, ended up agreeing to his proposal, more or less, except that I pretended to take a photo: I pointed my phone at him but what I did was record a video, probably intending to show Ana this delirium, as I was counting the minutes until I could describe this insanity to her.

After doing so, I looked back toward the house, particularly concerned about the window of David and Belén’s bedroom, but saw no movement.

And then Albert was the one who moved, diving into the water and then getting out, in a quick dip, and soon began walking toward me, toward that usurped throne, but when he arrived he didn’t sit down, but rather grabbed his towel and began drying himself, beside me. And I knew that this time would be different, that he would speak right away. And so he did:

“When is Ana coming?” he asked with a firm, clear voice, while rubbing his hair with the towel as drops fell from his nose and chin.

“Tomorrow,” I answered.

“She doesn’t respond to me,” he said.

“To what?”

I was playing dumb and he was drying his arms, standing next to me. He was harassing me, annoying me. I knew he wanted to confront me and I didn’t feel like giving him explanations.

He thought about his response. Until he said:

“Hey... can I come to your room tonight... and we can talk for a while?”

“No, better not,” I responded immediately, without looking at him.

Silence again, like before his absurd display and his stares. And the discomfort had a strange undertone of absurdity, and I began to blame Ana for having saddled me, through her silence, with this guy.

He then dropped his towel and picked up his phone, and I feared he would insist on that inappropriate meeting proposal, but he changed the subject, or his approach, relentlessly:

“Hey...”

“What.”

“Someone has been in my room and...”

“In Lucía’s room, you mean,” I interrupted.

“Yes.”

“Well, it wasn’t me,” I told him.

And another silence. And I felt he was driving me crazy. And even knowing it probably wasn’t the smartest thing, and perhaps out of boredom, or perhaps out of curiosity about what he really wanted with his questions, I inquired:

“Why? Are you missing something?”

He then made a doubtful face and said:

“Why don’t I stop by your bedroom tonight and you can give it to me?”

“I don’t have anything of yours,” I responded, looking at nothing, with the phone in my hand and slightly scratching my face with the other.

“You have something... even if it’s not mine.”

“But you, kid...” I said, now desperate, unable to contain myself, surprised by that false bravado, which was more like insolence.

“What,” he shrugged, feigning confidence.

“Nothing...”

“No, tell me,” he insisted, playing a role that was too big for him.

“I think you’re making a mistake.”

“Why? Did I do something wrong? I went too far in the end. Maybe,” he said more calmly.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I just want to talk about it. I haven’t told anyone,” the boy suddenly confessed.

“I don’t have anything to talk about. If you have something to discuss, talk to Ana.”

“She doesn’t respond to anything I write.”

“Maybe you’re not writing what you should be writing. Or maybe she doesn’t want you to write to her.”

I then felt him become thoughtful.

“Are you going to send her those photos you just took of me?” he asked timidly.

“No, I’m going to delete them. It was just to make you stop shouting,” I answered and heard my phone sound.

Albert, showing signs of resignation, put down his phone and picked up his towel again, a moment I took advantage of to discreetly read my screen. I saw that Ana had written to me:

“Showing off his bulge for Belén?”

I put the phone away just as I heard the boy whisper:

“What do you want from me? I don’t have anything with Lucía, if that’s the problem.”

“I don’t know what the problem is. If there even is one. That’s Ana’s business. You can talk to her when she gets here.”

That response finally seemed to lead him to a dead end. In a way, I was dodging the issue, passing the buck to my wife, but I felt I had no choice but to do so. After all, there was still almost a day and a half before she arrived, and there was no way I could handle having this boy asking me questions all that time—questions that, moreover, had no answers.

And as he was leaving, I don’t know why—perhaps again out of boredom or curiosity—I said to him:

“Hey, Albert...” I called, and he turned around. “Before you go... about someone entering your bedroom... If something’s missing... maybe it was Belén... she’s a bit... OCD... about cleaning and order.”

“A bit what?”

“Nothing. Forget it,” I replied. And he left. And I sighed.


CHAPTER 6

Thursday, August 12.

4:18 in the afternoon.

I knew I was incorporating it into my dream. I was in a limbo that I wanted to cling to. They were random knocks, but clear. There was a failed attempt at stealth. The moment of drama was approaching, the moment when you know you’re closer to reality than to dreams is when you feel the touch of the warm sheet. The moment you locate and feel your body, the dream vanishes.

—Who the hell could be banging drawers and cabinets during siesta time... —I sighed to myself.

I rolled over and stretched my hand to reach my phone. I was still operating at very low energy, but my mobile had been vibrating silently.

David had written to me about half an hour ago. And I read:

—Hey dude, I’m going to the beach with Belén, I assume you’re sleeping, come join us when you wake up if you want.

With one eye still half-closed, I read the other message, from Ana, from forty minutes ago:

—Sergio... I’m freaking out... Albert has gone too far.

I didn’t have time to digest that much, as I immediately heard the noise of a drawer closing. And then footsteps, which again seemed to be attempting, unsuccessfully, to be stealthy. I located the direction: the sounds were coming from the adjacent bedroom, Belén and David’s, but Belén and David were supposedly at the beach.

And I wanted to interact with Ana, to know what was causing her alarm. But then I heard footsteps on the stairs. Going up, feet belonging to a person who said aloud:

—“Albert?”

It was Lucía’s voice. And then more footsteps. But this time they came again from the bedroom next door, more hurried, and then the sound of a door closing.

And feet moving away. And feet coming up. And then the encounter: Lucía and Albert were talking in the hallway, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

I sat up a bit. And, while listening to their voices moving away, toward their bedroom, I wrote to Ana to explain the reason for her message.

I had the feeling that everything was extreme. That I was either in absolute relaxation, alone, or sleeping, or something was always happening. Something always seemed to be happening in that house, when for years nothing had ever happened.

I stretched and heard them going down the stairs. Always bare feet, always swimsuits, always the smell of chlorine, salt, sunscreen, tanned skin. I could enjoy that retention of happiness while tolerating the stress of supposing things like the reason for Albert’s excursion or the intrigue about Ana’s confession.

I put on a T-shirt to go down and make myself a coffee; one of the few rules in the house: that decorum which was a vestige of civilization, and, while the coffee maker dripped, I watched, through the window, divine youth: Albert and Lucía, in full sun, in the pool, adrift, each on their own float, sometimes talking, sometimes not. And their expressions were slight, passive, unaware of their treasure, unaware that we would kill to have their age and to feel again that sensation of suspended time.

I went back upstairs, coffee cup in hand. Why snoop at ground level when there was a tower. I stirred the sugar and the spoon clinked, and I gazed from my window. They probably thought they were alone, and I thought that if I were their age and believed that, I would certainly take advantage to fool around, but there was a sort of mutual indifference between them.

They left the floats and moved to the loungers. They lay face down. His muscular back. Her delineated, round and impeccably firm and proportioned butt. And I looked at my phone and Ana hadn’t answered me, and I saw the time and decided I would go to the beach to meet David and Belén as soon as I finished my coffee.

I placed the cup on the bedside table. I went to my closet for a backpack, put another swimsuit and the beach towel in there and again heard the sound of footsteps, on the stairs, approaching, from bottom to top.

I crossed my bedroom and looked out the window again: Lucía was lying on a lounger, hieratic, face down, in the identical position, perhaps even sleeping. On the other lounger there was only the damp mark at the level where Albert’s swimsuit had landed.

—Where is this guy going... —I thought as I heard footsteps in the hallway, passing in front of my door, then in front of David and Belén’s door, and then going further, undoubtedly toward his bedroom.

It wasn’t exactly curiosity, it was more like a premonition. It was something buried that was becoming incipient. But I still lacked the courage to act.

I took a final sip from my coffee cup and felt my hand trembling slightly. “Damn kid...” I exclaimed to myself upon finding myself in this state because of him. I wasn’t trembling because of the fact, I was trembling because of the doubt, from supposing the reason for his search for privacy but not knowing it for certain. I felt that if I knew with absolute certainty I would be excited, but not nervous.

—Damn... It’s just... for sure. I would bet anything... —I muttered quietly, and took one last look at the motionless Lucía, and placed the cup on the bedside table, and sighed, and went toward my bedroom door.

Almost always, during those two weeks, the noisy handles and old wood had been my allies, but this time it was the opposite: one mistake and I would be the creator of the creak, the loud footstep, the discovered explorer.

But I trusted my expertise, and my symbiosis with that house. It couldn’t fail me. The stairs would be noisy, insurmountable, but my direction was different: that of a short hallway, quieter.

The handle of my door barely emitted a whimper, barely did any floorboard in the hallway minimally crackle. Almost the loudest noise was my heart as it beat. With each step I was more satisfied with my stealth and more certain of Albert’s reason for checking the adjacent bedroom, and his subsequent escape in search of privacy.

About two meters away was his bedroom door, quite open. I deduced that the reason for this indiscretion was to be able to hear Lucía’s hypothetical approach, but this gave me an option he couldn’t imagine.

I avoided the visual path that might allow him to notice me from inside. I advanced slowly and my hands were sweating. It wasn’t fun. It wasn’t amusing. It was tense and produced in me a mixture of secondhand embarrassment and guilty arousal.

Again that vein in my neck marking the rhythm of my pulse and making me uncomfortable. I had to be alert for an arrival from behind, from Lucía, and from the front, as a possible consequence of him leaving his bedroom.

The wooden floors respected me. I let out one final sigh, now behind his door, to release any sound that might emanate from me before peeking in.

I couldn’t hear anything. No noise came from that post-adolescent bedroom, although I could almost sense the smell and thickness of that stagnant air.

I peeked in then. I dared to look. I saw him. And I withdrew.

I withdrew instantly from the impact. He hadn’t seen me. Despite lying on the bed, facing the door, he couldn’t have seen me. No, for one clear reason.

“Holy shit...” I whispered to myself.

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe such obscenity.

It had been only a fraction of a second, but my eyes had captured it and I had retained it. And I had the imperious need to see it again, to see him doing that again. He infected me with his shamelessness. He dragged me into his irreverent degradation and made me feel guilty again.

I peeked again. And I wasn’t disappointed. He was still the same, in the same position, with the same movement: Albert, completely naked, lying on his back with his legs spread and stretched out, masturbating an exquisite cock, covering and uncovering the skin of his member in long strokes, and he couldn’t see me because he had my wife’s thong over his face. He was touching his balls with one hand and gripping his cock firmly with the other. His body swayed, his abs contracted, his toes trembled, his cheeks and lips enjoyed the softness of the silk of Ana’s thong, and his nose reveled in smelling my wife’s pussy.

It was demeaning. That trophy. That tribute. To himself, and to her. But it excited me. It excited me and I supposed, knew, that he was imagining fucking her. That he was imagining it wasn’t his hand wrapping around his cock but my wife’s pussy, Ana’s pussy. I knew, supposed, that he imagined my wife riding him. And for an instant I came to feel what he felt: the smell of my wife’s pussy; and I felt a strange envy, and knew that if for me it was a familiar blessing, for him it had to be something beyond the earthly: an insane veneration, an obsessive mythification, a perverse and uncontrollable adoration.

I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t leave from there. And finally some sound: he was panting. And the thong was obscenely minimal, so much so that perhaps his closed eyes saved me more than what it actually covered. And suddenly a spasm. A convulsion of his torso. And his legs opened wider. He was offering everything to her. And then he stopped. He stopped jerking off and I knew he was at the limit, that he was going to discover me. But then he swallowed, caressed his cock a little, and started again. And I understood that he wanted to give an even greater tribute, that he was forcing those sudden withdrawals to continue with her, to continue fucking my wife... and to flood her with more quantity.

My excitement grew. My cock hammered against my swimsuit. The vein in my neck hindered my breathing. And my gaze went to his panting, and then to that cock pointing at the ceiling, a swollen, manly cock, thick, dark, that seemed not to fit with his smoother, sculpted body. It was a baroque and animal roughness in contrast to a polished and barely sketched body.

And then a gasp, and his face even thrust slightly forward, but Ana’s thong didn’t reveal his face. And an “Ohh”, clean, was moaned into the air in reality, but toward my wife in his imagination. And Ana, working in her office, didn’t know that, at that moment, that kid, smelling her pussy through the silk of her underwear, was beginning to writhe, and to ejaculate, imagining he was fucking her. And I was a witness, and I was excited seeing how from Albert’s cock sprouted a thick white lash that landed on his bare, defined pectorals; I was witness to how semen came out, upward, in perfect shots, which afterward fell on those vibrating abs... And all adorned with some “Ohh!” that entailed a kind of surrendered moans... and six or seven launches and his hand was impregnated with thick white liquid, and he imagined he was filling my wife, or who knows if he imagined he was spraying her face... or her breasts... And, when I thought that impressive stream couldn’t surprise me more, and when his cock was spitting the last discharges, I was astonished to hear from his mouth a clear and furious: “...Oh... Take-that... Fuck-you...”

I moved away. Dismayed. Affected. And immediately heard the sound of movement on the bed that I could no longer see. And I walked away. And I didn’t care so much if some wood might creak. And I wondered how all that mess would be cleaned up, I wondered if my wife’s thong would finally be outraged and used to clean that irrigated abdomen, or if he would keep that silk clean, so as not to supplant and erase the pussy smell that might still subsist.

And I reached my bedroom. And I was still agitated. Disturbed, as I had never seen a body tense up like that. Muscles contracting like that; those spasms before the explosion. On Tuesday night I hadn't noticed that climax, that brutal hatching, with such clarity. And all of it always seasoned with the fact that the cause, the fetish, the craving, the desire, even the rage, had my wife as the absolute epicenter.

I didn't want to overthink the cause of the furious threat, that disturbing “take that, fuck you...” because everyone is unique and peculiar in those moments; instants when the mind flies to the deepest, sordid and immoral recesses.

I knew it. I knew what awaited me when, in front of the toilet, I exposed my member to urinate: the fluid coming from the tip of my member was thick, viscous and had smeared the white mesh of my swimsuit.

And I hadn't yet recovered when I went to the nightstand in my bedroom, and next to the coffee I found my phone, and saw that Ana had written to me. My question had been about the reason for her concern about Albert, and her response couldn't have been more straightforward, as she had simply forwarded what the boy had written to her.

There, standing by the bed, and unaware of whether Albert was already clean or if he was even planning a second assault, I read:

“If you prefer instead of writing we can send each other photos. When I have a moment I'll send you a photo of me. Of my face or whatever part of my body you want. You send whatever you want too.”

I didn't know what to say about that paragraph from Albert, when it was Ana who, probably seeing me online, wrote:

“What do you think?”

“Speechless...” I replied.

“No. Come on. Tell me,” she insisted.

And I couldn't contain myself any longer:

“Well, nothing compared to what I just saw.”

“What?” she asked anxiously.

“I just saw him jerking off with your thong on his face.”

And I could see that my wife was typing, and deleting. And I assumed that a multitude of things were going through her head.

“WHAT??? HOW??? How did you see that??? Wait, CALL ME!”

I immediately looked for her name in the call log and as soon as she picked up the phone I heard a bit of background noise, and I heard her voice, somewhat accelerated:

“Okay, tell me. Tell me about that now.”

“I saw him. But he didn't see me.”

“No fucking way...”

“Yes, I suspected it because I heard him rummaging around next door, looking for what you already know. Then I peeked into his room, and there he was, with your thong over his face and giving himself a treat.”

“Damn... I'm in shock,” she replied.

“Does it turn you on?” I suddenly asked.

“What?”

“That he's jerking off with your thong.”

“I don't know, Sergio...”

“Don't give me 'I don't know.' Tell me,” I insisted.

“I don't know. Well, yes. A little... what do you want me to say. But... with... the thong on his face, seriously? It's almost more... weird than anything else, isn't it?”

“Well... Let's just call it disturbing... Where are you?” I asked, surprised that she could talk, and about a topic like that.

“I went out for coffee. I'm heading back to the office now,” she responded, and I listened carefully and indeed you could hear the street noise and the sound of her heels hitting the ground at a brisk pace.

“Damn, Ana... what a jerk-off session the kid had... you should have seen it,” I whispered, not knowing if I wanted to provoke her or if I was just verbalizing what I felt.

“Yeah... Are you sure he didn't see you? What about Lucía? And the others?”

“No, he didn't see me.”

“Well... Anyway,” I heard on the other end of the line and heard how a door closed. “Sergio, I have to go. I'm going in now. We'll talk later,” she whispered, and she sounded rushed.

I, somewhat disappointed, as I wanted to continue talking, agreed to end the call.

And I wasn't expecting more from her for a few hours, but after rereading that forwarded message she had sent me, and after exiting that conversation, my phone announced at the top of the screen that Ana was writing to me again.

And I immediately read:

“Sergio... Holy fucking shit...!!!”

“What's wrong?” I typed nervously.

And then she sent me a photo, and I saw it right away. And I couldn't believe it. And I knew that photo, that moment was recent. Oh, I knew it well.

Albert had sent her a photo, and in it you could see his torso, his body. The posture was familiar, it was the posture I had witnessed. In the background, the half-open door through which I had slipped. It was his perspective. The perspective and the recent result of his explosion: the semen on his chest, on his abdomen, also matting his pubic hair... and my wife’s thong delicately placed on a still quite swollen cock that fell to one side.

And I heard footsteps in the hallway. Albert was leaving his cave and going down the stairs.

And I typed:

“What did he write with the photo?”

“Nothing. Just the photo,” she replied.

And she disconnected and I looked at that image again: that wide, dark cock resting after the discharge, that exposed, pinkish glans, from which a very white drop still emerged from the tip, that sculpted torso, painted with white and transparent brushstrokes, that fragile thong serving as a delicate cherry on top of that pulsating roughness.

And then, without thinking, I wrote to my wife:

“Damn, Ana. I wish it were tomorrow already... I need to fuck you.”


CHAPTER 7

Thursday, August 12.

8:48 in the evening.

The sunset at that beach bar was doing me even more good than the grilled sardines themselves. The truth was that both the place and the moment were doing everything they could to help me achieve the peace I was seeking. But it was all like a tug-of-war game where two teams pull on the same rope from opposite ends: the team of ambiance and atmosphere pulled in one direction, but the team of unfolding events and incidents pulled in the opposite direction.

One who was pulling with particular determination on the rope was my brother-in-law David, with whom I was alone at that moment, as Belén had just gone to the restroom. I glanced at him sideways as he separated the fish bones with a curious and admirable skill, since his hands were anything but delicate. Only while eating was he capable of remaining silent for a while.

And I kept turning over in my mind what I had seen Albert doing, and the photo he had sent to my wife, and I deduced that he must have returned the thong to David’s bedroom, because otherwise it would have been too revealing. And then I remembered that bluff, or joke, from my brother-in-law, about what he had done with Ana’s thong.

Knowing that Belén would return soon, although annoyed at constantly playing into his game, I decided to ask:

“Hey, David...”

“Tell me, my dear brother-in-law...” he said mockingly, without taking his eyes off his surgical operations on the sardines.

“That thing about Ana... Don’t tell me it’s serious.”

“What thing?”

“Damn... your bullshit about... using... her thong... for shady stuff.”

David smiled. He enjoyed my intrigues even more than good food.

“Mmm... Do you really think I jerk off like a monkey with my own sister-in-law’s thong?”

“I wouldn’t rule it out.”

“No, man, no. That would be disrespectful, and I respect Anita very much,” he said with a hint of sarcasm.

After saying that, he turned his face, and I followed with my eyes what his gaze was pursuing, and I saw Belén, standing by the bar, talking to a guy. Belén looked especially beautiful that day; even during the afternoon, at the beach, I had almost told her so. I thought these things should be said when felt, as the other person appreciates it; but despite how sweetly tanned she was, despite her clear gaze and her radiant smiles, I had finally decided not to say anything. In a normal summer I probably would have told her, but with the two weeks we’d been having, anything could be misinterpreted.

David returned his gaze to his plate and then again to Belén, who wasn’t flirting with that man, but she looked so relaxed in that yellow beach dress with her hair tied back, displaying a sense of comfort with herself that could be confused with flirtation.

I then decided to dig into the head of that big guy who was chewing anxiously:

“Let’s see if she’s going to prefer him to Albert for tomorrow...”

“What? Who?” he asked without looking at me.

“That she might prefer him to Albert. For tomorrow.”

David let out a strange sigh. He was taking a breath. It seemed like he was going to choke. And then he said:

“Tomorrow... Tomorrow. Tomorrow. I’ve already discussed it with Belén.”

I didn’t know whether to believe him, but I leaned back a little when I saw him put down his cutlery, knowing a confession was coming. And, indeed, he continued:

“Tomorrow... It’s just... Look. I’ll tell you directly. I’d ask you to go upstairs after dinner... Or to go out somewhere for a drink. I wouldn’t want the living room to be a pilgrimage site like it sometimes is. I need to be alone with little Albert... set up the fights... have him as a waiter... So I can explain the plan to him calmly afterward... You know.”

“I don’t think we’ll go out. Ana will be exhausted from working all week.”

“Well, then after dinner... go upstairs... and let her suck you off for a while, huh,” he said, and looked at me and then looked toward Belén who was already returning, and I somewhat cursed the fact that we were going to be three again, as I was enjoying seeing that somewhat anxious and insecure David.

My sister-in-law sat down, took a sip of her beer, and David gave her no quarter:

“So. Do you like that guy or what?”

“That one?” Belén turned her face toward him after setting down the bottle. “That one’s not a boy at all... He’s our age. But yes, he’s aging well. Did you know we dated when we were kids?”

David turned again toward the bar, clutching his knife and fork once more.

“Mmm... Doesn’t ring a bell,” he replied and wiped himself with a napkin.

“Well, yes. One of my first boyfriends. He went to my school.”

“Don’t tell me... Belén... that he was... the first man...” David emphasized each word, with a certain humor, and then made a dramatic pause... “that he was the first man who gave my wif...”

“Can you not say such outrageous things, David...?” Belén interrupted him, in a lower tone.

And then my brother-in-law looked at me and said, as if his wife weren’t present:

“I love the phrase... ‘ripping out an orgasm’” —he smiled—. “It’s so... ridiculously grandiose.”

“And evocative,” I added.

“Yes. Yes. I can picture it,” he said and turned again toward the man who, in shorts and a linen shirt, was leaning on the bar with some friends.

“Alright, enough with the vulgarities, don’t you think?” Belén said as she took another small sip, with a delicate style that reminded me of Ana.

“What vulgarities? You can’t say anything these days. Tell me, Belén,” he pronounced teasingly, and I knew this was their game, the two of them, which is why I didn’t intervene.

“What do you want...”

“When you were with this guy, did you still need to touch your clitoris to come?”

I looked away. I didn’t know whether to laugh or what to do.

“You couldn’t be more of an idiot...” she replied in another whisper, but she didn’t seem upset either; in fact, she continued to display a peculiarly sweet charm.

“My goodness, Belén,” I managed to smile. “I don’t know how you put up with this guy...” I said conspiratorially.

“No, I don’t put up with him. And I don’t take the bait because that’s exactly what he wants.”

“Yeah... yeah...” David was saying. “The thing is you can’t talk about anything anymore. In this country, you can’t say anything anymore. We all live... corseted, damn it. How boring you all are...” he shook his head.

And Belén looked at me, and I looked at her. And I felt a fleeting but intense connection with her.


CHAPTER 8

Friday, August 13. 

5:01 in the afternoon.

Sitting in the passenger seat, I was exchanging text messages with Ana. David had gone into the garden center, leaving me parked in his precious convertible, and seeing that my wife finally seemed somewhat free, I decided to take advantage of the time to write to her while I waited.

In a disorganized way, and somewhat hurriedly, we were catching up as best we could, since the night before she had gone to bed early and we hadn’t called each other. At that moment she must have gone out for coffee, as our message exchange was flowing. 

Ana was telling me that she hadn’t received any more photos from Albert, nor had he written anything to her, and I was telling her that I’d spent almost the entire day with David: at the house, on the boat, and then we’d had lunch together. 

She then complained about me “carrying on as if nothing happened with that idiot David María,” and I chose to change the subject: 

—Seriously, no more photos or anything else? 

—Nothing. And that’s better. Hey… —my wife wrote and then deleted.

—What? 

—Nothing. Nothing. 

—No, tell me —I insisted, somewhat anxious. 

—No, it’s nothing. I’m going back to work. 

—No, no… Tell me. 

—Nothing, just that… the last one who wrote something… suggestive… was me —I read her sentence adorned with a blushing face emoji. 

—Okay… okay… I get it —I responded with some satisfaction because my wife was asking me for that. 

—That’s it… And well, I’m going back to work. See you in a few hours —she said goodbye, and disconnected somewhat abruptly, without waiting for my response, but it was understandable, as she still had to finish her workday and drive more than an hour to get to the house. 

And the request she had made was clear, and I, sitting in the car, observed the enormous garden center, composed of several buildings, and doubted my ability to fulfill her request, hoping not to be interrupted by my brother-in-law. 

At first, it wasn’t easy to focus on writing a suggestive paragraph in that context, but I finally managed to concentrate, and I dedicated quite a bit of time to it, time that I had plenty of since David wasn’t returning, and I sent her a kind of fantasy that also managed to excite me. 

After spending a good while writing that enormous paragraph, I still let a couple more minutes pass, but neither did Ana connect nor did my brother-in-law appear, so I decided to get out of the car and go hurry David along; after all, an afternoon by the pool or at the beach was much more appealing than staying locked in his damn convertible and tangled up in his damn errands. 

Once inside, I even had to ask for him, though at least I gave myself the pleasure of describing him with a certain malice in order to find his whereabouts. And I found him in the furthest corner of the tools and soil section. 

—This is complete crap —I heard David mutter, once I reached him, standing in front of some bags of fertilizer and plant food. 

And I watched him there, standing, intensely focused, agreeing with himself, because for him everything was always worse than before. And I was dying of heat under that greenhouse-like structure, where there was so much light that I cursed having left my sunglasses in the car, but above all I cursed having agreed to accompany him. 

—This place is crap now —he repeated. 

—I see it the same as always —I contradicted him. 

—Well. Yes, the place is, but the product, come on. Well… the place is so much the same that… —he said and didn’t finish the sentence. Always the bait. And I was beyond falling for that trick, but I wanted to get something in return: 

—If I ask what you mean, can we leave already? —I asked, and he made a face and looked carefully at some stacked pallets. 

—That day there were no bags… This area was clear —he smiled and passed his hand, in a horizontal position, hovering over a surface that was approximately the height of a table—. Right here, but a thousand years ago. Wham-Bam. 

—Wham-bam? —I played along, half listlessly, half laughing at him inside. 

“Yes. Wham-bam. Right here on top.” 

“What are you talking about, man.” 

“Yeah, seriously. Don’t you see that hardly anyone comes back here... And it’s nice and warm... If someone comes, you hear them. It’s a perfect spot.” 

“I hope that’s not a proposition...” I replied. 

And David made another face. 

“With Belén, of course. Not with some random floozy from town. Belén was... quite sexual. Well, she still is.” 

“Ah, thanks for the information.” 

“Yeah, by the way...” he said as he rejected another bag that didn’t convince him, “I know you’re not one to close topics... but... the other night... I barely saw anything, okay. It was very dark. Just your pale ass going back and forth... Not much else.” 

I listened to him and remained silent. I knew it was inevitable that he would return to the subject. In fact, I was surprised he had taken so long. And it somewhat bothered me how he had ended up turning the incident around: from a betrayal and a dirty trick to something that seemed little more than a casual childish prank. 

“I don’t know what you and little Albert have going on,” he continued, “but you can tell me. I’m a vault.” 

“Don’t worry about it, David. But I’ll keep that in mind. If one day I want to open up... I know where to find you.” 

“That’s it. Yeah. And. Listen. If you want, after what’s going to happen with little Albert tonight... I mean, if you want, I could tell you about it, no problem. Without saying too much about Belén, of course. That would be too indiscreet.” 

“Well, we’ll see about that. Come on, shall we? Just take that one already,” I protested as the sound of a phone emanated from the pocket of his shorts, with what seemed to be several consecutive messages. 

My brother-in-law then reached for his phone, and I, in a hurry, said: 

“Who is it? Belén? She must be at the beach... like everyone else except us.” 

“Yes. It’s Belén. Indeed. She’s at the beach with some friends,” he answered while reading from his screen. 

“Well, come on then,” I urged him as he put his phone away. 

“Look, I’m going to take this crap and that’s it,” he said, finally grabbing a substrate of just five kilos. “Yes... she’s at the beach,” he whispered as we were walking back. “Afterward she’ll go to the house... shower... Wow. That shower... it’s the best...” 

I listened to him without being sure where he was going with this, but deep down I think I did know. 

“That shower...” he continued. “Well, from mid-afternoon on it’s the best... When she starts getting all clean... and nervous.” 

“Clean I can imagine... But Belén nervous...” I encouraged him, and I felt somewhat bad for doing it and for him talking about Belén that way. 

“Yes, yes. She gets nervous, believe it or not. And that turns me on like you wouldn’t believe. Plus I’ve kept her on bread and water for... I don’t know how long. But I’ve got her on punishment.” 

“Yeah... she must be climbing the walls...” I said sarcastically, and he knew of my cynicism toward his confession, but he was so absorbed in his thoughts that he didn’t seem to care; and to me, his exaggerated obsession made me think that what he was telling, those pre-nerves of hers, and that kinkiness, could actually be real. 

“Yes... Seeing her nervous because... another stud is going to wreck her is... Damn...” he said, in whispers, between the rows of plants, and I was running out of distant remarks. “And besides... tonight is going to be epic... And I think that idiot Albert... well... really turns her on. I think he... makes her pretty wild... Between you and me, okay.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” I barely responded, and we reached the checkout counter and then my pocket vibrated. 

And I saw that Ana had responded to my paragraph, but before reading exactly what she had written, I moved away a bit and reread what I had written to her: 

—I'm dying for you to arrive tonight. And do you know what's going to happen? We'll have dinner at the house, and Albert will be there... and he'll look at you in such a way... that David will forget about being a pain... He and Belén will withdraw from this kind of absurd competition, because they'll see in his eyes how turned on you make him... And he'll be hard throughout dinner. And afterward we'll go up to the bedroom with him, and everyone else will leave. Lucía will be with her friends. And then I'll fuck you. Like an animal. And he'll watch, with that look that gets you going... like he's crazy... dying to fuck you... And he'll ask permission to cum on your face again... and you... while riding me, you'll tell him: “put it in my mouth.” And you'll look at me. And I'll see the boy climb onto the bed, caress your face... brush your hair aside... incredibly nervous... and I'll see how you turn your face toward him... and how you take his cock in your mouth... And you'll keep riding me... and moaning... with that kid's dick in your mouth. And you'll feel dirtier than you've ever felt in your life. 

After reading that, I read my wife's response: 

—Wowww... My God... That's so good... Sergio... You've got me so turned on... I'm dying for you to fuck me... I'm this close to going to the bathroom to... touch myself. I'm with clients... and I'm soaking wet. I'll kill you! 


CHAPTER 9

Friday, August 13.

9:58 PM.

Sitting on the porch steps of the house, I ended the call and hung up the phone. I had just finished talking with our son, who had finished dinner at the camp. I was waiting for Ana’s imminent arrival while thinking about how little desire he seemed to have to end his stay there. Javi, like his mother, only needed a few minutes to accept or reject a person, a place, or a context, always to extremes, for better or worse; in fact, the previous summer, at another camp, we had to go pick him up, not without drama, on the second day. 

He had less than a week left there. In fact, we had already been many days without him, which was unusual, and I could feel it, and surely Ana even more so; however, having asked him if he missed us, considering how much he was enjoying himself, and being a child on the verge of adolescence, might have been somewhat masochistic. 

I then raised my gaze and noticed an unusual glow that disappeared above the fence and hedge that separated the property from the sidewalk and the road. It was such a dark reddish color that it became curiously intimidating. And I could hear background noise from the house, people, commotion, summer, and for an instant I knew that I would miss that random chaos, that absurdity without clocks or anything to do.

And to that strange nostalgia for something still present, I added that I was awaiting my wife’s arrival with an eagerness and excitement I hadn’t felt in years. But I wanted to overlap that feeling with another, so I tried to quell the excitement and sought to enjoy the happiness that came with knowing that finally it wouldn’t be a lightning visit, but that she would stay for a few days at the house.

Almost immediately I heard the sound of her car. I stood up. I took a breath. And indeed it was her, as she stopped and parked across the street. I hesitated about going out to meet her, but stayed where I was. And from there I saw her get out and then watched as she rested one hand on the car and maneuvered with her feet, and I knew she was putting on her shoes, since she had come directly from work, and in those cases, in summer, she always drove barefoot.

I knew she sensed my presence, but that it seemed ridiculous to her to wave from a distance. She was wearing a blue pantsuit with a blue shirt, slightly lighter in color. She looked hot, and no wonder, and in fact I was surprised that she had driven with her jacket on for the entire journey.

Soon she was hanging her small purse over her shoulder, dragging her trolley suitcase and pushing the squeaky metal gate that almost never had the key turned. I then descended the steps, walked until I reached her, and gave her a peck on the lips, and I felt them hot, and noticed she was somewhat flushed.

I stepped back a bit, her perfume touched me, her dark hair, which she had straightened, seemed to have more strength than ever, and then she said:

“Have you had dinner?”

“No, of course not,” I replied.

“My goodness...” she sighed, looking at me in that semi-darkness.

“What?”

“You... could have put something on, couldn’t you?”

I looked myself over: floral swim trunks and a white tank top. It was true that I wasn’t exactly presentable, but I hadn’t given it any thought, nor did I think she would care.

“Well. What do you want, Ana? It’s summer. In fact, you’re making me hot... just looking at you.”

She didn’t react to my comment. I felt she was somewhat absent. Or tense.

“The traffic is... my goodness...”

“Why? A lot of people?”

“Fine at first, but now the beach road, unbearable,” she sighed, and I took the handle of her suitcase, thinking that perhaps it wasn’t tension, but simply that she was still in civilization mode.

She then walked in front of me and touched my waist, in an affectionate gesture, but at the same time somewhat forced, and I felt something akin to a first-date sensation, or at least not one of maximum trust. We climbed the few steps to the entrance door, and as we entered, she asked me:

“Who’s here?”

“I think everyone’s here,” I replied, and she, in front of me, ran her fingers through her hair, shook it, and her heels hit the floor, and her elegant bearing was striking, especially in contrast to the parade of old T-shirts, flip-flops, and swimsuits that I had been witnessing for two weeks.

We reached the living room and I wanted to go up to the bedroom, but she preferred to leave her purse along with the suitcase there, and have dinner first.

“If I go up and start unpacking, I won’t even have dinner,” she said.

“Okay, but take off your jacket... won’t you? You’re making me hot.”

“How annoying you are about me making you hot... Enough already. I’m fine. I’ll take it off when I want to,” she protested, very seriously. And to me, more than being bothered, I found it strange.

We then arrived at the kitchen and there were Albert and David. They were dressed similarly to me. Albert was eating dinner, across from David who was only drinking from a can of beer.

They greeted each other verbally, without any fuss. One out of perennial animosity, the other probably out of nervousness and embarrassment. I wanted to see Albert’s gaze, but it didn’t happen. And then Ana said:

“Where are Lucía and Belén?”

“They’re upstairs. Looking at clothes. Lucía is going out tonight,” my brother-in-law answered.

“What do you want for dinner?” I then asked Ana.

“I don’t care. Anything,” she replied, standing beside me. Across from us, they were seated, facing each other.

“Anything including leftover pizza?” I asked, opening a box. Not caring whose it was, since everything belonged to everyone and nothing belonged to anyone.

“Sure. Yes. Aren’t you going out, Albert?” my wife asked, surprisingly.

“No. He’s not going out,” David answered. “What for, right Albertito? To hook up? He’s already with Lucía,” he said, serious, without any of his usual smirks.

I turned around. Albert looked up from his plate, and finally glanced at Ana from the corner of his eye, with that look that was beginning to emerge. Meanwhile, David, leaning back as if he owned the world, drank from his can.

“Seriously?” Ana asked. “Friday night in August... twenty years old... and you’re not going out? Go out. Don’t be silly. I mean, what are you going to do stuck here in the house?”

And then I knew my brother-in-law would look at me. And he did. And then he looked at her. And he looked at her with contempt. Not with hatred, but with disgust; perhaps more clearly and unequivocally than ever before.

“I already told you he’s not going out,” David said.

“You said that. But he hasn’t said anything,” my wife pronounced, flushed, arms crossed, turned toward them... “Doesn’t the boy have a tongue or what?” she asked.

“About the boy’s tongue, you probably know more than I do,” my brother-in-law snapped, setting his beer can down on the table with arrogance and a loud thud.


CHAPTER 10

I was about to jump in immediately. Ana was going to jump in even more immediately than me. Albert, expressionless; although it seemed impossible that he hadn’t understood the attack. But, surprisingly, the quickest was Lucía who appeared out of nowhere, and, to top it off, with unusual enthusiasm, entering the kitchen and addressing my wife with: “Hey! I didn’t know you were coming. How cool, right? How long are you staying?”

Ana, disconcerted by the assault, and unable to hide her expression of rage at what she had just heard, changed her tone as best she could:

“Yes... I still don’t know how long I’ll stay. I might get tired of it soon.”

My wife was responding, trying to connect with her little sister, but the expression had come out quite dry. And the situation was as suffocating as it was strange; like a tense poker game where suddenly someone new arrives, unaware of the wars and embarrassments at the table.

“You look so pretty, don’t you? I like the suit. Do you dress like this for work?” asked Lucía, opening the refrigerator while I was using the microwave, increasingly amazed, since uttering three sentences in a row, which might be normal for anyone else, represented in her a nearly treatable hyperactivity.

“Yes. I dress like this. Weren’t you going out? And Belén?” asked Ana, who seemed to want to gather information about everything as quickly as possible, noticing that Lucía was wearing shorts and a casual t-shirt.

“Yes, but I haven’t even had dinner yet. Belén is upstairs. Go say hi if you want. She told me she was going to stay in and read.”

“Reading?” Ana asked, suspicious, and Lucía shrugged while taking out leftover omelet covered with aluminum foil, and then sat down next to her boyfriend.

Despite the latent discomfort, my wife took a portion, already reheated, and dared to sit at the table, on the other side of Albert, and diagonally across from David, who, as soon as she sat down, provoked:

“So, Ana... you’re just getting off work now... I never understood those schedules. And especially Friday afternoons, what the hell is there to do on a Friday afternoon that can’t be done on Monday?”

“Well, maybe because I work directly with clients, who can only schedule appointments on Friday afternoons. I guess that hadn’t occurred to you.”

There was a silence. Quite long. David took another drink from a beer he thought was finished. I knew he wasn’t going to stop. And he didn’t:

“I really don’t know what you’re doing there. With a degree and a master’s and all that crap, doing a job that people without even a high school diploma do. I could make a couple of calls and get you out of that shit. I always tell you. In my company or somewhere else.”

“I don’t need you to save me from my life, David María. I’m fine. Thank you.”

“It’s not about saving you... besides...” he smiled with a throat-clearing that was almost a laugh, shaking his head, as if something outraged him. “What’s funny to me...” he continued, “is that you come here... with those clothes... without changing first... as if to tell us you have a real job.”

“Come on... you’ve gone too far... man...” I protested. The only one standing, looking at the table.

“You’re an idiot, David. You really are an idiot,” my wife said, staring at him. “And you don’t need to defend me,” she then said to me.

“I’m not defending you, but enough is enough,” I said, overlapping her voice.

And another silence. But I knew Ana was going to counterattack, and it didn’t take more than twenty seconds. So, changing interlocutors, she said:

“Hey... Well... Luci, I was telling your boyfriend to go out tonight, why doesn’t he want to?”

“I don’t know,” said Lucía, who never got involved in the adults’ arguments.

“I don’t know. I’m still deciding,” Albert finally said something.

“Why don’t you leave the kid alone, huh?” asked David. “Not everyone loves to show themselves off.”

“Can you stop...?” I protested again.

“I didn’t say anything. And on top of that, I’m offering her a real job... Besides, in my company she wouldn’t have to dress up like an aggressive executive to sell little houses to horny divorced men...”

“Well, I’m going to slap you!” my wife raised her voice, standing up, and strangely closed her jacket a bit as she rose.

“Oh my God... I’m seriously freaking out... You’re always like this... I’m going to change,” said Lucía, in a low tone, also standing up and leaving her plate on the table.

“You’re an idiot, David. Take that back. Stop messing around,” I said, and Ana was taking her plate to the counter and setting it down violently.

“Fine. I take it back. Ana, can you get me a beer? I apologize,” David continued to provoke, pretending nothing had happened, permanently leaning back. And Lucía was leaving.

Ana sat back down at the table, not wanting to run away from him, even though she had finished eating, and I opened the refrigerator, feeling the urge to throw a can at my brother-in-law’s head. But finally I grabbed a bottle of water and two glasses, then a slice of pizza, and sat at the head of the table.

The silence was thick enough to cut with a knife. I feared Ana might say something savage, but especially that David would, particularly with Albert present.

However, my wife remained silent, and David eventually stood up, grabbed a beer and sat back down in his place. After doing so, Ana poured herself a glass of water, and looked at him defiantly while drinking, as my brother-in-law held her gaze.

This was about to explode. And I knew that at the next provocation I would intervene. Whether my wife liked it or not.

Albert finished, and, in silence, politely carried his plate to the sink, and even rinsed it. Ana and David continued their staring contest. There was no way out. The next phrase, from whoever it came, would be a barb that would lead to the final explosion.

The boy was leaving, heading toward the living room, and soon the sound of the television could be heard. And I looked at my wife: she was flushed, overheated. Her lips looked imposing, and all of her, with that expression of rage, aggressive, seemed even more womanly. Her bust outlined her shirt and jacket, that jacket she didn’t want to take off. And the elegance of her blue suit contrasted with the worn t-shirt of David, who was drinking and occasionally tapping his beer can with his thumbnail, like a nervous tic, tense, like a dog about to bite.

And nobody said anything, but pulses weren’t just staying high—everything seemed like a volcano accumulating lava. And then David stood up and began walking toward the living room, not without first muttering something, something I didn’t understand, and I tensed up. And as he was walking away, Ana said:

“What did you just say, huh?”

But my brother-in-law didn’t respond and kept walking away.

“What did you say, asshole?” my wife raised her voice, and he had heard her, but he didn’t stop in his exodus toward the living room, until we lost sight of him.

I had rarely seen my wife like this.

“I could kill him. I swear I could kill him,” she whispered then, lost in thought.

And I agreed with her. David was an asshole, and in a clear and profound way. And she had every right to want to bring him to justice, to want to sabotage his plan with Albert and Belén, in revenge for having sneaked into our bedroom to spy on us. However, I thought she had made a mistake in her approach, that she had been too direct, that she should have been more cunning, more subtle. That David couldn’t be beaten in direct confrontation.

“I’d kill him too. But you won’t let me,” I finally said.

“I hate being defended, you know that.”

“Look, the best thing you can do is ignore him.”

“No, no. I’m going to screw him over,” she said defiantly, categorically.

“Screw up his plans for tonight? Well... if you asked me right now... I’d even say it’s all a hoax. That he’s still bluffing.”

“Bluffing? Belén reading upstairs? On a Friday? Those two in the living room and Lucía going out? Exactly what he said would happen is happening,” she said, convinced she was right, and again ran her fingers through her thick hair, then reached out and grabbed a takeout menu that was on the table; she folded it and began using it to fan herself.

And I listened to her and watched her, and was surprised how the tables had turned: now she was the one who believed David’s plan was absolutely real, and I was the more skeptical one.

“Well, even if that were the case... what does it matter to you, apart from ruining it and getting revenge?”

“You think that’s not enough...” she said with arrogance, without looking at me, while continuing to fan herself.

“I don’t know, Ana, you seem a bit overexcited,” I blurted out, but I truly felt it.

“Hey, you can go to hell too,” she exclaimed immediately, and then she did look at me, and I’d had enough.

“Fine. You win,” I said, and I picked up my plate, took it to the sink, and wanted to leave.

As I escaped from the kitchen, I walked behind her chair, but she didn’t even turn around. And I left her there, burning hot and as furious as I’d rarely seen her. And I reached the living room and there I saw David on one sofa and Albert on the other. And my brother-in-law was explaining to him what fights would be on that night. Indeed, everything was proceeding according to his plan. And then I said:

“Albert, can you come for a moment?”

And the boy looked at me, and soon nodded, and I knew that David was staring at me, but I didn’t want to see his look of anger or disappointment. And I began walking back, feeling Albert coming behind me.

Once in the kitchen, Ana was still in the exact same position. Sitting there. Proud. She didn’t even bother to turn around to see who was approaching. And I sat back down at the head of the table, and Albert stood near my wife, who remained unmoved; and then, wanting to prevent anyone else from hearing, I whispered:

“Albert... let’s do something... You can see the house is very tense right now. You don’t know this family, but I do. I think we need some time alone. I’m not saying it’s your fault, not at all. But... we need to calm things down here. Go out with Lucía and her friends, come back before her if you want, but get some air. Then, if you want, and if it seems good to you, when you come back, knock on our door, and we can talk a while about... that other matter that has nothing to do with this mess, what do you think?”

Albert looked at me, blushing. Extremely tense. And I could feel that he wanted to look at my wife, but didn’t dare. She was like an intimidating icon to him that couldn’t be looked at directly.

“Don’t come back too late either... if possible...” I continued. “One o’clock... Two at the latest... Does that sound like a good plan?”

“Yes... Okay...” he answered and stood there a bit frozen. And then he managed to get going, and that’s when Ana finally looked at me.

“Does that work for you?” I asked Ana once we were alone.

“I’m not going to open the door for this guy... at one in the morning... especially with David and Belén next door...” my wife said, but in a lower tone, calmer now.

And then we could hear, in the distance, Albert saying:

“David... I’m going out after all...”

And there was no audible response from my brother-in-law. Just the sound of the boy’s footsteps going upstairs. And finally there was silence. It seemed peace was slowly returning; only the television could be heard in the distance.

And I was waiting for Ana to say something. But she remained quiet. So, remembering the recent, strange and quick dinner, I finally said:

“Well... So how was it with the boy sitting next to you? He even seemed nice... after those photos he sends you...”

“He had an erection,” my wife said, with intimidating seriousness.

And I looked at her. At first I thought she was joking, but then I observed her: I could smell her perfume from where I was sitting... and she seemed so contained, yet so sexual... that I could see how the boy might have gotten hard just by being near her.

And I wanted to delve deeper into the subject. To have her tell me how she’d managed to check out that crotch among so many people, but then I heard the sound of footsteps, clumsy and heavy, and David burst into the kitchen, and we both looked at him, and, standing in the doorway, he said in a deep and defiant voice:

“Fine, very well. I don’t know why the fuck, but very well. But you’ll pay for this. Especially you,” he spat, pointing his index finger at my wife, and then turned around and also went upstairs. 


CHAPTER 11

Friday, August 13.

11:46 PM.

Albert and Lucía had left a while ago. Ana and I were still in the living room, not having gone upstairs yet; my wife hadn’t wanted to go see Belén, since David would be there, but she couldn’t understand why her sister hadn’t come down to greet her.

However, her indignation had gradually dissolved as our private party got into full swing; Ana and I were enjoying some gin and tonics, prepared with care and complicity, in a sort of intimate moment together.

“You still haven’t acknowledged my achievement in ruining your dear David’s plan...” I whispered to her from the same sofa where she sat, while we both relaxed, enjoying our second drink.

“Yeah... Well... Did you see how he threatened me? And with that damn finger... He can stick that finger you-know-where,” my wife said, showing anger, but essentially much calmer and more docile than she had been earlier. We were conspiring, illuminated only by a floor lamp in the living room, in an intrafamily war; and we had no doubt that similar accusations were being made upstairs.

“Hard to miss that finger...” I said, referring to the size of my brother-in-law’s large hands. “But anyway, I think we can ignore David and Belén for now and focus on...”

“On Albert... right?” she interrupted, feigning some indignation.

“Yes,” I said, and took a drink.

“What about him? I already told you I’m not opening the door for him, okay? You can open it if you want and tell him to go to bed. With those two next door, I don’t even want him coming in.”

I observed her. And she really did seem firm in what she was saying. Seated at one end of the sofa, she rested her elbow on the top of the backrest, with one leg bent and the other touching the floor. We faced each other. The indirect light was warm, cozy. And it still felt strange to me that she was there, as it disrupted the entire balance. Plus, I looked at her high heels, when I’d only seen flip-flops there before, her suit pants, where I’d only seen worn shorts or swimsuits, and it accentuated the feeling that she didn’t fit in.

“Or are you not even going to open it?” she asked.

“What?”

“When he knocks on our door. Are you going to open it to send him to bed or not even that?”

“If I send him to bed, you and I both know what he’ll do there,” I said, and Ana drank, looking at me intently, enigmatically. “Which... by the way... I don’t know if he returned your thong to Belén and David’s room or what he did with it.”

“Well... look, he can have it or we can. But the thought of it being in David María’s bedroom makes my skin crawl,” she whispered. “And speaking of that... about the thong set... let’s say that day. Well, never mind, it’s a surprise.”

“What? What is?” I asked.

“Nothing. You’ll see. Let’s just say it wasn’t just that... set. See? Those are the things that... maybe I am glad to have... changed, or improved. But the thing with the boy is too much. It was crazy and that’s it. Don’t you think?”

“I don’t know, Ana. You say something different every day.”

“Nooo... why do you say that?” she said, in a tone that came out somewhat childish.

I then placed my glass on the coffee table. And I leaned toward her. And she neither backed away nor reclined. Instead, she kept her torso firm, and first I smelled her perfume, then I felt her, and then I planted a loud kiss on her warm cheek, and then I felt her cold, moist lips with mine, wet from her drink, and I wanted the kiss to linger, and her mouth opened, and she gave me her tongue, and I held her by the waist and we closed our eyes. In a deep kiss. Needed and necessary. And, while kissing her, I thought about that thong, and that photo... and I got even more excited than from the kiss itself.

I finally pulled away. We looked at each other intently. There was something illegitimate or forbidden, not in kissing there, but in doing it that way; with that contained lust, anything but marital, with David and Belén in their bedroom upstairs. And I thought about grabbing my phone to relive the visual impact of that photo of my wife’s thong, resting on Albert’s swollen cock.

I looked around and honestly couldn’t remember where I’d left my phone.

“What are you looking for?” she asked.

“My phone.”

“What do you want it for?” she said, and took another sip, and I saw her purse on her suitcase, and thought that, for my purpose, hers would work too.

“Is yours in your purse?” I asked.

“My phone? Yes.”

And after hearing her affirmation, I stood up and went toward it.

“Why do you want mine too, now?” she asked.

And I reached her dark purse, opened the zipper, took out her phone... and... I was surprised by what I saw on the screen.

And I told her:

“Albert has texted you.”

“What are you saying? Just now?” she was surprised, apparently even more than I was.

“Yes, not long ago,” I answered, and we continued speaking in whispers.

“Let me see. Seriously. What does he say?”

And I unlocked her phone and read:

“I’m really glad that tonight we’re finally going to talk about it.”

“Seriously?” she asked, agitated, but in a low tone.

And I returned to the sofa, while entering the chat, and then I saw that photo. The photo of the thong on his impressive cock. The photo that also contained that white discharge on his young abdomen.

“Let me see. What are you looking at...”

“Damn, what a photo...” I sighed, playfully, somewhat loosened by the alcohol, as I handed her the phone.

“Yeah. He’s really crazy,” she said, and read Albert’s phrase that I had pronounced.

“What are you going to reply?” I asked.

“Me? Nothing. Shit!” she exclaimed then, in another whisper.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“He must have seen me online. And now he’s writing to me.”

I picked up my glass. Took another sip. I watched her as I drank. She, blushing, still wearing her jacket, which bothered me but I wasn’t going to mention again, looked at her screen. And suddenly I saw how her eyes opened enormously, showing astonishment.

“My God...” she whispered.

“What?” I asked, and she turned her hand so I could read from her screen.

And I read:

“I’m a bit drunk already, okay? Don’t hold it against me. Ha, ha. But I don’t know if you want to talk or repeat what happened the other night and we could talk afterward.”

And I saw how after his message there were some emojis of an arm flexing muscle, which confused me even more.

“Damn...” I sighed, and drank again.

“Pfff. What should we do?” she asked and put the phone aside.

“Let me see that,” I answered and took her phone.

“Don’t write anything to him, okay? I’ll kill you.”

“No... No,” I said, and again the first thing visible, and what made an impact, was the photo. “Damn... Mother of God. What turned you on more? This photo or the paragraph I sent you this afternoon?”

“I never said that photo... turned me on.”

“Right...” I smiled.

“What? Silly.”

“Nothing. Nothing.”

And I looked at her, and looked at the photo again. And it excited me. And I looked back at my wife: her hair covered part of her face. Her lower lip seemed more suggestive than ever. The curve of her bust looked more imposing than ever. She was especially attractive, but for some reason I didn’t want to tell her.

“What’s wrong? Why are you looking at me?” she asked.

“Nothing. By the way... About the surprise...” I said, changing the subject, not wanting to reveal my excitement.

“Yes... What about it?”

“Let’s go upstairs and you can show it to me, or give it to me... Or whatever.”

“Well... It’s not a surprise to give you... with those two in the bedroom next door.”

“No? Well, here then,” I said seriously.

“Mmm... I don’t know,” she hesitated. “You see... it’s a bit... I don’t know. And there’s too much light here.”

I got off the sofa then, and turned off the lamp. And I was surprised that so much whitish, almost bluish light came in through the windows, illuminating us. Perhaps the light from the porch, combined with the streetlights.

“There. Is that good enough or not?” I asked.

“Uff. Let’s see. It’s just that I’m embarrassed. It’s very... Maybe you won’t even like it.”

“Come on, Ana. Don’t play hard to get. I don’t understand all this hesitation,” I said, and returned to the sofa.

“Okay. Fine. But don't comment on anything, okay? If you think it's too much... or ridiculous. Keep it to yourself. Or just tell me you don't like it and that's it. No big deal.”

“So don't rub it in if I don't like it.”

“Exactly,” she smiled nervously.

And there was silence. And she drank. And I drank. And I looked at her, but she didn't look at me.

“But wait, what is it? Is it a thing...? A proposition?”

“An indecent one...” she smiled again, blushing. “I don't know... How should we do this? Maybe sit across from me.”

“Here, let me,” I said and took her glass, and along with mine and her phone, placed everything in a corner of the coffee table, which I moved slightly away from the sofa. And, following her suggestion, I sat on the table itself, so that we were completely facing each other.

“Okay. No smart remarks, okay? This is embarrassing enough as it is...” she whispered, and brought her hands to her jacket to take it off.


CHAPTER 12

She didn’t stand up, but maneuvered while sitting. She removed her jacket and placed it carefully beside her. And I could see something strange happening, there was a movement under her delicate blouse, her breasts moving with a certain freedom, though not completely unrestrained.

Once she finished her operation, she blushed slightly, and I tried to guess what could be that thing she had defined as something she was “glad to have changed or improved.”

“What... already?” my wife whispered, on her sofa, leaning back slightly, facing me.

And I observed her and could see that the silhouette of her breasts marked the blouse and her nipples were also visibly pointing through the fabric; therefore I could deduce there was no bra underneath, yet somehow it gave the impression there was.

“Well... Something doesn’t add up...” I said.

“No?” she sighed.

“No.”

“Let’s see...” she sighed again. “If it’s too crazy, don’t overreact...” she whispered and brought her hands to the buttons of her blouse.

“I won’t... Relax,” I replied, and she partially hid her face behind her bangs as she unbuttoned the first button, and the sensation of her breasts being released was clear, yet at the same time a bit of blue bra stitching became visible.

And two, three, and up to four buttons, and I didn’t know what was happening, until she finished opening them all, and then I said to her:

“Let me see. Look at me.”

And she took a breath. And she knew what came next, that she couldn’t just stay like that, without opening the blouse completely. And I focused on her gaze, and her light makeup, and her eye shadow, which also didn’t match the casual nature of the house. And there was elegance in her pants, in her shoes and in her blouse, but I had the feeling that something, or everything, was about to change. And then she complied: she opened her blouse, while letting out a small sigh. She was giving herself, offering herself, and I felt the frontal impression of her breasts, surrounded by the bra’s stitching; there were straps, but no cups, her breasts exposed freely, surrounded by a kind of hollow bra, in such a way that her breasts came out more prominently, forward; and her extensive areolas, and her hard nipples, crowned them with clarity and impact.

“Damn... Ana...” I sighed and remained dazzled by that image, where time seemed to stop. The picture was pristine, yet at the same time crude. It wasn’t incitement, but bluntness, pure; exaggerated attributes presented in an even more excessive way than if the nudity were total, as the few seams that were there lifted and separated her breasts in an excessive manner.

“What...?” she responded, doubtful and distrustful of my verdict.

“Where did you buy that? I didn’t even know it existed...” I whispered, and she covered herself a little.

“Well... at the same place. A normal lingerie store... Don’t think...”

“Don’t cover yourself...” I protested without thinking, and I began to notice an erection already pounding against my swimsuit.

She opened her blouse again, and the impact returned, an impact she had to see in my gaze; and there was still some embarrassment, but I knew it could lead to a burst of arrogance, so I, affected, didn’t want to admire her excessively either, as I had a love-hate relationship with her occasional outbursts of vanity.

“Well...” she sighed and leaned back, allowing me a full view.

“What...”

“It’s an open cup bra, apparently,” she said, with feigned naturalness, when the truth was that it was impossible to maintain a conversation with that image before me.

“More like a non-existent cup,” I clarified, and my member bounced inside my swimsuit.

“And don’t you think it’s very...?”

“Very what?”

“Well, you know... Very... You know... Very... slutty,” she said, exaggerating a shyness that no longer seemed genuine to me.

I swallowed. I exhaled through my nose. I felt a certain discomfort, despite her being my wife. On the contrary, she seemed increasingly comfortable and confident.

“Well... It depends on where you wear it. Depends on the place...” I answered.

“I put it on at the rest area, on our way here,” she said, and I then understood her driving with the jacket on, the heat she had endured, and then my mind went back to a couple of minutes ago, and I remembered the moment when she had taken off her jacket but hadn’t yet opened her blouse: the free dance of her breasts, her nipples piercing through the silk of the blue blouse, and I understood why she had worn her jacket during dinner.

“And does it serve its purpose?” I asked, and I wanted to pretend, but it was leaving me breathless. It was practically impossible not to take off my swimsuit, not to free myself, not to attack her. Her breasts were so unbearably striking and attractive that it was destroying me.

“What purpose?”

“Well, its purpose. For you and for me.”

“For me? Why?” she asked somewhat haughtily.

“Well...” I said, and stood up. Facing her. And I let my member press against my swimsuit. And let her see it. “Well, for you... driving here... knowing you’re dressed like that... And... during dinner... with Albert next to you... feeling the shirt against your breasts... You knowing, and only you, that you’re wearing a bra that’s... well, like you said, slutty, and nobody else knows...”

Ana stared at me intently. But she didn’t say anything. Her gaze, inflamed, now showed very little embarrassment and much more satisfaction with what she was displaying.

“Are you going to deny it?” I insisted.

“What do you want me to say...” she provoked, again somewhat cocky, and she adjusted her hair, and with her movement, her breasts swayed slightly, surrounded by that blue trim that only made everything seem bigger, more colossal and more unusually obscene.

“Tell me whatever you want,” I said, and, overwhelmed by her, by what I was seeing, I took off my shirt, which made the bulge in my swimsuit even more noticeable.

And she didn’t hold back from looking at that silhouette, and said:

“Well... if you want I’ll tell you that I was turned on in the car... feeling the shirt on my nipples... on my tits... and that... walking toward the house I felt... as if I were naked... and that... during dinner... I felt... I felt like you all knew... And, in fact, that bastard David, I think he noticed. At least he looked at me a couple of times... Right there... and...”

“The bastard probably thought you weren’t wearing anything,” I interrupted.

“Probably,” she answered.

“I wish Albert had noticed.”

“Yeah... Well. So you like it,” she changed the subject, serious, and looked again at that bulge between my legs. And I nodded, without further fanfare, knowing that she would then seek greater recognition.

“Can you tell... If I do this, right?” she said then, covering one breast with her shirt, and leaving the other exposed.

“If you can see the nipple?” I asked, almost distant, trying not to get worked up, observing the obvious protrusion of her erect nipple creating a brutal bulge under the blue silk.

“Yes.”

“Well, a little. If you look closely, yes,” I replied, and then my member twitched again. And my psychological battle was going one way, but my body was going another. And I was about to surrender.

And then she uncovered herself again. Again her two breasts pointing at me, surrounded by those blue straps that covered nothing, only defined and made everything thrust forward abusively.

“One day we’ll go out to dinner with this... If you want...” she provoked again.

“So you can feel your tits against the shirt... and get turned on...?” I responded with a question.

“Or so you can spend dinner with a hard-on. Like you are now,” she shot back, and shook her neck and hair again, and again that dance. And I couldn’t take it anymore... And I brought my hands to my swimsuit. And pulled it down. Almost to my knees. And my cock emerged swollen, and wet, with a long thread of pre-cum... hanging. And she looked at my face. And I felt as excited as I felt strange in that battle. And then I gave in, not because of my nudity, as my state was obvious, but because, surrendered, eager, anxious, I whispered:

“Fuck, Ana... Touch them... Touch your tits...”

And I brought a hand to my member, and felt the heat, the thickness... And she, pretending impassivity, said:

“What if someone comes?”

“You know we can hear the stairs. We’d have plenty of time to cover up.”

And then my wife straightened her torso a bit, and with her body erect she moved her neck, and her hair waved; then she turned her face to one side, brought her hands to her breasts, caressed them gently, and then held them, with no intention of covering them completely, and whispered:

“Like this... is this good enough?”

And I nodded. And I stared at her. And she ran her fingertips over her breasts. In feminine, soft caresses, like no man could even try to evoke. And I shook my member once, letting the thread of pre-cum swing, and completely exposed my glans, and said to her:

“Seriously, Ana... You look such a... slut... I’ve never seen you like this. I wish this was being seen by...”

“Who?” she interrupted.

And I, stroking myself, watching how she caressed her breasts tenderly, with her head tilted, fixing her gaze on me, whispered what she had been wanting to hear for minutes:

“You know who. I wish that kid was here and could see the absolute slut I’m seeing right now.”


CHAPTER 13

I noticed, ever so slightly, an agitation in her body, in her eyes, in a caress on her breasts that became a little less gentle. And I was glad she showed that reaction. Because, as exciting as her surprise was, we weren’t there, in that state, because of that obscene bra. No. The reason, the trigger, was that boy and those two weeks.

That’s why I didn’t agree that the change, or the progress, was positive and possible simply because of lingerie or a more or less suggestive, erotic or crude bra. But I wasn’t going to tell her that. At least not directly.

Standing in front of my wife, I held my cock, which confronted her horizontally. And, in my right hand, I felt it especially hot and especially thick, as it only appeared in extraordinary situations. And I wasn’t ashamed to notice in myself a certain immodesty; perhaps I didn’t feel pride for what I was offering, as my wife did, but I wasn’t intimidated at all. And that was also because I considered that she was cheating, that I could only offer full nudity and a hard cock. A decent body and a swollen member. She, on the other hand, relied on more paraphernalia: her eye shadow, her earrings, her high heels, her elegant pants, her open shirt… her perverse bra, which both was and wasn’t, surrounded and enhanced everything, like an exaggerated wrapper, to the essence; to that dark, thick hair, to those full lips, to that lascivious gaze and to those exaggerated breasts that jutted forward, fell slightly and pointed up with sublimity.

Her tilted face. Her hair falling down one side of her torso. Her gaze at my cock and then back to my face. Her hands tenderly caressing her breasts. Hiding and showing, showing and hiding, areola and nipple, in long, almost circular motions. My hand rocking in a slow stroke, feeling the thickness, the heat and the burning torrent that hardened it. And both of us illuminated by a bluish light, at an untimely and indeterminate hour. I could feel my own breath when I exhaled from the pleasure of my hand and from what I was seeing; a heavy breath, with an aftertaste of gin, and also a certain dizziness, like a premature hangover.

And I knew it. I sensed it. I knew she wasn’t going to let me even tie. And, as soon as she saw in the agitation of my hand, and in the firmness of my gaze, an ego that could overtake her, she emitted a little purr, perhaps overacted, and stopped caressing her breasts, and looked at me, and I knew something was going to happen, and I stopped my stroking, and she sat up more, and then lowered her face, caressed one of her tits again and then stuck out her tongue… raised her breast toward herself… and reached her nipple with her tongue… and soon she was drawing circles with it on her own nipple…

… and she raised her tit to her mouth with diligence and femininity, showing me that I couldn’t compete with that eroticism, superior in itself because she was a woman, even more superior because she was her. And she offered me that excess, for the first time, as if she had saved that secret, that capability, for an especially significant moment. And then, not content with that, she let saliva flow, in a thick thread… and poured a sort of whitish foam onto the areola… that soaked everything. And then, still holding her tit, and with the areola soaked and the nipple hard, she looked at me, with one tit falling normally and the other raised, and she narrowed her eyes… and I knew she was going to say something… when then I felt and heard a vibration, beside me, and I made the mistake, by pure reflex, of looking away from my wife. And I immediately saw that Ana’s phone screen was lit up.

And I picked up that phone, while I heard:

“Is it… him?”

“Do you want it to be?” I asked, as I read a notification that had nothing to do with Albert.

And I looked back at my wife. And she was no longer spitting on her tit, nor holding it. But the wetness was still there. One breast wet and the other dry. And she didn’t answer my question, as if she didn’t care.

“No. It’s not him,” I finally whispered.

“Well, come on… put the phone down,” she said.

“Why? Are you in a hurry? What do you want to do?” I asked, as I was aware of the risk involved in doing what we were doing there, while I entered the messages to make sure Albert hadn’t written anything else. And then I accessed my conversation with her and saw that huge paragraph I had sent her a few hours earlier.

“I don’t know… but put it down…” she responded, choked up, sitting, facing me, looking up.

And I, standing, with my hard cock almost at the level of her face, smiled, and read aloud:

“And you’ll keep riding me… and moaning… with that kid’s cock in your mouth. And you’ll feel dirtier than you’ve ever felt in your life. Did you like that part?” I provoked, reading my text.

And she didn’t respond, and then I took half a step toward her, and my cock was almost in contact with her face.

“Did you like it or not?” I insisted.

“What a… bastard…” she whispered, again looking up, with my member almost touching her lips.

She understood my proposal, but didn’t act.

“How would you do it, huh?” I continued.

“Would you like me to do it?” she counterattacked.

“Well, that doesn’t matter now. Seriously. How would you do it?”

And she gave a small smile. She shook her head slightly. And she looked at me. She looked at me so that I could see the precise moment when she closed her eyes. And she took a breath, as if concentrating. And we both knew that, from that exact moment, what was pointing at her face, that thick mast wet at the tip, wasn’t mine, but Albert’s. And, intentionally or not, she humiliated me. She humiliated me when she stuck out her tongue and licked the shaft in one long stroke. She humiliated me when she caressed my balls and gathered them carefully, imagining they were his... And above all, she humiliated me when she rubbed the cock against her face, affectionate, devoted, grateful... And, when I thought the degradation couldn’t be more merciless, she grabbed my member, lifted it, kissed the tip, let saliva drip, caressed herself and then squeezed one breast with her other hand, and took the cock into her mouth... And she whimpered... docile, meek, on that young cock, in painful gratitude... And then she pulled away, and the amount of saliva was flagrant, and two watery bridges connected her mouth to my glans, and my cock seemed ready to explode, and then she swallowed it again, and squeezed her breast harder, and moaned again, in a short “MM-M!” muffled by my member, as if she was almost capable of coming just from doing that. And I felt pleasure, heat and lust, but at the same time a certain animosity and rejection for what she was doing. 

And her head moved back and forth, in slow, long, exaggerated motions. And I, with that mixture of sensations, couldn’t help but gasp:

“You really want him, huh...”

And she continued, as if she couldn’t hear me, squeezing her breast and sucking my cock, and whimpering on it, and soaking it, not caring how much saliva fell from the corner of her lips.

“You feel like a slut... imagining you’re sucking his...” I insisted, remembering the exact word from my text, and I brought one of my hands to her head and slid my fingers through her dark hair. And she continued.

“Tell me... Come on...” I continued, and she then stopped the movement of her head. And I looked down. And she opened her eyes. Still with my cock in her mouth. And she nodded. She nodded with her head, with my cock in her mouth and her eyes open. And both her hands were then clutching her breasts. 

And I, shocked by her confession, continued: 

“Would you suck his like this, then?” 

And she, again, with my cock in her mouth, nodded, twice, with her head, up and down. And I was so aroused that I felt I could explode at any moment. And I caressed her face. And then she pulled back a little, and freed her mouth, and wiped her lips, and then brought one of her hands to the button of her suit pants.

“Are you going to touch yourself?” I asked, as she lowered the zipper. “Are you going to touch yourself or do you want me to fuck you?”

And she, with her pants slightly open and with bluish panties now visible, looked toward the window, somewhat timid, and whispered:

“We can’t do it here... Sergio.”

And then her phone lit up in my hand, and I looked at the screen, and I told her:

“It’s Albert.”

“Come on...” she protested.

And then I read:

“I’m on my way now.”

“Come on, Sergio. Seriously?”

“Yes,” I replied, and I wasn’t lying. “What should I tell him?” I asked.

And my wife was closing her shirt a little. And wiping her lips a bit more. And fixing her hair. Extremely flushed. And she wasn’t responding. But I could feel her burning. And then I whispered:

“Imagine if he comes... here... and sees us fucking...”

And Ana still didn’t reply. And then I sat down beside her. I moved the hair from her neck and kissed her there. And she shuddered, in a docile spasm. And then I pulled her shirt aside a little, and finally caressed one of those breasts that fell enormously through the gap of the ineffective bra, and I felt its touch, soft yet firm. And I turned her face. And I kissed her. And I tasted my own precum in my mouth and our tongues played while I gently caressed her breast and while she filled me and grabbed my member with strength and diligence. And the kiss was slow but also electric. And her breast was lustful but also tender. And the kiss ended, and I whispered:

“What if I write to him to be silent, and to come to the living room without turning on any lights. And not to make noise. Not to touch or say anything. Just to watch and stay quiet...” 

“You’re... crazy... And if one of them comes down...” 

“We’d hear it. We’d have time to stop.”

“I don’t know... Sergio.”

“Come on. Turn around...” I rushed, releasing her breast, but she kept her hand on my member, gripping it in a strangely affectionate way. 

“No...” she sighed. 

“Then let’s go upstairs...” 

“No... Not with them next door. We can’t today, Sergio...”

“Damn it... Ana... I can’t take it anymore.” 

“Well...” she hesitated. “Stand like before. You can finish... and that’s it.” 

I stood up then. Back in the position we had been in almost the whole time: her sitting and me standing, with my member pointing at her face. But what she had proposed felt like a favor to me. And I didn’t want that. In fact, I almost craved her explosion more than my own.

And I whispered to her:

“Touch yourself. Touch your pussy as if he were watching you.”

My wife then leaned back a little, supporting herself with one hand on the sofa, and moved the other forward, to her abdomen, letting it slide downward, slipping inside her panties.

And she looked at me. But she couldn’t imagine what I was asking with her eyes open. So she closed them. Sitting, with her legs slightly apart, straining against her pants and panties, she slid her middle and ring fingers along some part of her pussy that I couldn’t see exactly. And she parted her lips, and soon she was moving her hand down there, and her breasts shook slightly from the movement of her hand and arm, and her jaw danced a little; it was pure pleasure, intimidating yet feminine, and soon she moaned an impressive “Ah-hh...” that came out clear and clean.

“That’s it... Imagine him seeing you like this...” I encouraged, and grabbed my member, and then she did something that killed me, which was that while she continued with that heart-stopping masturbation, while she kept moving her fingers, her elbow, her torso, and after another “Ahhh...!” somewhat longer, she moved her face forward. Yes, it hurt and excited me, but my wife, gone, hungry, with her eyes closed, sitting there, pleasuring herself and imagining Albert watching her, brought her mouth forward, searching for me, using me, so that my cock would be his. And I couldn’t even react, I simply let her search for it and find it, and as soon as she felt it on her lips, she took it into her mouth, and emitted a muffled and grateful “Mmm!” and her whole body moved further forward, sitting on the edge of the sofa. And her hand rubbed faster, and her head moved back and forth, and more “Mmmm!” while she sucked, so involved that a surprising “Damn, Ana...” came out of me, but she didn’t react. She continued, back and forth, and her torso, her tits, swayed, and her elbow shook and her fingertips traced rhythmic, fast and insistent circles... and the “Mmm!”, “Mmm!” sounded desperate. And she continued, didn’t stop, destroying me, destroying herself. Everything had changed. As if feeling her pussy had made her discover that she could no longer deny or control it. And I felt so much wetness on my cock and such vehement assault from her tongue that I feared everything would end soon. And then I whispered:

“Ana... I’m going to write to him to come... and watch... in silence... Okay?”

And then my wife stopped that assault on her pussy, those moans on my member, and that coming and going of her entire body. And she pulled away, and offered me the sight of her breasts, both wet from what she had spilled without my noticing. And I had never seen her like this, with her hair matted, her shirt open, her tits bulging out between those blue straps. But the most flagrant thing was her gaze, as if she wasn’t there and at the same time as if she was there more than ever. And then she came close again. She stuck out her tongue. She licked my cock. From bottom to top... And then she took it in her mouth. Just the tip...

...and, with her eyes open, looking up... with the tip of my cock in her mouth... and with glassy eyes, almost shedding a tear from the pleasure and the most brutal lust I had ever seen... She nodded.


CHAPTER 14

After that affirmation, I brought my free hand to her face, and then to her hair. And she kept looking at me, with my cock in her mouth. And then I moved my hip backward. Freeing my member, which emerged shiny, soaking wet, and showing a grateful delight for that excess from my wife; and I myself cut with two fingers a thread mixing precum and saliva that still connected my member to her mouth. And I whispered:

—I’m going to write to him…

And I watched out of the corner of my eye how my wife reclined, surrendering, acknowledging that she couldn’t take it anymore, that she wouldn’t be satisfied now with a normal orgasm between us. And I could barely manage to type on her phone, with the instructions for the boy.

After sending the message, I looked toward the window, and moved a couple of meters in that direction, completely naked, with my member bouncing with each step. And once in front of the large window, I looked from inside out, and observed the night, vaguely illuminated by the entrance light, and then I pulled the curtain aside a bit, and afterward slightly opened the sliding window, so I could hear the gate when he entered, and perhaps even his footsteps on the tiles that formed a path connecting the garden to the house.

Then I returned to the sofa. To Ana. And I felt a slight breeze coming through the opening I had made, and I appreciated that ventilation that stirred a heavy air, which had even a guilty thickness, and it was impossible that it smelled like sex, but to me it seemed so.

Standing, again between her separated legs. And I looked down, and saw her there, reclined, sweaty, with her shirt pulled aside, her breasts swollen and her pants zipper down. And she looked at me, and I saw blushing for the first time in a long time. And then I checked her phone, which was still in my hand.

—He’s already read it. He’s typing —I whispered.

—Already? And what… does he say? —she asked and sighed, extremely hot, and began to roll up the cuffs of her shirt.

—Well… he says… simply: “Ok. Coming.”

—Fuck… —she gasped, to herself. Distressed.

—How do you want to… receive him? —I asked, feigning confidence.

—We’re crazy, Sergio. I don’t know…

And I looked down and saw her, so exposed, and extended my hand, and touched her face, and my hand trembled, betraying me. And I didn’t want to reveal myself, so I withdrew it, and checked my member, and held it by the base. And I pulled more skin back; it was still rock hard, but even so I felt the need to touch myself, and I masturbated a little, just a few strokes. My knees in contact with the sofa, completely leaning over her… and soon a stalactite of precum was hanging, and, if released, would fall on her belly, or perhaps on her partially exposed panties, and she then caressed one of my thighs, nervous, in erratic touches, and whispered:

—I’ve never… seen it like this before.

And I looked at her, and saw that her eyes were pointing at my swollen cock, and I replied:

—Neither have I…

And then it could be heard, clearly, and with the sound entering through the partially open window, the unmistakable squeak of the gate.

—No fucking way… Already? —my wife whispered.

—Act as if he weren’t here —I replied.

And then I continued with my slow masturbation, and she abandoned the caresses on my thigh and covered her breasts a bit with her shirt, and you could notice the increase in her temperature, her embarrassment, her tension, in her cheeks, which suddenly were two pink beacons that stood out against her shirt, pants and the bluish glow that enveloped everything.

And the boy’s attempt at stealth could be heard, opening the front door.

—What if it’s Lucía? —Ana whispered.

—Lucía wouldn’t enter like that… —I replied.

And it was true. The care was notorious. Exaggerated. You could hear how he closed the door trying to avoid the click of the latch. He only had to advance a couple of meters, turn, and he would find himself with the living room, with us… with me, masturbating practically on top of Ana, who, with her legs apart, her heels dug into the floor and her shirt partially open, didn’t know where to place her hands.

—Oh God… —my wife lamented, choked, in an almost inaudible whisper, and she placed her hair behind her ear; reclined, in front of me. And I kept masturbating, slowly. And you could hear someone placing their shoes at the entrance. And then footsteps, minimal, subtle, of bare feet… At any moment he would see us. And I had decided that I would look just enough to know it was him and to locate him.

And then Ana lowered her hands, down her belly, in search of her sex. Brave, joining me in the idea that he would see both of us doing the same thing: touching ourselves. And I felt how he entered the living room, into our field of vision, at the exact moment when my wife reached her pussy with her fingers, slightly arched her back, and emitted a pleasurable and almost inaudible: “Uff…”

And I looked fleetingly, and there he was, in navy blue shorts and a yellow t-shirt, with his golden hair and blue eyes. Diagonally across from the sofa, he observed, fixedly, no more than four strides away, Ana. He was looking at her, with that frightened and at the same time terrifyingly impure gaze, at my wife, who was subtly masturbating, looking at me, with her breasts slightly covered but equally excessive. And I wanted her to look at him. To look at that boy who obeyed and perfectly fulfilled what I had ordered him to do.

Albert's gaze had been etched into my retina. This time there had been no transition. He had stumbled upon my wife like this, and his look of shock, admiration, and almost madness hadn't disappointed. And it was only a matter of time before Ana turned her face and saw him too.

And then she narrowed her eyes, and looked at me more intently, while she continued masturbating, while demanding from her blue panties that shifted over her hands, and while her breasts danced from the agitation of her entire body. And I knew that strange look, directed at me, contained a kind of farewell. And then, it happened. She stopped her hands, stopped her fingers. Stopped her movement. And she gave herself the pleasure, the satisfaction. A pleasure and satisfaction that transcended the physical. Something even more pleasurable than calming herself. She turned her face, finally, toward him. And then she must have seen that sickly amazement, that oppressive mythification. And she didn’t show any expression, but moved her hands, with calm and care toward her shirt, and caressed her breasts, over it, minimally, barely touching herself, with her fingertips, over the blue silk, while looking at him. And she stayed like that for a few seconds, while I continued masturbating in front of her. And then, calmly, she opened her shirt, first one side, then the other, like opening two windows, and showed, showed him, looking at him, that deceptive bra, those straps that surrounded her breasts, those hard and wet nipples… and I sighed to myself an anguished: “bitch…”, because, despite not showing it outwardly, I knew how she was enjoying herself and fulfilling her arrogance and conceit. How she silently enjoyed seeing in the boy’s gaze his eagerness, his unhealthy guilt, and his almost uncontrollable instinct.

And then she grabbed her breasts, gently. While looking at him. And I could hear sounds from one side: the unmistakable sound of a zipper. And I looked again briefly, and saw how Albert, trembling with desire and almost with tears in his eyes, was maneuvering to release, as best he could and with great difficulty, a thick, semi-swollen, dark cock.

And I. Completely overwhelmed. Whispered:

“I’m going to fuck you, Ana…”

And my wife, caressing her breasts, calmly, for him, not for me, looked at me, and said:

“No… Sergio.”

And then, holding the base of my cock with one hand and masturbating with the other, feeling no shame for the roughness of my jerking, I insisted:

“Come on… Take off your pants… I’m going to fuck you…”

“No… Someone might come down,” my wife resisted.

And we were talking as if we were alone. And I could sense that Albert was also masturbating.

“It’s late, Ana… No one’s coming down.”

And suddenly something alerted me. A sound. And I got scared. I got enormously scared during the two or three seconds it took me to understand that the sound was coming from Albert’s belt buckle. And I looked toward him. And I saw that look, and especially how he was jerking off, frenetically, at a very high pace, with his mouth half-open, always looking at my wife. And I watched him, and he seemed like a contained beast, about to pounce, about to free himself, and he even seemed to doubt with each stroke whether to come closer.

And I continued masturbating, and looked at his cock, wide, purplish, wrinkled, veiny, which again didn’t match his lean body… and I suddenly felt, by surprise, in my member, a spasm, an electricity… but I didn’t stop. I knew I would explode, but I didn’t stop, and I moaned, to Ana:

“I’m… coming.”

“Then come,” my wife responded, as if it were nothing, and she opened her shirt more and pushed aside the hair that was spread over the back of the sofa. And then she looked at Albert. At his eyes. At his cock.

“Fuck…” I gasped, ecstatic and somewhat indignant.

“But don’t stain the sofa, okay,” she whispered, haughtily.

“Sh… Sh-ut up…” I protested and accelerated my strokes on my member even more, and I could hear the tinkling of Albert’s belt buckle from his jerking, and we both masturbated, admiring her, and she did nothing, just showing herself, just showing her morbid gaze, her gesture, her face, her lips and those large breasts and those areolas and nipples grandly crowning her torso, and protruding between those taut straps. And she didn’t emit any emotion, but her comfort was almost tangible, and then I felt another impulse, more intense, and I felt the pleasure, coming, about to bloom in my member, and she then, always looking at him, brought her hands to her breasts, and pressed them together, pressed them together with her hands just a second before I exploded, as if she knew, as if she knew it even before and better than I did. And I stopped my jerking, completely, and gasped a long “Ohh-hh!” that announced my inevitable discharge. And I could see how it spurted, forcefully, almost with rage, a lash, a long, whitish shot…

…And that density landed fiercely on one of her breasts, marking it, signaling it, in a consistent stroke… that soaked her areola, her nipple and also stained those provocative blue straps; that crude and obscene lingerie that seemed to have been born to receive that punishment and accept it. And then another moan… another “Ohh!”, shorter. And I was coming without using my hands… and I saw how she wasn’t looking at me, and how she pressed her breasts together and how I painted that torso white; how I watered her, in fine, long strokes, and my member jerked with each shot, and another “Oh-hh!” came shamelessly from my mouth and was simultaneous with a discharge that also reached to stain a breast and the back of a hand, and another “Ohhhh!!” that almost reached her neck. And she received my hot semen and trembled in a small spasm each time she felt the liquid on her skin, on her breast, on her belly, and she kept looking at him, and my “Ohhh!”s overlapped with the incessant tinkling of Albert’s jerking. And four, five, up to six shots created elongated trails, some more translucent, others more opaque and white, that drew streaks crossing her torso, from the lower part of her abdomen to her cleavage. And, when I thought it was ending, another convulsion came from me, a whitest discharge that landed on one of her areolas, and she trembled again, receiving the punishment with lust but also with a hint of indignation and weariness, for that excess, as she probably didn’t expect, nor did I, that I would pour myself over her in that manner which, being so forceful and abundant, became humiliating.

“Damn... Sergio...” she protested then, in a whisper. Looking at me at last.

And I, dizzy from the orgasm, moved away as best I could, and sat on the adjacent sofa, and closed my eyes. And I wiped my hands on my thigh and then brought them to my face. And my cock still twitched, swollen, and spilled a few more drops. And I couldn’t believe I had exploded like that. And for a moment I lost track of time, as my mind flew back to remember that explosion. That image of my member discharging and shooting those long white lines. And I was still panting. Remembering that outrage. I had never come like that. And I noticed movement. But I was still affected. In my mind that discharge continued, and my wife’s face, looking at the boy and receiving that bath, with a composure and controlled excitement that was frightening. Until finally I heard:

“Do you only have one?”

And I raised my gaze, and saw how Albert had moved. So much that he had taken my place. He was positioned exactly where I had been half a minute before. And my wife was cleaning herself with a small tissue. Trying to stop the white streams that might fall onto her shirt, her pants, or even the sofa.

“Yes... I only have one,” that boy responded, standing between her legs, with his enormous cock, very close, within reach of my wife’s hand, who was still cleaning herself with that already soaked and overflowing tissue.

“I’ll kill you...” she said then, with him between her legs, but looking at me. Suddenly I was the distant one and the boy was the one who had dared to position himself there. “Well, that’s enough, move away,” Ana said afterward, and she tried to hand him the tissue, and he didn’t offer his hand to receive it, and moreover responded:

“I’m not touching you...”

“What? No. You’re not touching me, but you’re very close,” my wife said, dropping the tissue to the floor, and not holding back from clearly offering him the impact of her open shirt, her obscene bra, and her breasts shining and sticky from everything I had spilled.

And the boy not only didn’t move away. But he dared to masturbate in front of her. Slowly.

But she didn’t cower either. She acted as if nothing was happening. As if he wasn’t pushing, as if he wasn’t confronting her. And then she sat up a little, to unstick the shirt from her sweaty back, but as she straightened up, her face almost bumped into his enormous member. And she fixed her hair. And she pretended as if that thing wasn’t just inches away. And I understood that she was playing with him, that she wanted to take her vanity to another level. And again that mixture between admiration and rejection for that conceited and petulant attitude. And then she reclined again, and made a gesture to cover her breasts with her shirt, but immediately understood that she would stain her clothes, so she avoided covering herself, and then said to herself:

“God... I’m still soaked.”

And the boy was masturbating. With his pants half down. And he was pulling up the lower part of his shirt. And it was obvious that he wanted to, but didn’t dare. And then, my wife whispered:

“You’re very persistent, huh...”

“I just want... to touch you...” he responded.

“You know you can’t,” she told him, authoritatively, and she looked at his face, and the boy’s medium-length hair shook a little. And I couldn’t understand how that cock didn’t explode, nor could I comprehend how she managed not to touch it, or not to expel him directly from there, but that intermediate situation was impossible, suffocating, unbearable.

“Fuck... God...” Albert blasphemed, in whispers, and I couldn’t understand how he didn’t throw himself on top of her. And he looked at her tits, always surrounded by those straps, and his face contorted.

“Shhh... Calm down...” my wife responded, always allowing that masturbation without contact.

“I can’t... take it... anymore...” he suddenly confessed.

“Well, don’t make a mess either,” Ana said, seriously.

“On you, yes...”

“On me, yes... but carefully. If you shoot as much as he did, I’ll kill you,” my wife said, implacable, haughty, and I couldn’t believe it.

And I then stood up, and found my swimsuit on the floor, and put it on, and then I took that soaked tissue that was on the floor and put it in my pocket. And then I watched that jerking off, that cock, those veins, that purple glans... about to discharge onto my wife, to discharge onto breasts that were shiny, wet, swollen... and I saw so much intensity in his masturbation, so much tension... that I came to suppose that if he continued like that he might even reach her face, I thought that his youth would allow him not only to bathe her breasts, but even her face... And, listening to my wife, provoking him like that, and seeing her so haughty, I couldn’t tell if she desired it, if she herself wanted to be degraded even on her face, but I did consider that perhaps she deserved it.

“Did you go to the beach? You look tanned,” she said then, again moving her shirt further apart and repositioning herself on the sofa, as if she were concerned that Albert might spill beyond her body.

“Yes... Ah... I went today... to-the-beach,” Albert panted, in contained whispers, and he continued jerking off with one hand, with that skin back and forth, and the other hand permanently holding his shirt.

“You look good. You look better than you did last weekend,” she provoked, rolling up the cuffs of her silky, elegant shirt even more.

“Th… thank you,” he gasped, and suddenly tilted his head back slightly, muttering desperately, almost delirious: “Fu-ck… I… I want to fuck you… I want to do you in the ass… or suck me off…”

“Shhh… what are you saying,” Ana tried to calm him, smiling a little, almost mockingly.

“Just let me put it in… for one second,” he whispered, lowering his gaze again, looking back at that face, those lips, that open shirt, those glistening breasts.

“Is that… how you seduce them…? Promising to put it in for just a second…”

“I don’t know…” he panted, and I could feel his orgasm was absolutely imminent.

“You tell them that because you know once they have it inside… they won’t want to stop… right?” my wife teased him.

“I’d fuck you good. And… you know it.”

“No… I don’t know that. And I don’t want to know. Come on, cum… now. And don’t shoot too much, I’m serious,” Ana said, always pushing it, always trying to cover an unbearable desire with her vanity, because I knew her, and I could feel her burning, and I didn’t know how she found the strength to not let that boy, who deep down excited her, do much more than she was allowing him to do.

And then there was a noise. Clear. Unmistakable. And this time there was no doubt. No possible false alarm. I knew that house like the back of my hand. Every creak. Every click. And then another sound, similar, but closer. Someone was on the stairs, and was starting to come down.


CHAPTER 15

It wasn’t a startle. It was a collapse. And I knew all three of us had heard it, but in that first instant I didn’t even have the capacity to check how my wife and Albert were reacting.

My heart simply stopped, and almost simultaneously with realizing we were about to be discovered in a matter of seconds, I spotted my t-shirt on the floor. I picked it up while seeing out of the corner of my eye how Ana, silently, straightened her torso, peeled her back from the sofa, and pushed the boy’s abdomen with her hand, avoiding contact with his hard, powerful cock, a member still oblivious to the threat; and then I saw how Albert, standing in front of her, backed away. And then I heard the sound of another step landing on another stair.

“Alberto!” David’s voice called from the stairs.

And then we heard him descending another step, getting closer. And I was putting on my t-shirt.

“Answer him, you idiot... and keep him from coming down!” Ana whispered then, in an almost inaudible tone, sitting there with her breasts protruding grossly and enormously between those straps, her torso glistening from what I had spilled on her. There, agitated, panicked, in the half-light, facing her already dressed husband and her little sister’s boyfriend, with his cock three hand spans from her face.

“Shit...” the boy cursed in a murmur, and cleared his throat while trying to tuck himself back into his pants, his belt jingling, and by that point I found it strange that my brother-in-law wasn’t coming down faster.

“Yes?” Albert raised his voice then, and I observed our guilty half-darkness, and Ana was closing her pants, and her wet breasts gleamed in the semi-darkness and danced agitated by her movement.

And we could hear David coming down, but he was doing it strangely, very slowly. Only about fifteen steps, but they never seemed to end; marking his descent. And Albert was tucking his cock away as best he could, and it must have been from panic, but certainly his member was shrinking rapidly.

“Wait, I’m coming! What do you want?” the boy said while fastening his belt, alarmed, as the last footsteps now inevitably resonated nearby.

“Go out there and stop him now!” Ana whispered, envisioning the embarrassment of her brother-in-law entering the living room and seeing her with her breasts exposed, so she was buttoning her shirt, erratic, agitated; and I, already dressed, witnessed the pasty disaster she was creating, as the remains of semen that I had shot onto her neckline, her abdomen and especially her breasts, came into contact with her fine, silky shirt, creating a thick and sticky soaking that was difficult to conceal, since that paper tissue had been completely insufficient.

But Albert wasn’t listening to her. He wasn’t going to meet him. Probably because he considered his pants still too bulging to avoid raising suspicion. And what had to happen, happened:

Despite all the calm and strange slowness my brother-in-law offered, he finally finished descending all the stairs and, accompanied by a whitish, artificial light, reached the living room. He reached the living room at the precise moment when my wife was buttoning the last mandatory button and fluffing her hair, and at the precise moment when the boy had moved far enough away to not appear as if he had just been leaning over my wife. But, despite a more or less sufficient recomposition of the three of us, the half-darkness and our silence were absolutely self-incriminating.

And the first thing my brother-in-law did, even before checking the entire living room, was to shine his phone flashlight on Albert, and whispered in a strangely childish way: “Caught you, little Albert!”

And I didn’t understand that joke, nor was I in the mood for jokes. And the boy didn’t react, and then David did look beyond Albert and saw us. And Ana and I looked at him, and there he was, in a white tank top that also covered his underwear area, revealing legs that were thin compared to the rest of his body. Obviously he was wearing boxers, but they were so short they weren’t visible. So we were the most dressed ones, but that didn’t make the scandal any less ours.

“What... What’s going on?” Albert finally said, extremely agitated.

“Nothing. Little Albert. Relax. I’m just here as a messenger.”

The boy then shrugged his shoulders, and looked at him, guilty, surrendered, and his erection was no longer noticeable. And David observed Ana, sitting there, and me standing, and Albert standing, in that half-darkness... but he said nothing.

“Look. Lucía sent Belén a somewhat strange message saying you were already at the house. Were you guys tonight with...?” my brother-in-law interrogated him, looking at him, after having looked us over, especially my wife.

“With the usual people. Nothing special. What could have happened? Strange message why?” Albert dragged his words, not knowing where to put his hands. And Ana crossed her legs and took advantage of the conversation to discreetly unstick her shirt from her breasts.

“Look, I don’t know, little Albert... But do me a favor. Since I’m not interested in this topic at all... why don’t you go upstairs and talk to Belén, huh? And let her show you the message or whatever she needs to do.”

“Now?”

“No, Alberto, the day after tomorrow you go up,” David concluded, exasperated by the cadence and candor of a blocked Albert.

The boy remained silent for a moment. Until he finally understood my brother-in-law’s way of expressing himself. And then he looked at us quickly, as if asking permission, or as if he wanted to justify that he had no choice. And he ended up whispering a meek: “Okay, I’ll go up,” and disappeared from our field of vision, and soon we heard his footsteps going up the stairs.

And there was no excuse anymore. It was just the three of us now. I was expecting the jab. The joke. The sarcasm. Or even David's accusation. Especially considering how he had left a couple of hours earlier, accusing my wife, and threatening her, furious. And I was determined to defend her. I wouldn't tolerate an attack, no matter how obvious our guilt or his discovery.

“Ana... I wanted to talk to you...” he said then, in a very soft tone.

“What?” she asked, in a whisper, surprised.

“I want to talk to you,” he repeated, in the same tone, and without anyone having yet altered that sinful half-light.

“I have nothing to talk about with you, David,” she responded dryly.

“Well...” my brother-in-law smiled, “you didn't call me David María... That's already a step. Talk with you... to fix things a little... between us,” whispered a David who was exaggeratedly conciliatory.

And she didn't respond. And I understood her pride, but I thought the smart thing was to accept that hint of an apology, more in tone than in words, and go to the bedroom, especially considering how stains and spots were showing on that blue shirt, and seeing how her nipples were visible, hard, large, almost vulgar, poking through the shirt. The soaking had been impossible to dry completely, hence the stains, and her excitement had been immense, hence the obscenity and prominence of her nipples, as the bra was non-existent there and the shirt didn't have the thickness or opacity to contain anything, much less that excess and those aftereffects.

And she wasn't responding, and I was about to intervene, when David whispered:

“Look. Seriously. I'm sorry. We can't go on like this.”

And my wife still wasn't responding. Accepting would be betraying herself, but also freeing herself. She was aware of her exposure, although he, at least for the moment, seemed not to notice. And then she looked to one side of the sofa, at her jacket, and looked at it like a castaway at a plank: to save herself, to cover herself, but she didn't take it, probably because it would be even more suspicious to do so, given that insufferable heat that enveloped us.

“Sergio... Come on, man... Will you leave us alone...?” David said then, again with that gentle and pacifying tone, and I then heard something coming from upstairs: the sound of furniture, like a closet door, or a drawer.

“If you're going to apologize to me, I don't see why he can't be present,” my wife said, and it bothered me a little that she spoke for me, and at the same time I suddenly became intrigued to know what might be happening upstairs. And then I realized that the story about Lucía's message was hard to believe. I began to really think that David had sent Albert to Belén's bedroom for something much less altruistic and probably more forbidden than what he had just explained.

“With Sergio present, as you say, it's going to be two against one and you're going to get defensive and we're not going to fix things,” my brother-in-law said, and I heard another sound coming from the ceiling, diagonally, where Belén's bedroom was located, and maybe it was my imagination, but it sounded like something falling to the floor.

And there was silence. And my curiosity grew. And my brother-in-law's phrase kept bouncing in my head, but I was already more focused on recognizing and deciphering the sounds from the other floor.

“Well, don't involve me in your issues,” I protested, somewhat absent, and to some extent also tired of their wars. Wars that had been going on for years.

“Look, Ana, I did go too far at dinner,” David turned to her again, always strangely affable.

“Only at dinner? You're an asshole to me every day,” my wife retorted.

“Well, look, I'll leave you two alone,” I said.

“Admit that you also look for conflict and I'll admit whatever you want. What's clear is that we have to live together. Especially if you're going to be here for a few days,” David whispered.

“A few days in my house,” Ana said.

“Did I say it wasn't your house?” David defended himself, and sat down in an armchair. Diagonal to her.

And another thump was heard. Perhaps a bed, or a bed being moved. And I wondered if it was possible. If all this was to keep us entertained downstairs... and what he was seeking and intending was for there to be intimacy upstairs.

“You talk about me staying for a few days, as if it weren't my house,” my wife said, and I looked at her, and I could see there was a pointed bulge under the silk that wasn't just a relief but also wetness: it seemed evident that one of her nipples was wet.

And David then rebutted her and I heard another sound. Upstairs. And I had to know what was happening there. Even if it meant listening from my bedroom. And then I said:

“Look, I'll leave you two alone. Ana, I'll take your suitcase upstairs.”

“Oh, running away?” she protested cockily.

“What do you mean running away?” I responded, and I saw her completely on the defensive, and I understood that she hated David, and that she felt extremely uncomfortable with the mess she had on her torso, and that she was suffering because my brother-in-law might discover it, but I wouldn't accept her taking it out on me.

“Yes, fine, I'm running away, I'll wait for you upstairs,” I said, and I looked at her, and her expression was harsh, belligerent, and it really seemed wrong to me that she intended to make me pay for her discomfort, or perhaps her frustration at David's interruption. So I hesitated about whether to take not only her suitcase, but also her jacket, so she would have to face the embarrassment of everything showing through in front of David. But finally, though by a narrow margin, I restrained myself... and left her jacket where it was.

“Do you mind if I smoke a joint?” my brother-in-law said then, standing up and almost crossing paths with me.

“Do whatever the fuck you want, David,” my wife responded while I found my phone on the small table next to the sofa, picked it up and then grabbed her suitcase.

“Albertito always keeps some ready-made ones here...” my brother-in-law whispered, and I heard him, behind my back, opening the drawer of the cabinet under the television.

And I cared less and less about his strange request for forgiveness, her proud reluctance, and the embarrassment and scandal of her wet torso. And I felt increasingly curious to know what was happening upstairs.

Or perhaps there was also in me a certain residue of frustration from David’s interruption. And that frustration made me look for a substitution, a patch.

And I felt that the option of morbid curiosity, of losing control, of sex, was no longer on the ground floor, but upstairs. So I left, with Ana’s suitcase, up the stairs.


CHAPTER 16 

I tried to be silent. As silent as one could be climbing those wooden stairs while carrying a suitcase. And I didn’t want to think. I just let myself go. I let my body do what it felt it needed to do. So, once upstairs, I placed the suitcase in front of our bedroom door, and took three more steps, until I positioned myself behind Belén’s bedroom door. And I didn’t quite press my ear against it, but I did concentrate and hold my breath with the clear intention of hearing whatever might be happening behind that door. Why? I didn’t know. Was it exciting me? I didn’t know. Was it more about the thrill than curiosity? Or the other way around? I didn’t know exactly, but I didn’t care. I wanted to feel… And not put words to what I was feeling. But I heard nothing.

I then chose to enter our bedroom; I thought that perhaps through the wall I might hear something. And I tried again to be silent; I wanted them to think at all times that they had privacy.

Before my listening operation, I had no choice but to go to our bathroom to urinate. And, while doing so, I wondered what sense a physical encounter between Albert and Belén would make, without David present, since that wasn’t what they were supposed to be doing. And then I checked the time on my phone and saw that it was late, but not as late as I thought.

And I left the bathroom and finally did press my ear to the wall… and yes, I could hear… And I heard what were undoubtedly whispers… murmurs… But very scattered, unintelligible, and very faint. In fact, I could hear my own breathing and my heartbeat more than them. And then I pulled away, and just after doing so I thought I heard something… a sigh, perhaps a gasp… And again I didn’t know what to feel. And I thought about Albert, and his excitement with my wife. About how he must be feeling at that moment. And I, despite having had an orgasm, despite having discharged over Ana not long ago, found myself almost as excited as before. This was madness, it was unhealthy, and I couldn’t understand if I was really excited imagining Belén with Albert or not. And I kept trying to listen. And again whispers. And I ended up sitting on my bed.

And once there my mind flew back to my explosion over Ana. And to her cleaning herself with the boy’s help. And then to the boy masturbating in front of her. And to my wife, restless, nervous, but at the same time conceited and pretending to play with him. And it excited me. And I discovered that I was probably more excited by her games and that petulance of my wife than by whatever Belén might be doing.

And I lay back. And I don’t know how long I was like that, in that limbo of trying to listen while at the same time remembering what had happened in the living room. Again craving something more while remembering Ana, agitated, with me, with Albert, and even afterward with David. I remembered the moment when she had unstuck her shirt from her breasts, taking advantage of David talking to Albert, and it excited me… And I remembered the precise instant when I had discovered that my wife was talking to my brother-in-law with that nipple undoubtedly wet, showing through her shirt and betraying her… and it excited me even a little more.

And I don’t know how long I spent listening to whispers… and sometimes something that could be gasps… or not. Until I finally heard a sound, clear, unmistakable… And I had thought that when the sound was concrete and explicit it would be for the better, to confirm a forbidden encounter. But it wasn’t so: the sound came from Belén’s bedroom door, which was opening. And then I could hear her talking to Albert. And I sat up, and then I heard how they said goodbye and how he left for his bedroom.

And the worst part wasn’t knowing with certainty that nothing would happen. But not knowing if something had happened. And logic even made me think that it had, because I didn’t believe David’s story about Lucía’s message. And I was in the middle of these thoughts when someone knocked on my door.

There were two firm, decisive knocks. And then I heard:

“Can you come for a second?”

It was Belén’s voice and it startled me because, of course, this was something I wasn’t expecting. And I even doubted that she thought I was Ana. And then I heard her bare feet returning to her bedroom.

I was nervous. Somewhat drunk. But above all bewildered, unpleasantly overwhelmed. I looked at myself and noticed some dampness in my swim shorts, as a consequence of having recalled so many episodes of my wife in the living room, but the small erection wasn’t suspicious, so I stood up, walked, opened our bedroom door, went out into the hallway, saw Belén’s door open… and entered.

“What… is it?” I said then, from the entrance. And I still had the hope that she intended to speak with Ana, but Belén looked at me without surprise, and I entered, then yes and entirely, into her bedroom, which was in the same dim light as mine was, and as the living room had been when I left it. And I was about to make a joke, a comment about how this seemed like a confessional, everyone passing through there, but I didn’t. I didn’t because I saw a serious expression on her face, and for a moment I thought that the thing about Lucía might be true.

“Close it, please,” said Belén, and I obeyed, while my retina captured her legs, sinewy but at the same time feminine, her short pajama bottoms, and a loose white t-shirt that, although baggy, revealed that underneath it her medium-sized breasts were breathing freely, without any constraint.

“What. What’s going on?” I asked as I turned back to her, who received me, sitting on her bed with one leg crossed over the other.

“Look. You know what's going on, right?” she whispered, enigmatic, with those dark moles, those prominent lips like Ana's, and that curly black hair that fell just brushing her shoulders.

“What do you mean what's going on?” I asked back, not revealing anything, though I was already convinced she was referring to whatever they had going on with the boy.

“Look. Those two... Are they still... reconciling?” she asked then.

“What? Who? Ana and David? I suppose so,” I answered.

“And haven't they been taking too long already? Don't go down, okay? Don't even think about it.”

I looked at her. Puzzled. I didn't understand the reason for all this mystery. What did seem clear was that all of this had nothing to do with her younger sister and her hypothetical, probably invented, troubles.

And Belén was making me nervous. Looking at me as if she expected me to figure out the solution to an absurd riddle on my own. And I finally grew tired of it.

“Well. How's Lucía, by the way? Is everything okay?” I said, somewhat mockingly.

“I don't know. Albert says he doesn't know anything. I'm a bit worried, to be honest.”

And I didn't know whether to believe her. Everything was strangely murky. And then a breeze came through the window and my eyes went to a curtain that was billowing, in the same way as the one in our bedroom did, and then my gaze returned to her, and I looked, unintentionally, at how her breasts shaped her t-shirt, and how her nipples formed two symmetrical and attractive mounds, and then I quickly averted my eyes, guilty, and feared that she might have noticed something that had been more clumsiness than lasciviousness. And then she said:

“Look. Here.”

And she moved to one side and stretched out her arm to reach the nightstand, and then she grabbed her phone. She fiddled with it a bit, looking for something and, as she said: “see for yourself,” she offered me her phone.

I took it then and saw some screenshots of text messages. And I shrugged my shoulders.

“What... What is this...? I don't understand,” I whispered, standing in front of her.

“What don't you understand?” she said seriously. “They're conversations between David and Ana.”


CHAPTER 17

I stared at the screen of that phone, taking time to orient myself, to focus on what I was seeing, until I understood which messages were from Ana and which were from David. And I had no idea how Belén had obtained them: whether they were screenshots sent by her husband or if they had somehow been stolen. I also didn’t know when they were from.

Finally, after a few seconds of confusion, I scrolled back and found a message from Ana at the beginning, where she confronted him:

“So you have my thong, you pig.”

“Haha. How quickly information travels,” my brother-in-law had replied.

“Go to hell,” she had written, and I continued reading without pausing.

“But deep down you love that I have it,” David provoked.

“What a fucking pervert you are,” my wife responded in frustration.

“Me, a pervert? Not at all.”

“And what are you doing with it, idiot? What are you using it for?”

“Haha... I know what you want me to use it for.”

“No. Tell me,” she insisted.

“But does your ass even fit in there, Anita?” he provoked again.

“Go to fucking hell, David María. You’re such a fucking child.”

“You’ve been well-served with children lately. But hey, if it turns you on, I’ll tell you I jerk off with it.”

“No. I’m sure you do jerk off with it,” she added.

“Of course, Ana, you’re so hot I can’t help myself. We all fall helpless before your beauty...” he said, mockingly.

“Go to hell. Come on, tell me what you do with it, asshole.”

“Such eagerness to know... Anita... Look, I haven’t stained it. I caress my balls with it while thinking about you and jerking off.”

“UGH. HOW FUCKING DISGUSTING... GOD!” she protested in capital letters.

“Yeah... yeah... You little bitch, you’re getting turned on imagining it.”

“What are you talking about, moron? And what else do you do with it?” my wife asked then, but there was no more conversation in those screenshots.

I looked at Belén then. She was staring at me intently. And I scrolled through the screenshots back and forth.

“Psss... What nonsense is this? What are you trying to tell me with this?” I finally asked, and handed the phone back to her.

“Look, you know that last summer they almost did it, right?” she said, placing the phone beside her.

“Almost did what? What are you talking about?” I asked, looking her up and down. Uncomfortable. Hot. And I was annoyed by the insinuating tone with which she was delivering her phrases, in a low and almost protective voice.

“Last year, at Ana’s birthday. We ended up in the living room, you went upstairs to sleep... Ana got into that mode of teasing.”

“Teasing David?” I exploded. “Come on, Belén... Enough with the jokes.”

“Well, you should know,” she whispered, full of self-assurance, and at the same time as if she were about to give up on me; and she leaned back slightly, offering me a view of that thigh crossed over the other, and a provocative glimpse of her torso barely covered by that white t-shirt, which concealed skin, but not the contours and shape of her proportionate breasts.

And then I’d had enough:

“Look, Belén. That’s enough. The only thing I know, and David told me this, is that you’re involved in some stuff about meeting people... And that... well, people... men. Men who... who have sex with you while David watches,” I said, expecting her to be surprised or shocked, but she wasn’t. “And,” I continued, “that... the candidate for these days, for today specifically, was Albert.”

She smiled then, slightly. Pleased with herself. As if she enjoyed believing she had more information than I did. And she ran her fingers through her hair, examining a strand... as if debating whether to say something of real weight. And then she let go of her medium-length hair, looked at me, and whispered:

“Look, Sergio, the only thing going on here is that, for years... Look... I’m sure you don’t even know about Marta,” she said, mentioning Ana’s twin sister. “Did you know that David had, or I don’t know if he still has, something going on with her?”

“That too. Of course,” I smiled ironically.

And she didn’t say anything else. And her entire body language conveyed superiority. And I was really starting to get angry.

And then I didn’t care about playing along with her game, and in a confrontational way at that. So I said:

“Very well, Belén... Wow! Is that it? And you’re so... happy...? And it doesn’t bother you to be the... cuckold?”

"Well... look... they're suffering the consequences of their own sins... since they criticize so much... saying how stupid he is... and how can you stand him... and how ugly he is... and how fat he's gotten... and how washed up he is... and this and that... well, she has enough to deal with letting David fuck her without her, or me, worrying about there being some 'poor little Belén,'" she answered, with those crude words that continued to surprise me.

"Belén. Seriously. I don't believe anything you're telling me," I tried to calm myself.

"Fine. Well look. You know what? Go downstairs. I dare you to go down. They've been at it for what... half an hour? An hour? A bit strange, don't you think? The worst part is that it would turn you on. Deep down, you're all the same."

"What are you talking about? Turn me on from what?"

"You think I don't know what you've got going on with Albert?" she said.

"Fine. Great. And what does that have to do with anything?"

With that last phrase, I was confessing our madness with the boy, acknowledging it completely, not to free myself, but because I was absolutely convinced that, at this point, Belén knew everything that David knew. And I was a bundle of nerves. And I felt that everything was a trap. A provocation. That it was her umpteenth dirty trick. And I looked at her again, and also thought that her posture couldn't be accidental, that incitement; how her nipples pointed at me like that, and how she reclined and how she let that minimal, delicate pajama bottom peek out...

...I, at that point, distrusted everything—gesture, word, and even silence.

"Look. I'm going to... give you a gift, so to speak, and this way we'll save time," she said suddenly. "Do you have your phone on you?"

"No, it's in the bedroom," I responded.

Belén then picked up her phone again and began searching for something on it. Then she stood up while still looking at her screen, and made sure I couldn't see anything there by turning away and moving a bit farther from me.

"Okay. It's done. I've sent you something. You can go look at it," she finally said.

"Very well. Don't worry, I'll check it now. At your service. Anything else? Do you want anything else from me?" I asked angrily.

"No," she answered.

And I turned around and left her bedroom. And much more than the nonsense about Marta, much more than those messages that meant nothing, and much more than that absurdity that something had happened between Ana and David, what bothered me was her saying whether I dared to go downstairs to the living room. As if I would be interrupting something.

And then, standing in front of my door, I hesitated whether to go in and see what she had sent me, or to go downstairs. And it was true that perhaps they had been at that supposed reconciliation for almost an hour, which was truly strange, but the foolishness that there was something between them seemed so ridiculous... that I told myself I wouldn't even bother going down. So I entered my bedroom, ready to discover that supposedly interesting... supposedly revealing... thing that my sister-in-law had sent me.

I lay down on my bed, and thought then that while those messages between Ana and David meant absolutely nothing, it disappointed me, or surprised me a little, that she hadn't told me about them, especially considering that we had been discussing practically every minor detail that was substantial in that house for almost two weeks.

Once lying there, I grabbed my phone, and saw the time simultaneously with seeing that Belén had sent me a video. And the time showed me that yes, it was difficult to understand how Ana could put up with David for so long, but I had already decided against going downstairs and my intention was to watch what Belén had sent me.

I was nervous. Uneasy. That was undeniable. But at the same time, I didn't want to let her manipulate me. And I even felt that the manipulation was indirect, that surely everything, as almost always, originated from David.

I turned the phone to watch the video horizontally. I took a breath. And the video was downloading. And I wondered what could be so enlightening. What could be so substantial that Belén would consider it proof of anything.

I swallowed. I made myself comfortable. And I pressed the button to play the video. And the video started and I immediately saw what appeared to be hands, moving away from the screen. They were David's big hands, who seemed to have placed the phone on something, a nightstand or something wooden. And he, in dark clothes, moved away, and a bed was visible. A white bedspread. And I didn't recognize the room. It was small. And it looked basic. Ordinary. Perhaps an apartment, a hotel, or a rarely used guest room, with little life to it.

And I became even more tense. And I sank deeper into the bed. And nothing appeared in the image anymore except the bed, from the side, and the wall in the background. And then I heard something coming from the video, as if David was talking to someone, and I turned up the volume, but I couldn't understand anything, nor could I place anything more than his voice.

And after about fifteen or twenty seconds, something happened. Something appeared on the screen that made me curse having accepted that video: my brother-in-law, completely naked, was lying on the bed, face up, and emitted a groan, as if tired. And he repositioned himself, just as I was doing at that moment, but while what I was doing was holding a phone in my hands... what he was doing... and soon... was taking one of his hands... to his cock... and beginning to... rub himself first... and then... to touch himself mechanically.

And once again I cursed myself for watching that. I even looked away. But the image of David had already been burned into my retina—masturbating, slowly, relaxed; a thick, unpleasant cock with a lot of pubic hair at the base... And his face was visible. His face, calm, as if this were normal. He looked somewhat pale. And he was talking to someone, but that someone was off-camera.

I didn’t want to look, but at the same time I needed to know why Belén had sent me this. So, little by little, I was accepting that I had to rest my eyes on that cock, on that hand moving up and down... on that protruding belly... on that member that was growing... And on him talking to someone... and then the precise moment when he stopped jerking off and pulled all the skin of his cock back... and a pink, round glans came into view, crowning a mediocre cock... and then yes, it was possible to understand that he, serious, said: “Come on. Now.”

I swallowed hard. And I became alert. And then a body appeared. A woman’s body. A naked body. A woman, powerful, dark-haired, with long wavy hair... passing in front of the camera... and climbing onto the bed... And you couldn’t see well, as she was half-turned. And her face wasn’t visible. And her ass was firm, and her breasts seemed large... And then she lifted her long hair and positioned herself straddling him... as if to ride him... And he grabbed his cock by the base... and that woman... whispered a barely audible “give it,” and took hold of his cock... and searched, aimed that member... toward the entrance of her pussy.

That beauty... that impressive body... was about to penetrate herself... to bury herself... to ride that vulgar and even unpleasant member... And that powerful, feminine and potent beauty... that body, was my wife’s.


CHAPTER 18

The impact was so brutal, I felt such an excessive shock, that I couldn't even feel sadness, or anger, or anything specific. Perhaps those feelings would come later, surely alongside those of betrayal or the most absolute dejection. And furthermore, when I thought my hands would fail me, and that the phone would fall onto my own body, or at the very least that I would avert my eyes from that unbearable torture, it wasn't so; the opposite happened to me: I couldn't look away.

It couldn't be. It couldn't be, but the impossibility was incompatible with what my eyes were seeing. And I still didn't feel anger or rage. My body was simply collapsing completely. And if I felt anything, it was a premonition, something preliminary, the sensation that my life was about to shatter into a thousand pieces.

I only managed to whisper “No fucking way... Ana...” and then I saw how she, gripping David's cock, buried herself, penetrated herself... and that cock slid in, and my wife's body muscles contracted... And she sat on him, filled herself with him; she took all of him inside and they both gasped, from pleasure, from delight, and I wanted to die. And then David stretched out his hands and used them to feel and grab Ana's buttocks... and she then made a gesture with her hair, a gesture relatively strange for her. And the video ended.

The video ended, catching me by surprise, with that last movement, odd, peculiar. And then a “what if” became a crack, a possibility, an open sky.

I replayed, as best I could, with fingers that were failing me, that instant, that second; it wasn't more than that. That gesture with her hand in her hair. It was nothing, but something didn't fit. And her face didn't appear in the frame, as the video was recorded horizontally and didn't capture above her neck.

And I went back to the video. And I examined her body. And it was her... but it could be... Marta.

And I reviewed the gesture of tossing her hair with her hand, again. And then, with my fingers still trembling more, I wrote, in my conversation with Belén, below that video:

“Fine, very good. Your husband is fucking Marta. Congratulations.”

And I saw she was online. And my bluff was obvious. And I wished with all my strength that she would help me. I was completely at her mercy. I wanted to kill her, but at the same time only she could save me at that moment.

And she wasn't responding. And I went back to the video. And back to the movement of the hand in the hair, because there was nothing else that could help me differentiate anything. And then Belén wrote:

“Don't try to be clever, you got quite the scare.”

And I sighed. I almost celebrated with a smile of relief. And I looked at the ceiling, and let out my breath. And my heart tried to return to its more or less natural state. And I became aware that my back was soaked in sweat, that I had become drenched in just a minute.

And then I received another message from Belén on my phone. Another video. And she wrote:

“Here. See. Of course it's Marta.”

And I downloaded it immediately. And it took a little while. And anxiety enveloped me.

Belén was playing with me and I didn't understand what anger, what resentment, she must have toward her sister, my wife's twin, to send me those videos. And I was beginning to think that she might be not only more Machiavellian, but even possessed of a real malice; certainly less innocent than David's.

And the video downloaded. And I started it. And it was the same bedroom, the same bed, the same artificial and yellowish light. It seemed evident that it was from the same day or night. But the rawness of the image was more stark. It was no longer a woman slowly riding... but... my brother-in-law, on the bed, on his knees, seen from the side, thrusting into that woman from the video, on all fours... and, after a few seconds, the woman looked toward the side where the camera was, and it wasn't clear if she knew that mobile was recording her, but it was evident that she was almost Ana, but wasn't. It was Marta.

And I could exhale. Completely relieved. And everything turned into a strange lightness. And it was crazy: David with Marta. Confessed by his wife. Sending me that. But, the fact that it wasn't Ana brought such relief that it allowed me to be more myself. And to see more, observe more.

And another whisper escaped me. I was talking to myself, more calmly, lying on my bed, in the dimness of my bedroom, and, while I watched how David's cock went back and forth, how his belly almost rode on my sister-in-law's ass... while her body shook and also went back and forth... While I watched that which had something erotic and much that was absurd, I whispered: “Damn, Marta... There must be plenty of guys... out there... for you to let yourself get fucked like that by David...”

And yes, I knew that David had his way with words, which is how he had conquered and married Belén. And I knew that in his youth he might have been a sufficiently estimable ladies' man, but now, in his forties, with that neglect, with that belly, with that incipient baldness, even with that way of being and that clumsy and stale humor... it seemed incomprehensible that my wife's twin sister could have fallen so low.

And the video ended. It lasted barely a minute. And I played it again. And I reviewed the precise moment when she looked toward the direction of the camera, and you could see those moles, those lips, those eyes so characteristic of all the sisters, but with the nuance that it wasn't Ana. And her breasts hung large, almost touching the sheet, as Ana's would have done, and suddenly I felt less and less surprise and more arousal. And at first I didn't know what was happening to me, but I found myself slightly lowering my swimsuit.

And I let my own body reveal what was happening to me. Let my fingers move through the video seeking what they wanted. And I replayed the parts where Marta looked straight ahead, and then she looked like Ana. And I replayed the parts where Marta looked toward the camera, but her bangs fell covering part of her face, and then she looked like Ana.

When I realized what was happening, I was masturbating. I was jerking off looking for those specific seconds. Those moments when David seemed to be fucking my wife.

And it was especially arousing at the moment when Marta, on all fours, grabbed one of her breasts, supporting herself with just one hand, and turned her face backward, with those bangs, and looked at David. And she could be my wife. And her gaze contained a mixture of guilt and surrender. And after that look, my brother-in-law seemed to get fired up, and he accelerated a bit more, and she turned her face forward again, and like this, she appeared to be Ana, and I turned up the volume a little to hear the lament, the moan of that powerful, splendid, full woman, penetrated by my brother-in-law’s mediocre cock. And that beauty could be Ana.

And I went back. And I focused on how David, with that inflated belly and that disordered body hair scattered across his torso, held her by the hip, and how he grabbed her buttocks, and how at one specific moment he separated them a little, and looked down. And he delighted in seeing his cock covering, entering, penetrating that pussy that theoretically should be far, very far from his reach and real aspiration. My brother-in-law delighted in being conscious that his cock was entering the body of his wife’s sister... And not only that, but it comforted her, because whenever he accelerated a little, she, who could be Ana, gave herself to some slight but heartfelt, not screamed but certainly shameless: “Ah-h...”, “Oh-hh!”, “Ah-hm”, which were arousal, guilt, and gratitude.

And I jerked off. Focused on something that was undeniable, which was that I was imagining that woman who was moaning was my wife. I imagined and got excited imagining that David was fucking her. And then I moved the phone away a bit and asked myself why that excited me infinitely more than when I had imagined her with Albert... And I had no answer. And then I wondered if it was true that the previous year something had almost happened between them. And I hated it, and rejected it, but something sick was being born. And then I remembered that they had been for an hour... alone... in the semi-darkness... in the living room... with my wife wearing those clothes... with that delicate shirt and that bra that were just straps that didn’t cover her breasts at all... and I got more excited; and I got excited imagining... that David was discovering her naked breasts, and her brutal arousal... and I got excited imagining... that in the living room... on that sofa... the bastard of my brother-in-law was finally getting what he had already gotten with Marta. And I felt some contempt for myself, imagining my wife, on all fours on that sofa, moaning in the same way as in the video, with the same bangs falling over her face, with similar breasts going back and forth, and with the same face of arousal, guilt, and gratitude.

And I went back to the video and immersed myself in it again. And I returned to the parts where it seemed that it was my wife who was receiving the hammering in-and-out of my detestable brother-in-law, and I became so focused that I was slow to notice that someone was opening the door to my bedroom.

And I was so aroused. So wrapped up in that madness. In that lustful and eternal night. That I didn’t even stop. That I didn’t care if Ana saw me masturbating. Because I couldn’t take it anymore. I could no longer deny that evidence. Nor was I willing to cover myself like a kid caught in the act. And, without letting go of that phone, and without stopping my jerking off, I raised my eyes, looked toward the door, and saw Belén.

I saw Belén. Who was watching how I masturbated. And perhaps I couldn’t help showing surprise. But, fed up, I absolutely didn’t care.

“Well...” she whispered. Standing there.

And I looked at her. And I was so weary that I didn’t even stop my, perhaps ridiculous, or at the very least shocking, masturbation.

“Sorry to interrupt the party. But if you want, I can finish it for you,” she whispered, always wanting to appear superior.

I then stopped my hand. And it was obvious that I felt a trace of shame, of exposure, but my weariness overcame any embarrassment.

“No, no. I’ll manage. Thanks,” I responded, still without covering myself.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to do it for you?” she asked, judicious, serene, and I suspected she was serious. And I was then completely aware of how crazy she was.

“No. No, thanks. I’m fine... You can go... and close the door. Thanks. By the way, I don’t know why you came here,” I said.

“Well, I came... to talk a bit about this.”

“There’s nothing to talk about,” I responded, and she wasn’t leaving, but she wasn’t venturing to come closer either. And my cock was now falling to one side. And she looked undeniably attractive, with those long legs, with that white t-shirt that didn’t hide the shape of her breasts and the outline of her nipples, and with that look of hers: intense, lucid, and clear.

“Nothing to talk about? Well... for starters, I’m convinced that you’re jerking off imagining that he’s not fucking Marta, but Ana. Right?” she said, surprising me.

“Yes, yes, absolutely. It turns me on like crazy. Imagining it’s with Ana, of course,” I answered, feigning sarcasm.

“Well... Maybe he’s fucking her... right now downstairs... and you’re missing... the live show.”

“Maybe... But leave. And close the door. Thank you, Belén. Good night. And maybe you should reconsider having sent me these videos.”

“Yeah... you reconsider jerking off like an imbecile to them.”

And I restrained myself from insulting her. I let my silence force her to leave. And she did: she finally gave in, closed the door, and I heard her entering her bedroom.

And I hadn’t been aware until that moment, when I was alone again, but for a few seconds a phrase from Belén had been bouncing around in my head, the one where she had said: “Well... Maybe he’s fucking her... right now downstairs.”


CHAPTER 19

If a few minutes ago there had been a "what if" that had saved me, now there was another "what if" that could end my gnawing uncertainty about why Ana had been downstairs with David for so long.

I knew that house like the back of my hand. Every step. Every floorboard. So I asked myself: "What if" I could go down the stairs without being heard, turn toward the kitchen without being seen from the living room, go out to the garden, and see what was happening down there from outside, precisely from the window that I had opened when I had been with Ana before Albert arrived.

I didn't distrust her. Not at all. Besides, Ana hated David as a person and rejected and repudiated him physically. Beyond a disloyalty that would be surprising because it was unexpected, as she had never given any hint or suspicion of having been unfaithful. She liked being admired, that was obvious, but she always knew the difference between ego, game and vanity, and what constituted actual betrayal.

I didn't distrust her, but I wanted to see her with him, and perhaps discover that there wasn't so much animosity, or that there was even more. Or simply curiosity, because certainly few explanations occurred to me that could justify them spending so much time alone together at this hour.

About something almost happening between them, I didn't quite believe it, or perhaps it was a misunderstanding, probably stemming from those times when Ana allowed herself to be observed, allowed herself to be admired, to the point of becoming confusing.

I accepted the challenge and immediately realized that perhaps the most difficult part would be the beginning of the operation: leaving my bedroom without Belén noticing. I knew she would interpret my going downstairs as a sign of weakness, of having fallen into her trap, her scheme. Of having swallowed the seed of insecurity that she intended for me to gulp down, God knows why.

I tried to be meticulous. Stealthy. Barefoot, in swimming trunks, t-shirt, and armed with my phone in case I needed to illuminate something, I left the bedroom, not conscious of having made any noise; and, to avoid any risk, I pulled the door close without shutting it completely to avoid making any sound, as I was obsessed with Belén discovering my suspicious excursion.

And I faced the stairs, and from there I could see that bluish light, so characteristic of the ground floor at night, and I began to descend, supporting my hands against the wall to put less weight on the wooden steps, and there, along the edges, the wood was less worn and didn't creak, and I came to master that descent so well that I could even concentrate on trying to hear something, not from myself, but from them. And I sharpened my hearing as I descended, nervous, tense, and tried to hear something coming from the living room, but no clear sound, nothing suspicious or unsuspicious. And suddenly, even knowing that nothing was happening, I knew that I wanted nothing to be happening, as if the man who had fantasized watching the video had been someone else.

And I reached the bottom, and I was hit by a recognizable smell of weed, and I finally heard something. Some whispering, and then a little laugh from David, and that laugh made me dare to move quickly to the kitchen, masking the hypothetical noise of my footsteps with that of his voice; as he was saying something that I couldn't understand, and that allowed me to move away and reach the kitchen.

I took a breath. I knew that laugh. My brother-in-law was quite drunk. And I calmed down a bit. Now only the easiest part remained.

From the kitchen I accessed the garden. And I immediately felt the freshness of the grass on the soles of my feet. And I felt ridiculous, but at the same time the uncertainty and intrigue had me absolutely hypnotized.

And I began to circle the house. And the moon illuminated me. And the temperature was perfect, with a slight coolness that hit my back and reminded me of the sweat my t-shirt carried, and I thought that perhaps it would soon turn into cold sweat.

And I reached my goal. That living room. That window that I had opened with the intention of ventilating a stuffy living room and hearing Albert arrive. And I hesitated whether to approach that gap from below or from the side. But the first thing I did was try to listen from there, pressed against the façade, adhered to the wall of the house, and inches from that window. And I could hear some voices, but nothing specific. And I looked around before venturing to peek in, as my appearance, from outside, from the street, could be as suspicious as it was strange, but I noticed that the hedges themselves prevented me from being seen from across the road. So finally, I took a breath, filled my lungs... And I looked in.

I looked in prepared to feel and to accept. I wouldn't judge or speculate. And I knew I had to be especially careful not to be discovered, as there was no possible justification, no matter how strange their delay was, for spying in such a ridiculous manner.

The first thing I perceived was that the light was the same, the same bluish tone, that tone which if not sinful could at least be considered, at minimum, furtive. And then I saw my wife, who, sitting on the sofa, seemed to be in a similar position to how I remembered her. And David, in an armchair, the same as before. And essentially the bodies were in the same location, but there was wear, life lived, in that space. And that life was reflected in some bottles, some glasses, smoldering cigarette butts and more heat that seemed to want to escape from inside to outside. And I didn't see Ana's face clearly, as part of her hair covered her face, but I could notice a more affected, drunk David, with watery and reddened eyes; and then my wife leaned forward, and drank from a glass, and I found her somewhat abrupt, for her, and her breasts danced again inside the damp and sticky shirt, and I could observe that she wasn't so embarrassed anymore, that she wasn't trying to hide it, perhaps because she had already confessed.

And the tone was friendly, calm and formal. And I listened to them, and felt David's rhythm, so familiar, captivating, swaying, with his way of narrating, with his cadence and marking of time, and my wife was paying attention to him. And I, careful, hid behind the gap created between the open window and the curtain, and I was aware that what really saved me was that whitish curtain, because without it, my exposure, even in the darkness, would be frankly difficult.

They were conversing, and there was relaxation in their gestures and words, and I thought then that perhaps my wife had tried some of those joints that Albert had left prepared; it wasn't common, but not extremely strange either, maybe a puff or two, but she spoke clearly and distinctly and, what I understood from my hiding place, was that she was asking him about that life, that life that David had already told me about, that life of other men and Belén. And the feeling was that it was already a well-worn topic, as my brother-in-law savored his words, enjoying his position and my wife's intrigue, and the impression was that they had been talking about it for quite some time.

And then I relaxed, not in my concentration to hide myself, but in my underlying fear engendered by my sister-in-law. But that relaxation barely lasted a couple of minutes, during which David was telling things but wasn't being explicit, because, soon after, Ana said:

“Apart from that... The truth is that the most incredible thing still seems to me to be about Marta. I just don’t believe it.”

“Well... I’ve already shown you,” replied David, looking into the bottom of his glass as if only there was more wisdom than inside himself.

“It’s implied...” my wife then said.

And David laughed then, as if reproaching her for denying the evidence. And, from what I could hear, I deduced that my brother-in-law had shown her some video, but certainly none of the ones I had seen. That he must have recorded some other more subtle one.

And there was silence. And I focused more on Ana. And she crossed her legs, and readjusted her shirt. And it was strange, because there was an undertone of ego, a hint of self-admiration, which was surprising and unnecessary, considering that her only audience was David. And she shook her hair, perhaps waiting for some phrase from him. And I sensed her graceful, showy, and I could notice again that part of her blue shirt where there had clearly been a mess, now more dry than wet, but still revealing. And it was impossible that David hadn’t seen, and wasn’t seeing, those nipples marking the blue silk with insistence and obscenity.

“Well, what I don’t believe is that you haven’t fucked the kid,” David said suddenly.

“Come on... Animal... I’ve told you a thousand times that I haven’t,” she protested, and a breeze attacked me from behind, and I feared it would stir the curtain and catch their attention.

And silence fell again. And I was barely peeking my eye through that gap.

“Anyway...” Ana then said. “Good conversation. You’re an idiot, but not that much. I’m going up now,” she concluded, looking at the time on her wristwatch.

“Don’t you want to see the video again?” my brother-in-law whispered, still without moving.

“No, thank you. I’ve had enough.”

“I look handsome, huh...” he smiled.

“You son of a b…”

“What? Why?” he interrupted her, in a louder tone, but docile, while she shook her head and made a grimace with her mouth.

“Nothing... what do you think?”

“You see I’ve kissed three sisters,” David blurted out, making me tense.

“Don’t tell me you’ve kissed Lucía...” Ana responded.

“Yeah, right...” said David, ironically.

“That didn’t count. Opportunistic bastard. I was completely drunk. Don’t even remind me. You have to be a real pig to... take advantage of...”

“What advantage... what drunk... The same excuse as always... You were totally into it.”

“Well. Go to hell, David,” she got a little angry, for the first time since I’d been spying on them.

“What? Come on, Ana. If Sergio hadn’t been in the house, we would have...”

“We would have... what, you moron! Not even in your wildest dreams,” she bristled and shook her hair and placed her glass on the coffee table forcefully.

“I could have fucked you that night, Ana...”

“What are you talking about! Not in a thousand lifetimes... David María,” my wife protested, angry, but always with a residue of distraction and lightness.

And then my brother-in-law surprised and alarmed me, and this time not because of his words, but because he moved, after all that time being static. And he stood up. And I stepped back, I hid myself, and I could hear his footsteps, and soon I sensed, by the sound, that he was approaching her, not me, so I dared to peek again, and I saw him, standing, in front of her, who, seated, was looking up. And he drank and then observed her, from top to bottom, and I had no doubt that he was seeing through the neckline of her shirt quite an extension of skin, of flesh, of breasts... but that wasn’t the most flagrant thing, but that he could be seeing those straps that required explanation, that bra that was and wasn’t. And, of course, he had to be seeing, almost smelling, that suspicious stickiness.

“I don’t know how you can drink like that,” Ana whispered.

“With gin I can’t. But with whiskey it’s the opposite, I prefer it straight,” he said, as he set down his glass and then looked at her, but she didn’t cover herself.

And another silence fell. They were close. And she looked up, and didn't cover herself: she was exposing herself, without exposing herself, but to me it seemed reproachable, and she held his gaze, and I didn't understand that impasse, which wasn't perhaps so much tension, but was equivocal.

“Well, I'm heading up too,” he said then.

And I didn't sigh then because I couldn't, but holding my breath was worse, because I wasn't prepared for David's next move, which was that he dared, without warning, to brush Ana's face with his hand, to give her a touch on the chin, subtle, but at the same time clumsy, and certainly strange, and that touch lingered and almost became a caress, and at the moment when it changed from one thing to another, Ana pushed it away.

“What...” he whispered.

“What do you mean what. Look. Show me the video again,” she said, leaning back a little.

“But weren't we going to bed?” my brother-in-law smiled.

“It'll just take a moment. Come on, give it here,” she insisted, reaching for his other hand that hadn't touched her, and I realized that David had his phone in his other hand.

“No way, I don't want you sending it to yourself,” said David, preventing her from getting hold of his phone.

And then he checked his phone, as if falsely hesitating, and afterward whispered mockingly:

“Fine. Make some room... you curious-nosy-busybody... I don't know what interest you have in seeing little Marta like this... But look, I'm going to show you another more... explicit one, so you won't have any doubts.”

And my wife didn't move, but he sat down without hesitation next to her, next to my wife, with the clear intention of showing her, and watching on his phone, together, pressed against each other, on that sofa, the video of him fucking her sister.


CHAPTER 20

Something alerted me then from behind. I immediately withdrew and instinctively crouched down. Huddled, I heard the sound of a car passing by. Its whitish headlights had washed over the area, filtering through the hedges like the beam from a watchtower. The vehicle drove past, but I realized we were entering the hours when Lucía might appear.

Afterward, I summoned the courage to peek again, and I saw them sitting together. I immediately noticed a look of bewilderment on my wife’s face, her brow furrowed. But even more than that, what caught my attention was the contrast between them, further amplified by how she was dressed: sober, elegant, with those pants, heels, and that blouse, versus how he looked: in shabby white underwear, tight, barely covering and containing his member, and wearing a threadbare tank top with small holes. And I knew their scents, both of them, and could sense the mixture between the light freshness of Ana’s perfume and hair colliding with the thickness of tobacco, alcohol, and body odor from my brother-in-law.

“What the hell is this...” Ana whispered, absorbed, and David allowed her to be the one holding the phone in horizontal position.

“You’ll see...” he responded, more reclined than she was, while she, focused, observed the screen, sitting upright with her torso erect.

“But does she know?” my wife asked.

“I told her afterward. She didn’t care. You know how she is.”

“What the fuck is this, David?” Ana then became indignant, and this time genuinely, alarmed by something new in the video.

“Me naked, Anita. Don’t you like me?” my brother-in-law responded, pressed against her, leg to leg, waist to waist, with one eye on the video and the other on my wife.

“How disgusting... How fucking disgusting...” she sighed.

“Well... Anita... It’s nature... human nature,” he smiled, but she only reacted to the screen.

“Shit, you’re jerking off... Damn, man... Who are you talking to? Her?”

“Of course...” David responded, and I deduced she was watching the first video, the one of him talking and touching himself, which ended with Marta approaching him, climbing onto the bed and mounting him.

“Here, you take it,” she said, agitated, uncrossing her legs and turning slightly toward him without taking her eyes off the phone, but he ignored her. “How disgusting, damn it...” she grumbled to herself.

“Don’t you like my cock? Look, here she comes,” he said, savoring the moment, and I remembered the instant when Marta crossed the screen naked and climbed on top of him as if it were nothing, and I also felt curious to see the impact on my wife. And she didn’t take her eyes off the phone, and I could almost glimpse from a distance the trembling of her fingers, and then David placed one of his hands on my wife’s thigh, on those suit pants.

“Holy shit...” Ana whispered, wide-eyed, deeply affected by the video, and not noticing David’s invasive hand.

“Look, look... And she even looks like you,” he whispered, pressed very close to her.

And she didn’t respond to him. She pushed her bangs away from her face, nervously, and tucked them behind her ear. And I could feel her body temperature rising. And I could sense that she wanted to look away, but at the same time, an overwhelming curiosity prevented her from doing so, something that had also happened to me.

“Turn the sound on,” David provoked, not removing his hand from that thigh.

“No way,” she replied.

“Don’t you want to hear how I make her moan...?”

And she, hypnotized, again didn’t answer him. And I could see her eyes, barely blinking. And then I looked for my brother-in-law’s eyes. And I was shocked. I was shocked to see that he was ignoring the video. He was looking at her. At my wife. At her neckline. At her breasts. And he looked at them with malice. With unhealthy avidity. And he removed his hand from that thigh, but I knew he wasn’t doing it for any proper reason, but rather seeking to transgress, taking advantage of my wife’s entrancement... and I thought the movement would be more subtle, but it wasn’t; he wasn’t like that, so he went, with his enormous hand, to my wife’s blouse, to open a button, and he was crude but at the same time skillful, and he unbuttoned a button of that blue blouse and the neckline fell obscenely... revealing part of her breasts.

“Stop...” she protested, and pushed his hand away, quickly but without determination, almost in a thread of a voice, and without taking her eyes off the screen. And she kept looking at the phone, again holding it with both hands, and she didn’t scold him, nor did she fix that unbuttoned button.

And I remembered that the video Belén had sent me cut off a few seconds after Marta mounted David, so I deduced that my wife was witnessing some kind of complete version... that the riding must be continuing, because, certainly, my wife kept watching.

And I looked again at David's expression, always more attentive to my wife than to the video, and always with that drunken gaze, but above all murky, and he was looking at her neckline, and I knew he had to be seeing that strange bra, those straps that left her breasts bare, that there were no cups, no fabric... but he said nothing, he didn't provoke with words, but with actions. And, while my wife remained fixated, his hand moved again, but this time what he did was touch the blouse, at the height of my wife's breast; he was touching her breast through the blue silk, and I knew he had to feel the viscosity that I had deposited. And I expected Ana to rebuff him, even if it was just a lazy brushing away, but it didn't happen, she let him caress her breast, over her blouse, as if she wasn't noticing. And I could feel that touch, of soft silk and firm breast, through my brother-in-law's furtive hand. And she didn't protest. She seemed so blocked by what she was seeing that she didn't even notice that touch, that fondling, that caress... And I, suddenly, felt that I was becoming the Sergio from upstairs again, the Sergio who fantasized and got excited by the idea of imagining David... my brother-in-law... subjugating my wife in the same way he had done with Marta.

And Ana kept looking at that screen, and David kept observing that neckline and delighting in that continued and indecent caress... And I imagined, envisioned the attack... taking advantage of that inebriation and excitement of my wife... Undeniable and undisguisable excitement, because, if she didn't take her eyes off that screen, it had to be because something truly attracted her, as the pretext of curiosity was no longer credible.

“Why is your blouse stained?” David suddenly whispered, without stopping his fondling.

“It's water,” Ana replied, without taking her eyes off the phone, giving me a heart attack.

“It's not water. It's semen. What I don't know is whose.”

“Sergio's...” she responded, who surely had to be aware, by now, of that caress, but she wasn't stopping it.

“Sergio's...? What a stud... Cumming on his wife...” David whispered and she suddenly looked affected. And her cheeks suddenly turned red. Discovered. Exposed. And I could feel her embarrassment. But she seemed to prefer not to argue or discuss. And he observed Ana's neckline. And I could almost imagine, guess, that he would slip his hand into it. But then he moved closer to her. His face toward her. And he peered at the screen... and then turned his face toward Ana, and I was expecting the attack, and he leaned over her...

“What... are you... doing... Idiot,” my wife whispered, pulling back a little.

“What. Nothing,” he said, playing dumb, but removing his hand from her breast. “The video turns you on, huh?” he whispered afterward.

“Go to hell,” she answered. “It's just... I don't understand how Marta... Really...” she murmured, no longer being groped, but without closing that button that caused such an exaggerated neckline that the blue straps of the deceptive bra could be seen.

“Yeah... You don't understand how Marta whatever... and I don't understand why I can see your nipples... but at the same time I see... that there's a bra... or something similar. I don't know what kind of slutty bra you're wearing. You're full of surprises. I was already shocked at dinner.”

And then I did feel, absolutely and with all its rawness, the shame, the blush, and the real embarrassment of my wife. And I felt that if she didn't take her eyes off the screen now, it wasn't because of morbid obsession, but because of sudden confusion and dishonor. The blow had been hard. Offensive. Almost humiliating. And David put his hand on her thigh again, and this time my wife did push his hand away roughly.

And my brother-in-law accepted the rebuff. And Ana finally put the phone aside. And then David stood up.

“Where are you going?” Ana asked, as if by reflex. Nervous.

“To get ice, may I? Or maybe I'll make a whole drink. But don't go up yet. I'm going to tell you something else. I also have surprises on me.”

“Surprises on you? What could you possibly have on you... other than those grandpa briefs... and that ratty t-shirt...?” my wife counterattacked, with a cocky tone, still very affected by David's offensive phrase... which had contained that implicit insult.

“Yeah... You wait here. I'll be right back,” my brother-in-law whispered and moved away, clumsy, large, toward the kitchen.

And then my wife was left alone. And she leaned forward and picked up her phone, which was lying on the coffee table, and, as a consequence of her movement and that flagrant neckline, I could see her breasts almost completely, hanging, substantial, falling from her torso... And I didn't understand why she didn't close that button once and for all that revealed that unjustifiable bra.

And I saw how she typed. Quickly. Trembling.

And then my phone vibrated in the pocket of my swimsuit. And I immediately moved away. And I pressed my back against the wall of the facade, and tried to keep the screen from giving off too much light.

And, with that care, I confirmed that she had written to me. And I read:

“If you don't hide better he's going to see you.”


CHAPTER 21

“Shit...” I whispered to myself, not just because of the shock itself, but because of the possibility that David might have seen me too.

And without a doubt, after reading that message, my heart was beating with unusual violence, and my surprise and distress were evident, but I thought that if Ana had counterattacked once she’d been embarrassed by David, I could use the same strategy. So, with my back against the wall, and without peering out to look at her, I wanted to overcome the surprise and divert attention from what was reproachable toward her:

“Ana, what the hell are you doing?” I typed.

After sending that text, I waited. She was typing, and I knew we didn’t have much time. Then I did peek out, and saw her engrossed in her phone, and mine lit up, and then I read on my screen:

“I’m just playing along to get information out of him.”

“Just playing along? It looks like something else” I immediately wrote back, and I looked at her, and it was surreal to be writing to each other like this, being just a few meters apart, but it was the way to ensure David wouldn’t discover us.

“And why didn’t you stop it, if it seemed like something else to you?” she wrote back, full of reason. And she looked at me. There, with her legs crossed again, with her obscene neckline, under that bluish luminosity, and now with part of her bangs covering her face.

And then I took a breath, and sighed, and prepared to confess. To confess as much for myself as for her. And I knew it was a leap into the void. And I wasn’t proud of what I felt. Nor of what I was about to write, but I gathered my courage... and typed a probe, a first advance of my real confession:

“Because I’m really messed up in the head, Ana. I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

“What’s happening to you?” she asked. And we wrote to each other and raised our gazes, as a signal that we were already waiting for a new response.

“What’s happening is that I see you both... and I feel... I swear I’m turned on...”

“Turned on and what?” she asked, and our nervous phrases overlapped.

“Turned on, I see you both... and I feel that... I want him to fuck you” I blurted out and raised my gaze, and she was looking at her screen.

And I could feel how my wife received that, and even her torso moved a bit backward. And I reiterated my feeling of shame for feeling it.

And I waited for her response. Which was fortunately quick:

“Well yes. You’ve lost your mind.”

“I know. Do it Ana. No one will believe him” I typed and heard David rummaging in the distance.

“You’re crazy... You’re crazy and I’m going to end this now. But I’m coming up and you’re going to fuck me. I don’t care if they can hear us from miles away. I can barely contain myself” I received on my phone and heard David’s footsteps.

“Well if you can’t contain yourself... fuck him...” I wrote, and instantly felt that I regretted it and at the same time didn’t regret it. And she read it, but then locked her phone, and placed it beside her, along with David’s, and he appeared again in the living room, making his glass tinkle. And he whispered:

“Damn... Belén drives me crazy hiding the bottles. She thinks I’m a fucking kid who doesn’t know how to drink or what.”

And Ana didn’t support his complaint. She remained silent. And I knew her, and I knew, by her countenance, by her expression, that what I had confessed to her had made a great impact, probably negative.

And David approached her. And he drank from a new glass, short, wide and with a relief pattern. And he savored what appeared to be whiskey, standing in front of my wife, unhurried.

After his drink he exhaled, loudly, and said:

“Come on, give me back my phone. You haven’t sent them to yourself, have you?”

“The videos? Of course not.”

“Who knows...”

“What do you mean who knows... idiot...? Check our conversation and you’ll see.”

“Yeah. Well. Which one do you want to see now?”

“Video? None. Didn’t you have a surprise to show before I go?” Ana asked.

“Later.”

“Later than what.”

“After you watch this one.”

“Seriously... Stop. And I can’t believe you have more.”

And David then leaned forward and picked up his phone again. And he sat down next to her again. Like before. And my wife took advantage of his movement to raise her gaze... and point her eyes at me... for the first time with him present. And, if she was asking my permission to watch another video, or at least to know what I thought, she had to know that there was no permission to ask nor opinion to require... that I... at that point... was so aroused... that I wanted it all.

But the fact that she knew I wanted everything didn't mean she wanted anything, at least nothing more than to keep feeding that insatiable vanity machine; that locomotive hungry for fuel, needing sustenance to continue liking itself.

And that unbuttoned button was proof that my wife seemed to accept the embarrassment if it rewarded her with looks of desire and dirty veneration. And it even seemed she enjoyed it more with David than with Albert, perhaps because he was a grown man, or perhaps because Belén was involved.

And my brother-in-law was looking for something on his phone, and then Ana said:

“Don’t show me any more now...”

“Just one more, and then the surprise,” he whispered, concentrating.

“Look, enough... forget about surprises. And I don’t believe Marta knows about this... or that she doesn’t care,” Ana said.

“Right. Well. Here it is,” said David, turning his phone. “Here, take it,” he handed her his mobile, and she took it, both sitting together.

“If it’s really filthy, like the last one...”

“Don’t talk to me about filthy...” he smiled.

“What? What are you getting at?” my wife said, annoyed, with the phone in her hands, but apparently not starting it yet.

“What do you mean what am I getting at? Look. No, seriously,” David scratched his face. “Why don’t you button up? Do you enjoy having me all worked up or what?”

“Screw you,” my wife replied.

“Yeah, I’m screwed... my dick’s about to pop out of my underwear...”

“Not much to pop out... from what I’ve seen.”

“Hey now... it might not be very long... but it’s thick...”

“Go to hell...” she fumed, but never fully shut him down.

“Come on, play it. It’s like my broadsword... not very long...” he told her, amused by his own joke, and Ana sighed, shifting her position, leaning back, and he joined her in the movement, both letting themselves sink into the sofa.

And immediately I saw Ana’s furrowed brow again, her unblinking eyes on the screen. And again David’s gaze wasn’t on the phone but on her; on that impossible neckline, on those breasts that outlined two imposing mountains, on those nipples that pierced through everything, on those long legs, one crossed over the other, and on that silky shirt that revealed damp and yet dry stains, which were pure sex.

“Damn, David...” she almost choked, after a few seconds of watching the screen.

“...In this one... you look exactly like her...” he whispered, and acted immediately, taking advantage of Ana’s concentration on the phone, moving his hand again toward her powerful thigh.

“God... I can’t believe this...” my wife blushed, and then I heard something, minimal, very subtle, and suddenly something rose through my body... and it took me a few moments to discover what it was... That minimal sound came from the phone: they were moans... high-pitched... feminine... sweet... David had taken the opportunity to turn up the volume on the mobile a bit... and the three of us were listening to Marta’s morbid gasps.

“What a... son of a bitch...” Ana whispered, sweaty, overwhelmed. And I could see her fingers trembling again. And David moved his hand upward, along her thigh... over her pants, getting closer and closer to her sex. And when I thought she was most hypnotized, most lost in the screen... Ana raised her eyes through her bangs and looked at me fleetingly, and my body tensed, for an instant, a second, and then her eyes returned to the phone.

“It’s just that in this one you look exactly like her. It looks like I’m fucking you...” my brother-in-law insisted, and she remained silent, but her cheeks burned more and more, and then he moved his hand higher, almost reaching her crotch, and then Ana pushed his hand away. And she looked at him. They looked at each other. And her gaze was one of guilty longing, of doubt, and also of desperation. And Marta’s moans could be heard in the background. And David, without taking his eyes off her, advanced with his hand to one of her breasts, and caressed over the shirt, and then squeezed, always over the fabric, and she could barely hold the phone with her hands. And she protested, she protested with a “stop...”, but such a lukewarm “stop” that it hurt me. And David’s hand was still there, caressing her breast over the shirt. And they looked at each other. And she whispered:

“How... how do you fuck her like that...?”

And I was trembling. I wanted it and I didn’t want it.

And David, without stopping that caress, without ceasing that forbidden fondling, without stopping feeling silk and breast, without stopping hardening my wife’s nipple, whispered:

“Doesn’t it look like I’m fucking you?”

And Marta’s moans continued, and David tried to slip his hand into that neckline, to touch flesh, breast, at last, and my wife stopped him, and pushed his hand away.

And I was disappointed. And David made a gesture as if innocent, pretending not to mean anything. And there was silence, until my brother-in-law broke it with a complaint:

—… Well…  what a cock-tease… —he muttered, in a low voice. And he stood up.

—What? What did you say? —she challenged him, feigning an anger that wasn’t real, and placed the phone on the sofa, and it seemed obvious that the video had ended.

—Nothing… Anita… I’m not saying anything… —said David, sarcastically, and he picked up his glass, and went back to his armchair.

And once there he took another sip, put the whiskey glass back down, and said:

—Well… do you want the surprise or not?

—There is no surprise, unless your surprise is sitting there showing off your package in those old man underwear… —my wife responded, cockily, pretending she hadn’t hesitated, pretending she wasn’t burning up. And she adjusted her shirt a bit, but without closing the button, and she smoothed her disheveled hair a little, but without actually tidying it.

—Yes… Yes there is. And remember I told you… how did I put it… that… I also had a surprise on me or something like that.

—Yes. But I can’t imagine what you could possibly have —she challenged him.

—Well look, Anita —said my brother-in-law, and he pulled up his t-shirt a bit from underneath, and showed my wife a navel that crowned a bloated belly, and, as a result of his movement, his underwear was completely visible, and you could see a grotesque bulge, filling those ancient briefs, and then I feared the worst; I feared his crudeness, and then David took his hands to those underwear… and pulled them down… exposing himself… and I was aware that inappropriate shamelessness was coming, but no… it wasn’t exactly a straightforward exposure, but something more, and my wife was the first to understand it:

—But what… That’s fucking disgusting! —Ana protested.

And I tried to look, and was tempted to pull the curtain aside, but finally understood what was happening: David had pulled down his underwear a bit… and had exposed his cock… his balls… a swollen, veiny, crude, ugly cock, and heavy, large balls… almost as large as his member… but that wasn’t all… because there was something more… and it took me a few more moments to understand it, and then a “What a fucking pig son of a bitch…!” came scandalized from my wife’s mouth.

—You see… Belén and I get turned on when sometimes I keep it here.

And I glimpsed, amazed, trembling, how on David’s cock there was something, a piece of wrinkled fabric… And I understood: it was my wife’s thong.

—You fucking disgust me…! —Ana then snorted, while I watched that repugnant obscenity in shock.


CHAPTER 22

The provocation couldn’t have been more crude, and my wife’s expression was one of absolute disgust. I lacked the capacity to process everything at once: her desperation, her indignation, her tension, and, just two meters away from her, my brother-in-law’s almost childish self-satisfaction.

Ana continued protesting and shaking her head, while David wore an expression of delight mixed with calm. I dared to look again at that delicate thong resting on the rough ruggedness of his half-exposed member, and he even started playing with it, rubbing my wife’s beige silk slightly against his penis.

“Seriously... how fucking disgusting, David María...” Ana sighed, and for the first time, I saw her completely overwhelmed. “This is... record-breaking... even for you. What a... vulgar... thing to do.” She kept shaking her head over and over.

“Vulgar...” he repeated, doing something strange with the thong, as if wrapping it around his member and moving it, his cock seeming to appreciate the fondling as it rose slightly. “She says vulgar.”

“Yes, vulgar,” she huffed.

“You’ve got to be kidding me... Anita... covered in cum from head to toe... with your tits out for two hours, and you’re talking to me about being vulgar.”

“Go on. Look. Go fuck yourself, David,” she said, still making no effort to cover herself, but it was clear she couldn’t take any more of this. So much so that she glanced quickly in my direction, for the second time with him present, signaling she couldn’t handle this game and provocation any longer. Stunned, I cursed David’s excess. She then looked around, apparently searching for her phone, ready to leave. She was about to stand up when he whispered:

“Shhh.”

“Shhh, what? Idiot...” she said, utterly indignant. David raised his hand signaling her to stop, seeming to listen for something in the distance.

We didn’t have to wait more than a couple of seconds to understand the reason for his gesture, as footsteps could be heard coming down the stairs. My wife obeyed and remained still; then she partially closed her shirt with her hand, without adjusting the buttons, tossed her hair, and crossed her legs, almost as if nothing had happened. The footsteps drew closer. Slow. Dragging. And David was putting everything back into his white briefs: his unpleasant member accompanied by my wife’s kidnapped, wrinkled, and violated thong.

While also covering his swollen belly with his t-shirt, he raised his voice:

“Hey. Where are you going, little Albert?”

The truth was that David had disguised the situation quickly and cleverly. First by covering himself and then by the tone of his voice, but again there was no real excuse for that dimness at that hour. Albert finally appeared in the living room, dressed only in loose boxers, his torso bare, hair disheveled, and with a sleepy face that changed slightly when he saw Ana alone with him. Then he said:

“Nothing... Just getting some water.”

“Ah, okay. Very good. I thought you were sleepwalking. I was worried,” my brother-in-law replied, smiling at his own joke, and made a gesture with his hand, as if indicating that he could go to the kitchen, which he immediately obeyed.

But despite Albert’s fleeting visit, I knew Ana was ready to leave. She would perhaps just wait for the boy to go back upstairs before following shortly after. I still didn’t know if deep down I was glad about it or not. I looked at her. She seemed more striking and arousing than ever. I wondered how excited she must be after everything... and she brushed her bangs away from her face. Then came the unmistakable sound of Albert making a plastic bottle crackle, and something alarmed her, looking at David, she exclaimed:

“What the fuck are you doing... idiot!”

I shifted my gaze to my brother-in-law, and I couldn’t believe what he was doing, how he was pushing things so far. He was pulling down those worn briefs again, freeing his member wrapped in her thong, with the boy in the adjoining room, and, not content with that, he whispered:

“How did that go? How did you say Sergio caught him?”

I still didn’t understand what he was referring to, but I sensed her temptation to look at me. I felt her trembling. Then he reclined slightly in his armchair, took the thong... and placed it over his face, over his eyes... and closed them. And then she did look at me, since he couldn’t see her, and I deduced that that very night, while I had been upstairs with Belén, she had also shared confidences with him.

“Can you stop... you asshole...? He’s going to see you...” my wife whispered desperately, and he grabbed that semi-erect cock with one hand and impersonated Albert; imitating how I had seen him: masturbating, feeling my wife’s thong on his face, and closing his eyes... imagining that he... was enjoying her, my wife, penetrating her... fucking her... And then, my brother-in-law, acting it out mockingly, whether actually smelling it or not, whether truly imagining it or not... closed his eyes, with the thong over his face, and began a grotesque masturbation, which in a way was not only accusatory toward Albert, but also hurtful to her, and he mumbled:

“Damn kid... What a tribute the little shit gives...”

And he seemed amused by it, but there was also something of a drunken excitement, carefree and filthily morbid. And my wife looked at me again, not so much to apologize for having told him that, but to express her inability to control that delirium that could incriminate and degrade her as soon as the boy passed in front of them on his way to the stairs.

David then opened his eyes, and slightly removed the thong from his face, and shook his cock: once, twice, three times, looking toward my wife. In a clear and rough jerk-off. Challenging her. And she, horrified, rigid, had only one desire, which was for him to cover himself once and for all. And footsteps were heard. And then he made to cover himself, again storing that lingerie along with his member, inside those underwear, and made sure his t-shirt covered an excited crotch. And, once recomposed, he cleared his throat, and, simultaneously with Albert’s footsteps being heard, said:

“Kid, come here. Come here for a moment.”

While Albert approached, I tried to guess David’s intentions. And I thought he probably intended to expose her, that Albert would not only see her with him, which had already happened, but that he could observe the situation more carefully, so that the boy would suspect my wife of extreme promiscuity. That he would think that after me, and almost with him, now it was David’s turn, all in just a few hours. And perhaps he did it for the specific revenge of having turned him on for nothing, or as a reply to what happened at dinner, or for the sabotage caused by her ruining his plan to go down to the basement with Belén and him... or perhaps out of mere spite and years of animosity.

But Albert wasn’t looking at her; he stood in front of David, under that dim light with his water bottle in hand.

“Adonis. What have I told you about walking around the house with your imposing musculature uncovered?” my brother-in-law snapped at him.

“What? Oh. Damn... I was sleeping...”

“Yeah, man. I was kidding,” David smiled. “It was more so you wouldn’t humiliate me in front of her...” my brother-in-law whispered, referring to the difference in their bodies, and with the clear intention that Albert would turn around and look at Ana; so he would see those nipples marking silk, those breasts marking her shirt, that damp neckline, that disheveled hair, and, above all, that lack of alibi for being there with him... In essence: that guilt... But the boy didn’t do it. He didn’t turn to look at her. And, as almost always, he remained still, expectant, and anxious for David to exonerate him.

And Ana then picked up her phone, and I assumed she was completely rejecting any more of David’s strategies and captious attempts. And then he said something to Albert about the joints he had smoked.

“No, no. I don’t care,” the boy responded.

“You’re inviting me, then,” David whispered, and then my wife surprised me, as she reclined a bit on the sofa, and tilted the phone, and put it in a horizontal position; and I realized then that it wasn’t hers, but David’s. And then she looked at him. She looked at David fixedly. And it was she who challenged him.

“I won’t pay for them, then,” my brother-in-law repeated, but more attentive to her than to him, and my wife was pleased with herself, and shook her hair again, determined to be more than him, and to dare to watch that, or send it, or whatever it was, in Albert’s presence.

And a “damn it, Ana,” resonated in the depths of me, ecstatic to see her like this, always having to win even the most useless and absurd of battles. And the boy was confessing to David where he got “the material” to smoke that stuff. And, meanwhile, my wife ignored them, and was probably watching one of those videos, as she made it clear to David herself, placing his phone in that position that entailed voluntary self-incrimination.

And it wasn’t a headlong rush. It was a response. Because it gave the impression that Ana knew, as I did, that there: in David with Albert while she continued with that indecent neckline, that dry torso and that battered shirt, there was an insult; that David was insulting her... that he was calling her... a whore, and that he was doing it through the situation; that he was telling the boy that her husband wasn’t enough for her, and that’s why she had already required Albert himself several times, and that now, under that dim light, she had required him, because why else that darkness, at that hour, and after having received her own husband’s bath. The humiliation was clear, and what he was implicitly telling the boy was equally precise: “Ana, the most attractive of the sisters, is also the biggest whore, because she not only offers herself to you, whether you’ve finished or not, but also to me, and who knows for how long.”

And Ana seemed to know it, but her response was indifference, or perhaps she had no choice, as the alternative would be an angry flight of a needy and unsatisfied woman. But whatever the case, she ignored them and became absorbed in the phone, in one of those videos, as if what was truly valid was there: whether because it was grotesque, curious, or morbid, and not in them. And her response, not in words either, but in attitude, was: “insult me in front of him, make him believe whatever you want, because I won’t protest indignantly, but will enjoy what is truly valid and powerful, which is this morbid extravagance I have discovered.”

And they chatted, in whispers, and David soon saw that his plan wasn’t working, and increasingly paid more attention to her.

And I saw how my brother-in-law gradually fell into Ana’s trap, despite my wife doing nothing, nothing more than feeling and reacting subtly to the impact of what she was seeing on that screen. And Ana, more radiant and erotic than ever, under that blue light, with crossed legs, with that impossible neckline, and with her dark hair as disordered as it was aggressive, created an aura that David couldn’t help but look at. And he obeyed the impact, and tried to look at her while chatting with the boy. And if through his sick mind he had planned, in whatever way, the idea of Albert’s participation, or of keeping him there, something awakened in my brother-in-law that made him consider discarding it, and made him consider not wanting either competition or distractions.

And the seconds passed, and Ana's sweat, heat, and flushed cheeks didn't lie, and her obsessive gaze was once again the same as before: one of shock at what she was seeing on the phone.

And in that agitation of her body there was no lie or overacting, and my brother-in-law still hesitated. But, after a slight yet clean sigh from my wife, which made her bangs flutter, and after a readjustment of her shirt to show, curiously, not more, but less, David, pretending to listen to Albert when he was actually paying attention to and observing my wife, couldn't stand it anymore, and whispered:

—My God… Come on. Uhh… Okay, little Albert. That’s enough. Go to sleep, will you.


CHAPTER 23

There was then a fleeting glance from Albert, directed at Ana, and then he complied with David’s instructions and left. I couldn’t observe it clearly, but I could almost guess that murky look of his, so characteristic, which seemed to have been forming for some time, as if he had already been expressing his obscene gesture even before looking at her, just from knowing she was there.

And the boy left with his bottle, and only he knew what he thought of Ana, of David, and even of me, and then, from a distance, at the foot of the stairs, he said:

“Should I turn on the light for you?”

“No, no. Leave it like this,” David replied, convinced, while my wife didn’t move, as if she couldn’t hear them, and continued looking at that phone, reclining on the sofa.

And the boy’s footsteps could be heard going up the stairs, and those sounds overlapped with my brother-in-law whispering with a grimace:

“Should I turn on the light for you, he says... I think he’s jealous. He didn’t like seeing us like this.”

And I took note of that comment from my brother-in-law. And I realized that he adorned everything with the occasional joke, with buffoonish exaggerations, like imitating Albert with his masturbation, with the thong over his face; but it was evident that, for him, there was seriousness, an agitated seriousness, which made me know he was aroused. It was him, but not exactly the usual him. In his gaze, which again settled on Ana, there was that sin and that admiration, and it seemed undeniable that this attracted her, comforted her; that, between one outrageous act and another, my wife enjoyed that look of tense lasciviousness that fell upon her.

And it so happened that I could see the heat, the sweat, and the blushing of my wife, but I couldn’t tell how much was a consequence of the video and how much of that dirty look.

David stood up then and drank from his glass, somewhat clumsily, perhaps even dizzy from so much alcohol, and they both remained silent. And he observed her, and set down his glass, and I feared, after a long while, that he might look around and discover me. But he didn’t; instead, he moved toward Ana, who remained reclined. And he stood in front of her, with that worn-out T-shirt, with those briefs that had been pulled down and readjusted several times, and then whispered:

“Don’t send yourself the videos, eh...”

“I’m not sending myself anything, you idiot,” she replied, legs crossed, with that neckline that wasn’t as revealing despite the extra unbuttoned button, as she had covered herself slightly; although her breasts still announced volume, and her nipples still betrayed a specific erogenous zone, turning that entire figure into an unbearable obscenity.

“Which one are you watching... Huh,” he asked.

And she didn’t respond, and her sinful blush continued.

“Turn on the sound,” he told her.

And she made no attempt to comply, and let herself sink further into the sofa, and seemed to even enjoy showing herself affected by what she saw on the screen.

And my heart was pounding hard. And I wanted to sigh, but I feared being discovered.

“Ah. I know which one it is,” David said then.

“What would you know... moron,” my wife answered, insulting him, and my heart stopped, and I felt I needed to step away. And she, not content with that verbal provocation, lowered the phone a bit, and smoothed her hair and sat up slightly, and unstuck her shirt from her damp back, and her breasts danced under her shirt with her movements, which pretended to be innocent... and then she reclined again, and returned her gaze to the screen; but in the commotion her neckline had become so vertiginous, so open, that half of one breast was visible and almost to the areola surrounding her nipple. And if I, two or three meters away, and through a window crack, could glimpse that, what David must have been seeing, from above and so close, had to be difficult to bear. And then he cleared his throat. And I noticed how he received the blow of incitement. And then he grumbled:

“What a bitch...”

“What,” she asked, without looking at him, having heard him perfectly.

And David, extremely tense, with his face redder than ever, because of her and the alcohol, must have been dying to fall upon her, but what he did was demonstrate to her, in his own way, that he couldn’t take it anymore. And she must have been seeing it out of the corner of her eye, but I could see it clearly: my brother-in-law brought his hands to his underwear again, and pulled it down, while looking at her... and out came his crooked and weary cock, growing and shrinking... and again that wrinkled thong on top of it.

“What are you doing, idiot?” Ana whispered, without looking at him. And she pronounced it with cutting indifference.

And now it was he who didn’t answer her. And he maneuvered his member, and I saw how he made that dishonored thong hang from that piece of flesh that was increasing in size, barely a meter away from my wife; and he grumbled an almost possessed: “I can see your tits, damn it...” and he pulled down his briefs with one hand and began to masturbate with the other. To jerk off that cock from which hung that vilified lingerie.

And then I did sigh. It was impossible for me to bear that tension. And it was they who were transferring it to me. And I couldn’t understand how my wife could be there reclining, keeping her eyes on that phone, with David masturbating standing in front of her. And I could sense that she was looking at something, that her eyes must sometimes get lost in that hand that slowly and mechanically shook that dark member.

And I suspected she was feigning composure, and a few seconds later I knew I was right, because she went to press something on the phone, perhaps restarting the video, and her fingers vibrated in clear spasms, with a telling tremor.

And I watched as she shook her hair again, overlapping a mistake with a success, and then I watched as David brought a hand, some fingers, to his own mouth, and there he spat, and moistened them, and then those wet fingers went down to his member, and he spread saliva over the tip, lubricating that pink ugliness that was the head of his cock... And then my wife could be heard saying:

“How... disgusting...”

“What?” David asked immediately, although he knew she was referring to that shameless maneuver.

And she didn’t respond. She remained engrossed in the phone.

“Why disgusting? Huh?” he insisted then, again with one hand pulling aside his briefs and using the other to masturbate. And my wife didn’t respond, when you could already hear the watery, pounding “click, click” of that suddenly wet masturbation from that man who was jerking off in front of her.

“Show me your tits,” he whispered then, increasingly less concerned about appearing desperate.

And she didn’t answer him. And my heart was pounding. And the “click, click” was becoming louder and more agitated. Just as that thong was shaking from the swaying.

“I can already see them almost entirely anyway,” he insisted.

And my wife pretended not even to look at him. And I was beginning to feel that he might cum.

“Come on,” he whispered and took half a step toward her.

“Step back...” she protested, serious. And then, to my surprise, she glanced at me fleetingly. And I couldn’t read what she wanted to tell me, but I saw in her a mixture of enjoyment, or rather fulfilled ego, but at the same time there was also something of a loss of control.

“Look how it hangs,” David suddenly said, and I could see how his jerking had ceased, and how he looked at her, with his hands on his hips and his legs somewhat apart. And above all I could see how my wife’s thong was hanging from that thick, dark cock that was pointing straight at her.

“This is so fucking disgusting. Give it to me already,” Ana overacted a bit.

“Take it,” he provoked.

“You’re an idiot... Really,” she sighed, and pressed something on the screen, and set the phone aside. And then he took a step back, and she uncrossed her legs, and again my wife looked at me, for a tenth of a second, and then she stood up, facing him, so close that she almost brushed that cock with her suit pants, because, with her in heels, they were the same height.

“Come on. Take it...” he insisted, craving for her to dare to bring her hand so close to his cock.

And she stared at him. And then she lifted her hair, from behind, with both hands, and fanned her sweaty neck. And he maintained eye contact with her, despite the fact that her neckline, at that distance and with that raising of arms, must have been almost a total exposure.

“You were watching the video... where I’m fucking her... with that blue dress. Right? Don’t you have a similar dress?” he said to her, face to face, and Ana let her hair fall down her back again.

“Yes. I have one just like it,” she replied.

“It’s the video where she looks most like you. That turns you on so much...”

“It doesn’t turn me on at all,” she answered, and he still had his hands on his hips, and the thong was still hanging from that cock that, horizontally, wasn’t decreasing.

And they remained still. And I came to think that my wife was just waiting for that cock to lose strength so the thong would fall by itself. But then it was she who insisted:

“Come on. Don’t be annoying. Give it to me.”

“Take it.”

“You’re such a damn pest...” she said quickly, and brought her hand down there to grab the thong and unhook it from David’s cock, but then he brought one of his hands to meet hers; and, just at the moment she reached the thong, David held her, held that hand and pressed it against his member, and my wife saw how he trapped her and how he managed to make her hand touch both thong and cock; my wife was grabbing David’s cock, grabbing that rough and worn mast, trapped by her brother-in-law’s enormous hand.

And I thought there would be an irate protest, but there was a shake of her hair, and a simple “What are you doing, idiot?” And David’s large hand didn’t release my wife’s delicate hand, which remained gripping his member, and I couldn’t bear so much tension and excitement.

“You like my cock, huh...” he whispered, face to face with her, always holding her hand with his, and forcing her to remain gripping his member, and the thong was still hanging from there.

“It disgusts me...” she was indignant, and again shook her hair, and tried to break free, but not with enough force.

“What’s little Albert’s like, huh?”

“Twice the size of this one,” she snapped, face to face, so close that I feared he might try to kiss her.

“It can’t be twice as big. Mine gets nice and hard and thick, you know... You women feel the thick ones just as well.”

“What an idiot you are...” my wife sighed, and I got the impression that he was barely holding her forcefully anymore, yet Ana continued gripping his cock.

“I’m an idiot... of course I am...” he whispered as he moved his free hand toward her, toward that most exposed part of her torso.

“Stop,” my wife protested, in a faint whisper, while David continued holding her with one hand, ensuring she wouldn’t release his cock, and used his other hand to caress her neckline first, then to pull down her blouse a bit, managing to expose more than half her breast. So much that I now assumed he wasn’t looking at cleavage anymore, but could already see her areola and nipple.

“Damn...” he sighed.

“What?” she asked, suddenly emboldened, proud, despite being trapped like that, with her hand where it was.

“Sergio must have cum hard,” he whispered, observing that breast and that part of her blouse that must have been particularly soiled. “And Albert was watching?”

“I’m not telling you anything.”

“What do you mean you won’t, Ana? But you’ve watched... like four videos of me fucking...”

And then he placed his thumb over my wife’s nipple, which by just a couple of centimeters remained hidden behind her blouse. And he caressed it, over the silk, exciting her, and then released his other hand, letting Ana grip his cock without needing to hold her there. And one, two, three seconds during which he stimulated that nipple and she looked at him, still holding onto his cock. And I was left breathless.

And then she let go. She released that cock and pushed away the hand that was caressing that bewildered nipple through her blouse.


CHAPTER 24

I couldn’t deny to myself that I felt frustration, and moreover a frustration that made me feel guilty. And my wife was moving away from him, and I, curiously, admired her. And this time it wasn’t admiration for her sexuality or for her almost bewitching eroticism, but admiration because she was the one showing sanity.

And I was aware of the night we were experiencing, especially her, and even the past two weeks. I knew what she had endured that night: with me, with Albert wanting to fuck her… with the boy watching, stunned and excited, how I poured myself over her, and so many other things with him, and then with David.

And, above all, what had to be most exciting and tempting for her was that she knew I wanted it. And my feeling, seeing her burning gaze, was that, despite her rejection of David, there was a yearning to let herself go, to try, to feel, and that in her betrayal of herself there was even an added perversion.

But, even so, my wife resisted with admirable fortitude.

She was closing the night. It was her decision. And her way of closing it had metaphorical overtones, because, half a meter away from him, she observed herself, readjusted her shirt and tried to make herself decent, tucking it well under her pants, and then going to fix and correct that indecent neckline.

And David didn’t protest, he seemed to accept his defeat, but at the same time he couldn’t stop being himself, couldn’t stop pestering and making things uncomfortable; so, while she, fuming, composed herself, he grabbed that cock that my wife had abandoned, and fondled it in front of her. And I didn’t rule out that he wasn’t just seeking to insult her this way, but that he was hooked on it, on the dialectical warfare.

But Ana didn’t rebuke him for doing that in front of her, and then he moved a little closer and, watching how she was buttoning up, whispered to her:

“You really do smell like semen…”

“Are you sniffing me like a dog?” she snapped, always counterattacking.

“The bitch is what you are.”

“Go to hell…”

“You must have at least kissed little Albert… right?” he asked her, squeezing his last moments with her, while my wife lifted her mane again from behind, to briefly ventilate her neck.

“No, I didn’t,” she replied.

“What a bitch… Hey… you skipped a button when closing it. Are you nervous?”

“Damn…” she sighed, and it was true that there was a strange misalignment in her blue shirt.

And she was about to bring her hands there again, to fix that disorder, and he stopped her.

“Wait. I’ll close it properly for you.”

And she smiled distrustfully. Tense, but at the same time as if she was wise to his tricks. But she wanted to play with him. Give him that innocent gift.

David then brought his clumsy, large hands to her torso and unbuttoned the button that didn’t match the buttonhole, and whispered:

“By the way, you didn’t take the thong in the end.”

And then she looked down, and indeed the thong was still hanging from that cock that had been in a horizontal position for so long.

And my wife lowered her hand, and was about to grab the thong, while he cheated and unbuttoned another button, and then she looked at me, and again I didn’t know if she was seeking confirmation, but she let her eyelids drop for a moment, and grabbed her thong, which was hanging from there, but she also touched him. And I understood that she was giving him the gift of letting herself be dressed, and she was giving me that last touch on his cock.

But the touch was maintained over time, to my surprise, and perhaps also to hers, as it seemed that she wanted to withdraw her hand, but at the same time felt a dirty magnetism for that roughness. And she touched it in a strange way: she didn’t grab it, or caress it, it was like a contact that was meant to be casual, but seconds passed and the thong was still hanging there and her delicate hand remained in contact with that dark cock.

And she sighed, again, and touched that thing, and I looked for David’s hands, and he was opening more buttons, and wasn’t touching skin, but it was already clearly visible that there was an eccentric and unusual bra there. And I could feel the embarrassment, through her, probably waiting for the impact, not of the caress, but of the hurtful phrase.

But she still had the strength to protest once more, and, despite betraying herself as she was touching his cock, and feeling that this was no longer a neckline but that he was almost unbuttoning all the buttons, she whispered to him:

“Do you think that… that’s closing it properly?”

“We have to start from the beginning,” he answered.

“Right…”

“Hey… and this bra… so… let’s say… curious… what is it…?” he whispered, and Ana trembled. “I don’t see it as very… practical.”

And she remained silent. And then he opened the shirt completely, by surprise, skipping that slow rhythm, and the impact of my wife’s torso, of her enormous breasts surrounded by those blue straps, came to light.

“Fuck...” he gasped. “Holy shit...” he was in ecstasy seeing her breasts from the front; incredibly striking, feminine, large, jutting forward then falling slightly before curving upward at the tips, with such extensive areolas that they left one breathless.

And my wife swallowed hard. And she clung, blushing, to that swollen roughness she wouldn’t let go of, though she wasn’t stroking it either.

“Jesus Christ...! What a slut...” David huffed afterward, and I could feel the embarrassment, and how my wife squeezed his cock, in a mixture of shame, anguish, and excitement.

“Sh-shut up...” she protested weakly, but she didn’t release what she was holding.

“Mother of...” David marveled again, reveling in his discovery, and it was truly striking and almost laughable, for being so excessive, the image of how my wife’s breasts pushed forward, clearly outlined by the straps; and the size of her areolas had never seemed so enormous to me, and her nipples looked so pointed that they provoked an intimidating and overwhelming respect.

“Idiot...” she complained, exposed, and then he couldn’t take it anymore and brought one of his hands to those breasts, and she trembled, and I could feel through him the soft and delicate touch of that breast; and he caressed it, and then my wife looked at me again, and there was so much desire and so much contained pleasure that it even hurt me for her, and perhaps she was trying once more to ask permission, or ask for understanding, because her hand began to move slowly: she was jerking him off tenderly... while letting him grope that breast.

And their bodies pressed a little closer together, and Ana brought her other hand to his cock as well, and squeezed that cock with trembling hands, while he also used both of his hands, and caressed her breasts, and then clumsily pushed aside the delicate shirt with erratic movements; and he cupped her breasts, and smiled, as if appraising and marveling at their extensive size, their symmetrical and flawless shape... and then, face to face, he whispered:

“What melons you have, Anita...”

“Shut... up...”

“And what a slutty bra... Could this bra be any more whorish? I swear during dinner I saw some titty action... like... something naughty... under your shirt, and your nipples looked like two rockets about to launch... and I couldn’t understand what was going on.”

“You bastard...” she protested, in whispers... feeling the roughness of his words mixed with the sweetness of his caresses on her breasts.

And I was dying there, hidden. But above all I felt. And it didn’t seem either right or wrong to me. It just excited me. Like never before. And nothing more. Probably because, unlike the two of them, for me it wasn’t all a collection of incessant battles to win or lose.

“What a slut... What a slut’s bra. Tell me you didn’t wear it to your fake job... that you bought it just to turn on the boy... and look who showed up instead... me...” David provoked, face to face, almost lip to lip, and she accepted looking him in the face, and she fondled his balls with one hand, and jerked him off with the other, while he squeezed one of her breasts with a bit of force, and she complained minimally, turning her face to the side. And, crude bra aside, the contrast between her, with those elegant clothes, and him, with that grotesque lowered underwear and that worn-out tank top, was as jarring... as was her burning and guilty look.

“So Albertito didn’t kiss you...” he returned to the subject, whispering, almost mouth to mouth, and I did fear feeling pain.

“No...” she responded, still masturbating him.

“It gets hard and thick, huh. I told you,” he boasted then.

“Mm... Yy, yes...” she almost moaned, confessing and conceding, in words, for the first time.

And then their bodies pressed closer together. And David groped a bare breast with his rough hand, and the difference in softness was flagrant, and he caressed the other breast over that shirt that had closed a bit from the fondling. And I could see my wife’s elbow, moving, back and forth, and it excited me, and I felt a viscous drop leave my semi-erect member and settle on the inside of my swimsuit. And they pressed closer together. And I couldn’t breathe. And they were face to face. Their faces pressed together, and then he turned his face slightly, and kissed her on the cheek. And the kiss made a sound. And I trembled. And my wife’s elbow moved faster. And I felt the desire, almost the rage, in that handjob that contained guilt but at the same time an impossible excitement and loss of control. And another kiss from him, on her cheek. And I expected them to turn more, to face each other, and to open their mouths. And it was almost there. And I felt that the prelude to that morbid pain was being harder than anything that might happen. And then the umpteenth “fuck, Ana” erupted in my mind. And I wanted her to kiss him... and I wanted her to let herself be penetrated by him afterward... And David groped those tits and kissed her cheek again, and she let herself be rocked, let herself be touched, let herself be caressed, and her pussy had to be getting wetter and wetter, from those caresses on her tits, and from that hard and aggressive handjob... and then David, pulling back a little, whispered:

“Well... let’s stop. We might end up kissing and then you’ll say you were drunk...”

And she was surprised. And I wanted to die. And he pushed away the hand that was jerking him off; rejected my wife’s hand... and took half a step back.

And my wife, affected, didn’t understand anything, and David looked around, as if searching for his glass or his phone. And his expression changed. And yes, it was true that he was putting an end to it.

And Ana pretended as best she could that she agreed with that interruption, and she sighed, and then closed her blouse with two tugs, hiding her breasts, and rearranged her hair. But I watched her, and she couldn’t hide it, because she was burning, and it hurt her, and it embarrassed her, that it had been him who had refused to continue.

“I’m taking this. I’ll give it back to you later,” he said, grabbing the thong with his hand.

And then David bent down to pick up his glass, which was sitting on the coffee table. And Ana was breathing heavily again, and seemed unable to believe that affront. And David drank, with his hard cock, there, standing, triumphant, with his sister-in-law’s embarrassment behind him. A sister-in-law who seemed to be wrapped in rage, so much that she neither reacted, nor even bothered to button up her blouse.

And David placed the whisky back on the table. And he seemed to want to wait for his erection to subside a bit. And Ana seemed to hesitate whether to look at me or not; and she didn’t even seem to know where to put her hands, and her gaze was lost, not wanting to look at him either.

“Well, that’s it. I’ll keep this here... it doesn’t smell like your pussy anymore but I like sleeping with it...” David said as he tried to put the thong and his cock back inside his underwear. “And... I’m taking this...” he said as he went toward the sofa and picked up his phone... “And we’d better leave it at that.”

And Ana watched him pass by her side, and pick up his mobile, with her thong tucked back inside those strained underwear, as his cock was still quite swollen. But she said nothing. And David, already leaving, said:

“Good night.”

And my wife didn’t answer him; as furious and enraged as I had ever seen her.


CHAPTER 25

Perhaps they were my hallucinations, but since she had discovered me spying on them, I had the feeling that there had been a kind of empathy, a co-empathy, where I felt my own emotions and imagined hers, and she did the same; we had both experienced that from a dual perspective. And that had united us, during all that time when she had been with him, knowing she was being watched by me, in a way as surprising as it was unfamiliar.

You could hear the footsteps, David’s steps, moving away. And my wife, still standing in front of the sofa, seemed about to look at me, but she still wasn’t doing it. And I felt an anguishing frustration. And what I felt through her was even stronger: a humiliating and painful rage.

Ana then picked up her phone, and seemed ready to type. And I deduced that she was going to write to me, perhaps to tell me to come in now, or to tell me she would wait for me upstairs, and the truth was that David’s footsteps were already so distant that nothing prevented her from approaching the window and telling me directly.

I then lowered my head, leaving her with her nervous, almost spasmodic fingers, typing on her phone. And my feeling of frustration grew, and I couldn’t understand how we had reached that point, how we had created a need, almost a dependency, for something unknown; how we had created that need of mine to see her with another man, enjoying herself, giving herself over, and that need of hers to like herself, to exhibit herself, and to be with, to satisfy herself with, another man, in my presence. And that culmination of need, which initially seemed should have corresponded to Albert, to someone more distant... without knowing how everything had changed, as we had suddenly found a superior thrill in the fact that this man could be David.

That it could have been David, since everything had ended, as he had preferred moral victory over physical victory. And I was upset because neither of them had been able to accept with normality, even with opportunism, the abnormality that had presented itself.

I then took my phone out of my pocket, expecting Ana’s message, but I wasn’t receiving anything. And I looked around, and the garden, and the temperature, and the night, seemed not to have changed, oblivious to everything I had experienced.

And I put the phone away and looked one last time through that gap, and something surprised me: Ana was still in the identical position, and seemed to hesitate, with her phone in hand, but footsteps could be heard, more determined steps. And they were approaching. And my heart was racing again. And I felt my hands sweat. And Ana turned her eyes to the entrance of the living room. And she barely delayed at all, as the steps were quick... and then David appeared, and he did so suddenly, abruptly, and he looked angry, with his mobile in his hand. And he muttered, shaking his head:

“What a bitch you are... Why did you send yourself the video?”

“Screw you,” she responded, almost looking completely dressed, as if nothing had happened, but all the buttons of her shirt were undone.

“Screw me for what? Marta will be the one screwed. What do I care?” he said, and stood in front of her.

“Well, who knows. Maybe someday I could use it...” Ana countered, trying to project firmness, but her voice came out clearly trembling.

“What do you mean use it? Do you think Belén doesn’t know? Besides... the video where...” David was saying, and suddenly he fell silent, and looked at his phone again, and seemed to find something new and revealing there, and scrutinized his screen. “Hey, but what the hell is this. What did you just write to me?” he asked.

“Nothing.”

“What do you mean nothing?” he whispered, and then, puzzled, read aloud from his phone: “You left me hanging like a whore, you bastard.” And he emphasized the words, savoring what she had written to him; and I understood that was what she had sent when I thought she was going to write to me. And my wife was embarrassed. And, standing, she let her phone drop onto the sofa, regretting her mistake, and then she gathered her courage to look at him again, face to face.

“You left me hanging like a whore, you bastard,” he repeated. “Which is missing a comma, by the way: whore comma bastard, right? What do you mean I left you hanging, Anita? Tell me. What did you want me here for?” he whispered, approaching her.

“For nothing.”

“What do you mean for nothing, huh?”

And she didn’t answer him. And he, shaking his head, moved closer, and she retreated, taking half a step back, and her heels were already touching the lower part of the sofa.

“For this?” he said to her, and pressed against Ana, and put one hand on her waist, and the other hand he brought to one of her breasts, feeling it again through her shirt.

“Stop...” my wife protested.

“No, tell me... What do you want me here for? For this?” he challenged her again, and ripped open her shirt with one swipe, aggressively and above all with contempt, and that breast he had just touched through the blue silk was now exposed, surrounded by those shameful straps. “For this, Anita? For me to keep drooling over your tits and your slutty bra?”

“Sh... shut up... And stop...” she complained, but she didn’t push him away, and her arms hung lifelessly.

“Let’s see. Do you want me to stay so I can worship you, or so I can fuck you? Because it won’t be for the first reason.”

“You’re... an idiot, really...” she insulted him, but didn’t remove those large, belligerent hands; one fixed on her waist, the other squeezing her breast.

“Am I an idiot or a bastard? Make up your mind,” he whispered, and the hand that was on her waist moved to the inner side of her thigh, seeking my wife’s sex. And the other hand harassed her breast with greater crudeness, mistreating it, pressing it with his fingers in an aggressive and vulgar manner.

“Stop... Ah!” she moaned in a high-pitched sob.

“Does your tit hurt...?” he taunted her, and eased up a bit, changing the squeezing for rough caresses.

“Stop... David...” she protested again, but in a thread of a voice.

And his hand had already reached her crotch, and he felt, and rubbed there, and then Ana looked at me for an instant, and her eyes opened wide, shocked by his boldness, or by his expertise, and she stood still, looking at me while he rubbed over her pants, over her pussy, and caressed that breast...

...And my wife closed her eyes, pressed against him, and I discovered what it truly meant to be left breathless. What it truly felt like when your heart stops. And when I thought I couldn’t feel more arousal mixed with unease, David’s fingers rubbed over those suit pants, over that untouchable crotch, over that unassailable sex... and they did so with greater insistence and determination... and a pitiful and heartfelt “Ahh-h...” could be heard from my wife, and she closed her eyes... and David whispered a cutting: “Shh... easy now.”


CHAPTER 26

Ana then lowered her arm, and I wanted the opposite, but I knew she was lowering it with the clear intention of stopping that furtive hand that was rubbing her sex over her delicate pants; and I, infuriated, sighed to myself, “Ana... just let go... Just let go, even if it’s David... and even if he’s an imbecile...” and she brought that hand to his forearm, and didn’t push it away, but squeezed it, and I could almost see how she slightly dug her nails into his skin, and closed her eyes, while David punished that crotch, and finally whispered to her:

“Damn, Anita... I can feel your pussy as if you weren’t wearing anything.”

And my wife squeezed that arm harder, and you could hear from her a contained, pitiful “Hmm” with her mouth closed; and she closed her eyes, and rested her forehead between his chest and shoulder, on the strap of David’s white undershirt.

I swallowed. I wanted everything and yet it hurt to see her like this. And she was trying not to make any sound, because that would be rewarding him. But she didn’t count on there being other elements and movements that betrayed her, surely involuntary, that perhaps she didn’t even know she was doing... and I noticed... and I could see how she moved her hips minimally: she herself was keeping rhythm with his fingers, in a painful and morbid image... and another “damn, Ana...” emerged in my mind. And then something happened that shocked me even more, not done by her, but by him, and that was that he abandoned that breast he was caressing to bring his hand to her hair, to her nape, in a strangely protective gesture, and that made me shudder.

And then, Ana, leaning on him, embraced by him, whimpered another “Hm-m...!” that sounded almost tender and restrained, and, while he didn’t cease his maneuver, and I could see his elbow going back and forth, indicating that he was incessantly rubbing my wife’s sex, he whispered:

“Bend your legs a little...”

And I felt a spasm in my member, and instinctively looked down and an erection was visible through my swimsuit. And then I heard David’s voice:

“That’s it...”

And I looked again through the window crack, and my wife, with one hand on his waist and the other clutching that arm that was conquering her, slightly bent her knees, leaning on him, who was holding her with superiority. And if I couldn’t recognize her, I also didn’t recognize that David, who, far from his intrinsic awkwardness, seemed to be rocking and taming her, little by little.

“How could I leave you here... what did you call it? Left like a whore...” he whispered, caressing her hair and continuing to jerk off her pussy over her pants.

“Mm-mm...” she stifled, with her mouth closed, against his shoulder, and squeezed his arm tightly.

And then David moved the hand that was holding my wife’s nape, and began to lower it, and brought it to her hand that was on his waist, with the clear intention of guiding it to his white briefs. And she let herself be handled, and her delicate hand went to his crotch, and began to erratically feel that bulging worn slip.

“Don’t hold back. Pull it down...” he whispered to her, pressing his face against hers, and I felt increasingly excited and guilty. And I understood her; I had nothing to forgive. She had not only my approval but my desire. And I just felt, without thinking about how far she would let herself go.

And then something shocked me to the point of making me tremble; and that was that Ana indeed pulled those briefs aside, lowered them clumsily, with both hands, and the crumpled and vilified thong fell to the floor... and she touched that cock again swollen, thick... and, while he continued wreaking havoc on her sex, over her pants, she appreciated the contact, appreciated touching his cock again, she appreciated it with a “Hmm-h...!” that she huffed into his chest, and David brought his hand back to her hair, and knowing that she had moaned, grateful for touching his member again, he whispered mordantly: “Easy...”

My legs were shaking, some vein in my neck was throbbing, making me uncomfortable, and the vision of my wife, with her legs bent, slightly moving her hips, her ass back and forth, to the rhythm of David’s fingers, and caressing his cock, was so hypnotic that I felt a strange vividness, as if only that... as if only that intensity was valid and real. And as if I knew that yes, that was what I wanted, that was what we wanted, even though we had never known it.

And then he moved away, withdrew a bit, and abandoned that masturbation over her clothes and that caress in her hair, and she was forced to remove her face from his shoulder, but she didn’t let go of his member. And they looked at each other. And perhaps that was what he was looking for: to look at her while she touched him. Because nothing was forcing her. It was she who was touching his cock, grabbing it with one hand and caressing his balls with the other. Face to face. Without him doing anything else to excite her.

“Is it dry? My cock, I mean,” he disconcerted her, and he arranged her shirt in a strange way, leaving one breast exposed and covering the other with the blue silk, again protective.

“What? No... It’s... wet...” she answered him, surprised, and at the same time serious, holding his gaze. And I noticed that she was rubbing her thumb over the tip of that bulging pinkish glans, spreading the moisture that he was releasing.

And then he brought his hand to his own mouth, deposited saliva there, and I thought he intended to lubricate himself more, but what he did was bring his wet hand to her breast, to the exposed tit surrounded by blue strips.

“Stop...” she protested, looking at him, but allowing him to spread his saliva over that breast, over that areola and nipple, making it shine; and if that was strange, not to say almost grotesque, it was even more so when he afterward gave a small tap with the tips of his fingers to that glistening breast.

“What... are you doing,” she said indignantly, but without force, and I watched as he combined wet caresses with small, disrespectful, humiliating taps on that breast that danced from the slight and demeaning slap.

And it was crude, but it was attractive. And another “Stop...” came from her, after another small tap that made her breast dance, accustomed to devoted caresses, not irreverent slaps, but he continued, and squeezed her wet, sticky, shining breast with his fingers... and she then tilted her head and sighed, melting, and her hand changed from caressing his cock to moving it back and forth. She allowed him to wet her breast, and he caressed it, and again poured saliva into his hand, and again spread it over her breast, and then lifted the breast and let it fall. And again. And then his thumb on the hard nipple, and she let out an “Ah-h...” as brief as it was heartfelt, and she grabbed his cock and pulled it toward herself in an erratic handjob, and her breast glistened, moistened. And he then, in a crude manner, whispered:

“What... a... piece... of woman you are, Anita... How well they made you...”

“Sh... shut up... Shut up and...”

“Shut up and what?” he asked, and she didn’t respond, and he leaned toward her, opened her shirt completely, cupped the dry breast with his hand, hunched over, and kissed it there. And then she was forced to release his member, and brought her hands to his head, and looked at me.

She looked at me and shook her head slightly. Deeply flushed. She shook her head and let herself be kissed on the breast. Anguished. Overwhelmed. And again I couldn’t tell her what I wanted because I was ashamed and because she already knew. And I observed his head, with that incipient baldness at his crown, and his underwear pulled down to his thighs, and his worn t-shirt that covered half of a white, flat ass, and I was struck by the contrast of their bodies: her beauty and his ugliness. But she let herself be touched. And an “Ow...” was whimpered by her as she closed her eyes, and then she killed me, because the hand she wasn’t using to hold his head, she used to grab her other breast and... offer it to him, so he could kiss and bite that one too.

And she waved her hair, which swayed behind her back, and David’s mouth went to her other breast, and she held them for him, and he slobbered over them: he was having a feast, kissing, biting, and sucking my wife’s breasts. And he delighted in wetting them, and he delighted in sucking, in stretching her sensitive nipples, and that was when she outlined some “Ow... Ahh...” high-pitched, almost tearful, with a striking femininity; and again she shook her hair and closed her eyes and raised her face. There, standing in the living room, with her heels dug into the floor, holding her breasts, offering them to him... for him to devour them... unable to contain herself or deny the excitement of feeling dirty from that breast-eating by that man she hated... And I couldn’t understand so much excitement, but then I saw something that alarmed me, that made me shudder, and I suspected I was the only one who knew it. And I was trying to make sure that it really was as I saw it, when Ana whispered:

“Don’t bite them... pig...”

And David moved his mouth away a little, but said nothing, and then squeezed a breast hard, making her areola emerge... and he licked right there, bending and subduing the nipple with the vehemence of his tongue... And I, having a heart attack, knew I should look lower, that I should focus on what perhaps only I had glimpsed, and then I looked at my wife’s pants, at those blue suit pants, and saw, in the area of her sex, a darker blue, clearly darker, shamefully darker...

...And I wondered how that pussy must be... how my wife’s pussy must be... so wet, so soaked, so open... to have caused that mess on her pants... and then I understood why she let herself be touched like that... and I understood why she allowed him to crawl upward... I understood why she let herself be kissed on the neckline, the neck... and then allowed him to hold her, gently, with his hands on her face, face to face... And then his cock randomly hit her sex, in that darker area, and he pushed, with his hip, forward... and then backward...

“Stop...” she moaned, feeling that cock staining her and pounding against her covered sex.

And he continued, forward and backward, as if they were fucking standing up, with her still dressed. And he placed a kiss on her cheek. A kiss that made a sound, and that made me guess his imminent objective.

“Just... stop...” she panted, bringing her hands to his hips, but allowing herself to be thrust against in that strange way. And then he turned his face and placed another kiss... on her cheek, but almost on her lips... And I knew what was coming. And he insisted again. And on the third kiss... he found her lips. A peck. Slow... And then he withdrew his mouth. And she, with her eyes open, sighed, and looked at me. And he kissed her again... and I knew it. I was dying. But I knew it... And my heart was exploding... I knew it would happen... and... finally, heated, sweaty, and with that cock pushing her, staining her and pounding against her soaked sex... she... my wife... couldn’t take it anymore... and at his next kiss... Ana opened her mouth. She opened her mouth, looking at me, and as soon as she felt him, she closed her eyes. She closed her eyes and kissed him. And their faces tilted and their tongues played... and I was dying seeing her like that...

David was kissing her. He was kissing my wife. He was putting his tongue in her mouth. And she seemed not to react. She only moved her face, her tongue, surrendered to him. And my body was splitting in two. And I swallowed hard. And I felt an unbearable excitement. And he continued, with his hips moving back and forth, with that white ass coming and going; and his cock was hitting against my wife’s covered but soaked sex... And I felt her so ardent, so needy... that it hurt me... And when I thought I couldn’t feel any more, she killed me, again... because, without stopping that kiss, without ending that eccentric make-out session... she brought one of her hands to the back of his neck, and pulled him toward her, so he wouldn’t stop kissing her... and her other hand went to his member, to feel it, and to control it... And the kiss continued... and she was almost moaning thanks to him, uttering some “Mh-h” sounds, drowned in David’s mouth that were pure arousal.

And the image was both attractive and crude at once. And she let herself be kissed, but was by no means passive, as she was also kissing, and grabbing his cock, almost jerking him off now. And their tongues sought each other. And I could see them. And the battle was being fought in her mouth. And I felt the electricity of that desperate make-out session...

...And then he pulled back for a moment, and used his tongue to slide it over her lips; and it was vulgar, but it was accepted; yes in that context, yes with her breasts covered in saliva, yes with her hard and soaked nipples, yes with her pussy dripping through her pants... And my wife allowed herself to be licked and jerked that cock which was unpleasant in itself, but not in that context, not in that context where she smelled of semen because of me, not in that context of her obscene bra incriminating her, not in that context of her battered thong on the floor; and everything that had been happening since she had dressed in that bra that day until the moment she found herself in, had been leading her to feel increasingly more... shameless... increasingly more... immodest, increasingly more... slutty... and absolutely prone to end up precisely like this.

And David kissed her again, and she opened her mouth again, giving him her tongue, and moaning in a muffled way, and their faces tilted again, and her elbow moved back and forth, fiercely, jerking him off, pulling on it, on his cock, as if she were going to tear it off, out of pure eagerness; that weathered cock, perhaps repulsive, but which fulfilled the function of exciting her more and more, perhaps and precisely because of that, for not being suited to her, but to the rough extravagance that they had both created.

And then he broke the kiss again. And their faces remained pressed together, cheek to cheek.

And he whispered:

“I’m going to fuck you, Ana...”

“No...” she answered. In a thread of a voice.

And he then separated himself, and pushed her a little... Shrewd. Skillful. And he made to fall, both of them onto the sofa. And she backed away. And I sighed heavily. And she didn’t want to fall there with him.

And finally she accepted to move backward, coming to lean on the sofa, but she pushed him in the chest, so that he wouldn’t fall with her, and she succeeded; leaving her seated, reclining, facing him, who remained standing.

And I observed David: with his hard cock, pointing upward, thick, with his balls hanging heavily... And her with her shirt open, with her breasts emerging impressively between the straps, with her cheeks burning, with her matted hair, and with a look that was of... stupor... surely because of herself... And I felt them both, and trembled, ecstatic.

And then he said:

“Take off your pants...”

“No...” she panted, but I felt that she couldn’t take it anymore.

And then I suddenly noticed something in my swimsuit. Something foreign to me. Something that vibrated. In my pocket... And I was startled, and I had to stop watching them. And I withdrew.

And I couldn’t believe it. And, with my back against the wall of the facade, with my fingers trembling, I managed to get hold of my phone.

And there, while my body and my mind were still with them... I saw a missed call, from Lucía... And then a message, also from her, and absolutely surprised, overwhelmed and bewildered, I read:

“This is Elena, a friend of Luci, who is completely drunk, she’s in a terrible state, really, really terrible, and we can’t find taxis, can you come pick her up? She told me not to call her sisters.”


CHAPTER 27

As I read that untimely message, I felt my body and mind were still in that shadowy living room, bathed in that bluish glow. What this friend of Lucía was telling me evoked things from youth—ethereal, light things that shouldn't require much alarm. I was already tempted to return to my peephole, to my window behind my curtain, as that hiding place had become absolutely mine, when I reread that wretched text.

Again I thought that probably nothing was happening beyond Lucía being quite drunk, but I remembered that her night had already been tainted earlier, regarding that message to Belén a couple of hours ago, which suggested that Lucía was supposedly, in addition to being with her friend, spending the night with strangers.

And then two elements came together: first, my sincere affection for that girl, and second, knowing that if I turned a deaf ear to that request for help, and something serious actually ended up happening, I would never forgive myself.

And there I was, sheltered, with my back against the wall, hesitating, reading that message for the third time, focusing on that “she’s in bad shape, really, really bad,” and suddenly I found myself almost convinced to abandon my morbid madness and agree... and I found myself wondering how to do it, how to get to the bedroom and grab the car keys, and go out the door.

“Shit...!” I ended up muttering to myself. “Damn it, Lucía...!” I was eating myself up over my bad luck, in inaudible grumbles, and decided to peek one more time before drawing up the definitive plan.

I rotated on the spot and moved stealthily. I didn’t expose more than half my face through that gap, and immediately saw they were still engaged in verbal warfare, that David was still standing in front of her, with that slip pulled down, and that she, reclining, face up, had covered her breasts again with that blue shirt; that half-damp, half-stiff shirt that smelled of the deepest part of me, and which my wife was covering and uncovering, opening and closing, like two windows, giving and taking oxygen from the living room.

And David was crouching then, and I observed the curvature of that large, worn-out body, and the straightness of his persistent member, and he picked up the thong, and then dropped it on the sofa, next to Ana.

And, after doing so, he whispered:

“Well... you kiss very differently from Marta.”

“...What an idiot you are...” she responded, and there was a certain fear in her eyes, fear that he might try to attack her again. And, as always, she tried to disguise it by counterattacking:

“And why are you comparing me with Marta in that? Don’t you remember how your wife kisses anymore?” Ana snapped at him.

And he returned the jab, and, knowing that she had resisted falling together onto the sofa, David took Ana’s jacket, the one she could have used multiple times to cover herself, and seemed to intend to leave it on the other sofa, to have a clear path to sit next to her.

And I was in ecstasy, and nothing did I crave more than to continue spying on them, but I knew I couldn’t delay it any longer, that I had to abandon that hiding place.

And I did. I moved away. I looked at the sky, clear, pitch-black and starry, with my head and back against the façade. And I took a breath. Not even the slightest breeze had risen in that warm night, and I began my walk, going around the house, to enter where I had exited, to take the reverse path: skirt the house until entering through the kitchen and from there pass close to the living room and then reach the stairs.

And then I finalized the plan in my mind: enter silently, avoiding them hearing me, go upstairs, get some footwear and the car keys, and then come down with feigned naturalness, giving them time for minimal decency; reach them and tell them the reason why I had to leave.

And I understood that I didn’t want infidelity. I would die if it happened. But I wasn’t afraid of that happening either, because I knew that if Ana hesitated and resisted while I was hidden, watching and desiring it, with me absent that would amount to nothing.

And for that to amount to nothing, to nothing more than what had already happened, would probably mean that opportunity would be lost forever. Which was frustrating, and made me curse again having received that message from Lucía’s phone.

I reached the pool area and images of my wife kissing David flashed through my mind like fleeting glimpses. And I didn’t know why, but I felt more morbid fascination and pain in the memory of her, pulling his neck to continue kissing him, than in other cruder acts that had occurred. That kiss, that prolonged make-out session in which she had put so much of herself into it, so much that she had almost moaned... was morbid fascination and pain in such high doses that my cock wouldn’t stop hitting against my swimsuit, not even while I walked.

And I felt absurdly bad about leaving her alone. Even if it was for just three or four minutes, necessary to carry out the plan. And I felt bad because I felt it was something between the two of us, and that, despite having been hidden, there had always been a connection, a shelter and an approval, constant and necessary.

Once I reached the sliding door to the kitchen, I gathered my courage, and put my feet there, and then something vibrated again in my swimsuit, and again I was startled, and I received that noise as if it had been a genuine explosion.

I took several steps back. I moved away from the house, distressed, and with difficulty managed to get hold of the phone. And I saw that Lucía was calling me.

I had to answer, but I couldn't be heard, so I moved away from that entrance, toward the part of the garden where David's throne was, and everything seemed different; and, once I was far enough away, I pressed the screen to accept that incoming call, and I couldn't even say anything, as I heard an annoying background noise, and a voice, from a girl who wasn't Lucía, saying in a shrill, childish tone:

“Hey, guy! Taxis are coming now. I'll put her in one, okay! Got it?”

And then suddenly, overlapping the previous sentence, Lucía could be heard shouting:

“Leave me the fuuuck alooone! I'm fine, damn iiiit!!”

And the call cut off.

The commotion. The drunkenness. Youth. I immediately understood there was nothing to worry about, and curiously I didn't feel relief, but almost the opposite: an overwhelming pressure. Because this meant that everything continued, that everything could continue. And I was already making my way back to my hiding place when I began to feel that I didn't see myself there again, not like that, not hidden and diminished. And the shadow of the idea of surprising David, of setting up a "hunter becomes the hunted" scenario gained strength. And I suddenly became nervous, more so, imagining myself entering that living room, and him seeing that Ana wasn't surprised. That he would see, for once, that he was the one being deceived.

And I decided. I would enter the living room. Making just enough noise. So my wife would know about my change of plans, but not giving him time to react.

And my heart was pounding, and I turned around. And I knew that this might not greatly favor everything continuing, but I knew I didn't want to remain hidden.

And I walked toward the kitchen. And I entered, and I could only hear my breathing, and I felt my heart beating, with such cadence that it made me uncomfortable. And my bare feet merged with the tiles, making a sticky, familiar sound. And I advanced. And I heard something, noises that could be whispers, and then another sound... that... affected me... that alerted me... because it seemed like the sound of a kiss.

And I stopped. Just before entering the living room. I stopped for a moment, but I knew there was no turning back. And I feared I hadn't made enough noise, so I decided to go toward the steps, and then I climbed three or four, causing the normal noise, and descended those three or four, creating the normal noise; enough to give myself away. And enough for my wife to understand me, but not David.

And the rest of my footsteps, loud. And I looked in. I entered the living room. And I saw them.

And I saw my wife, lying, face up, but more slumped, more embedded in the sofa than before. And beside her lay David, with those briefs still pulled down, with that cock almost always visible, always mediocre and always hard; and he was at her side, leaning toward her, and kissing her cheek... And she turned her face away from him: toward me, and seemed blocked, overwhelmed, letting herself be kissed there; and he, not content with all the cheek she offered him, tried to turn her face to really kiss her.

And then David raised his gaze, barely moving, and said in a soft tone:

“Sergio, dude, about time. Don't take this the wrong way, but you're shit at hiding.”


CHAPTER 28

If Ana had spent so much of that night pretending that his crude remarks and the surprises this man seemed to harbor didn’t affect her, now it was my turn. It was my turn, because I didn’t want to surrender. I didn’t want to show weakness or alarm. I suddenly found myself caught up in that dynamic of experiencing affronts as small battles, and I did my best not to express surprise at his statement.

“Yeah... that’s why... Better from here,” I answered, not quite knowing what I was trying to say.

“Right? I was about to bring you coffee at the window a couple of times,” he said, moderately serious, still leaning over my wife.

“That wouldn’t have been bad,” I whispered, looking toward Ana, feeling an unfamiliar temptation to be next to her.

“What a pair you two are...” David muttered, in a lighter tone, and I, knowing that Lucía wouldn’t take long to arrive, could barely control a mysterious need to feel my wife, to be close to her; and I observed that there was enough space on that sofa for me too. And I began to approach. And she looked at me, with that permanent look of not wanting to be there, yet at the same time not pulling away from him. And I ended up reaching them, and I sat down, sideways, leaving Ana in the middle between us.

And then she, nervous, and probably, like me, not knowing exactly why she was saying what she was saying, whispered:

“Here comes another one... very elegant.”

And David moved away a little, perhaps intimidated or at least uncertain whether I wanted to put an end to all this, and he couldn’t help confronting:

“It’s summer, Anita, what do you expect?”

And I looked at her again, and her shirt was unbuttoned, but her breasts were covered, which didn’t prevent her nipples from clearly and obscenely marking the blue silk, always thanks to that bra that didn’t fulfill any function of covering.

“I’m not elegant... but you’re wearing quite a mix...” I whispered to Ana, tense.

“Of what?” she asked.

And I was going to answer, but I didn’t know how to say it in a non-confrontational way, and then David got ahead of me:

“Damn, Ana, you don’t get anything. Your mix: your blend of elegant suit with slutty bra.”

And I listened to his crude accusation, and I absolutely didn’t want to align myself with him, but they were entangling me in verbal battles I wasn’t used to. And I wasn’t used to that unbearable tense calm either. And above all, I couldn’t believe I was sitting just three feet away, with my wife in the middle, from my brother-in-law’s erect cock. Who seemed considerably more composed than the two of us.

“You catch on to everything right away, because you’re so smart...” she provoked him, more confident in words than in gesture, as all her body language radiated fragility.

“That’s true. I am,” David said.

“Smart and ugly...” my wife then provoked him.

“Ugly, yes...” he pretended to accept her insult, and moved closer to her again, and brought his lips back to that flushed cheek; and she turned her face toward me again, in a slight and contained escape, which had hints of an implicit question, a question or inquiry that she was posing to me.

And I had nothing to forbid or consent to. And David seemed to reach the conclusion that I hadn’t abandoned my hiding place to stop this.

And then, my wife, already almost feeling the kisses at the corner of her lips, whispered to me:

“Tell him... to stop...”

And I turned slightly toward her, and heard another loud kiss on her cheek, slow, savored by David, and I brought one of my hands to her shirt, and felt it really damp, perhaps now more from her sweat than from that orgasm of mine that had landed on her, and I moved it slightly aside, uncovering one of her breasts, and her whole torso expanded, taking in air, and her breast emerged prominently, upward, surrounded by the blue straps... And then Ana, feeling the pressure of David’s hand making her turn her face toward his mouth, and reproaching my movement, whispered:

“What a... bastard...”

And she let herself be guided, allowed David to turn her face, until their mouths were facing each other. And what I felt, at that distance, was three times what I had felt while hiding, and I then saw how they closed their eyes, and how their lips made contact, and I saw how he opened his mouth, and how she responded, and opened hers... and then she accompanied with her tongue, and I saw how they kissed, in a slow, painfully slow make-out session, but one that made my cock rise in a constant, incessant movement. And the kiss continued, and I saw how David took one of my wife’s hands, and tried to guide it to his cock, again, and she agreed, and first bumped into it, and then positioned herself, and grabbed, and squeezed; she squeezed his cock while kissing him, and at that precise moment she let out a devastating “Hmm...” sincere, and with a kind of candid tenderness that made me shudder...

...And I couldn’t believe I felt so much excitement, and I did something I had been wanting to do for a while: I pulled down my swimsuit, shameless, intoxicated by the two of them, and freed my member, which emerged long and already exposed, with the glans swollen and so wet that a long thread of pre-cum hung down, bumping into everything... and I saw how my wife held David’s cock, and I felt envious, and I had never felt envious of another man like this, linked to an action of Ana’s; and I saw her other hand, inactive, and I disguised myself as David for an instant, and took that delicate hand of my wife, and guided it; guided that hand, which allowed itself to be led, and I placed it on my cock, and again she took a couple of seconds to position herself, and then, my wife, while kissing him, with her eyes closed, with her face turned toward him, grabbed mine, firmly, and I felt that surprisingly cold hand, iron-like, aggressive, almost furious, and I felt a strange pleasure feeling her hand gripping there, but she didn’t whimper when she grabbed mine, she didn’t make any sound, which I suffered and enjoyed in equal parts.

And my wife was grabbing a cock with each hand, but she felt inhibited, disconcerted by everything—by David's boldness, by my desire to continue, and perhaps also confused by herself, as she wasn't stopping it, wasn't putting an end to it.

And then the kiss broke off, and David pulled back a little, and crudely wiped his lips with his thumb, and saw Ana's exposed breast, and how she was gripping both our cocks, and he said strangely:

“Impressive equipment, Sergio.”

And I didn’t know what to say. And probably neither did Ana. And she then opted to act... and, to my surprise, she began to move her hands, simultaneously, up and down... jerking both of us off. And she turned her face toward me, and I felt she was asking for help, but a guilty kind of help, as if asking me to save her from herself. And then she turned her face again, and looked at him, and continued with her two hands, up and down. And with her gaze aflame, and her eyes half-closed. And then David brought one of his hands to her shirt, and uncovered her other breast, and she arched her torso again, and undulated slightly with her back, reclining on the sofa, feeling herself, enjoying herself, and her breasts emerged colossal, between those straps, and she kept jerking us off, in a labored, arrhythmic way...

...And then David began to caress that breast he had uncovered, with the tips of his fingers... making her skin prickle, and she trembled; and he continued, cautious, measured... with those large fingers that suddenly seemed to know how to use with cunning... and my wife’s trembling gave way to small and almost ridiculous spasms, delicate, feminine... And that stimulation... was killing me... and she let herself be caressed, allowing him to ignite her, and I knew the trap, and, for some strange reason I felt an odd impulse, almost possessive. And it was absurd that I saw greater gravity in those caresses than in her masturbating him, but, while she looked at me, and without him hearing me, I whispered, minimally, hoping she would read my lips:

“Come.”


CHAPTER 29 

She wanted to torture me a little, staying as she was, letting him caress her breast, remaining still except for those hands of hers that moved up and down, masturbating both of us; but I knew her, I knew every minute stimulus of her face, and that’s why I knew she had heard me, and that she would soon comply with my request to leave him, for however long, and come to me.

She punished me a bit more, and even let out a little moan from those subtle caresses on her breast, and she looked at me, and I wondered if she would force me to repeat myself, but finally she released David’s member, and, while he was probably surprised, she moved closer to me, simply by turning.

And she was jerking only me off now, sitting by my side, looking at me intently, and her shirt was closing involuntarily, and her breasts danced with that movement on my member. And I knew she was about to speak to me, that her mouth, half-open from excitement, would give way to something, something surely warm, surely intimate, highlighting that step we were taking; mentioning something derived from that connection that was new, stronger than ever… And I caressed one breast over her shirt, with delicacy, precisely the one David had caressed. And then Ana whispered.

“You’re both… pigs. Both of you.”

And I, surprised, stopped my caress, but she didn’t stop her jerking, and I sensed that David, behind her, was somehow touching her. And I responded in a whisper inaudible to him:

“Me…? I’m on your side, Ana.”

“Sure…” she responded, not believing me.

And I was amazed, as I had expected a more affectionate approach. And then, face to face, almost mouth to mouth, she squeezed my cock harder, stopped jerking, and stuck out her tongue; she stuck out her tongue and I stuck out mine, and our tongues made contact, and it wasn’t a kiss as such, it was simply a disordered excess, a crude clash of our tongues, and I felt hers hard, determined, fighting with mine; and we closed our eyes, feeling that obscenity, and then we devoured each other’s lips, almost biting our lower lips, alternating our turn of vulgarity, with an unknown lasciviousness; and I felt my heart accelerating, and I felt her unbridled, and I understood that she was simulating restraint but that really, after everything she’d endured, she desperately needed, in whatever way, to explode.

And then she pulled away, and ran her thumb over my glans, spreading fluid, as she had also done before with him, and left me breathless, and then she whispered to me:

“He’s touching my ass.”

“Good for him,” I responded without thinking.

And then she glanced briefly downward, observing how she was spreading that transparent fluid over the tip of my member, and I was left wanting to feel her, to feel a real kiss, to feel our open mouths and our tongues playing in rhythm, and so I brought one of my hands to the nape of her neck, gently, so she would understand that I wanted that kiss, and then she raised her eyes, looked at me, and whispered, whiny, with a strange touch of sweetness:

“See…? You’re a… bastard…”

And I didn’t understand the reason for that accusation, but I observed how she pushed her hair aside, and I then withdrew my hand; and she climbed onto the sofa and asked David to move aside, and positioned herself lengthwise, with her knees and palms on the sofa, with her face toward me and with her legs and backside toward David, to whom she wasn’t offering a bare ass, or maybe she was, but she was essentially offering completely closed pants, and to me she was offering the view of her face and her breasts, which hung enormously from her torso, and she looked at my cock, and I then deduced that she had misinterpreted me, that she had understood that my hand had intended to guide her so that her mouth would go not to mine, but to my cock, which I was holding at the base at that moment and which was pointing at the ceiling.

“Damn, Anita…” I heard David sigh, from the other end of the sofa, and he knelt behind her, between her legs, and it was true that by positioning herself for… what she had understood I had asked her for… she was offering him the simulation of possessing her on all fours; but it was just that, a simulation, as her pants remained closed and tight, and her movement had been to please me, not him.

And then I heard the sound, the noise, of a car engine, approaching, and I couldn’t believe that Lucía might appear at that moment, although I knew deep down that this happening was really inevitable and even imminent. And I couldn’t believe that this would be interrupted or suspended, just at the moment when David, with his knees between my wife’s legs, was caressing her ass with one hand and touching his cock in a crude way with the other; I couldn’t believe she was going to appear at the moment when Ana, on all fours, and feeling David behind her, was pushing all her hair to one side of her neck with one hand while supporting herself with the other. And the car seemed to be moving away, and I sighed, as my wife held my cock with one hand, pulled all the skin back again, looked at it, brought her face closer… and stuck out her tongue.

And I, after that kiss that hadn’t been one, but had been a crude and lascivious clash of tongues, assumed that what she was going to do wouldn’t be something usual, and this time I was right, because she looked at me, upward, while lowering her face, and stuck out her tongue, and licked my cock, in long strokes, as she had never done before, and then traced a spiral, a whirlwind, with that tongue, all over the glans, and twisted her neck and turned my cock, handling it, as she had never done; and I wanted to maintain eye contact with her, but it gave me so much pleasure that I was barely able to, and then she licked again, all along the shaft, from bottom to top, and she held it by the base, and then pulled the skin up and then down… and placed her mouth over the tip, and I thought that she would finally go down, that she would eat it, and then she let a little thread of saliva fall… playing, because there was no need, at all, for more moisture on that purplish glans that was shining… And then I stretched out a hand, and caressed a breast that was hanging… and then I caressed and squeezed the other one a little… and it was the moment, she was going to suck it… when David whispered:

“Damn, Anita… Your pants are soaked… Mother of God.”

And then my wife buried herself. She accepted the insult and lowered her face. And her mouth enveloped me. And I threw my head back, and felt heat, and trembled, in a spasm… and I felt her warm mouth, and her tongue hitting, everywhere… and everything with extreme sensitivity… And I was shivering… writhing, as if every millimeter counted… and I half-opened my eyes… and saw her head, her dark hair, going up and down, and I turned my face, and saw how David rested his extremely hard cock on one of her buttocks, over her pants, and rubbed, with one hand, somehow… between her legs… surely there where she had left the mark, there where she had unintentionally indicated her mess… And, probably more because of that than because of me, my wife suddenly let out a heartfelt “Hmm!”, moaned onto my cock, and I wished her moan was even more a consequence of what David was doing to her than what she was doing to me.

And I looked back at that head that went up and down. And the blowjob became more and more liquid, so much so that I first felt how some drops descended down my shaft, and then how a river even reached further down, reaching my groin, and who knows if even the sofa. And the watery sound overlapped with her moans on my cock: “Hmm!”, “Hmm!”, “Hmm!”, tender, constant, devoted, which again made me suspect they had more to do with what David was doing to her pussy, over her soaked suit pants, than with the pleasure she got from sucking me off.

And I was panting. And I felt unbearable heat; my back was dripping with sweat, my t-shirt was getting soaked, and I felt her lips distinctly, going up and down, watering, smearing, the entire length of my cock… and that tongue insisted, in rhythm with her “Hmm!”, “Hmm!”, which enveloped everything, and at the tip the sensitivity was such that I released air when she focused and attacked there. And then I slipped my hand between her shirt, and caressed those breasts that almost touched each other from the swaying of her torso; as her whole body twisted to suck me off and twisted from David’s rubbing.

“God-damn…” I gasped then, surrendering to her, and I began to feel that I could come at almost any moment.

And then she removed her mouth from me. And she pulled back, upward. And I thought she had read me so well that she was stopping so I wouldn’t explode, but what she did was turn toward David; with her reddened cheeks and her lips soaked with that liquid, which was a mixture of what she had drawn from my cock and the saliva she had poured, she turned her face and said to David:

“Don’t you dare.”

And I looked at him. And saw his cock, pointing at the ceiling. Thick. Dark. With that beheaded glans, so exaggeratedly pink. And I noticed he had maneuvered to try to open my wife’s pants.

“Why? Aren’t you hot?” he asked, persisting, rummaging around the front of her pelvis, surrounding it with his hands, looking for the button or zipper.

“Yes, I am hot. But don’t you dare,” she snapped at him, writhing with her hip, also indicating with her movement that he should remove his hands from there.

“Let yourself… Ana…” I whispered then.

And she turned and said:

“Well, he shouldn’t touch me… You stop him…”

And I immediately heard the unmistakable sound of a shoe contacting the floor. And I saw how David looked for her other shoe, and also let it fall, and it sounded again.

And I looked at her again. And Ana returned my gaze. And then I felt her shake, as something pulled at her, and I didn’t want to look beyond, I wanted to stay there, with my eyes on hers. And more tugs, and she writhed again with her waist; and both of us, in the background, heard behind her an aggressive: “what an ass… damn…” which revealed to me what he had already discovered, and we kept looking at each other. And it was incredibly erotic to look at each other like that, while he pulled down, with jerks, with his enormous hands, her delicate suit pants. And the movement continued, and she raised one knee… and then the other… and she looked at me, and then I released her breasts to caress her face, and she quickly pushed that hand away… while we heard a crude and gruff: “That’s it… The best ass of all the sisters.”

And I understood that her rebuff had been to remove guilt. Because we all knew that things would go as far as she wanted them to go. And then something happened, and she turned again, and said quickly:

“If you touch my panties I’ll kill you.”

And I looked again over there, toward Ana’s rear, and saw how her pants had been completely stripped, and lay wrinkled on the sofa, next to David, and I saw how her shirt had been slightly pushed toward the lower part of her back, and thanks to that I saw bluish panties, which were concise, brief, reduced, barely of a slightly greater extension and consistency than a thong, so that almost all of my wife’s ass was exposed.

And then I looked at David, who raised and showed the palms of his hands as if Ana’s gaze was actually a weapon pointing at him. And then, there, kneeling, behind her, keeping his hands up, he brought his hip, his waist, his body, forward…

...And he let his dark and ungainly cock rest... letting it fall, heavy, hard, wet, onto one of my wife's bare buttocks.


CHAPTER 30

Ana had to be feeling that rough and rigid piece of flesh on her buttock, directly on her skin. And, on all fours, tolerating that excess, at least momentarily, she looked at me; she fixed her eyes on me as if asking if I really wasn’t going to stop it; asking me if it would have to be her, each time, who stopped him. And I didn’t know if this was a game or if she truly wasn’t willing to go further with him, not further than where she had already gone.

And then she shook her hair, there with the palms of her hands on the sofa, very close to me, and turned her face and said to him:

“Don’t touch me…”

And I shifted my eyes to David, and saw that he had placed his hands on her hips, holding her, as if he were really about to begin a back-and-forth motion, and then he gathered up a bit of the lower part of Ana’s shirt, and moved it toward him, making it cover her waist though not her ass, and brought his hands back there, touching shirt and not skin, but in the identical position… holding her by the waist… and his cock settled between my wife’s buttocks, peeking out from above, and touching panties and not flesh, and he whispered a “okay, Anita, okay…”, satisfied with his clever idea of not touching, but really it was a crude deception, and so much so that he even pushed with his hips, forward; and his hands were on the lower part of her shirt, and his cock on her panties, between her buttocks, and he truly wasn’t touching her, there was no skin-to-skin contact… but, minimally, he moved as if he were fucking her.

And then my wife, turning her face forward again, allowing him to hold her like that, by the waist, and rock her slightly, as if he were fucking her on all fours, whispered:

“What… morons you are…”

And I then held my cock, which wasn’t decreasing and remained raised, and she looked at me, dignified, but her breasts hung enormously between the straps of her outlandish bra, and she looked at me as if she were the adult, but she let herself be rhythmically pushed by her brother-in-law. And I, gripping my member, almost came to believe that she might be right and that there was a certain male camaraderie between him and me, with her in the middle, physically too, and I wondered if there was really something treacherous in my attitude, or if on the contrary events were unfolding following her ambiguous game.

And then, watching that minimal back-and-forth, watching those subtle thrusts of David against Ana, watching that strange simulated sex, I let myself slide down a bit more on the sofa, and felt something on one side of my back, something crumpled, and I pulled it out from under my body, and saw that it was Ana’s thong, the one that had passed through so many hands… the one that had been smelled and vilified by all the men in the house except me; and then my wife, who was receiving the subtle thrusts, allowing that obscene and pernicious amusement of David, whispered:

“You’re such… perverts…”

And then I noticed something, wet, running down my groin, and understood that they were drops that were still alive; drops that had been born from that exaggerated blowjob of hers, and I cleaned under my balls with her thong, looking at her, while she, letting herself be pushed, going back and forth in silence, shook her head slightly. And I was about to say something to her, was going to defend myself from her accusation since she was putting me in the same category as Albert and David, when, precisely David, panted:

“Anita… Look at me…”

And his tone impacted me, as it contained a sickly undertone. And I looked at him. And he was squinting, immersed in that game of pretending or imagining, him, her, and me, that he was fucking her on all fours, in front of me. And his cock peeked out from between my wife’s buttocks, over those bluish panties, and he held her by the hip, touching shirt and not skin, and nobody could believe that part of his cock, wider than the panties, wasn’t actually in contact with my wife’s buttocks… And Ana allowed it, for me, or for herself; she permitted him that simulation, and offered the farce to me, and looked at me as if asking if I really wanted it to happen for real…

…And she didn’t turn around, didn’t look at him, didn’t comply with that request. And I couldn’t stand any longer without touching myself, so I began to masturbate, watching that back-and-forth, that coming and going of my wife’s body forward and backward, with her breasts going back and forth, minimally, falling colossal between that obscene bra, thanks to an open, silky shirt, with outrageous stains from my abundant cum on it… And I gripped my cock, and parted my lips, and felt powerful, and looked at her, and she sometimes tucked her hair behind her ear, and supported herself again, and returned my gaze, always with an air of self-sufficiency, with a presumptuous haughtiness, feeling that she was the one allowing us to play a little, until she stopped it, when she got tired of our childish obscenities…

And she liked herself. In some vain way she liked herself. Despite her situation. And I, jerking off, saw how she even opened her mouth a little, perhaps as a consequence of that cock rubbing between her buttocks, and I couldn’t help extending my free hand, and bringing it to her mouth… and caressing, and then pulling a little on her lower lip. And she allowed it, while looking at me, and then I released her lip, and she whispered:

“Bas-tards…”

And I didn’t respond, I kept masturbating, while looking at her, and then looking at David, who closed his eyes, surely imagining that he was really fucking her.

And then I heard, suddenly, a sound, in the distance, of something that could be a car, but that immediately moved away. And I said to her:

“Fuck… Lucía must be about to arrive.”

“Y-yes? Th-thank you for talking about my lit-tle sis-ter at this mo-ment,” she whispered, broken up by the movement, by David’s pushes from behind, and tremendously serious.

—I'm just... letting you know... —I answered, and then David, oblivious to our strange conversation, sped up that rocking motion a bit, and she gripped the sofa more firmly, and her breasts went back and forth, hypnotic, large, swaying... And Ana, accepting that more severe thrust, and with a voice that came out incredibly soft, almost cutesy, whispered:

—It looks... like he's... fu-cking me...

And I, looking at her intently, said:

—Yes, it does... Yes. Can you imagine?

—No... —she exhaled immediately, and tucked her hair behind her ear again, as it was coming loose from the rocking.

—Why not? —I provoked, in a pant, close to her face.

—For-get it... Sergio —she moaned then, and brought one of her hands to her chest, to one of her tits, and she held it, gently, while looking at me, and while continuing to allow David that degrading obscenity.

—Do you like... touching it? —I instigated, referring to that caress of hers on her tit.

And she squeezed it a little, and almost seemed to pant to the rhythm of that fictitious fucking, and sighed:

—They're... so swol-len... today...

—No wonder... With the day you've had... I don't know how you're holding up... —I continued provoking her.

—Umn...! —she moaned then, aroused, perhaps feeling David's cock rubbing, somehow, lower... on her pussy...

—It turns me on so much seeing you like this with him, Ana... —I panted again, excited, shameless, practically in her face, and my stroking accelerated.

—Umn...! Ah! Sergio... Af-ter... You fu-ck me... —she surrendered, and closed her eyes, and felt her tit, and bit her lip... and I, shaking my member rapidly, almost felt like I was coming.

—Ana... —I exhaled then, looking at her, not knowing exactly what more I wanted from her.

—Umn...! —she moaned again. And I brought my eyes back to David, and didn't see his cock sticking out... which led me to deduce that he was thrusting... against my wife's panties, but over her pussy; that he was pushing with that ugly, pink glans at the exact point where my wife's pussy was located... and I understood why she was making those moans... and my pulse raced... and I felt like I was exploding... but I didn't want to... And suddenly an “Umn...! You... bas-tard...!” was heard from Ana, which was for David, for his cunning, for his audacity, and I looked at him, who was also biting his lower lip, but in a way that wasn't erotic, but grotesque, and he held her by the hip and pressed the tip of his cock against her panties, but between the lips of her pussy. And another “Umm-nn! You bas-tard...!” exhaled by my wife... And then I couldn't take it anymore, I was about to explode, but I didn't want to, so I stopped jerking off, in extremis... and I squeezed my cock, hard... to avoid coming... and I moved my legs... as in a spasm, and I didn't know if I was coming involuntarily... and then I felt an impulse, to stop listening to her gasps and her laments... and I managed to stand up... and it seemed that I succeeded, that I managed not to finish...

And I began to release air, there, standing, squeezing my cock hard... panting, and indeed I had managed to avoid an involuntary explosion. And I stayed for a few seconds, affected, exhausted by my near climax, and then, I heard, behind me, Ana's voice:

—Stop... Get off... Idiot...

And I turned around, and saw that in those ten seconds of absence she had let herself fall onto the sofa, but had turned over, and, lying on her back, was receiving a David who had lain on top, covering her, and who placed the palms of his hands on both sides of her head, their faces facing each other; and I looked lower, and David's hard cock was resting, crushing Ana's pelvis. His iron-hard, dark, unpleasant cock, on her delicate panties...

...And they were looking at each other. Face to face. And I thought he would try to kiss her. And then she turned her face toward me, and attacked me with her permanent look of asking for explanations that I couldn't give her, and David placed a kiss on her cheek... a kiss that sounded with a bang... And then he killed me, they both killed me, because he moved his waist, making his cock rub against her blue panties, against my wife's swollen and wet pussy... and she... destroying me, emitted a slight moan... and closed her eyes.

And I, standing in front of them, with a thread of pre-cum hanging from my member, witnessed how he pulled his face back a bit, and how she opened her eyes, and turned her face toward him; and, face to face, she looked at him... they looked at each other... there, her crushed by him, her breasts in contact with David's worn-out t-shirt, and I knew what was coming, I had already seen that look of yearning and at the same time astonishment on my wife's face moments before, and she closed her eyes again at the precise moment when she knew he was attacking her mouth... and their lips made contact... and the sound of that contact was heard clearly, and they opened their mouths... simultaneously... and I saw their tongues... vibrating, wet, in an obscene kiss...

…And, when I thought I couldn't feel more pain and excitement, while that passionate kiss continued unabated, just like the rhythmic attack of that cock pounding against my wife's pussy… she… lowered her hands… and placed them on his ass: she positioned her delicate brown hands, each one on a white buttock of her brother-in-law, and squeezed slightly, on that flaccid and pale ass… and then she moaned a muffled “Mm-mm!” into his mouth, precisely at the moment when she felt that cock thrusting, and hitting, hard and accurate, against her desperate pussy…

… A pussy that almost overflowed her skimpy, soaked and fragile panties… a pussy that couldn't possibly endure this for one second more.


CHAPTER 31

As I watched them, as I observed his thrusting with his waist, with his member, colliding; and while I suffered through that kiss, those tongues, and while I saw her hands gripping his ass, I thought they couldn’t keep me more on edge. But I was wrong. I was wrong because she frightened me even more afterward, moving her hands, abandoning those flaccid buttocks to direct them to her crotch, to her sex, or to his; they went, trembling, to that contact zone, to that area where the important parts converged, touched; between that dark cock and her tender, fragile panties. And simultaneously with the movement of her hands, the sound of their kisses continued, and her soft “Hmm!” sounds, feminine and heartbreakingly sincere.

And it hurt me to anticipate it, because I already assumed the surrender would be total... that she would move those panties aside once and for all... and that David’s cock would end up entering... entering my wife... I was already visualizing the moment when he would possess her... all the way... I was already visualizing the moment when their bodies would merge into one; I could almost hear my wife’s lament, half embarrassed, half grateful, feeling him inside; when I then saw that her hands pushed that cock away, to one side, thus preventing it from continuing to push against her pussy covered by the blue silk... and she did it while turning her face away, breaking the kiss, and whispered, to the side, toward me, but with her eyes closed, a laconic “No... Stop...”

David then rested his elbows on both sides of her face, on that sofa, and looked at her, and she turned her face to look at him. And then he withdrew, sat up, and stopped covering her, kneeling between her legs, and grumbled in a low voice:

“You both get so turned on by this. Mother of God.”

And Ana, lying on her back, facing him, covered her tits with her shirt, in two quick movements, with one hand, and looked at him. And then she said:

“Yes, poor baby. We’re using you.”

“Yes, you are. First the kid and now me,” he said, reaching his hands down, opening her shirt again, and her tits once more left the living room breathless, surrounded by those blue straps.

And David’s cock was still hard, pointing forward, and my wife underneath, and he looked at her, looked at her lustfully, and she didn’t cover herself, and then he whispered:

“Damn, Sergio... Your wife is so hot. You lucky bastard...”

And I really didn’t know what my role was. I wasn’t used to something like this, perhaps not like him. I wanted everything to happen, but I respected Ana’s decision, whatever it might be, and I was still concerned about Lucía’s imminent arrival... and at the same time I wasn’t enjoying those verbal battles like they were.

“What are you looking at...” Ana said to him, in a low voice.

And then David took his hands to his shirt, to that white tank top that had been stuck to his body with sweat for so long, and took it off, remaining completely naked in front of her. And his belly came into view, and that entire body, once sturdy and now languid.

And then Ana, looking at him, snapped:

“Oh... So you were wearing a black shirt underneath. No wonder you were sweating like a pig...”

And both he and I perfectly understood that her joke referred to the amount of body hair on his torso, all that hair on his chest and belly, dark and lush.

“What a bitch...” David responded, with a half-smile, as if in some way he appreciated her wit.

“You bet.”

“So you don’t like my body, then. I should shave like the young guys do nowadays,” he said then, taking his hand to his member, narrowing his eyes, and looking at her again with that almost lunatic lust.

“No, I don’t like your body, David. What do you want me to say.”

“Oh, really? What else don’t you like about me?” he asked, standing with his hands on his hips, there, kneeling between my wife’s flexed and spread legs, with his hard cock horizontal, completely naked.

“Ugh... I wouldn’t know where to start,” she responded, lying on her back, disheveled, embedded there in the sofa.

“Start, go ahead,” he said, taking a hand to his cock, and again pulling back the skin, pushing it back and letting that pink glans emerge.

“Well, look. I don’t like... how you smell. I don’t like how you sweat. I don’t like how you’re looking at me...”

“How am I looking at you? Tell me,” he said, slowly masturbating while listening to her.

“You look at me with a pig’s face. Not just now, always. But if you want, I can tell you more things.”

“Tell me. Tell me,” David responded, who seemed to be excited by those insults.

“About your personality too. Don’t worry,” she answered, still not covering herself; she remained with her breasts exposed and her legs spread, with those panties that could barely contain the volume of her swollen lips. “I think you’re... a fucking blowhard with... luck. A nouveau riche piece of shit who thinks he... made himself, or whatever the hell, when really you’re nothing more than... a hick, that’s it, a lucky hick.”

And David was masturbating and looking at her. Intently. And his cock was getting even harder in his hand. And again the sound of his jerking off, almost over my wife, that wet "click, click" that overlapped with Ana's affronts. And I wasn't touching myself, just going crazy with their war against each other. And I felt that he was getting more and more excited and that she was enjoying finding the precise words.

“Well. So many things. But in the videos with Marta you certainly liked it. You couldn't stop watching them,” he responded, not stopping his hand, and his balls hung elongated and withered, swinging with the movement.

“The videos are disgusting. With your pig face. All red. With that redneck redness that comes over your face, also when you're drunk. You were pretty gross. And that. That luck you have, I don't know how you do it. I don't know how... Anyway... Come on. Cum,” she said, suddenly.

“I'll cum on you, huh?” he asked, breathlessly, excited.

“Yes, come on. Cum. I want to go to sleep,” she snapped at him, haughtily; but she looked affected, with her reddened cheeks, and her hands, which she didn't know where to place, and with that cock so close, jerking over her body.

“Okay. Very well, Anita. I'm going to cum, okay?” he said, and she settled more into the sofa, sunken, with her sweaty and open shirt, with her breasts free, with her enormous areolas crowning those naked tits, and with her hair scattered— “But,” David continued, “I also want to tell you a few things: I think you're a serious cock-tease, and that you set all this up, and that poor Sergio here doesn't know how to control what a cock-tease you are.”

And Ana listened to him, and looked at him fixedly, and, suddenly, to my surprise, those hands of hers that didn't know where to place themselves, moved. They moved, descending, while she looked at him, and went downward, toward her panties, and slipped in there, under the blue silk, and her torso serpentined a little, and she half-opened her mouth and arched her back minimally, as she touched herself, and whispered:

“Just cum already...”

“Yes, yes... Don't worry... I'm going to leave you covered...” he almost panted.

And both were touching themselves. He was shaking his cock. She was using both hands to pleasure herself, under her panties, under that flimsy blue lingerie that was pulling away from her pussy, allowing those impeccable, feminine rubbings... And they looked at each other, and I suspected that there might be a kind of trap there, that she was excited, extremely excited, but that she saw it as a triumph if he came, finally freeing herself from something truly irrevocable happening. And they masturbated, and suddenly he decided to continue with his affronts:

“I'm cumming now, Anita. And I'll tell you more little things, just so you know: I think you're a serious slut. That you're incredibly hot... but that you're a big whore...”

“Oh, really?” she panted, her jaw trembling minimally from the pleasure she was giving herself, and her breasts shook between her arms, like two mountains coming together, imposing.

“Yes... Fuck... And you have such huge tits... I'm going to leave them covered...” he threatened, sickly.

“Really? I don't think... you'll reach... my... ti-ts...” she provoked him, broken, panting.

“We'll see... Hhm-h...!” he groaned, gruffly. “And you have such... slutty... lips... especially that lower lip... And you kiss... like shit...”

“You... don't say.”

“You heard me.”

“Come on... Cu... cu-m... I-diot...” she whispered, panting, demanding from her panties, with those fingers that moved quickly under that blue soaked trifle.

“I'm coming, Anita.”

And he continued accelerating his jerking. And she writhed, rubbing herself. But she seemed to grow desperate because he wasn't exploding. And she came to stop her hands, and I understood she did it to avoid cumming herself, to not give him that gift. And she pulled them away, anxious.

“Come on... If you can't hold it anymore...” she panted.

And then he, without stopping the rhythm of his jerking, moved the hand that was on his hip, and brought it to her, to those panties. And she let him, allowed him to pull at them. Allowed him to move them aside, to separate them from her pussy. Trying, desperately, to make his excitement uncontrollable so he would finally explode, even if it was on top of her.

And David, masturbating with one hand and pulling at her panties with the other, looked at that pussy, and whispered:

“Fuck, Anita... Your pussy is bursting out of your body... Holy shit.”

“Just cu-m already... Fu-ck...” she panted at him, overwhelmed, exasperated, and exposed. And I, standing beside that sofa that they completely occupied, saw that pussy, that trimmed pubic hair and... thick lips... enormous, that, indeed, overflowed and emerged grown, brutal... sprouting, fleshy, like I had never seen them before. And her entire sex glistened, soaked. And I was so hypnotized looking at that pussy that, when I realized, David was landing on her body; again he lay down, and covered her, and she put her hands on his chest, but allowed him to lie on top of her. And his cock, cunning, sought that hungry pussy. And one of his hands maneuvered to move that panty to one side. And their mouths met. And she, burning, extremely excited, let herself be kissed; and used her tongue, and whimpered into his mouth some “Hmmm!”, “Hmmm!”, while his cock tried to enter...

…And I could see her panties pulled to one side, and I could see that pussy, those parted, protruding lips, and I trembled, because he was just one accurate thrust away from penetrating her. His cock was sliding, rubbing against a desperate clitoris, and she kept her hands on his chest, and their tongues collided, and my wife’s “Hmmm!”, “Hmmm!” continued in his mouth. And then she turned her face away, her mouth… and whispered in his ear, “Stop… God… Don’t fuck me…!” which sounded desolate, timid and uncertain… and he lowered his hand to finally guide his cock… and she turned her head to the side and looked at me, with eyes wide open, and again she was asking me to stop him…

…When suddenly the sound of a car engine could be heard clearly in front of the house entrance, and a girl’s voice, undoubtedly Lucía, and the unmistakable sound of a car door closing.
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My chest tightened, as if suddenly losing air, and my heart skipped a beat, not that it was beating harder, as that was impossible, but it was beating differently. And my hands instinctively went to my swimsuit, which was halfway down, while my eyes darted toward the window, although the curtain was drawn, except for my small gap.

“I fucking swear to God...” I heard David say, just as the gate at the entrance squeaked.

“Is that Luci? Now? Seriously?” Ana whispered.

And I glimpsed out of the corner of my eye how they were moving, how David was withdrawing from her, but I was aware that at that moment I was the one responsible for preventing Lucía from coming through the living room. And we heard the sound of her footsteps on the stone path that led to the front door. And I looked down at my crotch, now covered by my swimsuit, and there was some bulging, but nothing scandalous.

And I heard the agitated movement of retreat on that sofa, while I headed out to the vestibule, to send her upstairs by any means necessary; and then we heard how Lucía was inserting the key in the lock, or at least trying to, as it seemed she was having trouble.

“My God, look at the state she’s in. She’s one of mine,” I heard David whisper, who was also listening to Lucía’s clumsiness.

And I couldn’t look back anymore. I had left the living room and was poised to receive her, acting as a guardian, a shield for sin.

And Lucía finally conquered that lock, and I took a breath, and she closed the door, and entered stumbling, clumsy, disastrous, with high-heeled sandals that struck the floor with a thunderous noise, and, with her head down and glazed eyes, she made a gesture with her hand, as if telling me not to bother her.

“Are you okay?” I asked her. And she didn’t answer. And I didn’t see in her any greater drama than an innocent, youthful drunkenness. “Come on Lucía, go upstairs now,” I told her afterward, trying to prevent her from going toward the living room, or wanting to go to the kitchen.

“Shhhh...” she hushed me, completely drunk. “What’s your problem?” she asked, slurring her words, and coming toward me, zigzagging.

“Come on, Lucía. Go upstairs, please.”

“What’s the fuuucking rush, duuude!” she almost shouted, and I could see the situation slipping out of my control.

And then she put a hand on my chest, as if to push me aside, and then pressed her face against my body, and wrapped her arms around me, giving me a strange hug.

And she stayed there. And I didn’t understand anything. And I feared, with her face against my chest, that she would notice the thundering of my heartbeat, but, above all, I feared she would notice that erection, which had subsided considerably, but was still noticeable.

And she didn’t move. It almost seemed like she might fall asleep there, standing, clinging to me. And I didn’t know what to do.

When suddenly she pulled away, taking half a step back. And then she bent one of her legs, and lowered her hand, trying to take off one of her sandals, and almost fell backward.

“Wait, wait...” I whispered, and held her, so she could take off her shoes without ending up on the floor.

“It’s just... I don’t want to wake up the family... you know?” she whispered, taking off her shoes, standing, as best she could, and drunk as rarely seen.

“Yeah, yeah. That’s good, Lucía,” I said to her, in a low voice, holding her up.

“And you...! What are you... do-ing... a-wake?” she asked, dragging each syllable. “Are you watching a... movie or something?”

“Yes, something like that. But it’s over now.”

“Go to shleep then,” she slurred.

“What? Oh. Yes. Yes, I’m going to bed too,” I answered her.

And then, once she had her sandals in her hands, I moved aside and positioned myself, blocking her access to the living room, so she had no choice but to go toward the stairs.

And wandering, stumbling, she turned in the right direction, and began to climb the steps, and occasionally she would stop, and rest her head on the handrail, and at one point she gagged, and I approached her, but then she resumed her journey, up the stairs. And I remained on the third step, observing and monitoring how she climbed, when I thought I heard a sound behind me, coming from the living room, but I couldn’t recognize it, and I thought perhaps they were getting dressed.

And then I went up a bit more, a couple more steps, to make sure she continued on her way. And then I heard her footsteps on the floor above, and I was afraid she would wake Belén, and I stayed a few more moments, expectant, waiting to hear the sound of her bedroom door closing; but I didn’t hear anything, and I waited longer, perhaps a minute, or two, and I wasn’t too happy about not having the certainty that she had entered her room, so I began to climb the stairs, trying to be stealthy, but still making noise, and I was obsessed with the idea that Belén might hear so much commotion that she would come out of her bedroom... so I turned around, trusting that Lucía had entered her bedroom even if she hadn’t closed the door, and I began to descend the steps, to head toward the living room.

And I didn't know what to expect once I looked in. I wasn't even thinking about it. Although about three minutes had passed since they'd heard Lucía disappear upstairs. Time enough for David to perhaps have tried something more.

I really wasn't thinking about it, wasn't trying to guess, though there was a strange feeling inside me, odd sensations, a singular premonition.

And finally I arrived, I reached the living room... and I peeked in, and I saw them, and I couldn't believe what my eyes were seeing. And then yes, I felt my heart absolutely stop. I felt that my body wasn't prepared to receive that impact.
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I entered the living room completely. And I approached them, captivated and magnetized. And I couldn't know how they had gotten to that point, and I neither could nor did it make sense to ask. And I saw them closer: Ana, sitting, or rather reclining on the sofa, with her shirt open, with her breasts encircled by blue rings, and flowing enormously across her torso, looking downward; looking toward her flexed and separated legs, and there was David, kneeling on the floor, between her legs, wearing his underwear and also his white undershirt... and he was kissing the inside of my wife's thighs. And I, in ecstasy, noticed that her blue panties weren't covering her pussy, nor were they pushed aside... they simply weren't there.

And I moved closer, and suddenly felt her gaze upon me, but I couldn't divert my eyes from what was happening below; and I observed David, with his knees on the floor, hunched over, with that incipient bald spot, with that white tank top he had put back on, soaked in sweat, and placing his lips, almost tenderly, on those thighs, near an exposed pussy that protruded enormously, like a pink rhombus, guarded by two thick, fleshy, and corrupted lips, pushed out from their original position, and surrounded by dark and moist abundance. And he didn't seem to be in any hurry to taste that... to savor my wife's pussy.

And then, now beside them, standing, observing that disaster, I felt how she, there, reclining, extended her arm... and grabbed my wrist, though without much strength, and whispered to me in a moan:

—Mmm... Tell him... to stop.

And her plea, distressed, ashamed, produced an unknown impact in me. And she released me. And I looked at her. And her eyes were tearing up, and her nipples protruded brutally, rock-hard, pointing forward. And she didn't know where to place her hands. And I sighed a “Damn, Ana...” and I felt guilty, but I didn't save her, there was no way to do it, and what I did was pull down my swimsuit, and my cock came out, and I felt it growing, second by second, and I heard from her a desperate “No...”, but it wasn't for me, as I could tell she was looking downward, and I followed the trajectory of her eyes and saw how David stuck out his tongue, and licked her groin, almost grazing the outside of one of those tender, fleshy and elongated lips, which guarded a pussy that was melting before David's breath.

—God... —she panted, throwing her head back, closing her eyes and grabbing her breasts with her hands; all at once, in about three seconds so charged, so erotic, that my cock twitched in a spasm.

—Shhh... Easy —he then whispered to her, into her pussy. And there, entrenched between her legs, he looked at her, looked upward, and she opened her eyes. And he stuck out his tongue again. And I was dying, but I knew the moment when that tongue touched pussy, because a defeated “Ufff...!” came moaning from my wife, who again let her head fall backward, and squeezed her breasts, and closed her eyes.

And I watched that tongue, giving precise, rapid strokes, with much cadence, hitting a clitoris that was blooming, pink, crowning and adorning that summit, and she released her tits, and they fell, and she closed her eyes, and I saw her torso rise and fall, in agitated breathing, and she bit her lower lip, trying not to make noise, not to moan her pleasure to him.

And I looked at him, and I couldn't believe seeing that grotesque body, that sweaty undershirt, that bald spot, that enormous head, embedded between my wife's legs, eating her pussy... and her legs trembled, in almost imperceptible involuntary and telling convulsions, when an “Ufff...!” was clearly panted by her, and one of her hands instinctively went to that head, to that bald spot... and I thought I would die... and I approached, I needed to feel her, and I completely removed my swimsuit and put one foot on that sofa, next to her, and it was an abuse, an assault on her weakness, but her femininity, her body, her, panting, letting her pussy be eaten like that, was more than I could bear... and she sensed my arrival, and opened her eyes, and saw how my cock hung near her face, and I thought she would protest, but, with one of her hands pulling his head, and with her hair disheveled and allowing that cock so close to her face, she panted:

—Um-mm... Does it... turn you... on... seeing me with him...?

—Fu-ck... yes... —I responded brokenly. And my cock horizontally, almost touched her lips.

—Umm! Go-d... —my wife panted, and grabbed one of her tits.

—What... —I said.

—Mmm... Does it... turn you... on... that he's eating my pussy? Ahh! —she bit her lower lip, writhed, and squeezed her tit harder.

—Yes... Ana... —I responded, tempted to masturbate over her face distorted by pleasure.

—Fu-ck... Ser-gio... Ah! Tell him... to st-op... God...!

—No way... he's... stopping —I panted, extremely excited, rebutting her, objecting to her request, and let my cock land, heavy, though not completely hard, on her cheek—. No way he's stopping, Ana... Tell me... Where are... your panties?

—Mmm... God...! I... don't-know. Mmhhh! —she moaned, heartbreaking, and David was not only using his tongue, but also a finger, a huge and rough finger that invaded that fleshy and soaked softness... and that was impregnated with her; and then Ana couldn't take it anymore, couldn't stand it anymore, and, simultaneously with pressing that head against her pussy, she serpentined with her neck, and, without using her hands, moved her cheek, leaving my cock free and in the air... and then she attacked it... and took my cock in her mouth...

—“Hhm-amm!”… she moaned immediately, with my cock pushing against her cheek from inside, bulging her mouth… and she writhed with pleasure… and she devoured my cock with exaggerated movements of her neck, muffling anguished, shameless “Hhhhmmm!” “Hhhhmmmm!” sounds. And she squeezed her breast and pressed his head against her sex, and you could hear the sound of him eating her pussy, and her legs trembled, shivered, the soles of her feet sometimes lifting off the floor, and David moved his mouth from side to side, as if soaking himself in her, even purring with somewhat grotesque, perhaps even mocking sounds, as if imitating her, and she continued moving her neck back and forth, eating my cock, and I felt a devastating wet warmth, and so much moisture that I could see saliva falling from the corner of her lips, and I also noticed how a large amount of viscous liquid flowed from my member, overflowing and sliding down her chin until it fell onto her shirt and breasts…

…And those “Hhhhmmm!” “Hhhmm!” sounds continued, and the liquid sound of pussy-eating, and David’s purring, and I thought she would come, that she would explode with my cock in her mouth, and then I panted to her: “Where are your panties, Ana?” and she moaned an especially thunderous “HMMM!”, incredibly horny, lustful, from my implicit accusation. And I repeated it: “Where are YOUR FUCKING PANTIES, Ana?” and she moaned even more into my cock, a devastating “HMMMM-MM!”, and tears sprang from her eyes at how slutty she felt from her own husband’s accusation; and her torso writhed, and she squeezed her breast lasciviously, and caressed David’s head, encouraging him to keep eating her…

And then I couldn’t take it anymore, it was too much, and a minute ago I wasn’t even completely hard, but I felt it, I felt this time that my orgasm was unstoppable, and then she brought one of her hands to my balls and squeezed them, kneaded them, and continued moving her head back and forth, and then I pulled back, removed my cock from her mouth, and a large amount of fluid hung there, from her lips and from my member, and I grabbed my cock with one hand, and panted to her: “Fuck, Ana, I’m coming. I’m coming… now…”

And she opened her eyes. And looked down. And shook her head slightly, with her cheeks burning, melting, but at the same time ashamed of herself, and then she moaned a surrendered “Mmmmm! You bastard…!” which was for him, acknowledging the merit of that pussy-eating, and I jerked off frantically, over her body, near her face, creating a liquid, threatening sound; and she brought one hand to her hair and pushed it aside, vain, and I couldn’t believe that she was trying to look good, that she was trying to be pretty, at that moment, with David eating her pussy and with her husband about to come on her, with her shirt open and with that slutty bra from which her enormous tits spilled out; and I couldn’t believe how she caressed his head and how she looked at him, and how she moved her torso, almost rubbing her pussy against his lips and then she moaned:

—“Keep going… Keep… eat-ing… me… You pig…”

And I couldn’t take it anymore, I felt the torrent, the heat, the explosion, and my hand stopped, and she moaned, only focused on him:

—“Mmmm…! You’re kill-ing me…!! You pig! Ahhh… God…!!”

And she grabbed, felt, one of her tits again, and I looked at her sex, and David was sucking her pussy, and pulling those lips toward himself, and then releasing them, and sucking them again… and she almost whimpered tender “H-hmmn!” sounds, and she melted, dripping into her brother-in-law’s mouth, and I looked at her again: at her harmonious face, at her parted lips, and I moaned a brief “Ohh!”, and a shot came out of me, a very white, powerful jet that caught her off guard and hit her chin, and she, surprised, tilted her face slightly backward, and opened her eyes wider, and released her tit, and looked at me, offering me her entire torso, so that the rest would fall there, and another “Ohh!”, and she was right, because the next lash didn’t reach her face but crossed one of her tits; and another, and another, and the sound of my semen falling on her skin, and my “Oh!” sounds, overlapped with her gasps, with her “Hmm!”, and her “HMMM YOU BASTARD!” which were for him, for that tongue that was killing her, and I was coming, coming more, unloading on my wife, bathing those breasts and staining her shirt, and from her chin hung whitish liquid, the consequence of that first shot… And my orgasm was ending, and that white stalactite hung from her chin, and her breasts were a whitish mess, and again her blue shirt had been defiled, and she wasn’t looking at me, she was looking down, and I felt that panic again, that kind of passive dread…

…And then I saw how David moved his mouth away, his face, how he left that pussy orphaned, and pulled down his briefs, showing his cock again, completely hard; and there, kneeling, between her legs, with his dark cock near that pussy he had destroyed with his tongue, he whispered:

—“Well, that’s enough, Anita. Now I’m really going to fuck you.”


CHAPTER 34

I could barely catch my breath, I was left breathless from my explosion and from his threat; and I moved away from that sofa, and stood there, next to that David who, kneeling between my wife’s legs, was pointing his hard member toward her open pussy; and I positioned myself standing, close to Ana, who, reclining, offered an agonizingly disheveled image, with her torso bathed by me and with that whitish glob hanging from her chin; but, above all, with that look of dread, terrified because she wasn’t able to prevent what seemed about to happen.

And then he provoked another excess, killing me, as he placed his cock, thick, hard, rough, on my wife’s swollen sex. And you could even hear the impact of his member landing and hitting there. And he left that piece of flesh in contact with that pussy, covering it; and I was panting, with my member hanging flaccid, swollen and soaked, and then Ana whimpered:

“Mm-mm… God…”

And she closed her eyes, and I looked at her torso and saw several rivers, some more transparent, others denser and white, flowing down her breasts, out of control.

“God what, Anita…” whispered he, who kept his cock there, and who gathered the lower part of his shirt to see without impediment how his member rested on her pussy.

“Mmm… God… Ser-gio… Don’t let him… fuck me,” she begged, and she looked at me, with that thing hanging from her face, and I had long since not known what to say to her.

“What a drama queen you are, Anita,” he whispered, serious, with that burning look, with that extremely sweaty back… and then he pulled his hip back a bit, giving oxygen to Ana’s pussy, and placed his hand on her pubic hair, near her clitoris, and used his thumb, and she writhed in a desperate “Hhmm!” and then she opened her eyes, and he removed his hand, and she whimpered:

“Mmm… Ser-gio… Tell him… to stop…”

And I still had no response, and I looked at her, and she looked at me. And David expressed a grimace, as if disapproving of what he understood to be nothing more than an act to remove guilt. And then he aimed, he grabbed his cock with one hand, and I was again left breathless; and he placed his cock at the entrance of her sex, pulled back the skin of the glans, and that pink head shone, eager, impatient for what was about to happen… and his hip moved forward… and was already making contact with the lips of Ana’s pussy… and she then brought a hand to one of her breasts, and grabbed it, forcefully, and she writhed, lustful, and at the same time terrified…

And then he said:

“Fuck, Sergio, man… You’ve made a mess of her,” and he and I looked at the outrageous disaster: those white rivers falling from her breasts toward her open shirt, those large breasts, surrounded by that crude bra; and one of her breasts squeezed by her hand and the other vibrating freely, and her vacant stare… and her open eyes; her hair disordered on the sofa, and that semen hanging from her chin, grotesquely, but which she didn’t clean off…

…And my wife looked down, and saw that cock, about to enter… and I sighed, and he pushed, and from one of Ana’s half-closed eyes it seemed that a tear was emerging, from yearning, from pleasure, from not being able to take it anymore… and she opened her mouth slightly and released a warm breath… and I was dying… and she gripped the sofa with one hand and squeezed her sticky and hot breast with the other… and he moved his hip forward, and she bit her lip… and she looked at him fixedly, furious, and then she emitted a harsh, rough sound, a short “Hm!”… furious at what he was doing to her, at what he was making her feel… and I couldn’t look, but I looked, and that pink tip, ugly, unpleasant… was entering.

He was inserting half the glans of his member into my wife’s pussy… and she was desperate… and she was asking him with her eyes to put it in… all the way… but he remained there, still, and the grandeur of her pussy contrasted with that mediocre cock… And then she moved her hand, the one that was clinging to the sofa, and quickly brought it to her chin, and collected the semen that was hanging, viscous, dense, and wiped it on her shirt that couldn’t bear any more insults… And she made that maneuver at full speed, infatuated, melting and anxious for him to put it all the way in; she made all that movement with half of that glans in her pussy; and she squeezed her breast more, and desperately waited for him to push; he just had to sink in, to bury himself… but he wasn’t doing it, and then she moved… she was trying to move her hip… forward… there, reclining on the sofa… she was trying to slide down more… to get it in… to get David’s cock inside her… and she closed her eyes… and he pulled back a little… avoiding it, and killing her.

“My goodness, Anita,” he whispered, seeing how she was trying, with her body, to go toward him.

And she closed her eyes, and remained still, desperate, incapable.

And then David, with half of that pink tip inside, took off his shirt, and left it on the floor, and his hairy torso came out into the light again, and then she, noticing that a river of semen was falling from one of her breasts to the side, falling toward the shirt, instinctively brought her hand there, to stop the drop, and opened her eyes, and saw David’s body, and he said to her:

“What was it again? Ugly... Fat... That I smell bad... What else was it...?”

“Mmm... You... bas-tard...” she gasped, with just the tip inside her, with her pussy open for him, one hand on her breast and the other containing that drop that had come from me; slumped on the sofa, she looked at him, hating him, yet at the same time begging him to push, to fill her completely...

“Bastard, yes...” he said, and then Ana cupped her other breast, perhaps because she was excited, or perhaps to excite him so he would decide to bury himself completely; and she caressed her breasts, looking at him, spreading my semen over her areolas and nipples, half-closing her eyes, and David sketched a heated “what a little slut you are...” and then lifted her legs, holding her powerful thighs, and she let herself be manipulated, and half of that glans remained inside, and she continued, obscene, slutty, looking at him, spreading and playing with that sperm that moistened and made her breasts shine... and I could see how she tried again, sliding down further to get it inside her... and she succeeded... a little, and gasped a terrible, heart-wrenching “Ufff... Mm...!” and rotated her hips in a perfect circle, engulfing his entire glans with her pussy.

And then David, to my surprise, with utmost cordiality and seriousness, said to me:

“Look, Sergio, this is the best thing in the world.”

And I trembled, because he was announcing it to me, he was going to put it in. All of it. And then she, as if she weren’t already surrendered, open for him, and even twisting herself so he would penetrate her, whimpered:

“Mmm... You... bas-tard... No...”

“No? But I think I’m already fucking you, Anita,” he whispered, with the entire glans inside her pussy.

And inside I was begging them. Begging for it to happen, for him to put it in already. I wanted to hear the sigh, the moan, I wanted to see those bodies completely merge.

And my wife released her breasts, sat up a little, leaned back on her elbows... looked at me... and then looked at him; with her legs raised and spread... and she couldn’t take it anymore, she was going to ask for it, and then she let her head fall back, half-impaled, and let out a moan, and I could see a drop falling from her pussy, downward... and it was inhuman that he wasn’t fucking her already... and then she raised her face, and, with her face distorted, furious but defeated, and with her shirt open, and her breasts surrounded by blue straps and bathed in semen... and fixing her burning gaze on him, she was going to beg him... and it hurt me, but I craved it, and she whispered:

“Da-vid...”

And he immediately interrupted her and said:

“That’s it, Anita. I’ve already fucked you. I’ve already put it in.”

And then he withdrew. He pulled his hips, his body, backward... And I wanted to die. And then Ana gasped desperately:

“You... son of a bitch...”

And David stood up, rock hard, but judicious, and picked up his shirt, and looked around, searching for something, perhaps his whiskey glass, or his mobile phone, and seemed to have the clear and irrevocable intention of leaving.

And then, while putting on that worn-out shirt soaked in sweat, he said:

“Son of a bitch all you want. But I’m going to sleep. I want to take the boat out early tomorrow.”

I took a couple of steps back, dismayed, and looked at my wife. And she was burning. Literally burning. Her cheeks... her hair partially stuck to her face. Her sweaty back, her glistening breasts... And, she lowered her legs, placing the soles of her feet on the floor, slowly, in a slow, humiliating movement... terrible... Meanwhile, David, with his underwear half-down and his shirt on, standing with his back to her, offering her the view of his white, flat ass, drank from his glass.

My wife sat up, in silence, and remained seated, and rivers of semen ran down her breasts, and she hesitated to take off her shirt, but it was absolutely stuck to her back. And she looked at me. And there was a suffocating rage in her gaze, and she stood up, and approached me, and her pussy protruded, prominent, like I had never seen it before; and I heard the sound of David’s glass being placed on the coffee table, when Ana, now pressed against me, whispered:

“Fuck me... Fuck me now...”

She whispered it in a desperate gasp, in my ear. And I remained frozen, and she took her hand to my cock, flaccid, hanging swollen; and she quickly pulled back the skin, and she lifted it with her hand, but there was no strength or tension in that member that had exploded not long ago.

“Come on... Fuck him...” she whispered again in my ear.

“Ana... I just came...” I protested, feeling in a way I had never felt before, because I was excited, even though I had just ejaculated, but my body didn’t respond to that excitement.

And my wife sought my mouth, while squeezing my cock, wanting to work an impossible miracle, as David was heard muttering:

“Damn, my knees... I’m too old for this...”

And my wife wasn’t kissing me, she was literally shoving her tongue into my mouth, and I had never felt her like this, never so shamefully aroused... and I managed to try to follow her in that, in that attempt at a kiss, and we tilted our heads and she jerked a flaccid cock. And I felt a discharge in my mouth, felt her eagerness, her breathlessness, her rage... and it excited me even more, although my member didn’t second it, and then she took one of my hands, and brought it to her breasts, and I felt the vilification, the outrage, her hot, sticky breast, and her rock-hard nipple, and she guided me more, to squeeze that breast, and she broke the kiss, and whispered to me:

“You’ve soaked... my tits, you bastard...”

She was provoking me. Seeking me out. Trying to ignite a mind already on fire and a body that wasn’t fully responding. She kissed me again, and I squeezed that breast and got more aroused, feeling her hard, eager stroking... but I knew it wasn’t going to... that I wasn’t capable... And then she broke the kiss again, this time without saying anything, and moved away, turned around and went back to the sofa, climbed onto it, positioned herself on her knees, leaned forward, and pulled up the bottom of her shirt, offering me her ass... and turned her face, and whimpered:

“Fu... ck me... Seriously... Please...”

She was begging me. Desperate. Her ass exposed, her enormous breasts hanging down, her soaking wet pussy, open.

I looked to my side and David was leaving; he picked up his glass and was going, exiting the living room, and I approached Ana, and she rested her hands on the back of the sofa, offering me her pussy to fuck her, but she had already lost; she had been completely humiliated by him, and my soft cock, after two orgasms, wasn’t going to be any consolation at all, if it could even enter.

But I wanted to try. I moved closer to her. And I shook my cock, next to her, next to her ass, and she tossed her hair and grabbed one of her breasts, looking back anxiously. And I could hear David putting his glass down in the kitchen.

“Come on... Put it in me now...” she said desperately. And I aimed, held myself, and pushed... and she exaggerated when she felt the contact, letting out a “hmmm,” but it was immediately obvious, as she followed it with a desperate “co-me on...” and I, with my soft cock in my hand, pushed, but absolutely nothing of mine was entering my wife.

“Damn it, Ana... It’s too soft. It’s impossible,” I sighed, and gave up, and moved away. And I saw that pussy, enormous, open... and she was writhing, burning, exasperated, and then I heard footsteps approaching, and then saw David entering the living room, saying:

“Hey, Anita. Before I go. We agree that putting half of it in counts as fucking, right?”

And she, with her back to him, with her powerful thighs, her ass raised, her pussy open, one hand against the back of the sofa and the other gripping one of her breasts, turned her face and looked at him...

“What. What are you looking at?” he asked.

“Fuck me... Fuck me, David. Please I’m begging you...” she implored, trembling, ashamed.

“Yeah? All the way?” he provoked, moving a little closer.

“Yes... God... I beg you...” my wife whimpered, and stopped looking at him to stare straight ahead, at the wall, mortified, inflamed.

“Alright, Anita. Let’s see what we can do,” he whispered, wearing that worn-out white t-shirt and those bulging underwear, approaching her.
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And suddenly there was silence. An oppressive silence. And the light continued to illuminate us in that subtle and warm way, with that bluish, twilight tint, of that night that was like a lifetime.

And then David reached her, and Ana put her hands against the back of the sofa, and not only kept her face toward the wall, but even lowered her head. And then he looked at me, looked at me frankly, with an intrinsic question in his eyes, which I, despite everything, felt was honest.

And I nodded.

David then brought his hands to his underwear. Unhurriedly. And he took them off, and let them fall onto the sofa, next to Ana’s knees that didn’t move. And his cock could be seen again, dark, but now flaccid, and then he did something that made me think he was pushing too hard, or perhaps he knew my wife even better than I did in that context: standing next to her, he brought one hand to his cock, and used the other to slightly push aside her blue shirt, which hung open, like a vaporous curtain, almost translucent, hiding but not covering her breasts, and after pushing it aside he touched one of her breasts that hung enormously, and caressed it, and then mistreated it, giving a small slap to that breast, which vibrated; and he did it with disdain, and she moved away a bit, bothered by his degrading excess, and then he, stroking her breast afterward with more gentleness, changing brusqueness for extravagant tenderness, whispered to her:

“Shhh... Relax... I won’t mess with you anymore.”

And she lowered her head more, and allowed her breast to be caressed.

And then he provoked her again:

“We’re going to be friends, huh...”

And she raised her face, but didn’t turn it toward him. And on one hand I thought he was going too far, but on the other I understood that it was again their war, between the two of them.

And then he released that breast, and went to position himself behind her, but his cock hadn’t grown enough; and he masturbated, circling her, surrounding her, and gathered the lower part of that silky and soaked shirt, and pulled it forward, to also uncover the lower part of my wife’s back, to give himself a greater visual feast, removing obstacles; and he touched with delicacy one of Ana’s extensive buttocks, while masturbating his still soft cock with his other hand; and then he gave a small slap on her buttock, with barely four fingers.

“Stop...” my wife protested, but without turning around.

And I feared that he wouldn’t measure well and would cause everything to be truncated. When he then brought the hand he wasn’t using to jerk himself off to her pussy, but in a strange way, he felt it, and she trembled, and afterward, with two fingers, he took one of those thick lips of her sex, and grabbed it, as if with reluctance, and whispered:

“My God, Anita, how you are...”

And she sighed, and turned her face, and looked at me, and she was becoming even more flushed, while he continued treating that soaked sex with indifference.

And then everything precipitated, without giving me time to process it, as he descended, squatted down, until his face was between my wife’s buttocks, facing her pussy; and, with one hand on his cock and the other separating those fleshy lips, he opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue... and licked her sex, her pussy, and she melted, and whimpered, and her knees were failing her... and then he plunged in, buried his face, his mouth, in her, in my wife’s pussy, and then she moaned an “Ahhh...” pure, sharp, clear, and turned her face forward again. And I approached, and he was devouring her pussy, there, squatting, while masturbating; and I could see his face, his head, down and up, pushing his tongue deep inside her. And another “Ahhh...!” was gasped by her, by my wife, who writhed there against the sofa, offering him her open and enormous sex; all for him.

And then David released his cock, and used his hands to separate Ana’s buttocks, to eat her better, to reach with his tongue soaked recesses he hadn’t reached before, and then an “Ahhh...! Mmm... Bas-tard...” was gasped, desperate, and she moved her body minimally, and trembled, and I saw how his cock grew, rose, elevating itself, and that threatening pink glans was already showing; and he continued eating her pussy, burying his tongue, and I could feel, through him, that taste, that watery, burning and salty wonder that was Ana’s pussy.

And then he withdrew, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, stood up, grabbed his cock, which pointed at that undone sex, anxious to be calmed, and whispered:

“Ana. Look at him. Look at Sergio.”

And she turned her face, and tried to look at me, and half-closed her eyes; and I looked at her, but at the same time I wanted to see the imminent: how he would penetrate her, how he would melt her, there, on all fours, against the sofa... And it was the moment... And I loved her. More than ever. I felt a positive, living, protective torrent... that filled my chest... and I loved her, seeing her like that, with David behind, about to fuck her... while she tried to look at me, wanting to gift me that instant... that moment when he would finally penetrate her.

He then positioned the tip, and freed his hands to place them on her waist... and that pink glans was making its way... and a short, heartfelt, devastating “Ohh!” was moaned by my wife; and she tried to look at me, tried not to close her eyes... And David whispered: “That’s it...”, and I looked, looked at his dark cock, and saw how it slid in, and I was dying, right there, standing, barely a step away from them... And another “Ohhh...! Go-od...!” was whimpered, defeated, and she closed her eyes, and then she really couldn’t take it anymore... and he was embedding himself, driving into her, finally, fucking my wife... and that dark, rough and unpleasant mast was entering, and giving her pleasure; it was introducing itself into the immensity of that dripping pussy... and he gasped, snorted a “Mm!”, hoarse, crude, triumphant, and squeezed her hard, and then, pushed in one thrust, contemptuous, almost furious, putting his entire cock in her, making his balls swing from the thrust, and she screamed a heart-rending “Ahhh!”, and he overlapped her with a steely “Mm!”, and she was falling apart and gasping, impacted, ashamed and excited, and moaned a faint and almost tearful “Ohh-hh! Gooo-od...!”. And afterward, with that cock inserted to the balls, embedded in her pussy to the hilt... my wife surrendered, lowered her head, and whimpered a pitiful and almost tearful “Mmh... li-ke that... gi-ve me... like that...”

“Now I'm fucking you... Anita... Now we're sure...” he provoked her in a measured whisper, pulling his cock back.

“Mmm... Sh... shut up...” she moaned and raised her face again, with her eyes closed, craving more.

And I could see how that cock came out, completely, and it came out wet, but above all with dense, whitish, brutal secretions that emanated from my wife, soaked... secreting what I had never seen from her before.

And David pulled the skin of his member back again, and whispered once more:

“But look at him. Look at your husband... Ana...” and I knew there was no malice, that after all those battles, this had that meaning, that pleasing end for everyone. And she turned her face and looked at me; when suddenly she screamed an “Ahhh-hh!”, and her body was pushed forward, and I knew he had thrust it all the way in.

“Shhh...” David protested. “Don't scream, Anita... the house is full of people.”

“Mmmm” she moaned, more restrained. And acknowledging that she was inhibiting herself was acknowledging that she felt him. And she closed her eyes, with that cock buried deep inside, and she writhed with it inside her.

“Tell me, how do you feel?” he whispered to her, pushing again, but at the same time giving her pleasure, rewarding her, as he began to move, slightly, back and forth, fucking her.

“Ohh-hh...” she gasped, breathless, rocked by him.

“Come on...” he insisted, while penetrating her, back and forth, and his dark, thick cock appeared and disappeared between those buttocks, inside my wife's pussy.

“Bas-tard...! Mmm... Ohhh...! You... You-al-rea-dy-know...”

“No... I don't know how you feel... Tell me.”

“Mmm... Ahh...!! I feel... like a... whore... God...”

“Yes?”

“Yes... Ohh-h...! Gi... give-me... Pig...! I feel like a... WHORE...! You both know it...! Both of you...!” she moaned, accusing us, and she trembled, and turned her face, and looked at me.

And I, like other times that night, felt the need to feel her, to be close to her, so I sat down, beside her, next to those knees that remained planted on the sofa, next to those vibrating thighs, next to those breasts that swayed back and forth from David's thrusts, and next to that face, my wife's face, who closed her eyes and parted her lips; and, from there, so close, I could see how her lips trembled, how she felt every inch of that man's cock fucking her. And I wanted her to kiss me, while I listened to her “Ohh!!”, “Ohhh!!”, and then David stopped his body, and remained still, and gathered the lower part of his t-shirt, to see, to see himself, there, with his cock inside. And Ana opened her eyes, and saw me close... and I thought she would lean towards me, and kiss me, and I wanted that, but she looked back, for an instant, and saw that he wasn't moving, and then she moved forward, to pull herself a little off that thing that filled her, and then pushed her whole body backward, and gasped, almost in my face, an “Ohhhh...! God...! Yesss...” that made my skin tingle like never before, and she buried herself again, fucking herself on that cock... Her brother-in-law's cock... and another “Ohhhh!!! Yesss!!!” and she was destroying herself, impaling herself, giving herself pleasure, by herself, burying herself on him, and she moaned it in my face.

And then he whispered to her:

“Fuck... Anita... You're the biggest whore of them all...”

“Yesss...? Well... FUCK-ME... Bastard... Come-on...” she begged him, but it was she who was moving, back and forth. And I touched myself, felt my member in my hand, and moved aside her shirt that fell, almost diaphanous, and noticed an extreme pastiness in the blue silk, and I realized what she was enduring, soaked in semen, smelling of semen... and I came to admire her, and then I caressed one of her breasts that hung enormously... and I slid down, there, on that sofa, and I sought her, sought that breast, with my face, and reached it with my mouth, with my tongue... and I came to lick that breast, powerful, hard, almost underneath her, while my wife pushed back, fucking herself on another man's cock, her brother-in-law's, and gasped some “Ohhh!!”, “Ohhh!!”, “Oohhh!!”, “Fu-uck-meee!!”... totally shameless and indignant because he wasn't moving; enraged at having to be the one who had to fuck that apathetic and arrogant David.

And he shushed her, asked her not to scream... and I devoured her breast: I bit it, I licked it, I sucked her nipple, extremely excited... And I felt her breast surprisingly cold, soaked with sweat, and with my semen, which had already cooled a bit, and her shirt fell, closing, as if wanting to guard that breast, and I moved aside the pasty and soaked blue silk to continue licking, sucking that sticky breast of Ana's, while I felt her body tremble; and I felt her oppressive sweat, and heard some “Oh-God!” “Oh-God!” somehow even ridiculous, said at full speed by my wife, and it hurt me to see her like this as much as it excited me. And then I moved away a bit, I got out from under there, and I heard David's deep voice:

“Are you going to come, Anita...?”

“Ahh... Move! God...” she panted, begging, and rocking back and forth, trying to penetrate herself.

“But you won’t scream, right?” he asked, finally taking pity on her, as he started moving again, matching her rhythm... Fucking her again, thrusting into her again.

“Ohhh... God! Like that! Mmm... Like that!” my wife moaned, shamefully relieved, turning her face and seeming to thank him with her eyes; and their bodies moved, colliding, joining together, and you could hear the rhythmic, raw “clap, clap, clap, clap” of his pelvis hitting against her buttocks.

And she panted and moaned devoted “Mmm...!!”, “Ohhh...!!” in a tone that pretended restraint, but was still too loud and prominent for that night, for that silent house in twilight. And David seemed to notice just as I did, and whispered:

“Dude... Sergio... Cover her mouth...”

He, sensible, concerned about the scandal, appeared almost detached, especially compared to my wife’s surrender, while Ana’s moans and the sound of their bodies colliding could be heard.

“Cover her mouth...” he insisted, “this bitch is about to lose it... and she’s going to come... and she’ll scream like a crazy whore... and we’ll be in trouble...” he whispered, deliberately degrading her, and I knew that not only was she confused, but she was feeling humiliated that he didn’t seem affected by fucking her.

“Mmm-mm... Bas-tard...” she moaned after hearing him, and her breasts moved back and forth, and her hair waved, and her sweaty back... and I, then, didn’t know how to position my hand to cover her mouth, and I moved further away, and noticed I was sitting on David’s white briefs, and then she moaned, rapidly: “Oh, God! Ohhh... God!! Oh god!!!”, and she panted in an afflicted way, and it was obvious she was about to come... with that cock killing her with pleasure...

...And she turned her face, and looked at me, with tearful eyes, and me next to those underwear, and then, my wife, being fucked, impaled by David, panted, moaned a pusillanimous, guilty and embarrassed: “God... I’m coming...”, and with her tearful eyes she looked at those briefs... and looked at me; and it killed me, it devastated me... because she was asking me... asking to scream her orgasm there...

...And I grabbed them, and she parted her lips, and she looked at me, and panted at me, and asked me with her eyes, ashamed but excited; and I tried to understand her, tried to comprehend how much of a slut she felt... and understood that she wanted to feel it even more... and I hesitated, it destroyed me to do it, it destroyed me to humiliate my wife like this, but she was begging me, with her gaze, and she moaned, to him, but in my face, and in a loud tone, to force me to do it, she moaned raising her voice: “Mmm...!!! Ah...!! MAKE ME COME! BAS-TARD!!!”, and I then put those briefs in her mouth, I put David’s underwear in her mouth, and she accepted it, accepted it moaning there, in that fabric that had to smell, to taste... like David’s cock... and she moaned a devastating “HHHMMMM!!!”

...and she closed her eyes, and I stood up, and then she turned her face, toward us... with those underwear filling and hanging from her mouth... and the “clap, clap, clap, clap” of their bodies colliding combined with the “HHHMMM!! HMMMM!!” of my wife... who was falling apart, and then David, despotic, put his hands on his hips, and stopped again, and it was again her who was fucking him, pushing her body backward, and, while she did it and moaned into his underwear, he took off his shirt, soaked, and began to dry his neck with it, and then his arms... which were dripping with sweat... and he whispered to her, with his body still: “Come, Anita,” and she looking back continued with her “HMMMMM!!” and he kept drying his sweat, in a somewhat grotesque image, and his entire torso was soaked, his belly, his body hair... And then he dropped his dripping shirt to the floor, and resumed the rhythm, moving his hips back and forth, meeting my wife’s pussy, knowing she was close, and then he whispered to her:

“That’s it... You’re almost there...”

“HMMMM!! HMMM!!”

“Come... Pig... you’re the biggest pig...”

“HMMMM!! HMMM!!” my wife moaned, drowning her pleasure in those briefs, and she grabbed one of her breasts, and stared at us

“You’re coming, pig... You’re coming, huh...!”

And she nodded, with her eyes closed, and screamed a “MMMM!! HMMMM!! MMM!! mmmMMM!!!” and felt his cock inside, drilling her, and she grabbed her breast, furious... And he insulted her then, serious, despotic, without changing his tone: “What a pig face you’re making... Anita... come, with your slutty bra, come, go on...”; and the contrast between them was indescribable, the greatness, the pure, feminine, radiant beauty of my wife, and his worn body, with his inflated belly, with his hairy torso, with that white and flat ass, back and forth; and my wife writhed, and you could hear the “clap, clap, clap, clap” that overlapped with Ana’s heartbreaking “HMMM!” “HMMM!” “HMMMM!!!”... who was about to explode, who screamed, who was melting and trembling, holding her breast and with the briefs in her mouth...

…And he said to her: “That’s it. Look at him. Look at your husband… as they fuck you.” And she looked at me intently, with his underwear in her mouth, and then he pulled her toward him, drawing her torso up, making her rise, causing her back, her stained shirt, to come into contact with his sweaty chest, and my wife’s arms fell limp, and he wrapped his arms around her, fucking her more slowly, from below upward, and he squeezed one of her breasts with one hand, and held her by the neck with the other; and I felt him more corpulent than ever, and she, my wife, on her knees on the sofa, with her torso erect, a wreck, used, fucked, between his arms… whimpering pitiful “HMMM!” “HMMM!” sounds, and he was cutting off her orgasm, as he barely moved inside her… and those “Hmmm!” “Hmmm!” sounds were dying, turning into frustrated moans. And she couldn’t take it anymore… She couldn’t bear him killing her like that again.

And silence fell. And they remained still. And my wife’s torso expanded and contracted in deep breaths. And he released her. And they remained motionless. United by that cock that remained hard and inside her. And her breasts protruded between the straps of her crude bra with such grandeur and size that it left one breathless; I had never felt her like this, so womanly, so female… with her protruding breasts… desperate… impaled by him… And then David pushed her a little, and she went forward again, withered, defeated, with that cock always inside, and on all fours again… and the entire back of her shirt was a puddle of sweat, his sweat, as he had impregnated her with his hairy, soaked chest; and then he began to move again… going back and forth again… And he whispered: “Nah… I told you I wasn’t going to mess with you anymore” and she didn’t look, didn’t look back, she kept her face toward the wall, and she held onto the sofa, and the back-and-forth began again… and she was getting heated up… again…

…And the “Hmmm!” “Hmmmm!” “Hmmmm!” returned, with his briefs in her mouth… and she writhed and whimpered: “MHH!! HDAHME!! MMHH!!”, and he insulted her and pulled her, by her hair, by her shirt… backward… almost taking it off… and he pulled her hair… and her shameless, pitiful “MHH!! HDAHME!! MMHH!!” continued, and her breasts going back and forth, and the “clap, clap, clap, clap” of his pelvis against her buttocks; and her breasts, which hung enormously, bouncing against each other, and he made her raise her face, pulling her hair, and she accepted it… and, suddenly, killing us, the “clap, clap, clap, clap” gave way to a ridiculously wet, a dripping and almost unpleasant “plof, plof, plof, plof…”, and the sound was shameful and extravagant, and revealed that her pussy was a puddle, undone, destroyed, and then David released her hair, and whispered:

—Anita… Don’t dehydrate yourself on us… And she responded with an ashamed but clarifying “HMMMMMMM!!!” “HHMMM!!!”… as she was finally coming undone. And David then said, hurtfully: “How good… I can feel you coming…” and she moaned, humiliated, into his underwear, screamed there, into his grotesque briefs, a heart-wrenching: “MMMM!! HMMM!! HME COHHHRROO!!!! HCABBHRÓÓNN!!”, and she was coming, falling apart, while the grotesque “plof, plof, plof, plof…” could be heard, and while she continued to drool on those briefs, and she held her breasts, so they wouldn’t bounce so much; and then, coming, she waved her hair, in a display, conceited, while repeating “HME COHHHRROO!!!! HCABHRÓÓNN!!” and she was screaming her orgasm at us, but she was doing it in a petulant way, even so, even with that shameful “plof, plof, plof, plof…”, even with her breasts hanging from her obscene bra, even with her silky, delicate shirt, rolled up and open, with which she had gone to work, soaked in sweat and semen… even with that enormous, undone pussy… even with her fleshy lips enveloping the dark cock of her hated brother-in-law… even so… she liked herself, smelling and tasting David’s briefs… and then he wanted to cut off that ridiculous pride and thrust into her more violently, and emitted, three times “Humm!” “Humm!” “Humm!”, in three crude, despotic attacks, driving it absolutely to the bottom, and she screamed “HMMM!! HMMM!! HMMM!!”, corresponding to each thrust, and then vociferated into his underwear a final “HMHHH!!!! HCABHRÓÓNN!!”

And then she closed her eyes, dejected, tired… and their bodies stopped, and in my head the dripping sound of my wife’s pussy, shamefully flooded, still resonated, and I knew I had never felt anything so brutal, so painfully exciting in my life.

And then she, ecstatic, let that underwear fall from her mouth, looking at me. And we were excited, looking at each other, without any recrimination, and she was losing strength, and was about to fall exhausted, when I saw how David pulled out of her, and how he withdrew his reddened cock with those shocking, devastating white secretions… And his member, soaked with her, soaked with my wife’s pussy, seemed about to explode, and Ana’s sex looked enormous, open, and terribly mistreated.

And then, David, catching his breath, and also noticing that magnificence, whispered:

“Damn, Anita... what a pussy you have... What a fucking bitch...”

And his member, incredibly swollen, was dripping, and that pink tip, responsible for my wife’s orgasm, gleamed proudly, while Ana let herself collapse forward onto the sofa, her pussy destroyed.

And then David looked at her, and whispered in a low voice:

“Well... David María has finally fucked you.”

And my wife, exhausted, without strength, no longer responded to him. And I looked at David’s hard cock and assumed he would want to explode, that, despite his latest provocations, he would seek more, that he would seek to come with her, with my wife, in whatever way and wherever possible, but then I saw how he was looking for something, and how he then grabbed his phone.

And then, there, checking his mobile, standing completely naked and extremely hard, he said:

“Oh... Looks like the boss is pissed off, huh.”

And I sat down on the sofa, next to Ana. And David picked up his shirt and then his underwear, and examined it; he checked his briefs and surely felt them wet, soaked with my wife’s saliva, but he said nothing.

He had both garments in his hand, but he wasn’t putting them on, probably because of how wet they were, the shirt from his sweat, the underwear because of my wife; and it seemed like he was leaving, but something caught his attention, and then he whispered: “I’ll take this too,” as he found Ana’s thong, the one that had passed through so many hands, and so many faces and genitals, and he picked it up; he took the three garments in one hand and carried his phone in the other, and then he did leave the living room. He left like that, naked, without saying anything else, and soon we heard him going upstairs.

And then Ana composed herself, almost proud, almost pretending that nothing had happened, and covered her breasts with her shirt, and sat on the edge of the sofa, with her pussy open and reddened. And she picked up her phone from the coffee table, and I still hadn’t even digested half of what we had just experienced, when she, with a steady hand, as if she had regained her composure once she had exploded, showed me her phone to read.

And I saw on the screen a message from Belén, from about five minutes ago, that said:

“Ana, I’m fine with you getting fucked by both of them, or even if my husband and seven others fuck you, but at least don’t wake up the whole fucking house.”
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Ana put her phone away and then turned off the screen, and I leaned back. And there we were, the two of us on that sofa, and there was a strange silence, like one derived from peace, but a peace between wars. And Ana stood up, and that message from Belén made me remember everything that had happened upstairs that same night; all about those videos she had sent me, the trap to scare me into thinking the girl in the video was Ana and not Marta, and also her subsequent intrusion into my bedroom. And then I whispered:

“Ana... I think Belén is just as involved in this as David himself.”

“As... deeply... involved... I don’t think so,” she replied, emphasizing the word “deeply,” making an uncomfortable joke that perhaps she couldn’t help making; and then she filled her lungs, as if wanting to move forward with composure, and checked her disheveled state, with that body soaked in sweat, with that shirt clinging to her back that she seemed unsure whether to remove or not, and with that brutally swollen sex.

And I sought her face with my gaze, and I perceived, or at least I thought I noticed, that she didn’t seem affected. She didn’t convey any impression, heaviness, or drama. And she finally did move to take off her shirt, and if I had seen distress in her, I would have gone to the downstairs bathroom to urinate, or to the kitchen to drink, pretending not to overwhelm her, but seeing her so composed, so calm, I allowed myself to stay and watch her without guilt.

And I watched as she removed her silky shirt soaked in sweat and semen, and she examined it, and sketched a “my God...” and whispered it, standing there, holding it as if hanging it in the air, and she turned it over, checking all the wet, white and transparent puddles, and the back of the garment was all one dark stain, and I knew that came from the sweat of David’s hairy torso; and I saw her, with her breasts emerging colossal from between that deceptive bra, and I remained stunned by the lightness and ease with which she showed herself in that dimness, as if she weren’t aware of the obscenity of her breasts thus exposed. And then she crumpled the shirt, and took her hands behind her back to remove that bra, although it didn’t cover anything, and then she took it off, becoming completely naked.

And her body shone, sweaty, and she located her pants, those that had been stained by her own sex, there, at that critical point; and I remembered that moment when I had discovered it, and I remembered that, at that instant, even seeing that mess on her pants, I couldn’t even imagine that David would end up fucking her.

And then she looked for her panties, those about which I had scolded her for not knowing where they were, in an obscene game that had driven both of us crazy. And she found them, at the foot of the sofa, those blue panties that had tried to do their job as best they could, but which, unable, couldn’t cover her pussy once it had gone wild.

“What, what are you looking at?” Ana asked then, also picking up her high heels.

“At you.”

“I see. Savoring the last moments, or what?” she asked, discovering me.

“Could be.”

“Well... since you like looking, check if the sofa is stained, will you?” she asked, light-hearted again; and thoughtful, but calm.

And then I knew that my delight in observing her was coming to an end. And I put on my swimsuit, and then took my phone and illuminated the sofa to see if there were any remains, clues, residues, or signs that might embarrass us the next morning. And I saw dampness, some darker stains, but I deduced that perhaps it was just sweat, or who knows if old dirt, so I didn’t bother cleaning anything.

And Ana put on her panties, and carried the rest of her clothes in her hands, and we left, stealthily, abandoning that living room, and I went in front, and she behind. And when I had climbed four or five steps, I heard a sound behind me, and I turned around, and saw how she, with her bare chest, with her long legs, bent down to pick up her suit jacket, which had fallen. And I looked at her, and she whispered:

“You’re moving pretty quickly, aren’t you?”

“Need help? Want my t-shirt?” I asked her, and I went back down, and reached her, and she gave me her jacket and pants.

“Put on your t-shirt now... what for?” she whispered, as she handed me her clothes, dismissing the idea of covering herself to climb barely fifteen steps; and then, as we went up, I happened to look back again, for an instant, and I saw her: beautiful, with her disheveled hair, with her cheeks still warm, with her breasts free... and I sensed her being somewhat thoughtful again.

We reached the bedroom, closed the door, and as soon as I found myself alone with her there, I began to feel an uncontrollable urge to share with my wife everything that had happened in that living room, and to also tell her what had happened with Belén.

“Are you going to shower?” she asked me.

“No, I don’t think so. You?”

“Well, what do you think?” she said, as she took back her clothes from me.

And then, examining her shirt again, she whispered:

“But how many times did you come?”

“Damn, Ana, just twice. Don't you remember?”

“No... I'm losing track, sorry... Well... what a mess... and... what a bastard... You didn't hold back at all...” she said, in a strange and hurried way, dropping her shirt to the floor, making a gesture as if to reproach me, but her tone wasn't really accusatory.

And then I saw how she went to her closet, and took out some clothes to sleep in, and then I did leave her alone and went to the bathroom to urinate, and again I felt that need to share everything possible as soon as possible.

Afterwards I crossed paths with her, as I was leaving the bathroom and she was entering, and then I undressed, and lay down on the bed. And, while I listened to the sound of the shower water falling, I began to try to remember everything that had happened, as if I were afraid that those images would leave my mind. And I even realized that I was afraid of falling asleep, of that night passing, in case it caused my memory to erase flashes, sounds and feelings that at that moment I felt clearly.

And I also felt that I came to regret not having taken more and better advantage of each moment. And I thought that I wish I had kissed Ana while David was fucking her, or that I wish she had kissed him while I caressed her, or that I wish I had been closer to her, touching her, feeling her, at the moment of her orgasm. And perhaps it was strange, almost ridiculous, but somehow I reproached myself for not having been more lucid and not having taken advantage of some specific moments.

And I got excited remembering how I had fucked her, with his underwear in her mouth. And I got excited remembering how my wife had trembled, and how she had looked at us, both of us, blaming us and at the same time thanking us for having taken her to that limit, to that extremely morbid situation.

And my member grew, and then I heard Ana's hair dryer, and I longed for her to arrive, and I didn't care if she found me somewhat aroused. And then I heard a sound coming from the adjacent bedroom, David and Belén's, but I didn't give it much importance, instead I began to think, to ponder, about what they were really up to, even coming to suspect that Belén was even more of an instigator than David himself.

Ana finally appeared in the bedroom, dressed in very short, golden and satiny pants, and probably a loose piece from another top, as her torso was covered by a white cotton t-shirt. And she looked at me, and saw my incipient erection, but said nothing. And then she rummaged in the closet, until she found a hairbrush, and began trying to tame her mane in front of a full-length mirror, next to the bed.

She was splendid. Radiant. As if everything that had happened in that living room hadn't happened to her. She was fresh. Pure. Clean. And she didn't seem like the same woman who, some twenty or thirty minutes earlier, had been soaked in semen and sweat, and screaming a torrid orgasm with her brother-in-law's filthy underwear in her mouth.

“What? What's wrong with you. You're looking at me a lot...” Ana said then, without diverting her gaze from the mirror, and brushing her dark mane, calmly.

And I shrugged. And I randomly and disorderly rubbed my semi-erect member, reveling in a latent, but not intense, excitement, without feeling shame.

“You know what?” she asked, finishing with her maneuver, or giving up on a task too arduous for that hour, and going to return the brush to its place.

“What.”

“Well... that... well, two things: first, that...” she whispered, in a soft tone, coming to meet me, and she placed a pillow, beside me; and then she didn't say anything else, and I could see her free breasts under her t-shirt; and, despite my two orgasms, I had experienced all of her sex with David while excited and without exploding, so I felt almost like before starting.

“Let's see. Tell me. What first thing?” I asked her, as she joined me on the bed.

“Well, the first thing is that... that... that... that he's going to find out, you know. Or both of them. That's what I'm telling you.”

“What? Find out what?” I said surprised, releasing my member.

“Well, that this isn't going to end like this... That we'll get back at them, right?” she said, and I looked at her, and I couldn't believe that, after what had happened, she still saw it as a duel, or as a war of pranks and revenge.

“My goodness, Ana. Let's hope the second... thing... is a bit more mature,” I whispered.

“What? Boh. Well... the second... and you're going to flip... and... I don't want you to get angry... because... it's just that things aren't going at all where it might seem that...”

“Look, Ana,” I said, interrupting her, and then I changed position, and sat facing her. And she did the same, backing against the headboard of the bed, sitting like an Indian.

“Let's see...” she sighed, and her bangs flew, and I glimpsed with pleasure the volume of her breasts under her cotton t-shirt, and clearly her nipples, marking the worn fabric; and she didn't object or joke about me being completely naked and with my member partially excited.

“Let's see, what... It can't be that serious,” I whispered.

“No, no. It's... Look. That... the second thing is that... damn... it pisses me off, you know? But I don't regret it,” she said, and she blushed a little, and placed all her mane to one side of her neck.

“Well...” I said. “Ana. Funny thing... I've thought, and still think, exactly the same. Exactly the same.”

“Really?” she whispered, as if relieved, and then she loosened up, speaking more rapidly:

“Look. He's a son of a bitch. And both of them are somehow involved, though I still don't know how...”

“Yeah...”

“And... that. That, despite everything... If you tell me... Like... Go back two hours... and...”

“That you'd do it again,” I interrupted.

“No... Not do it again. I mean. I don't regret it. That's it. It happened. Fine. Okay. David María. You're a pig. Your plan worked out. Thank you. Fine...”

“Well fucked...” I interrupted again, unable to help myself.

A silence fell, and then she, somewhat embarrassed, whispered:

“Well... why should I lie to you. Anyway. So. That. I'm pissed off, but... look, I'm not going to blame it on... the gin... or the joint... or anything. It happened. And now we'll see.”

“We'll see what?”

“That. Now we'll see how we can pay him back.”

“But pay back what, Ana?”

“What do you want? For things to just stay like this?” she asked me in whispers.

“Damn, Ana. I don't know. What do you want? I just can't understand what kind of revenge you could be planning for... what happened.”

“Well, we have to do something, Sergio...”

“I don't know, Ana. Anyway. By the way,” I wanted to change the subject, “now also... let's see what happens with Albert.”

“Why?” she asked, puzzled.

“Come on... Ana. Because he's going to want more.”

And then she turned and rearranged a pillow. A silence fell. And thanks to that, I heard something strange. And I stayed still. I held my breath. And then, being absolutely certain, I whispered:

“Shh, Ana. Do you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

And I, lifting my face and tilting my head to the side opposite from her, as if doing so would help me hear better, whispered:

“Damn, David and Belén... they're... fucking.”
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“Are you sure?” she asked in a whisper, also trying to listen.

“Come on, Ana...”

“What? I only hear springs. Maybe they're just moving around.”

“Right, Ana. Just moving around rhythmically at three-something or four in the morning.”

“Yeah... Well. I don't know.”

“It must be... the victory fuck,” I said, immediately regretting it a little.

“The what?” she asked, while we could clearly hear a “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak” from bed springs under strain.

“Nothing... I just think these two are totally in cahoots.”

“Right?” Ana whispered, and immediately we heard a slight sigh from a woman, a short “Mm,” grateful, satisfying, undoubtedly from Belén.

And then I couldn't contain myself any longer and began telling her everything that had happened with Belén that night; first about how something had almost happened between David and her some time ago, then about the messages regarding her stolen thong, then about the videos, then about Belén coming into our bedroom and offering, whether seriously or not, to help me with my self-gratification, and then I told her that Belén had dared me to go downstairs to the living room, assuming that I would see something there that I wouldn't want to see.

And Ana listened attentively, with lucid eyes, especially wide open, and sometimes she would get worked up, and many times she shook her head, and occasionally she would mutter “what a bitch she is...” and all this accompanied by those squeaking “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak” from the adjacent room, and very occasionally we could also hear one of those regal and firm “Mm” sounds from Belén.

“Son of a bitch...” my wife whispered, once I had finished my explanation.

“Well, David must have already told her what just happened. And who knows if that's not where what we're hearing is coming from,” I said.

“What? Why?” Ana asked, anxiously.

“He probably just told her... how he... fucked you... and they got turned on... and that's why now they're... relieving themselves... I'm absolutely certain of it,” I whispered, noticing that my member was still bulging, as it was uncomfortable, but it was also exciting to hear them fucking.

“Well, I don't know what Belén gets out of this...”

“I think she's bothered that you look down on David... and this is her way of getting revenge...”

“What nonsense...” Ana protested, just as we heard a longer “Mmm!” curiously at a moment when there was no sound of springs.

“Damn...” I sighed.

“What...”

“I think he's... eating her pussy,” I ventured to guess.

And Ana remained attentive, but clearly more uncomfortable than I was; discomfort that increased when we could hear another “Mmm!” which perhaps wasn't for my wife, after all it was her sister, but to me it had sounded undoubtedly erotic.

“I don't know...” Ana murmured, perhaps not knowing exactly what to feel.

“Hey. Listen,” I tried to relax her, “About the videos. Which ones did you see?” I whispered.

“Well... the one Belén sent you... And some others,” she hesitated.

“The one with the dress? Is that the one you sent to your phone?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“That's the video... where she looks most like you,” I stated, but without wanting to judge, while suddenly we heard a high-pitched “Ahh...” more free, more breathless and less restrained.

And upon hearing that moan, we opened our eyes even wider, surprised and complicit in what we were hearing.

And my member grew, and even moved with a life of its own due to its increasing size, catching Ana's attention.

“Well... yes. Tomorrow you can see it. The video, if you want.”

“I want to,” I said seriously. “But what's it like?”

“Well, it's... It's a bit strange.”

“Why?”

“Because... she's... Marta... Standing on a chair... well, more like an armchair, I don't know... with her back turned... wearing that dress that I also have... and him behind her... well, you know... giving it to her there...”

“In the same position as...?”

“Yes, just like what... well, what... what happened with me... but on an armchair. And nothing. It’s... weird... because she kind of throws her hair over her face and they both seem to... I don't know, I don't want to make myself the... center of the world... but really it's like...”

“Like they're both pretending she was you,” I interrupted, as we heard that “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak” again.

“Yes. I mean. Maybe not. I don't think Marta, on top of being in some hotel with David, which you could see was a hotel, would go and... do something silly like trying to look like me, or whatever. I don't know, let's see... Probably the hair over her face was because she knew he was recording and didn't want her face to be seen. Although sometimes she did push her hair aside. I don't know. It's weird. You'll see it.”

“Yeah, well. It could be so she wouldn't be recognized, but the same dress thing is suspicious,” I pointed out.

“I don't know...” Ana sighed, and then we heard a “Mmm!” “Mmm!” that blended with the “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak.”

“Final sprint?” I asked, referring to the commotion in the bedroom next door.

“Seems like it...” she breathed.

And then I moved closer to Ana, sitting with my legs somewhat stretched out, to be nearer to her, and she also uncrossed her legs, and facing me, she caressed my thighs, somewhat erratically, not knowing what to do, as my member stood up, and she knew it was because I was listening to her sister having sex. And not wanting to put her in an awkward position, I grabbed my member with one hand, just as we heard a long “Ahhh...” from Belén; and then I reached out my hand and caressed one of her breasts, over her worn white t-shirt, and she tilted her face, looking strange, tender... and she allowed it, and understood that I was getting excited, without judging me, just as I hadn't judged her for everything that had happened. And I masturbated, with Belén's moans and the squeaking springs in the background, and she let me caress her breast, and she looked at me, and there was a unique connection, like never before. And I remembered that phrase of David's about how seeing your wife with another man was like rediscovering sex, like starting over. Another level. Almost a bigger leap than from nothing to your first jerk-off or from masturbation to sex.

“Damn... How he keeps going...” my wife sighed.

“Him?”

“Yes...”

“Did you think with you he'd just put it in and not be able to last...?” I whispered, masturbating, looking at her, loving her, with no intention of bothering her.

“No... I don't know...” she sighed, and I leaned back on one arm, and masturbated, looking at my wife, with that connection, tender, empathetic, and she let herself be looked at, observed, somewhat uncomfortable, but understanding, docile; when we heard an “Ahhhhh...”, and we both raised our eyebrows, opening our eyes wider, simultaneously, looking at each other.

And suddenly we heard an orgasmic “Ahhhh – ohhhh!” deep, incredibly pleasurable, from Belén, and a clear “Ohhh holy shit!” clearly from David... who was coming... with her... with his wife... and I jerked off, and looked at Ana... who uttered a heartfelt and almost childish: “Oh my God.”

And I, excited, with my hard cock, but unable to explode in what would be my third orgasm of the night, whispered to her:

“Where do you think he came?”

“David? Well... inside, right?” she responded, somewhat timidly, and we couldn't hear anything from them anymore.

“Would you have wanted him to come with you?” I pushed, speeding up my jerking.

“Well... I don't know. It's just... it disgusts me... but...”

“But what?”

“That... how... disgusting it is... well... it's like... it turns me on...”

“Damn, Ana...” I sped up even more, and I already felt myself coming.

“What...? Yeah... it's... weird...”

“And where would you have wanted him to come with... you?” I insisted, almost convulsing now.

“Where would you have wanted...?” she provoked, playing along, and I knew it was more of a favor than anything else.

“Ahh-h...” I moaned. “Tell me... Ana.”

“Well... I wish...” my wife whispered, in a sweet and honeyed way, “I wish... he had pulled out... right when I was coming... because... the bastard managed... to make me come... and I wish he... had... ejaculated... on my ass... on my buttocks... Can you imagine?”

And then, just like that, listening to her, I exploded; imagining it… and trembling… and I let out a short but pure “Ahh,” and began to feel tremendous pleasure, surprisingly intense considering everything that had happened that night… And I looked at her, at my wife, grateful, and felt how an oddly watery stream burst from me, and I panted, imagining David coming on her buttocks… and a torrent shot upward, meager, not too substantial… and not much more came out of me, but my pleasure continued… imagining David spraying my wife’s extensive buttocks… and her feeling that stream of heat on her ass… and looking at me while receiving that punishment… And my orgasm ended. And afterward, exhausted, I fell backward.

And then Ana whispered:

“I love you, you idiot.”

And I heard that whisper. From Ana. From my wife. And perhaps it was because of how surprising the moment was, but never, ever, had I felt an “I love you” so deeply. Never like this.

And I sat up a bit, and looked at her, and I had no words, but she knew none were needed.


CHAPTER 38

Saturday, August 14.

5:28 in the morning. 

I found myself in an oppressive state of wakefulness. My breathing was obstructed. My tension was unpleasant. It wasn’t bitterness, but something more suffocating, overwhelming; difficult to digest because it was unfamiliar. Although I knew I wasn’t entirely myself at that moment, and perhaps neither was the person who had enjoyed with morbid fascination and unconcern what had just happened.

Despite the raw memories, the harsh images crossing my mind, what struck me most at that moment was how my wife slept beside me; that tranquility and futility made my skin crawl.

Awake, staring at the ceiling, feeling Ana beside me, asleep, I remembered her gestures, her movements, her moans... her screams... I remembered how David’s cock had entered her body and how she had melted with pleasure. And I was frightened. And it wasn’t fear about her love for me, or even, as she had said, regret or lack thereof, but something akin to anguish. And in my head, a wearisome “what now” bounced incessantly.

David, our brother-in-law, Belén’s husband, the braggart, the unreliable one, the belligerent, the provocateur, had fucked my wife. He had fucked her in my presence, and had made her come like I’d never seen before. He had pulled her hair, insulted her, held her with aversion and destroyed her pussy. And it was crude, it was vulgar, for me to use and form those terms in my mind, but it was undeniable that it had happened that way.

And I remembered her, sweating, moaning, and looking at me, with a mixture of guilt, gratitude and tenderness, and I felt so many things that I didn’t know what to feel. And I wondered if one could really enjoy that without greater drama; and I wasn’t one for self-flagellation or self-destruction, and I was aware that nighttime ruminations have that exaggerated, even tragic multiplication... but David had fucked my wife.

And I imagined us sitting at the table, at family meals and dinners, with David cracking some joke; and with our son perhaps even there, or playing in the garden; and Belén, knowing everything, looking sideways... and I thought it would be macabre to visualize, to remember, in those moments that would come, that David had fucked my wife.

And I imagined and didn’t know how I would handle, how I would face, the most banal events after that: how, while we had coffee, or while we played cards after dinner... how to behave, how to digest, how to look at my son and think that his uncle, David, the one we laughed at for his anecdotes, the one we had mocked so many times for that peculiar personality of his, that one, his uncle David, had fucked his mother. And I felt somehow responsible for that breach of order, that affront to our tranquility.

And then Ana rotated on herself, and embraced me, lightly, perhaps dreaming of childish revenge, while I, wide awake, wondered: “what now.”

Saturday, August 14.

10:39 in the morning.

“But who made this coffee?” Ana asked, pressing her lips together, showing displeasure.

“I don’t know, maybe it’s the one I made yesterday.”

“Ugh...” she complained, and I knew she meant it was too thick, not fluid enough for her taste.

“Make yourself another one, if you want,” I muttered, and then pulled back the curtain and looked out the kitchen window, which faced the pool, and observed the calm, the absence of wind and the clear sky.

“Well... I think I will,” she also said in a low tone. “Hey, they’re not here, right? I heard them leave.”

“Belén and David are definitely not here. Lucía and Albert, I very much doubt they’ve woken up. Well, Lucía I think won’t get out of bed all day.”

“Because of the hangover?” Ana said while searching for coffee filters in the cupboards. “You don’t remember what it’s like to be eighteen... Luci will be at the pool in a couple of hours with less of a hangover than you and me, you’ll see.”

I sat down at the table then, and felt more carefree, perhaps infected by Ana’s mood, and I watched her, graceful, with that illusion of sun, beach and vacation that reminded me of myself weeks earlier.

“We should leave soon... I don’t want Albert to come down... can you imagine?” my wife whispered.

“Yeah...” I responded, less talkative than her, and knowing that the earthquake with David had almost made me bury the atrocities that had happened with the boy, but they had still occurred, and that could still cause us problems.

Afterward we ate breakfast in silence. Ana dipped cookies in her freshly made coffee with milk. And yes, she was contagious. And I left behind the drowning and overwhelmed Sergio of the early morning. And it was undoubtedly still shocking, but we were adults, and we would have to see how we were going to handle it.

“Come on... I’ll finish this and we’ll go to the beach... because if that kid comes down I’ll die,” she murmured, slightly exaggerating her shyness.

“Well, Ana. So far we've been handling it more or less well.”

“Handling it...” she smiled, with her legs crossed, sitting across from me; wearing that white t-shirt and those satin shorts.

“Handling it, yes...” I smiled too, when I saw my phone light up on the table.

And something rushed through my body, because it was David, sending me a voice note.

“Damn...” I sighed.

“Wasn't he supposed to be on the boat today?” asked Ana, showing quick reflexes and good eyesight.

“Yes... I don't know. Let's see...” I said, and played the audio, tense, and at that moment I didn't consider that perhaps it was meant only for me, and that I should have listened to it alone, but when I realized it was already too late.

And my brother-in-law's voice came out of the phone, in a formal, serene, even friendly tone, telling me that in the end he had gone out on the boat with Belén, and that they were going to take another route toward the beaches further down from the cove, and asking if we wanted anything from town since they would be passing through on their way back.

“He sends you a voice note for that?” Ana asked, once it had finished.

And I then took a breath, also puzzled, and said:

“This guy is capable of... absolutely... acting as if nothing happened.”

“You think?” she asked.

“Yes, I think so,” I responded, in a strangely solemn way, finishing my coffee.

“Well, let's see what we want too, right?”

And I inhaled again, taking a deep breath, and looked at her, and the truth was that I didn't know if she was referring to discussing it among the four of us involved or to her desire for revenge.

“What?” she insisted.

“I don't know, Ana.”

“Fine, grumpy,” she whispered, ethereal and funny, and then smiled, pulling me along again with her carefree attitude.

And I, preferring—like the atheist who knows that the smart thing is to believe so as to have someone to blame—preferred that she pull me along, rather than me pulling her.


CHAPTER 39

Saturday, August 14.

3:22 in the afternoon.

The sea breeze caressed the skin of my face. The beach bar’s umbrella was made of non-dense straw, allowing sunlight to pass through while still providing shade; it wasn’t deliberately designed this way, just worn from use, but it created a perfect temperate environment.

Sensorially, it couldn’t be better, except for the buzzing commotion almost inevitable in any restaurant. Looking around, I could see the sea, the sand, and the clustered houses surrounding that not-too-extensive sandy area; the beach wasn’t large, but it was one of Ana’s favorites; we called these types of beaches “villa beaches,” and they were the ones my wife preferred, while I favored the wild ones, the vast stretches of sand, which we called “raw beaches.” And at that moment, while I was alone with my coffee, as Ana was in the restroom, I couldn’t remember which of us had created those nicknames.

We had spent the morning down there, no more than thirty meters away, in fact I could see our towels from my position as I recalled. And the hot topics had emerged in dribs and drabs, as there seemed to be no rush. Sometimes she had started, sometimes I had.

I did remember being the one who at one point had asked her about her purely physical sensations from what had happened, but the course of that conversation had always veered toward phrases like “he’s going to pay for this,” as if she couldn’t dissect what she felt without closing the whole matter. And I still saw it as rather childish. When she had turned the question back on me and I had to unravel my mixture of arousal and pain, I had to pause my explanation and warn her that if she wanted the details of my sensations, they would have to be narrated in the sea, with water covering me above the waist.

I had also told her about my slight frustration at not having enjoyed and taken more advantage of the moment, and we had also had time to ask ourselves again if David and Belén really did that thing of getting together with other men for her physical enjoyment and his observational pleasure. And while David had seemed smooth and competent, it wasn’t completely conclusive, and the shadow that everything might be a charade to manipulate us continued to hover.

And to the question about Marta, my wife had blurted out, “I just can’t believe it; later, when there’s no one around, I’ll show you the video.” And if we talked about Belén, her phrase was “don’t even mention her to me.”

And that’s how the morning had passed, and I was finishing my coffee, looking at the clean plates that had held calamari and various fish, when I checked my mobile phone out of habit and saw that David had written to me.

I was a bit startled again, as had happened during breakfast, and I realized I hadn’t responded to his voice note. Then I looked behind me to make sure Ana wasn’t returning yet. And then I saw a rather long text on my screen, which made me even more anxious.

And so, somewhat tense, I read:

“Hey Sergio, man. How are you guys? Maybe I went a bit too far, especially with some comments... but I saw she was into it... If you want to talk about it, we can. And if I need to apologize for anything, I will. To you, to her, or to both of you.”

I looked behind me again, and this time I did see Ana, at the bar in her flowery dress of a reddish-orange hue, apparently asking a waiter for the check, as there was no one who got more irritated waiting for the bill than she did. And I looked at my screen, and it wasn’t that it was a secret, in fact I would tell my wife about it, but the message had been sent to me and I respected that things are sent to one person and not two, even if they can be explained and discussed afterward. And I didn’t quite know what to answer: on my part there was no resentment, and on Ana’s part there didn’t seem to be any more resentment than that derived from any of her absurd arguments with him; “I’m shocked. She’s surprisingly casual” would be the precise answer to his “How are you guys?” but I didn’t write anything.

Shortly after, I felt Ana behind me. She leaned over, wrapped her arms around me, involuntarily caressed my face with her damp hair matted by sea salt, and whispered:

“Shall we go?”

“From the restaurant or from the beach?” I asked.

And I felt her smile, and then she said:

“What you really want is to go to one of your beaches... to watch the video in peace. Well, fine then...”

And the truth is I hadn’t even thought about it, but the plan couldn’t sound better, so, smiling, and now looking at her as she sat beside me, and nodding my head up and down while narrowing my eyes, a bit clownish, I said in a low voice:

“Well... yes. Good guess... I love that we’re on the same page.”

Saturday, August 14.

7:12 in the evening. 

I was surprised by my wife, as suddenly she seemed to blush, and left me alone with her mobile phone; walking away toward the calm sea, intending to take a swim.

I tried to convince her, but she slipped through my fingers, moving away from me and justifying herself, already about ten meters away, raising her voice to tell me that we would discuss it later.

I took my time then: first I looked at her ass wrapped in navy blue bikini bottoms, at her long hair and her determined walk. Then I looked left and right and there was hardly anyone sunbathing; my rugged beach gave us privacy and also a kind of complicity, and everything seemed deeper and more genuine in such a context.

From my position, sitting on my towel, I took one last glance at Ana, who was definitively entering the water, and then I turned the phone and activated that video which had been one of the main triggers for the explosion in that living room the night before.

I quickly realized there was too much brightness to see it decently, so I threw my t-shirt over my head to shade the screen as best as possible. And with so much buildup I was getting more and more nervous.

Another look at Ana, who wasn’t looking back and was disappearing into her swim, and then I finally activated the video.

Indeed my wife had described it well: Marta appeared, wearing a light blue dress, undoubtedly identical to one Ana owned; a flowing, light, summery dress, which, along with Marta’s tanned skin, made me think that perhaps everything that was about to happen there hadn’t occurred too many weeks ago.

And the armchair, and Marta on top of it; turned around, kneeling, with her torso facing the backrest. Waiting. Waiting for David, who, as in other videos I had seen, seemed to take his time appearing, as if he enjoyed it, as if he was savoring the moment; like a salivating Pavlov’s dog where pressing “rec” constituted the tinkling of the bell.

And then his arrival. Raw, but clean. He approached her, approached that raised ass and lifted the blue dress, like a meticulous tailor arranging fabrics, and revealed her powerful buttocks, similar to Ana’s, and revealed to me that there were no panties. Marta then looked back, but her eyes seemed to make a stopover at the camera, and then she looked forward, with that familiar hint of shame that reminded me of my wife.

And David’s cock, stiff, dark and somewhat sticky. And he exposed the head, and again that pink glans. And he made her wait, moving his hands toward her hair, brushing his cock over her ass in a random and careless touch.

And then the key to everything, the key to Ana’s calculations and conjectures, as what David was doing was evident and suspicious, since he made sure that Marta’s thick hair fell over her face, partially covering it. But then something even more flagrant would come, as he whispered a serious “look at me...” and, when she tried to turn her face backward, he stopped her with his hand halfway, so that yes, it was manifest and forced: the face of Ana’s twin sister remained straight and in direct line with respect to the camera, and, having her face covered by her dark hair, she could perfectly be my wife.

And, not content with that, David then removed his hand, and whispered to her:

“Like that. Don’t move.”

And then he leaned back, and observed where to attack that, and she waited, in silence, without moving, with that dress she filled out forcefully, just as her sister would. And then, as with my wife, some caresses on her buttocks, a somewhat theatrical but dominant “shhh”... and then one hand on his cock... and the other on her hip.

And that pink glans separating the lips of a pussy that I, with the camera so profiled, couldn’t see. And Marta’s eagerness, which also reminded me of another recent eagerness. And the thrust. The impact. The surrender. And David’s “Hmm!” overlapping the moan of a woman, of an excited woman also embarrassed with herself. And Marta’s moan, yes different from Ana’s, more breathy, more fluid, less restrained, perhaps, at that point, not so prissy about acknowledging her pleasure before him.

And, seen like this, it could be Ana. It could even be for me, who knew every nook and cranny of her body and skin. And the shared dress, and the hair falling and hiding much of the face, were more than suspicious. And the back-and-forth began, and her moans, and her gasps... and her hair moved, but she kept looking toward the camera, and I had no idea what Marta got out of this, which made everything even stranger, almost with hints of a macabre conspiracy. And then she did brush her hair aside, and let the camera focus on her in a raw way, and then she looked back, uttering a heartfelt “Ufff...!”, brutal, with all of David’s cock inside her.

And then he, without stopping fucking her, whispered a “come on...” and she looked forward, letting part of her hair fall on the side of her face focused by the camera, in such a way that she again looked like Ana, which left me perplexed once more, as she seemed to know what to do to comply.

I sighed. I looked at the sea. Leaving Marta moaning and David pounding. And Ana was still there. And I looked around. And not only did I see no one nearby, but the few people who were there seemed to be starting to leave, perhaps intending to prepare for one of the few Saturday nights left in that summer. And I returned my gaze to the screen, and the fucking became more agile, and David lowered one strap of her dress, taking with it a strap of her bra, and she continued, panting, looking forward, and sometimes she could be my wife, and sometimes not so much... And then he lowered the other strap of the dress and bra, and she helped him, restless, devoted, handling her elegant large-cupped bra herself...

… and I couldn't believe his luck, the luck of fucking such a beauty, the third one, back then the second one; when Marta's breasts came into view, white and tanned, with tan lines, hanging, substantial, rivaling my wife's equally intimidating ones… And the fucking continued… and I was getting aroused, on my towel… and the moaning continued in what was an impressive fuck, but at the same time I didn't see in David that contained desire, that almost rage, that I had seen with my wife.

And then Marta seemed to rebel, as she pushed her hair away from her face and looked back, frowning, aggressively, biting her lip and moaning in an almost unpleasant way. And then she wasn't Ana at all, and David allowed it, and she moaned some not very feminine “Ahh-nn!” that came out rough and defiant, as if asking him to give it to her with even more intensity, and as if asking him to forget about Ana once and for all and to fuck HER.

And Marta, with her delicate dress tied around her waist, with her raised ass receiving David's cock, with her bra curiously in her own hand, and leaning against the back of the armchair, seemed to come undone, seemed to be cumming…

… And she was, she was indeed exploding, cumming, with aggressive, different moans, but at the same time she did it with an expression that reminded me of my wife's; as she came, staring at him, half grateful, and half ashamed.


CHAPTER 40

Saturday, August 14.

7:28 in the evening.

After watching that video not once, but twice, I hadn’t waited for my erection to subside too much. Just enough to walk toward the sea without much discomfort.

My bulge certainly wasn’t relevant in terms of causing a scandal, as there was no one within many meters, giving an almost maximum sense of privacy. There was still an hour and a half of sunlight left in that afternoon, but the luminous aspect was already that of an incipient sunset.

I entered the water and went toward Ana, who seemed to want to leave the sea already, but I intercepted her, and kissed her, and she smiled, playfully, knowing the reason for my agitation. And with the water covering us up to our chests, for a few moments, even minutes, we were boyfriends again, we were like in those first weeks; and we kissed, and she wrapped her legs around me, and I remembered what David had told me about how, as a consequence of Ana getting pregnant a few months into our relationship, our time of devouring each other completely, of feeling each caress like an electric shock, had lasted too short.

And I knew that the eagerness of Ana’s tongue, playing with mine in such an energetic way, was largely due to what we had been experiencing for two weeks, especially what we had lived through the night before. And Ana knew that the erection she was feeling, bumping against her pelvis, was largely provoked by the video I had just seen, and by so many unanswered questions. But we said nothing, not for the moment, as if we wanted to gain momentum without needing help, as if we wanted the first volley, the first arrows, to come solely from our marriage, from our reciprocal and legitimate desire, knowing that there would be time to bring out the heavy cavalry.

And we frolicked. And we turned around. And there were no pruderies, no doubts, no misgivings about someone seeing us. Passionate, with the water covering us almost to our necks, we let ourselves go, and if I had to touch a breast over the soaked bikini, I touched it, and if she had to bite my lip, she bit it, and if I had to knead her buttocks, I kneaded them, and if she had to rub her pussy against my erect member, taking advantage of being mounted on me and surrounding me with her legs, she rubbed it.

And at one point, she, without abandoning that position, mounted on me, imprisoning me with her legs and with her hands on my neck, pulled her face back, and then we looked at each other, and I noticed her eyelashes, crowned with drops of water, and her wet hair, falling backward; and she brought her elbows toward her sides, and her breasts came into contact; and I, standing, holding her, but she wasn’t heavy to me, because the sea rocked us minimally, and I looked at her...

“What...” she asked.

“Shall I start?” I said seriously. And she smiled, offering me the vision of her very white teeth that contrasted with her tanned face.

“Start...” she whispered.

“The one in the video looks like you. They’re doing it on purpose. Maybe it’s not just the two of them who are in cahoots: David and Belén; I don’t even rule out that all three of them might be in on it.”

She shook her head slightly, still hanging from me, and still with her sex in contact with my crotch.

“I don’t know...”

“I think so. I’ll continue,” I pronounced again with seriousness.

“Go on.”

“Did you really kiss him last summer?”

“What? No... Come on... he stole a kiss... when I was drunk... the pig... But nothing more.”

“Okay... And yesterday...”

“What...”

“Last night. Yesterday. How was it when David fucked you?” I pressed.

“Wow...” she sighed.

“No wow about it.”

“Fine. Alright,” she responded, changing her expression. “Well look... the truth...”

“What?” I asked, and brought my lips to hers, and gave her a peck, and I felt them tender and very salty, and she received my kiss, and then our faces separated again.

“The truth is that he fucked me... well,” she responded seriously.

“Yes?” I asked, feeling how my cock responded, rising more.

“Yes. Well, no. He fucked me very well.”

“Ah. Great,” I said, somewhat belligerently.

“I don’t know... You’ll know if it’s great or not. Do you have more? More questions?” my wife inquired.

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“Do you want him to fuck you again?”

And she looked at me, as if she wanted to search deep inside me, but I wanted her to answer for herself.

“Well...”

“What,” I grew impatient.

“Well... I don’t know. If... my husband wants... to see me again...”

—What do you mean by 'see me again'?

—I mean if my husband wants to see me again... fucking that... idiot... I don't know. Does he want to? —she asked, as we rubbed against each other, and she squeezed me with her legs.

—Do you want to? —I asked, and I couldn't contain myself, and I lifted her higher, and we kissed, we devoured each other's mouths, and we turned, and we sought more friction with our bodies, a rhythmic rocking, and we felt it, but it wasn't enough. And then we glanced quickly around us, and nothing prevented us from going further, so, without needing to discuss it, I found myself pulling down my swim trunks while she moved the bottom of her bikini to one side. And then she climbed onto me again, and she herself grabbed my cock, and I was surprised by her dexterity, and she held it firmly, and that grip underwater felt strange to me... and she guided it, mounted on me, with our chests pressed together, with our faces together, cheek to cheek, and I suddenly felt the warmth of her body, of her pussy... and I gasped a quick “damn, Ana” surprised by her capability and surprised by how wet she was, as I immediately felt how my cock made its way into her body; and then she, in my ear, moaned a “Mmmm...” that made my skin tingle, and then she wrapped her arms around me... and my cock buried itself in her, and she encompassed me with her legs, and I hadn't forgotten the question, and I panted in her ear, replying to her moan:

—Do you want...? Huh...! Do you want David to fuck you again?

And she, clinging to me, sought the rhythm, and I, with my hands on her ass, began to pull her body toward me. And we fucked. We fucked in the sea. With my wife mounted on me, and then, she licked my ear, and I shivered, and she panted:

—Mm-m... Yes... I want that... bastard... to fuck me again...

—Why? Do you like how he fucks you?

—Mmm... Y-yes... I like how he fucks me... But...

—What...

—Mostly I like... it-turns-me-on... how you look at me when... he fu-cks me...

And I listened to her, and I exhaled heavily, and she panted in my ear.

—Yeah? You get turned on by how I look at you?

—Mmm... Y-yes...

—Why?

—Mmmm... I... I don't know.

—Tell me.

—Well... Ah-h... Mm... When you look at me wh-ile... Ah... that id-iot... fucks me... You're... so hot, and... he... dis-gusts... me... Ah...! and I feel...

—How do you feel?

—I... feel Ah! Like a... who-re...

—Why?

—Because... be... Ah... being able to do it with you... who's hot... and in-Mmm!-stead... I let myself get fucked by him... And that turns me... It turns me on that he's so... dir-ty... and so... Mm... ugly... and that... being able to do it with you... Mmmmm... Go-d... So good... —she panted, in broken phrases, feeling me, involved, rubbing herself, cooperating in the rhythm.

And I felt my cock rock hard, buried deep in my wife's pussy, and the rocking was enough, and I felt her like never before, and it was a different pleasure, strangely intense, and then I kissed her, and the kiss was desperate, but after a few seconds she broke the kiss to pant an “Ahhh!” that she moaned to the sky, throwing her head back, shameless, and as she pulled away slightly she involuntarily offered me her breasts, so I kissed her cleavage, and then I brought one of my hands to that bikini, and easily moved aside one of the soaked blue triangles, and her tit came out into the light, emerging wet, partly white from her tan lines, and large, prominent, with its pink and very hard nipple... and I couldn't help but grab that tit, while my wife panted, and I put it in my mouth, and bit it; I devoured her tit and Ana grabbed my head, in an improvised, desperate fuck... and my cock continued relentlessly, in and out, and she matched my rhythm... and continued with her “Ahhh!” “Mmmm!”, and my tongue flicked against her nipple, and I sucked, and suctioned, excited, and I remembered what she had just confessed to me... that she wanted David to fuck her again... and then, removing my mouth from that tit, but without covering it, and bringing both my hands back to her ass, so I could move her body and fuck her better, I whispered:

—And... that revenge you wanted...?

—Mmm... Yes... We're going to do it.

—How? —I said to her, in her ear, and she panted in my ear, with our faces pressed together, and I felt her bare tit against my chest, felt her hard nipple against my skin.

—Mmm… Well… One day… whenever… I’ll tell him that… Ahh! Oh God… Sergio… you feel so good…

—What… What will you tell him?

—I’ll tell him that… that I want him to… fuck me… but I don’t want… Ah… you to be there.

—Oh, really…? You… bitch… Will he agree?

—For sure… Mm-mm…!

—And what else…? —I whispered, and then a wave moved us a little, and wet my face, and she moved, and my member slipped out of her, although Ana still kept her legs wrapped around me.

And then I looked at her, and she made no attempt to cover that breast I had uncovered, and I observed, surprised and aroused, how her areola, being so extensive, occupied practically all of her tan line, which made the femininity of that breast impact me even more. And she looked at me, serious and aroused.

—What else? —I asked her, and I, unconcerned, had my back to the shore, but I noticed that Ana was looking beyond me, and I saw her looking a bit self-conscious as if someone might be watching us, and I even wondered if someone was walking along the shoreline.

—Well… imagine… —she whispered, moving completely away from me, and we were facing each other, me with my swimsuit pulled down and her with that breast exposed —well… imagine that… that we arrange to meet at a hotel, him and me, a hotel that’s far away… Because I deliberately tell him about a hotel far away… And then… he… goes… but I don’t show up.

—Ah, you don’t go?

—Of course not… And he’ll call me… a ton of times.

—And then what? —I asked her, as I grabbed my cock in front of her; in front of an Ana whom the water covered just below her breasts, just below that breast hidden under the navy blue triangle and just below that breast that emerged free, illuminated by a soft twilight light; exposed, erect and full.

—Well… —she whispered, and I could see that extensive areola and that hard nipple —well… that’s it, he calls me… and in the end we… send him… a photo. The two of us. Having drinks. So… relaxed. And we’ll write something like… “what did you think.”

—Oh, really? —I was surprised, facing her, now masturbating, with my cock under the water.

—Yes.

—Well… It doesn’t seem… very mature… does it? —I said, using that word that had been in my head for some time.

—Oh, you don’t think it’s mature —she said, changing her rhythm, saying it quite rapidly.

—No… it seems like a revenge that’s a bit… absurd, and immature. Really —I responded, more slowly, and without stopping touching myself.

—Well… fine then… I’m getting out… You just continue with your mature-boy masturbation, go ahead —my wife then said, covering that breast. And then she skirted around me, avoiding contact with me, and passed me, and left, exiting the water, abandoning me there, with that erection, and I sighed, and shook my head… and my hand stopped.


CHAPTER 41

Saturday, August 14.

9:32 PM.

Sitting in my chair, facing the pool, with a beer in my hand, I felt a bit strange, almost as if I were emulating David. Perhaps because I’d been there continuously for so many days, I felt like this was truly my domain, in a way that transcended mere occupancy.

I looked at his empty chair beside me and remembered that I hadn’t responded to either his voice note or his message, concluding that we would talk about it face to face. I hadn’t told Ana about him contacting me in writing as well, but I didn’t think it was important; in fact, at the beach, as night was falling, I’d seen out of the corner of my eye how Albert had written to her, and my wife hadn’t mentioned that to me either.

From my throne, I recalled how our afternoon had soured in that absurd way, and it wasn’t that Ana was furious—in fact, I thought she was deliberately exaggerating—but it was obvious that criticizing her revenge plan had been avoidable. Moreover, after the torrid swim that had ended in conflict, the topic of revenge had come up again, and she’d told me she was just improvising, that we would think of something better, and I, having had it easy, hadn’t managed to apologize, because I’d said exactly what I felt, and it didn’t seem like something she should get upset about in that way.

I gazed at the dark sky and found “The Summer Triangle” in the heavens; moderately relaxed, in front of the house, empty except for Ana, who had gone to one of the attic rooms to hang up her wet clothes; when I then heard unmistakable sounds: car engine, gate, front door... and then the unmistakable shuffling steps, David’s unmistakable flip-flops.

It was imminent and inevitable that he would appear in the garden, and I didn’t want to think, I simply wanted to let it flow; I intended to let him bear the weight of whatever we would talk about, and it was obvious that we would talk, because, knowing him, he would want to put everything on the table immediately.

He greeted me from afar, casually. And I raised my beer and pointed to the portable cooler located between the two chairs.

“Are they cold?” he shouted from the other side of the pool, dressed in a striped swimsuit and a blue polo shirt.

“Yes! I grabbed six!” I responded in a similar tone.

And he approached me, determined, while from my position I could see through the window how Belén was bustling about in the kitchen.

He let out a groan as he landed in his chair, as if he had run three marathons, and that hoarse sound made me remember ardent grunts from the night before, and I immediately feared that nothing would ever be the same. Then he grabbed a beer, and if on other occasions he would have extended the bottle for me to clink with mine, this time he didn’t.

“Wind picked up in the middle of the afternoon, huh. How was it around here?” he asked, and the situation was uncomfortable.

And we both gave ourselves an extension, a kind of recess of three or four minutes. And the wind led to how the Cabrio was handling on an uphill stretch of highway, and from there to the impeccable calamari from my lunch with Ana, and from there to two constellations that he surprisingly identified correctly and... from there to:

“Hey man, you never responded to my message in the end... How are things? Tell me.”

And I looked at him, and I didn’t know what to say. And I was about to say something, anything, when Belén appeared in the garden, wearing a white swimsuit that adhered to her body impeccably, covering her breasts, stomach, and butt, though almost none of her back, and she went toward the pool, and then sat on the edge, dipping her feet in the water.

“Okay, man. Fine. I’m going to tell you everything,” David said then, in a much lower tone, with the clear intention that his wife wouldn’t hear him.

I opened another beer then, anticipating that I would need higher doses of disinhibition to listen to him, and he scratched his face, and his belly showed under his polo shirt, which fit him somewhat tightly, and he leaned forward a bit, and began:

“Look. Here’s everything, okay. I just... I care about you, damn it,” he said that unusual word, which sounded strange coming from him. “And I don’t want any bad blood. Let’s see...” David began, and I was willing to accept his explanations in good faith, although I didn’t feel that he owed them to me, or that he owed me anything. Somehow his confession made it seem like both Ana and I could appear as victims, and I neither felt that way nor wanted to feel that way.

“David, you don’t have to excuse yourself for anything. I’m happy to listen to whatever you want to say, but...”

“No, no. It’s not about excusing myself,” he interrupted me. “I just want to tell you, man. Look. Here it goes. I’ll start: last year I hooked up with Marta, and I thought it was going to be a fucking drama, because obviously I wanted to tell Belén, and drama... well, I wasn’t thinking separation, but yes, drama, evidently.”

“Evidently...” I whispered, and took a sip.

“Well, man, so I tell the boss, and yes, she gets pissed and all, but then she gets in this mode like... ‘well, screw her and so on.’ Well, and that was fine. But then she tells me something like, pissed off, yeah, that, she tells me something like ‘well, I wish you had fucked the other one.’”

“The other one?” I asked. “Ana?”

“Ana,” David said.

“I don’t understand...” I replied, and I was pretending to be aloof, but I was tense, and I took another swig.

“I didn’t understand either,” he smiled. “I didn’t understand a fucking thing. So of course, I asked her to explain, and she comes at me with this whole thing about being sick of both of them, that they criticize me a lot and this and that, and I told her: ‘Damn, Belén, I couldn’t care less if they criticize me, we talk shit about them too,’ you know?”

“That they put you down, David,” I whispered.

“What? Holy shit, man,” he said, surprised. “Damn, Sergio, dude, that’s the exact same fucking expression Belén used.”

“I could smell it coming...” I reflected.

“Damn, you’ve blown my mind,” he whispered, and seeing that I wasn’t explaining further, he continued. “So anyway. That Marta and Ana say you’re this and that... that I should have married someone better... that you’re a slob... that you’re ugly... that you’re an unfunny clown... and so on. I couldn’t care less about all that, and I told Belén so. But anyway, to sum it up, apparently all this hit Belén like a kick in the ass, and she saw me hooking up with Marta as... I don’t know, man... poetic justice... or who the hell knows what was going through her mind.”

“So you went ahead with Marta then...” I whispered.

“Yeah, but I mean, not really... Well, anyway, the thing is, Marta doesn’t know that Belén knows, and every time we’re with her, that bitch Belén starts asking her about guys... and I don’t know, she says to her... ‘what hunk are you with now... such a cutie like you,’ and Marta’s like ‘yeah, whatever,’ and maybe she says that to her three days after I was fucking her... and of course, Belén says that because she knows... because I tell her everything, obviously.”

I took a breath then, and Ana was coming out to the garden from the kitchen, wearing a long orange tank top that came down to her bare thighs; she caught me off guard, and walked purposefully, passing Belén who was still at the pool, and was heading toward us, when Belén called out loudly:

“Hey, Ana...!”

And my wife stopped and turned around.

“Can we talk for a moment...?” Belén was saying.

And she glanced at me briefly, and then agreed, and went to meet her, and stood, on her feet, next to her sister, and crossed her arms. And then Belén said something that, from the distance and in a lower tone, was completely unintelligible to me.

“Well...” David exhaled, knowing, as I did, that whatever Belén wanted to talk to Ana about was probably not going to be trivial. “So... The Marta thing explained. Done. Write ‘check’ in your notebook.”

“What?” I asked, confused.

“Check. Check list is what those fucking wokes call it now,” he said, and made a gesture in the air with his hand, as if drawing a check mark. “Check, Sergio, do the check.”

And I, with my free hand that wasn’t holding the beer, also drew a check mark in the air, that “check,” and I didn’t know whether to laugh at him, with him, or what to do.

“Okay, I’ll continue with the next thing. You’ll see that it all makes sense together,” he continued, and I had my ears on him and my eyes on the sisters. “One day, well, one night, at a dinner I organized for General Management, at work, when we were already drunk, but I mean, really drunk, one of them starts talking to me about watching his wife with another guy... and this and that...” David lowered his voice even more. “And that it’s amazing... and whatever. Basically, the guy would go to clubs with his wife and all that. And me, well, the typical thing, curiosity and all. And then I remembered one phrase, when the guy tells me: ‘You know what’s most curious? That with the first one she thinks about it a lot, I mean, he has to be perfect, handsome, etc., but the second one she’ll go with anyone. Once one guy sticks it in her, the second one... not to mention the third... she’ll take anyone with two arms and two legs; and a dick, of course.’ Something like that, that’s what he told me. And that phrase stuck with me.”

“And then you started that with Belén...” I interrupted him, while watching how Belén and Ana were still talking, in the same position.

“No, no. Not at all. Nothing like that, man. Nothing. We’ve never done that.”

“Nothing?” I was surprised.

“No. No.”

“All lies? And... what about things like that business of... making Albert angry... so that... he would give it to Belén hard, for example?”

“That? Nothing. I don't even remember what things I told you... That kind of stuff was told to me by the guy from my work. Quite a character, that guy...”

“A character indeed...” I said.

“Yeah, yeah. Him. And nothing. I just remembered several things he said. But nothing happened. But above all, that phrase stuck with me, you know... 'the second one she doesn't even think about it' just stayed there. And then this summer came along and little Albert showed up, and I... what can I tell you, you and Ana... you seemed... I don't know... flat... routine... I don't know how to put it. No kisses or anything. Normal, right. No surprise there, it's been years, and that takes its toll. Anyway, I thought: 'What if I plant this little seed in Sergio's mind?' It was a shot in the dark, right. But I thought: 'these two don't even touch each other, I'll plant the seed... and see what happens.' And on top of that, add that Ana, with her silly rivalry with Belén... was going to jump into it like a raging bull. You know them. I mean, if I put it in your head that we were going to do it with little Albert, you were going to tell Ana, and knowing Ana, she was going to want to join the war, to torpedo, flirt, or whatever. And between her going overboard and you putting ideas in her head, because you can also be quite the instigator... damn... well... I don't know, five? Two percent chance that Ana would hook up with the guy? Or not even that. But look.”

“Damn, David... You're... completely out of your mind...” I sighed, and took a drink, looking straight ahead, feeling his warm breath beside me, and I realized that his craziness had followed quite a deliberate path.

“Yeah... man... what can I say. Look. That's it. Then nothing happened... or almost nothing... Because you didn't end up hooking up with him in the end, right?”

“No...”

“Damn... Well... The idea was... I don't know. That clueless little Albert would pave the way, because look, the kid, damn, I'm a man, but the boy is pretty as hell... right? And besides, Lucía doesn't care about him, so that was never going to be a problem. And I don't know and... well... you've probably figured it out by now... The idea was for me to be that... I don't know if second, or whoever... who knows, next summer, or in two years... to be the one that Ana wouldn't look at more than to check if he had arms and legs... but anyway. And, by the way, when I told Belén about the strategy, she basically asked me if I was an idiot... that it made no sense at all... but... the bitch... you know what she finally said to me? She said: 'you're stupid, completely stupid, but hey, I hope it works out for you.'”

“Damn, David...” I whispered, digesting it all as best I could.

“Yeah, man... And that was the story, making you believe we were doing it, hoping Ana would go too far with the kid, that she'd lose the... vertigo... or whatever the hell you want to call it... of doing it with others, and that I could fish in troubled waters; maybe next summer... maybe in two... or maybe never... Because besides, that kiss last year... sorry to tell you this... but I know Ana gets carried away when she likes someone... and that one day things could get out of hand. And I, of course, damn, sorry, but of course Ana turns me on, more than anyone, but Belén even seems to be happy about her... well, she obviously knows about yesterday, and I'm not saying she's thrilled, but... I don't know.”

And David took a long drink, and seemed to be finishing. And I found myself surprised, but deep down I felt like it wasn't completely unknown to me, as if a part of me had been investigating and thinking, and that's why this, in part, didn't completely throw me off balance.

And then David, now speaking almost more to himself than to me, said:

“And look, I don't know what it is about me, but they all come back for more. They complain, they blame me, they whine, they say 'Oh my God what have I done...' but they come back... always... I've been the one to end all my sexual relationships.”

“Is that a threat?” I asked.

“No, damn it, man. Not at all. But sometimes it pisses me off too. Oh, by the way... and... the night in question... I mean, yesterday... Belén and I were talking shit about you guys, especially because of the argument at dinner, and meanwhile we were doing... dirty things, hence the thong in the underwear. And then Belén gets the message from Lucía, so I deduce that little Albert is already in the house. And then I open the door and hear something, and I already sense that you're fooling around in the living room. So I decide to interrupt you, but not catch you, and I manage to send Albert upstairs and tell Ana to make peace in private, to see if with her half-aroused state, her desire to be liked, and that little itch to do it with others, I could catch at least a bit of groping... you know.”

“I see, I see...” I barely responded, as I had felt for some time that he was going too far, and that he was disrespecting both me and especially Ana.

“Well, man... And I'm almost done, but I have to get it out,” he said then, perhaps reading in me that I was getting pissed off with his words. “Nothing. I'm finishing. And well, then I see you spying from outside... Let's say... poorly hidden, and I said to myself: 'she wants to put on a show for Sergio, let's see what happens...' and you've seen the rest.”

“I saw, yes...” I whispered, still not quite sure how to take all this.

“But... look...” he continued, “I expected from Belén... well, like with Marta, some kind of satisfied revenge, but you see. There’s this strange normalcy, right? I mean, with Marta it was more like ‘serves her right,’ but I see Belén calm, turned on by what happened but... without resentment. It’s something weird. I don’t know. Maybe because deep down there’s always been... I don’t know. Belén and Ana. Deep down there’s always been a sisterly love. Who knows. With Marta everything is colder. Ana, despite her issues, makes herself lovable.”

“Ana makes herself lovable...” I repeated, unable to believe this was how his confession ended, a confession I hadn’t even asked for.

“Well, yes...” he said, and drank again from his bottle.

And then Belén looked up, glancing toward us, and David stood up, and it seemed like she was saying something to Ana, and my wife sat down on the edge of the pool, next to Belén. But just seconds after sitting next to each other, and while David was drinking beside me, my sister-in-law got up and came toward us, and David headed toward them.

And I distrusted all those movements, suddenly so quick. And I began to suspect that everything was, once again, orchestrated, as they crossed paths, with Belén coming toward me, and David walking toward my wife.


CHAPTER 42 

With suspicion and distrust, I took yet another sip of my beer, feeling Belén approaching from one side. In front of me, David was walking around the pool while Ana remained seated on the edge, her feet in the water.

I could feel her beside me now. And nothing made sense. Everything felt forced. Belén was trying to adjust the chair, David’s chair, to sit down; I’d never seen her use it before.

She started complaining that it was half-broken, sagging from her husband’s weight, while I watched him taking off his polo shirt and descending the pool ladder. David rarely swam at night.

The thought “what game are you playing?” echoed in my head at the precise moment Belén sat down and complained about the uncomfortable chair, while David entered the water and grumbled that it was cold.

I tried to catch Ana’s eye, hoping she might communicate something with her gaze that would reveal she also suspected this choreographed dance, but she was too far away for me to read anything.

“Well... it won’t be long before we’ll need to come out to the garden with a sweater... or hoodie at this hour,” said Belén, and I smiled to myself, expectantly, noting how she was trying to break the ice by talking about the cold, while her husband had done so by mentioning the wind.

I glanced at her then, from the corner of my eye, not bothering to hide my suspicion. It was extremely strange to feel her beside me, with nothing in her hands, wearing that white swimsuit, with no excuse or pretext for being there.

“So, how are you two doing?” she suddenly asked.

I took a drink then, finishing my beer. I didn’t respond. I sighed, exasperated. And I reached into the small cooler for another bottle.

“Have you and Ana had a fight, or what?” she said then.

“No,” I answered curtly.

“Well, I got the impression... just now, talking with her, that she was upset with you.”

I took a deep breath then, filled my lungs, and observed her again. Her medium-sized breasts outlined her silhouette, her nipples slightly marking the white fabric, her shoulder-length curly hair barely caressing her shoulders, her moles looking striking and pretty, and I saw her very tanned, attractive, always exuding that confidence.

But I wasn’t intimidated; I was genuinely annoyed with their tricks, both of theirs, so I finally said:

“Tell me, Belén... don’t you two get tired of dropping breadcrumbs for Ana and me to follow behind, picking up and eating each one?”

And I drank again, knowing my statement had sounded too transparent, but I couldn’t control myself.

“Sergio, I’m just asking how you are, because I remind you that... my husband yesterday... did it... with your wife. Who, to make matters worse, is my sister.”

“Did it...” I whispered.

“Did it, yes. If you want, I can phrase it differently...”

“To make matters worse...” I repeated.

“To make matters worse, yes. And she’s not the first,” she said.

“Not the first, no...” I repeated.

“No. You already know that. And, by the way, Marta is coming tomorrow...” Belén dropped, knowing the importance of this revelation.

“Oh, great, overbooking,” I said, clinging to humor to disguise the impact.

“You got that right,” she whispered while I watched David, in the pool with water up to his chest, approaching Ana.

And I saw how Ana received him, with her feet dangling in the water; and David, with his hairy back, his wet hair, and that shiny bald spot, placed his hands on either side of her. And he spoke to her, raising his face, and she responded, lowering her gaze toward him.

“By the way...” said Belén, “apparently Marta is hooked.”

“On what? Alcohol? Drugs? There are clinics.”

“How funny... You’re becoming more like David every day,” said Belén, and I bit my tongue to avoid saying anything, as I watched, incredulous and surprised, how David seemed to place his hands on my wife’s thighs.

“Right. Listen, Belén. Last night you didn’t know if they were continuing... their sexual relationship or whatever... and today you know she’s completely hooked... and that she’s coming tomorrow. So many things all of a sudden,” I snapped.

“Yes, because Marta called David at noon today... and she was already looking for ways to fuck without me finding out...”

“Wow, she’s coming eager,” I remarked, tense and surprised by that “fuck” that Belén had pronounced, emphasizing the word without restraint.

And if my pulse was rising, if my surprise and stress were increasing... I was even more surprised and tense when Ana removed that orange shirt... and placed it behind her, revealing suggestive breasts that fell across her torso, generously filling some strained black triangles.

And I sensed David's hands near, or on, my wife's thighs; and it bothered me that, after so many confessions, he would go after Ana like that. Although my wife, if it were true, wouldn't be innocent either. And then, Belén, as if reading my mind—so much so that I wondered if my face was revealing every corner of what I was feeling—whispered:

“Don't be angry with David. And don't deceive yourself. He would never do anything that would upset you... or bother you, or that you wouldn't want.”

“Well, I don't know how that's possible. Considering I haven't told him what I want.”

And then Belén shifted a little, and I sensed she was about to tell me something enlightening, and I saw how Ana pushed away David's hand, and how he said something to her.

And then Belén whispered:

“Right. Sergio. I think we understand each other. That's not the issue. The issue isn't yesterday or tonight. I'm just saying you should be careful. Marta is single. But your case is completely different.”

“Oh, so tonight is already arranged. You're giving advice for the medium term. Well... I think we're fine,” I said indignantly, but Ana wasn't helping me, as she seemed to be welcoming him... somehow, and it almost looked like David's face was truly close to the inner part of my wife's thighs, so close that he could even place a kiss there, if he dared, and if my wife allowed it.

And when I thought I couldn't have more fronts open—as I was tense about Marta's arrival the next day, undoubtedly displeased by Belén's threatening advice, and having a heart attack seeing David between my wife's legs... my phone, placed on the grass, lit up.

And then I picked it up, and looked at the screen, and saw a message from an unknown phone number, and, distrustful of both what I had beside me and what was happening in the pool, I read:

“Hello Sergio, it's Albert. I don't understand why Ana isn't answering my messages. Sometimes I think you're both laughing at me. But tonight I'm going to make love to her. I'm fed up. And if she keeps avoiding me, I'm going to tell everyone about it. Lucía first.”

And my heart doubled its beats, and my chest tightened, and I felt a little dizzy, also affected by so much beer. And, overwhelmed and annoyed by that text, by that way of expressing himself, annoyed with that kid so brave in writing and so pusillanimous in person, I looked up, and saw Ana putting her hand on David's wet head, on that unpleasant bald spot, and I didn't know if she was trying to punish me somehow, or if that bastard brother-in-law of mine had said something, or kissed her somewhere...

“Well... look at them...” whispered Belén, and I sensed in her a hint of admiration for her husband's persuasion or capabilities.

“What. Nothing's going to happen,” I said, while Ana gave me a break, as she pushed that head away, and David backed off a bit.

And then David turned around, and looked at me, and it seemed, like the night before, that he was looking at me to ask for permission. And I then sought my wife's eyes, and saw how she wasn't looking at me, but at Belén. And I didn't understand why. I hardly understood anything. And then Ana lowered herself... slid down... and entered the pool.

My wife was getting into the pool. With David. And my phone lit up again... and I saw it was Albert again. And I read:

“I'm serious, man. Tonight I'm making love to Ana. And if you want to watch me do it, fine, though it's better if you leave us alone.”

And while I was reading that madness, that nonsense that irritated me, he sent another line:

“I really like your wife. I have plenty of condoms, so there's no problem.”

And I sighed. And exhaled. Even more overwhelmed than angry. And Belén didn't know that part of my tension came from the absurdities of that damn kid, but she surely noticed I was overwhelmed, and I suspected she was enjoying it.

And David, inside that pool illuminated by submerged spotlights, which projected a whitish light, was approaching my wife...

...And I didn't know what Ana wanted. And I didn't even know what I wanted.


Continuará.
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