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CHAPTER 1

Saturday, August 14.

11:01 PM.

One never knows when they might be affected by a disorderly flow of fleeting thoughts. Suddenly the mind wanders, flies away and lands on a memory, a phrase, something absurdly disconnected from real time; and then it reels back in, following the trail of thought, back and forth. And I didn’t know why, but there, facing the pool at the house, with David and my wife in the water, I found myself answering a question as crucial yet banal as “what makes me happy.”

Belén’s questions, as she sat beside me in David’s throne, had made me feel like I was being subjected to an examination, and that teleported me to a distant job interview where, out of nowhere, they had asked about my idea of perfect happiness. My answer, without hesitation, had emerged spontaneously, from nothing, as no one had ever asked me such a question, nor had I asked it of myself; my answer had been: To be at peace with myself.

I took a breath, filled my lungs, and told myself that I wasn’t guilty of anything, yet I was taking everything upon myself. So what if Albert threatened to tell everything to Lucía. So what if Belén was trying to scare me with the danger of Ana falling for David, and so what if Ana seemed to want to punish me by playing with my brother-in-law barely ten meters away from me.

And in this case it wasn’t self-deception, as I could feel my mental reflection translating into physical relaxation.

“Not my fucking problem...” I whispered to myself.

“What?” asked Belén, who was savoring every second there, beside me, looking toward her husband, who was talking very close to my wife, his own sister, with the water covering them up to mid-chest.

And I hesitated to repeat it, but stayed silent, and then she revealed that she had indeed heard me:

“Not your fucking problem? Well, Sergio, I remind you that you’re married to Ana, who last night...”

“I don’t care, Belén,” I interrupted before she could launch into a provocation that would bore me, as it wouldn’t hurt me.

And then it was she who took a breath. Perhaps looking for a way to attack me from another angle. And I neither knew, nor cared, what drove her to come after me like that, since we had always had not just a correct relationship, but a friendly one, or even more.

I drank my beer, lifted my eyes to the sky and observed the stars: all those constellations I had explained to David, some indications accurate, others not so much. And I let the night breeze hit my face, and a smell of damp grass struck me, and I inhaled, and I felt good. I felt strangely free, free of burdens, as I didn’t feel they were mine, and free of guilt. I didn’t feel like a better or worse person because of what had happened and, above all, and this was surely the key, I felt no fear whatsoever. “Fear of what?” I asked myself looking at Cassiopeia, and I added more lightness, as I suddenly felt so minuscule that my insignificance made me believe that nothing I did would be relevant, nor would it change anything. 

“It was obvious...” Belén whispered then, and I could feel her smile.

I didn’t want to fall into her trap, didn’t divert my gaze from the starry night. But suddenly I heard the unmistakable groan of the pool ladder tensing. I looked ahead then and saw their soaked bodies emerging from the water: David’s striped swimsuit, his hairy back, his protruding belly; Ana’s black bikini, her proportionate butt, her swaying chest. And then they grabbed their towels.

“What’s clear is that I was right, nothing was going to happen,” I said, although my victory didn’t make me feel any different.

“It was clear that not in the pool, but they’re going to go inside... and then upstairs,” Belén countered, and I refused to look at her, though I could almost feel the reflection of her pristine white swimsuit bouncing back the bluish light from the pool.

And then Ana, wrapped in her towel, glanced at me fleetingly. And I didn’t like her look. And it seemed absurd to me that she would try to make me believe that her anger over my calling her revenge plan against David childish was not only legitimate, but real.

“Not like this, Ana,” I whispered, but this time in a way completely unintelligible to Belén.

“That’s it...” my sister-in-law said afterward, animated yet restrained, and I took another sip of my beer while watching how Ana and David not only entered the house, but did so with such unusual complicity that I found it almost reproachable.

And they disappeared from our sight, and I knew that Belén was eager for us to see the window of my bedroom light up as soon as possible.


CHAPTER 2

My sister-in-law was seeking my downfall, but at the same time she seasoned everything with a display of control, of power. And it had been that way since the night before, since she had played with me by sending me the videos of Marta with David, the videos in which Marta looked like Ana.

I wondered then whether to lay my cards on the table, something David always said I took too long to do. But how to start talking about us when at any moment the light in my bedroom could turn on, with all that would imply.

“What do you gain from all this?” I reflected, silently, while my beach chair neighbor crossed her legs and was surely enjoying the mild temperature of the night and perhaps the anticipation of her delight.

And I thought I could understand, even accept, that she might enjoy Ana giving herself to David, in revenge for so many years of humiliation and contempt for her choice of life partner... But what was my role in this? What pleasure could she find in my hypothetical pain?

And the light in my bedroom window turned on.

And we both looked up, and I wanted the adjacent window to light up immediately afterward, and Belén surely didn’t want that.

And she won. She won without opposition, without doubt; David could be seen passing fleetingly, up there, in my bedroom, through my window, and Ana too.

And Ana, now without her towel, dressed only in her wet bikini, closed the curtain.

That closing of the curtain put an end to something that hadn’t been a single blow, but several in succession, and I endured it, endured it because I didn’t know what I wanted and because I felt my opinion was irrelevant.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” I finally asked, surprised that she wasn’t gloating about her triumph, at least not out loud.

“What do you want me to say?” she countered, feigning weariness.

“I don’t know... You tell me... I’ve been understanding very little for some time now,” I reflected aloud, and I looked at her, almost for the first time, and saw her silhouette wrapped in that white swimsuit, and her medium-length curly hair, wild yet well-kept, and those dark moles that dotted her face, giving her that exotic and genuine touch that all the sisters shared.

And I felt a strange tension, stemming more from not knowing if something was really happening or not, than from the possible act itself, when Belén whispered:

“Don’t you think we’re the only fools here?”

And I didn’t trust her. I didn’t trust her at all.

“Why?” I asked, and took a drink.

“It’s obvious...”

“It’s obvious that they’re crossing lines that we, at least as far as I know, haven’t crossed,” I said, trying to get her to elaborate.

“And do you want to cross them?” she asked without looking at me, both of us still staring at that yellowish window.

I sighed. I knew it was a trap. I was looking for answers and only finding questions. I appreciated, to some extent, the level of my opponent.

“I don’t know, Belén. You seem to be the one wondering whether to cross them or not.”

“Me? Why?”

“Because... Well. You know. Albert,” I responded, trying to step off the imaginary chessboard we were creating.

“The boy? What about him?”

“Nothing’s wrong with him. Or maybe there is,” I said, quickly checking my phone. “But, you know. The first few days, especially.”

Belén smiled.

“What?” I prodded.

“Yes...” she finally responded without a counterattack. “The first days you were here. That’s true. But it wasn’t because of me. He just wanted to... how should I put it... enter the adult world... to get closer to Ana. Obviously.”

“You think so? No. I’m sure that’s not it. Value yourself a bit more... I think it was because of you. I’m convinced of it,” I provoked, and seeing that she wasn’t answering, I continued:

“The kid doesn’t have the brains for that much. He’s not that Machiavellian. In this house, Machiavellianism is concentrated in other parts, or another part.”

Belén smiled again. Perhaps she also valued her opponent.

“And what about you?” she asked.

“What about me what?”

“Well... Aren’t you going up...? Don’t you want to see it? You’ve got me confused.”

“I’ve already seen everything.”

“I’ve seen quite a bit too,” she countered.

“Oh, really?” I said, surprised.

“No, no... I don’t mean my husband with my sister. I don’t want to see that at all.”

“Then what?”

“What do you mean, then what? Sergio. Yesterday I saw you...”

And I tried to remember, and then understood what she was referring to, and barely recalled that she had seen me lying on my bed, with a massive erection, masturbating... watching the videos of Marta on my phone.

—Do you remember now? —she asked.

—Yes, I remember. Child’s play compared to what I saw afterward.

—Childish... what you might call childish... It wasn’t —she smiled again, and stood up, light, slender, perfect. And she floated across the garden, with the clear intention of getting into the pool.

I looked at my phone again, and this time I did have news from Albert. And I did get annoyed despite not being guilty of anything. I felt like an errand boy. Albert was telling me that he would be at the house in half an hour.

—Get in line —I whispered with cynical detachment, and turned my gaze back to the yellowish window. And I abandoned my chair.

I was ready to see whatever I had to see.


CHAPTER 3

I reached the house, entered through the kitchen, and felt a double liberation: first, Belén hadn't seasoned my departure with any comment, and second, related to my own sister-in-law, I was truly weary of her presence.

But an even greater liberation awaited me: knowing what was happening in my bedroom.

The ground floor was deserted and dimly lit, but I didn't bother turning on any lights; the glow from the garden lights was enough for me to navigate inside the house. And I didn't worry about making more or less noise—what for? If nothing was happening, my noise or stealth would be useless, and if something was happening, there didn't seem to be any intention of secrecy or modesty on their part.

So I was indifferent to whether the floor creaked, I cared little that the steps complained; I, in flip-flops, swimsuit and t-shirt, went up without bothering to consider what would be tolerable, what would be morbid, what would be painful or what would be acceptable. And that last word amused me: “acceptable,” because after what happened the night before, acceptability was more tied to consensus than to the rawness of the act.

I reached the top, positioned myself behind our bedroom door. And at that moment I felt a surge of unhealthy expectation, not from a need for drama, but from a need for impact. My heart was beating hard, it was obvious that my expression was tense, that my muscles were contracting and that cold sweat was running down my body. Because, even though I was innocent, not responsible, it didn't diminish the magnitude of what hearing a moan behind the door could mean.

I took a breath, and at that moment I was indeed assaulted by an impulse that went beyond the craving for impact and reached an almost masochistic feeling: I imagined David, with my wife, kissing her, covering her, penetrating her. I imagined him on top of her, and her pulling that worn-out body toward herself; I imagined her with her brown hands kneading his white and flabby buttocks, pulling him in to feel him more deeply. I had already seen those hands on his buttocks, that disastrous body and that invaded femininity, but that didn't prevent the drama it evoked. And I imagined her looking at me, my wife watching me while David fucked her, and I could only feel arousal. Nothing else. Due to the intensity of the image and the weariness of so many battles. And then I opened the door.

I opened the door and a brightness attacked me, my retinas taking time to adjust. And I heard sounds, of clothes moving: Ana, alone in the bedroom, seemed to be packing her suitcase, agitated, dressed in an orange t-shirt, and as soon as she sensed me, she turned around. But she said nothing. And I sighed. I was about to ask her about David, but it was obvious he wasn't there. And I was about to ask her about the reason for that tension in her movements, for that taking down of hangers and stuffing of clothes into that suitcase lying on the bed, when she was the one who spoke. I then closed the door behind me and she, hurried, self-absorbed, albeit in a not-too-loud tone, told me she couldn't take it anymore, that David had confessed his strategy to her, and that, literally: she was leaving this madhouse.

Loose phrases. Disconnected. Grumblings. But that jumble was enough for me to understand that David, by his own decision or at her request, had made the same confession as he had with me: his coworker who participated in couple swapping, his plan to use Albert as bait, to provoke war between sisters, and to ensure that Albert would be the first and that he would be the second, third, seventh, or whatever, who would fish in troubled waters.

And I understood her, understood her anger, but only to a certain extent. I saw in all her bodily movement, in her rush and her anger, a bit of overacting.

And then I heard a sound, familiar yet strange, coming from the adjacent bedroom, David and Belén’s. It was the characteristic sound of his old radio. Ana with her drama and he with his life, with his usual routine.

“Are you coming or what?” my wife asked. “I can’t fit everything, I’ll come back in September, when no one is in this psychiatric ward, to get the rest of my clothes,” Ana was panting, and she was putting on denim shorts, not bothering to change the bottom of her wet bikini.

“Where to? Home?” I wondered, at a much lower rpm.

“Of course. Where else?” she fumed and headed toward the bathroom.

I stood still. Puzzled. Something didn’t add up.

She came back right away.

“Are you coming or what?” she insisted with the same phrase, closing her suitcase.

“Actually, no.”

“What do you mean, no?”

“No, Ana. It’s almost midnight. I don’t see myself arriving home in the early hours. Javi returns from camp on Wednesday... So I have... three days left. At home I have... we have nothing to do.”

“I work on Monday. Days I gain,” she then said, thus revealing to me a sudden change of plans.

“Fine by me,” I responded, making no gesture to follow her in her escape.

“Well then. I’m leaving,” she said, lowering the suitcase from the bed. “No, don’t help me, I can manage. We’ll talk later,” she said, hurriedly, in response to a small gesture I made toward her suitcase that was more of a reflex than any real intention to help her.

And she left. And I could hear her footsteps on the stairs, and I didn’t have to rack my brains to find an explanation, because a “what if” quickly settled in my thoughts.

I could hear the sound of my brother-in-law's radio. I looked out the window and saw Belén in the pool. I checked my watch and a sadistic impulse suggested the delirious possibility that Ana might run into Albert at the entrance of the house.

And the “what if” returned to my mind.

And then I verbalized it:

“What if this escape is due to embarrassment, to shame, to the humiliation of having been rejected by David? What if she had gone upstairs with him, perhaps to turn him on and then reject him, or perhaps to go all the way, and it had been him who rejected her? That rejection from him, though perhaps unlikely, could make more sense than her exaggerated anger over my brother-in-law’s confession about his plan. After all, both she and I had suspected for a long time that everything might be following a pre-established plan.”

And between the humiliation of wanting to go all the way and being rejected, or wanting to tease him and being rejected, I preferred the second option and found it more probable, but I didn’t rule out the first. The curious thing was that both scenarios had the same beginning, that of her making advances, so perhaps David had dismissed the proposition without even knowing her final intentions.

I found myself wondering if such a tantrum over rejection was possible. I found myself wondering why David might have rejected her. Then I found myself wondering if Ana would be very angry with me for not joining her in her escape. And what I did next was go down to the kitchen to pour myself a drink.


CHAPTER 4

Saturday, August 14.

11:58 at night.

Pascal said that “all of man’s misfortunes stem from his inability to sit quietly alone in a room”; I never had any problem being alone with myself, whether sitting or standing. What is true, and I don’t know if someone said this before, is that a drink made by oneself doesn’t taste as good as when someone makes it and brings it to you.

Not that the gin and tonic I was drinking in the dimly lit kitchen tasted bad, but it lacked the expert’s touch of service. The heat, the humidity, but above all the weariness, made the alcohol slide down my esophagus as if it were simply water with a slight acidic touch. And I looked toward the pool, where there was no one, and it gave off a kind of enchantment, and I thought that an estate should always have a pool, proportionate, bluish, well-lit, perfect and available, regardless of whether it’s used a lot, a little, or not at all.

I left the house and walked barefoot across the grass where a minimal dew was appearing, toward my beach chair. And that journey, executed so many times, was summer itself; if they took that away from me, they took everything. I came to feel that my life was working and that path. Working and that house. Therefore, Ana’s idea of taking me away from there seemed unfair, abusive, and leonine.

Looking at the sky again, almost completely clear. Light pollution was scarce, but there was a beacon of light ahead, up high: the window of David and Belén’s bedroom. The tables had turned, as now mine and Ana’s window was the dark one.

I thought I saw Belén’s silhouette behind the curtain, and I reviewed the conversation with her, and wondered if she had really been making advances at me, and if so, for what purpose, because with Belén it was clear that each act entailed that act and something more, and I thought that Ana was also somewhat guilty of the same thing, albeit with less cunning and less malice.

I looked at my watch and thought about Ana, and visualized her driving angrily, and felt something like a protective instinct, and hesitated to write to her, but decided to calculate the timing to do it when she arrived at our house.

It was no surprise that my peace in that garden didn’t last long. I knew that David had me located and that my posture, my drink, and my lack of information constituted an irresistible temptation for him, but the first to disturb my tranquility was Albert.

From his walk, it was clear that there were still two Alberts: the braggart in messages and the timid one in person. He approached me across the lawn with shy steps, and I began to wonder if he might be in cahoots with some friend who was the executor via mobile phone. 

“Is Ana upstairs?” he asked as he took his final strides, dressed in ridiculously tight jeans and a colorful t-shirt; between his blond hair and those fitted pants, he looked more like a Russian ballerina than a serious candidate for what he was aspiring to.

“No,” I replied.

“No?”

“No. She’s at home.”

“In the house?” he asked.

“No, at my house. At our house. Not here. Far away. At my house. She left,” I answered, and he fell silent. And I drank, and observed him: with slightly flushed cheeks and part of his hair darker, a consequence of sweat. And it was hard to control myself. It was hard not to say something cruel, as I was somewhat angry with him because, while understanding his desperation, it was undeniable that the outrageous things he had written to me had bothered me.

He, dumbfounded, had become frozen. He certainly wasn’t expecting that change of plans. I then opted to offer him my empty glass and unstick him:

“Albert, kid. Why don’t you make yourself a drink, bring me another one, and we’ll talk man to man?”

The phrase came out Davidesque, which made me wonder if the root of his joking tones and cynicism might also be animosity. 

That post-adolescent accepted in an unintelligible way, and I reclined even more, and, as I watched him walk away, dejected, I thought that youth has the good thing that everything is felt more intensely, and maturity the good thing that everything is felt less.

I didn’t know if he would load the drinks, but I assumed he would recharge his batteries. He didn’t take too long, and I didn’t think about anything in the meantime, as he didn’t pose any challenge.

He returned, with his concentrated walk and his dragonfly legs, and sat down beside me, on David’s throne, who was probably watching us from behind his worn-out curtain.

“So... how does our situation stand?” he asked, in a visibly rehearsed phrase, meant to evoke a non-existent camaraderie.

And I, enjoying being right about drinks tasting better when served, after a small silence and surrendering to improvisation, whispered:

“Look, Albert. I don’t want to give you the adult man to... young adult lecture, and I understand there’s an empathy deficit at your age, but you also have to think about others. I mean, Ana also... for Ana, and a bit for me too, what’s happening... also... has repercussions. I mean it’s not easy to manage” —I was saying and enjoying speaking without thinking, but at the same time feeling that I was getting tangled in my own speech— “And, well, Albert... you’re a young... handsome...” —I was saying, and then I reminded myself more than ever of my brother-in-law— “And there’s also Lucía...”

“I don't have anything with Lucía anymore,” he interrupted me quickly.

I took a breath and continued:

“Yeah, well. Look, do you have transportation? Do you have a car?”

“My brother's. Why?”

I hesitated whether to go down the path I was heading. I wasn't sure about doing it. I knew Ana would kill me.

“But Ana isn't coming back? She's not coming back this summer?” he asked while I was still hesitating.

“No, I don't think so.”

“Damn...” he sighed, and drank, and I sensed in his frustration something unpleasant, brutish. “Why are you asking me about the car?” he insisted.

“Well... I don't know. Maybe you should clear things up with her in the city. When you can. That's between you two now. Talk to her about it.”

“How am I supposed to talk to her if she doesn't respond to anything?” he said, and I remembered the photo he had sent her, the one with his white mess all over his body, and then I remembered that the last time, and practically the only time, my wife had written to him, it hadn't been her, but me, pretending to be her.

“This time write to her in a more... calm... way and she'll respond. She also wants to...” and I was going to say “put an end to this,” but finally said “sort things out.”

“That would be good,” he responded more calmly, even hopeful, and I began to feel somewhat embarrassed for him. And I looked at my drink and thought that I would worry about the mess I was getting my wife into the next day.

“Should I write to her now?” he suddenly asked.

“Wait a bit, man.”

“But do you do this with a lot of people?” he blurted out at high speed, falling into the trap of my silences, and then he seemed to be me, and I seemed to be David, although I wasn't imitating him voluntarily.

“Well, that... look, talk about that with her too, when you meet. I don't know if I'm authorized. She is. Let her tell you what she wants.”

“But when we meet, is something going to happen or will it just be talking?” he asked and I wanted that to come out of his mouth, but in a cruder form.

“What do you mean by something happening?”

“You know.”

“I don't understand.”

“Well, if... you're going to be present... or if not...”

“Present for what?”

“If I'm going to do it with her. Fuck her. Alone. Or if you're going to be there too. Or if nothing's going to happen.”

I had thought I would smile inwardly when I heard him say it, but I couldn't help feeling a slight impact from his statement. And I became aware, remembering for a moment certain images of what had happened in the living room, of the morbidity and madness we had experienced with him the night before.

“Well, I don't know. I don't know,” I said, shaking off the blow. “The thing is, Albert; Ana is a woman... who is a super mom... who is... spectacular as a woman... and in family life... but she's also very independent at the same time. I can't get involved there. I don't even know what she wants...” I was saying, and I found myself telling more truths than I expected.

“Okay, so I'll meet with her. And we'll see what she wants. But if she wants to, would it be just once?”

I was getting tired of so many questions, but that didn't prevent me from becoming thoughtful again, as it was true that I was living so much in the moment that I hadn't thought about anything in the future. What did seem clear was that I didn't see myself changing our life, risking our marriage... I saw it all as summer madness. I hadn't even considered that this door could be opened except to be immediately closed. In fact, I didn't even know why I was talking to him about this when what was truly definitive had happened with David and not with him. I thought then that playing at being my brother-in-law wasn't turning out to be as fun as my subconscious had supposed.

“Hey,” he insisted.

“I don't know, Albert. Whatever she wants.”

“I'll write to her tomorrow.”

We remained silent for a moment. I had been wanting to get rid of him for some time. Fortunately, our conversation must have already become absolutely unbearable for David, because he appeared in the garden, dressed only in swimming trunks, with his bare torso, his protruding belly, beer in hand, and making gestures toward the boy to clear his chair, like an aircraft marshaller on the runway.

The boy rushed off, barely greeting David and without saying goodbye to me. And, almost before I could realize it, my brother-in-law collapsed into his chair, visibly restless and intrigued.

“Damn, a drink! Going all out,” he said immediately.

“Nah, I'll finish this one and that's it.”

“Hey, Sergio,” he said, unable to delay the reason for his coming.

“What.”

“What's Ana up to?” he asked, always trying to intrigue others without admitting he was the intrigued one.

“What do you mean 'up to'?” I replied.

“Well, I told her the same thing I told you, and she went ballistic.”

I felt relieved, as it seemed possible that my wife had left simply because of the confession about his plan. I felt I had distrusted her when I shouldn't have. And I imagined her driving alone at that hour, and suddenly felt terrible. Perhaps my place wasn't there in that house, but with Ana, even though it was true that I had nothing to do in the city during my last days of vacation.

“Well, David, I wasn't exactly thrilled when you told me either. Everyone expresses themselves differently,” I defended.

“Yeah... Listen... I can tell it's not going to happen now, you know. That bitch, excuse me... she's slipping away.”

I stayed quiet. I wanted him to tangle himself up. And he didn't take long to continue:

“Now your kid is coming back... school starts. And that... I don't know... this aura that's been created in this house these days.”

The truth was that I had the same feeling. I remained silent and he continued:

“But you know what? David María, as Ana would say, always keeps a bullet in reserve.”

“What bullet...”

“You'll find out... and you're going to be the gun...” he smiled, and made the gesture of shooting in the air, and simulated the sound of the shot: “piummm.”

I tensed up, and was about to ask him what the hell he was talking about, but I knew he wouldn't tell me. At least not at that moment. At least not that night.

“And tomorrow Marta...” said David, trying to sound interesting, probably thinking I didn't know she was coming.

And he cleared his throat, finishing by adjusting his member under his swimsuit. And I, like so many other times, couldn't bring myself to feel disgust toward him, no matter how much he seemed to try to provoke it.


CHAPTER 5

Sunday, August 15.

6:08 in the morning.

I was tossing and turning in bed. A bit of heat and a bit of guilty conscience. I had just checked my phone, and Ana, after her curt response about having arrived safely at our house, hadn’t said anything else.

I stared at the ceiling in the dim light. I knew I would miss that bedroom, that house, that peace which had somehow combined with the wildest moments of madness. And I realized I was already speaking in the past tense.

What was really waiting for me if I stayed there for the remaining three days? Everything had devolved into a power ladder, entanglements, traps, and half-truths. I was playing Albert for a fool. David was playing me. And Belén like an asteroid, circling around, vigilant. And the most absurd part was that the star was no longer there, so we celestial bodies were orbiting around a memory.

I convinced myself that none of it made sense anymore.

I went down to the kitchen, for the last time, to make myself a coffee. A cool breeze was coming through the window, as night was giving way to what would be a warm day. It still smelled like summer, and in a way it hurt to leave, as if I wanted the smell of autumn to be what drove me away, though in essence it was just three days, so my regret was absurd.

I wandered around the ground floor, still telling myself I had nothing left to do there. Go to the beach with David and Belén? Avoid Albert? Witness how David and Marta would look for a spatial and temporal gap to give free rein to their physical desires? Nothing sounded tempting.

I reached the living room, cup in hand, and positioned myself in front of the sofa. The window partially open, the bluish tone of the room. I looked at the crack through which I had spied and felt a strange nostalgia. And I looked at the sofa and suddenly something caught my attention: a suspicious stain. A darker tone in a specific area. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe just traces of juice or some other insignificant thing. But also, perhaps, remnants of our madness, and probably mine, since my two orgasms had landed on Ana, on my wife, and beyond; and I found it hard to digest what had happened, and I remembered my wife, bathed by me and pounded by David; fucked by my brother-in-law, screaming her orgasm into his infamous underwear... and her image, with that in her mouth, looking at me... was tremendously morbid; just as visualizing David’s cock, entering and leaving her body, with that repulsive belly and torso... I felt that everything hurt me and excited me at the same time. I swallowed. I felt the impact of the memory.

And I decided I was leaving immediately.

Sunday, August 15.

8:23 in the morning.

While driving, I had assumed she wouldn’t throw a party for my arrival, but her coldness surprised me somewhat. In fact, she had more complaints about my not taking advantage of the trip to bring back more of her clothes than words of welcome for my return.

I had breakfast again, this time with my wife, in our apartment in the city. The news was playing on the television in the background, like a rushed routine. I looked at the screen but saw nothing, yet I heard them talking about something about weapons. And then I half-smiled, and Ana looked at me, and I remembered my brother-in-law’s umpteenth bait, that thing about his last bullet and me as the gun, and his gesture: that “piummm” fired into the air; his umpteenth disturbing childishness.

Ana was going to take a shower. There were no plans for anything. And I was surprised by her ability to show no alteration whatsoever about what had happened. She hadn’t asked, nor would she ask, how things had been left at the house.

That night we made love, and my feeling was that it had left her wanting more; not because of the act itself, but because of the absence of something else. And she was already asleep, and I wondered what that something else could be. It wasn’t something eminently physical, but something that transcended it.

It would still take me time to understand it all.


CHAPTER 6

Thursday, September 2.

6:01 in the afternoon.

When one leads a stressful life, one wants tranquility, and when one has tranquility, boredom makes one wonder if one shouldn’t be doing something more productive than watching life pass by.

Two weeks. Two weeks went by. And we were fine. After all, this was what we had built; and if we had made certain decisions to get to where we were, it was obviously because this was what we wanted.

Javi, our son, was the one who brought us back to reality the most, and I would look at Ana with him and she didn’t seem like the same person from the house. When the three of us were together, that vain, attention-seeking Ana who craved to be the center of everything disappeared.

However, everything carried a strange sense of haste; the feeling I had was that of having fled, and not so much from David, Albert, and Belén, but from ourselves. The best way to get rid of temptation is to yield to it, said Oscar Wilde, but another way is to move more than a hundred kilometers away and return to the routine of office hours. And I liked my life, but it was inevitable to wonder if it would be possible to make it compatible with some remnant of the other one. Everything had been too abrupt: from having nothing to do and never caring what time of day it was, to having the entire day closed off and organized. To make matters worse, Javi hadn’t started school yet while we had already returned to work, so we would take him to my parents’ estate and constantly pick him up, in a sort of mechanical family logistics that made me miss the chaotic and free whirlwind we had experienced at the summer house.

On the other hand, sex had practically disappeared from our lives. Intimacy was almost non-existent and we didn’t talk about what had happened beyond some passing, poorly disguised question about whether anyone had news of anyone else, the answer always being negative.

And I was especially surprised about Albert. The restless, the hasty, the impulsive one. I had baited him. I had handed him the opportunity to approach Ana on a silver platter. And he wasn’t doing it...

...until he did.

A ray of light in the form of a proposal from a post-adolescent Adonis illuminated us.

It was surprising, as while I was in my study, I started receiving screenshots from Ana of a conversation with Albert, and a sense of intrigue and almost nostalgic tension rose through my body. And it was strange. It was like an assault on our world. As if it didn’t fit outside the house, outside of August, away from the smell of the sea and salt, away from the swimsuits and flip-flops.

The boy was suggesting they meet, and he was doing it calmly, without threats, exaggerations, or fake behavior; it could almost be said that it was the first time the two Alberts actually matched. 

And I was expecting an abrupt refusal from my wife, but instead found that he was offering her Saturday night to meet. And when I assumed her definitive rejection was coming, I read from Ana: “Look, let’s meet tonight and settle this.”

Surprised, I called her, and she immediately told me that she thought it was fair, and I wondered if this was really a matter of fairness, boredom, or who knows, maybe excitement.

“Really?” I insisted.

“Well, yes. I don’t know. We’ll grab a pizza somewhere, whatever. Like aunt and nephew... and...”

“Aunt and nephew?” I interrupted.

“Yes. Of course. Why not?”

“And what are you going to tell him?” I was surprised to hear myself asking, and the truth was that I had no idea how she intended to put a definitive end to all this.

“Well... I’ll tell him that he’s not what we’re looking for.”

“Seriously?” I was surprised again.

“Well, yes. I’m not going to tell him it was madness, blah, blah. Because madness can be repeated and we’d look like idiots. I prefer to come across as if...”

“As if we’re so sure of what we’re doing and we’re such experts that we consider he doesn’t pass the audition,” I countered, surprised and now realizing that she had given it quite a bit of thought.

There was silence on the other end of the phone.

“Are you there?” I asked.

“Yes, nothing. He’s calling me. I’m not picking up. But yes, right? I think it’s a good day to close it. Will you pick up Javi and we’ll see each other after dinner? Don’t think I’ll be with him for more than an hour or so, right? Maybe we won’t even have dinner, it’s too serious...”

“I don’t know. Whatever you think... You know best...” I answered, already considering the idea of suggesting to my parents and Javi that he spend the night at the estate.

“I’ll know, I’ll know... Hey.”

“What?” I said.

“That... he’d be delighted. I mean, Javi. If you want, talk to your parents and have him sleep there tonight. After all, they’re starting with the renovations soon, right? And then we’ll have the whole package...” she suggested, copying my idea of seeking intimacy, and reminding me that soon we would have the house even fuller.

"Okay. Yes. He'd be delighted. That's clear," I responded, and it was true because in my parents' neighborhood he had quite a few summer friendships, and he had already asked us a couple of times to stay overnight.

"So that's settled," she concluded, and I was glad that she also wanted privacy, and I was even happier that this desire happened to resurface precisely and coincidentally on the night of her date with Albert.

We said goodbye and I didn't want to write anything to her. Neither jokingly nor seriously. Neither directly nor as a quip. And I imagined them having a drink, or dinner; that pretend aunt-nephew scenario, which was both comical and exciting at the same time. And I remembered how she had gone to work, elegant, understated: in a skirt, blazer and blouse, and the meeting with that kid seemed even more bizarre and extravagant to me. And I speculated about what anyone who saw them would think, because Albert wouldn't look at her the way one looks at a family member. He would look at her with that gaze that was perhaps what my wife missed the most. Much more even than intimacy with me.

I sighed. I took a breath. I looked at my phone. And then, as if on cue, the sadistic device offered me a memory photo from that summer. A photo with David.

Thursday, September 2.

9:20 PM.

An hour earlier I had arranged with Javi and my parents for him to spend the night with them, and in a way I felt bad. After all, the reason was hardly acceptable. And, in a kind of masochistic effort, I did something I did from time to time, which consisted of verbalizing the problem, verbalizing what couldn't be said but was the harsh reality. Without half-truths or hypocrisies, the situation was as follows; and so I pronounced it quietly in our living room: "Stay at your grandparents' house tonight because your mother is meeting a boy, barely twenty years old, your aunt Lucía's ex-boyfriend, who saw your mother having sex with me... And, since she'll presumably come home aroused, we want privacy."

It was outrageous. Probably the behavior of bad parents, and it entailed an extremely criticizable vice. But I supposed, or perhaps I was deceiving myself by thinking, that all marriages, especially those with children, probably find themselves in forbidden, dirty and abject, unconfessable contexts.

Alone in our house, mulling over my wife's date with that kid. Uneasiness was probably the word. Obviously nothing was going to happen between them, but I still felt a lingering uncertainty. 

And I kept looking at my phone, waiting for news, waiting for a: "I've already told him to forget about us," or a: "It's settled, I'm coming home now," when the message I received wasn't from my wife... but from my brother-in-law.

It was a fleeting impulse, but perhaps accurate, and I immediately suspected: "What a coincidence."

I said it out loud. I pronounced those two words. Again giving voice to the truth. What a coincidence that after two uneventful weeks, they both reappeared at the same time.

I let myself be led by him, let him write to me, talking about nothing: about the summer, about the house... And I responded by telling him yes, that I did miss the vacation. And to his poisonous "we had a good time," I exaggerated my exclamations telling him that we certainly did.

And, tired of typing the obvious, I was tempted to steer the conversation toward their simultaneous reappearance, when he wrote:

"I know what you need. What's good for you."

"Do tell, David. And what is it? You're not going to come at me again with the gun and the bullet, are you?" I asked, always half weary and half curious, playing with cynical distance.

"No, no. That's another matter. Well... Let's see. I would be a problem. I already told you: I'm always the one who stops things."

I was surprised. His seriousness made me squirm on the sofa. And there was no doubt what he was referring to. And it seemed ridiculously pretentious to me. And I hesitated a bit, until finally, I exaggerated, pretending amusement, but certainly annoyed:

"All women want a repeat!"

"Yeah... well that's it. You have a much simpler option right at your fingertips. It would be awesome. Trust me. I know what's good for you," appeared on my screen immediately, so quickly that it gave me the impression he wasn't writing from his phone. And his writing conveyed a serious, solemn tone, almost like an opportunistic coach. Without a trace of that David who used to slip in absurd jokes every other sentence. 

And, while I was rereading his messages and my anger was growing, I thought I heard a sound, perhaps coming from the landing, or even further away: from the elevator. I looked at the clock. My wife's arrival seemed imminent and Albert's conspiracy with David, evident.

"Do you have a PC or laptop there?" David wrote to me then.

"Yes... man, yes..." I responded, wanting to kill him and at the same time expectant.

"Well look, I'll send it to your email, because it would be too large for mobile. It's a gift. It's from the day you left. A shame you left so soon."

"A gift? Thanks, David!" I typed, standing up and going to get my laptop

"Yes. And soon little Albert will arrive at your house with another gift," he replied.


CHAPTER 7

Thursday, September 2.

10:08 at night.

I couldn’t believe what I had just seen. I moved away from and back toward my laptop. More than once I had lowered the screen, but then, almost immediately, I had raised it again.

Sitting on my sofa, alone and waiting for Ana’s arrival, I saw how my mobile phone had lit up several times, but not with news from Ana, but from David. Always David.

My brother-in-law’s poisoned gift, in the form of a three-minute video, with several cuts and changes of angle.

“You’re really messed up in the head, man...” I whispered.

And then I picked up my phone, ignored his nonsense, which I skimmed through, and wrote to him:

“You’re making fools of us.”

“Have you seen it already? Hehe. You’ve been neglecting me. What about little Albert, hasn’t he arrived yet?” I read, and his tone had lost its seriousness and formality. He was the same old David.

“Go to hell, David. What the fuck is this?”

“Come on, man, don’t exaggerate. She doesn’t know anything. She thinks it’s just a fantasy. A frustrated old pervert’s game. She doesn’t know I’ve fucked Ana,” he wrote spitefully.

“Go to hell!” I snapped, squirming on the sofa, hot and distressed.

“If you’ve gotten as horny as a donkey... Don’t exaggerate. It’s like a farewell. I already told you I don’t want anything from Ana, I don’t want her to get attached. I’m doing it mainly for you.”

“David, go to fucking hell. You’re clearly laughing at us,” I typed, with a crudely sexual image in front of me; with the video paused at a moment that made my skin crawl.

“Well, are little Ana and little Albert arriving or not?” he asked, as if directing all of us by remote control; and it was so much like that that I heard precisely at that moment the sound of my wife’s heels hitting the bare floor of the landing, and a key entering the lock.

And I didn’t know what I wanted. I was undoubtedly aroused by the savagery I had just witnessed, by the outrage, by the confusion, by the twisted nature of my brother-in-law’s mind, captured in that wretched three-minute video.

In my underwear with my chest bare, I surrendered, I resigned myself. I lowered the laptop screen, again, and prepared to receive Albert and my wife. Perhaps it was the simplest thing. And everything seemed to indicate that David was delivering him to us, according to him for our own good, but I didn’t trust him.

I sighed. Ana entered, wearing a beige miniskirt, matching her blazer, and a white shirt. She came in alone and closed the door behind her.

No sign of Albert.

She made no effort to look at me. Something was wrong. She took off her jacket and hung it on the back of a chair. I reclined on the sofa, with an erection that hadn’t completely subsided.

She then made a move to go toward the bedroom, probably to change clothes, when she turned toward me. She looked furious. With flushed cheeks. She looked at me but didn’t say anything. And I no longer had the energy to digest the video, worry about whether she would arrive accompanied or alone, and now have to guess or ask about the reason for her agitation. I resigned myself to letting her tell me whatever she wanted.

She gathered her hair back a bit, her breasts accentuated by the shirt, her bra slightly visible through it. Her legs, raised on heels, were almost overwhelming, in an exaggeratedly powerful image.

“What...” she said then.

“You tell me,” I whispered.

“What’s with that face? Are you angry? It was obvious that I had to meet him.”

“No, I’m not angry. If I had a problem with it, I would have told you before you met him.”

“So?”

“So, nothing. Tell me,” I urged her.

“Well, an idiot. Basically. We had dinner. Fine. Dinner was fine,” she said, crossing her arms and leaning her backside against the dining table.

“Oh, you ended up having dinner. Wasn’t that too serious?” I asked, and immediately regretted it, as I didn’t want to seem bothered, and truly I wasn’t.

“Yes, we had dinner, yes. And dinner was fine. Normal. I made things very clear to him. Are you hard?” she asked.

“What. No. I don’t know,” I said without thinking, looking down at my loose blue underwear, perhaps still somewhat bulging.

She then looked toward the laptop that was on the coffee table, and probably thought what it wasn’t, but she didn’t say anything.

“Things very clear, then,” I said, trying to return to the topic, but without readjusting anything in my crotch.

“Yes. I told him it wasn’t what we were looking for, and that... we regretted the misunderstanding. I didn’t apologize, that would be too much. I framed it, yes, as a misunderstanding. And that we considered him a mature person, and that everything would stay between us. Like adults. Something like that. But afterward...”

“Wait. Come here,” I asked her, and she agreed, and began to walk, and in a few measured, sober, elegant strides, she reached the sofa. And then she sat down beside me, and reclined, close, but toward the armrest furthest from me.

—So what happened after? —I prompted, eager for her to continue.

—Afterward he drove me in his car.

—His brother’s car —I specified, immediately realizing my mistake.

—What?

—Nothing. I just think he doesn’t have a car, it’s his brother’s. He told me that at the house... a while back.

—Oh, right. I don’t know. In the car... he was going to bring me home. And you wouldn’t believe... what an idiot.

—What? Did he try something?

—No... well, similar. Not exactly.

—Well, Ana, him trying something would have been logical.

—It’s just... more than trying... I noticed he was taking a detour. I mean, I see that he’s... going, like... toward the... industrial area. I was... stunned.

I smiled.

—Can you believe it? —she whispered.

—But wait. Just like that? Without warning? He suddenly takes you to some abandoned alley to see if he gets lucky? Damn kid...

—Exactly.

—And?

—Well, nothing. I asked if he was joking. If he thought I was a whore or what the hell was going through his mind. That he should take me home immediately. And that’s when he backed off. But then, down here, the same thing.

—Down here? At the entrance? —I asked, as she crossed her legs, her breasts rising like two imposing mountains, pressing against her white shirt.

—Yes. Here... he wanted to come up. And I told him, “Look, kid, that’s enough, we met, it was only fair to talk about it, but it’s over.” Period.

—And he left? Just like that?

—Not exactly. He wanted or tried to... kiss me. Whatever. I pushed him away and that was it.

—A goodbye kiss? Trying his luck! —I whispered, exaggerating my reproach, though deep down I understood him.

—Yeah. I don’t know. And he left. The end —she whispered casually.

—Well, it doesn’t seem any more settled than before.

—Right. No. But... look. Now if he comes back being a pain... that’s on him. Now it means he’s the crazy one. But I think this needed to be done. I mean, if he turns out to be a psychopath and starts harassing us, then we’ll have to take different measures, but now he can’t say that I... don’t respond to him, don’t answer him... that he doesn’t know what’s going on... Now I’ve made it crystal clear, and if he doesn’t accept it, we’re dealing with a different issue.

We remained silent for a moment. I looked at her. For nothing having happened, she seemed somewhat restless. I believed her completely, but perhaps her mind had gone one way and her body another.

—It’s just that during dinner everything was fine. But as soon as we got in the car, he started acting weird... —she repeated.

—Yeah... And he didn’t... —I hesitated, as I still didn’t want to reveal my conversation with David.

—He didn’t what?

—Didn’t he... give you anything...? I don’t know... —I asked, copying her verbal tic and thinking about that “gift” my brother-in-law had mentioned.

—What? Give me what? What would he give me?

—I don’t know. At least he paid for dinner, right? —I smiled.

—I paid —she said seriously, though I knew deep down she understood there was something comical about the whole situation.

Then I saw, from the corner of my eye, that David was texting me, and I discreetly checked my phone screen, but couldn’t make out the content. Just then Ana stood up, and I reached out my hand to take hers, and she turned around. I wasn’t sure what I wanted. I pulled her toward me, and she, letting herself be guided, whispered:

—The house to ourselves... Finally... Everything okay? I called him during dinner —she said, referring to Javi.

—Yes, everything’s fine —I replied, and she reclined next to me, but her body language was more sexual than affectionate.

And then I began to imagine: I pictured an attractive woman in her thirties, well-dressed, elegant, talking on the phone with her son while having dinner with a young man, tense, with a clouded gaze, and undeniably handsome... and I felt a tingling sensation imagining if anyone in the restaurant might have suspected or speculated about what was or could have been happening there.

—Let’s go to bed... —she whispered, sitting up slightly and readjusting her hair and shirt.

And then I looked at the laptop. There. In front of us. And I knew it was a leap into the void. I had no idea how she would react. Perhaps, or most likely, she would fly into a rage almost instantly.

But I took the risk.

“Wait. Come here. I want to show you something,” I told her, and I made her sit between my legs, me behind her, with her back against my chest, and with our faces toward the TV, toward the coffee table, where the laptop rested.

“What... what do you want...” she hesitated, but let herself be guided, and surely assumed that I wanted us to watch something together on the computer.

I sighed. I smelled her fresh, light perfume. The warm scent of her hair. The feel of her shirt against my bare chest.

“Open it and play the video,” I whispered in her ear, and she was puzzled, and leaned forward, and lifted the lid, and the screen was black, and she leaned back; her back against my chest again, my member against her backside, her heels on the floor, and then the player controls appeared, and she leaned forward again, started the video and let herself fall back again, toward me.

“But, what! What... the hell... is this...?” she immediately became agitated, because already, from the first second, one could guess the outrageous violation of our privacy.


CHAPTER 8

I was afraid she would protest, close the laptop or walk away. I even feared she might get angry with me for expecting her to tolerate that. And the first second gave way to the next, and then a bit more, and I knew, because I had seen the entire video and was familiar with its “crescendo,” that the fact she was enduring the beginning wasn’t a definitive sign she would tolerate it until the end.

“They’ve got to be fucking kidding...” she whispered, and I looked at the screen over her shoulder, wanting to surrender myself; wanting to feel through her. And I experienced her first tremor, her shock and indignation, from the very first moment.

“Son of a bitch...!” she raised her voice, as we watched Marta, her twin sister, dressed in Ana’s blue suit jacket and shirt, placing a hand on a bed... Our bed! In our bedroom... And then David appeared. Completely naked.

Marta glanced briefly at the camera, positioned a couple of meters away, and once again let her hair cover part of her face.

“This is humiliating... Sergio...!” my wife was exasperated, seeing how her sister had dressed in her clothes. Not similar clothes. But her own, her very own. Moreover, the ones she had been wearing the night David had fucked her.

It was undeniably outrageous. Provocative. Invasive. Dressing like that, in our bedroom, was the last straw. But I didn’t want to respond to her complaints. I didn’t want to say anything that would make her even angrier. Meanwhile, we watched as Marta looked back, as if asking with her eyes whether he preferred her to get on the bed, our bed, or if she should receive him standing, leaning forward and simply supporting herself with her hands.

David approached, with his shameless belly, his incipient baldness, his semi-erect member, and immediately placed his worn hands on her backside, over her pants, over my wife’s pants.

The resemblance to Ana was striking. The mockery and vulgarity emanating from the video was disheartening.

“I don’t want to see this, Sergio. He sent it to you today, didn’t he? They’ve gone way too far. Both of them,” she said then, and I knew she would stop the video, so I whispered:

“Yes... Well, at least she didn’t steal your shoes.”

And it was true, the only difference from Ana that night was that Marta was barefoot.

And then David, standing behind that dark-haired girl who was a carbon copy of my wife, pulled down her pants, which fell to her ankles along with some dark panties. The video cut then and immediately showed David fucking Ana’s twin sister. He was fucking her, on all fours, on our bed. She kept her pants around her ankles, in a forced manner, with the blue jacket and shirt still on. And, while my wife digested that image, some “Ahh!”, “Ahh!”, “Ahh-ahh!”, moaned by Marta, resonated, reverberated and emanated from the laptop.

“What... a... bas-tard...” Ana sighed, watching how her brother-in-law rhythmically thrust against her sister’s pussy, against her buttocks; how his mediocre cock entered and exited Marta’s open sex, disguised as her; and then I felt my wife trembling: I felt her sweat, her heart pounding, and even a strange quivering in her legs, which touched mine. And my member grew, hitting the lower part of her back; both seated, facing David and Marta, facing those “Ah-h...!”, “Oh-hh!”, “Ah-hm!!”... which were somewhat different moans from Ana’s, but which evoked that it could be her, and, above all, THAT IT HAD BEEN HER.

And we both knew that mediocre cock had been inside my wife, that it had made her moan in a similar way, that those clothes weren’t covering a humiliated and dominated body by that forty-something man who thrust rudely into a superior body for the first time. And I felt Ana sigh, and I was already doubting how much was indignation and how much was excitement, when, from Marta’s mouth, came a forced, overacted: “Ahh!”, “Ahhh!”, “Give it to me...!”. “GIVE IT TO ME, David María!!”

“That b-!” Ana said then, avoiding the full insult at the last moment, but blaming her sister more than David himself. And, immediately, with a tremendously erratic hand, with restless and affected fingers, she managed to stop the video.

We remained silent. She didn’t turn around. Nor did she move away or stand up. She had to feel my throbbing member behind her. And the image was still there. The image of Marta, almost fully dressed, with David’s cock partially outside her body, but you could see they were still connected by approximately half of his member; and I indulged in looking at David’s triumphant hands on his hips, and his hanging, loose and wrinkled balls... and Marta’s clean, young, obedient backward glance, after moaning that degrading “Give it to me, David María!”, which revealed she was imitating, mocking, and suggested she knew what had happened between my brother-in-law and my wife.

“You’re not saying anything,” Ana said, without moving.

And I, knowing that once she had stopped the video I had nothing to lose, whispered:

“They’re bastards. They’re fucking insane. I don’t know what Marta gains from this... show, but it’s... morbidly arousing.”

And I expected Ana to refute my last statement, but she said nothing.

And I pressed my chest against her back. Still with the image of Marta being thrust into by David in front of us. And I moved her hair aside a little, pulled back the collar of her shirt... and kissed her where I uncovered skin.

“Stop...” she protested halfheartedly.

“Come on. Keep watching it,” I said, as I kissed her neck and brought one of my hands to her torso, at the height of one of her breasts, over her shirt. “Play the video... Come on. Let's finish it.”

“You're all completely insane...” she whispered, and my member was now pulsing with devastating insistence against her ass, covered by her beige skirt, in a constant rubbing.

“Play the video, Ana. Afterward we'll have all night to discuss what idiots they are,” I said, unbuttoning one of the buttons on her shirt, and almost biting her neck, making her raise one of her shoulders in an involuntary impulse.

“Stop...” she protested again, in a thread of a voice, while I unbuttoned another button and was now fondling over one of the substantial cups of her bra.

And another bite on her neck, which bristled, and my crotch almost rhythmically pushing, and then I heard Marta's moans again, being thrust into by the twisted manipulator David, and I knew that Ana had activated the video again, and then I looked at the screen, while licking my wife's neck... and soon the shot changed: the second third of that poisoned gift from my bastard brother-in-law began.

I didn't have time to think, but I managed to relax a little, as if my subconscious was telling me that this next part could be more acceptable than the first, and especially than the third. I didn't have time to think, but I couldn't make any false steps either. I didn't want to show excessive excitement, because I knew how prone Ana was to reaching that syllogism that consisted of: the greater my morbid involvement, the more likely it was that I wasn't on her side in that imaginary war of hers.

I felt her back, her white shirt against my chest, leaning on me, and one of my hands was opening more buttons on her shirt and the other was seeking her sex, sliding down her belly. She had to allow me this, as long as I showed firmness in my movements and indignation at what I was seeing; at what we were seeing. And what we were seeing was Marta, focused on very closely. It was evident that David had taken his phone, had lain on his back, and was recording how Ana's twin sister was riding him. The blue jacket was gone now, but the shirt remained, covering a powerful bust, like Ana's, and the garment was wrinkled and stained by me; the dry areas could be seen, especially at the height of the breasts; I didn't understand how Marta agreed to dress in that, which had to reek of sex, of sex from me and her own sister, because that act, although it had happened weeks ago, had equally happened the afternoon following our madness in the living room with David, as David himself had announced to me when sending me the video.

Marta's face was barely visible. Sometimes because she was focused on from too close and sometimes because she let her hair flow over her face. So it could be Ana. And it was noticeable that there was no bra under the blue shirt, as nipples marked the fabric with two sharp peaks, and two mountains rose and fell rhythmically and opulently, warning of breasts as free as they were firm under the garment, so that, in those moments when only that was visible, it could be Ana.

My wife let out some expletive, especially when Marta's subtle moans, her “Ahh...!”, “Mhm!”, “Oh-hh!”, were overlapped by harsh throat clearings, coming from David, which also came in a deeper and closer manner, as his mouth was closer to the phone's microphone.

Marta rode with skill and determination, but at the same time contained, and moaned relaxed, as if forgetting for a moment the offensive performance. And David alternated between recording her young and harmonic face, and her voluptuous torso covered in blue silk, with recording his naked figure, moving the phone downward, focusing on a belly that shone with sweat and beyond: he focused on his wide, and defectively short member, being covered and uncovered by a pussy that enveloped it, and said pussy, soaked and bulging, seemed not to care about the unfavorable bearing of its owner, and gratefully accepted what was being introduced, as if it were from an attractive and satisfying lover.

The image of the sweaty shine of his belly, of the wet hairs on his abdomen, and in the background Marta's beautiful pussy embedding and landing on his cock, inserting it, was as unpleasant and extravagant as it was hypnotic.

And Marta was panting, sketching some undoubtedly morbid “MM-mm!”, and raising her face, letting it fall back a little, then bringing one of her hands to her shirt... to Ana's, at the same time that I was letting my fingers run toward my wife's pussy.

And there were two simultaneous revelations. Marta showed me that her breasts reached the greatness, beauty, and firmness of Ana's, at the same time that Ana's pussy showed me that her insults and indignation were going one way, and her body another. And her “what a bitch...” didn't seem like a pose to me, but that didn't prevent her sex from having been pulsating and moistening for some time.

I noticed the wetness on her pubic hair and slid the tip of my middle finger over two lips that I felt guiltily soft and tender. Meanwhile, David squeezed a tit with malicious clumsiness, as if he didn't value what he was touching, making areola and nipple emerge, almost squeezing, as if that tit weren't a beauty to be treated in the opposite manner; and Marta emitted a complaint, and pushed his hand away with nerve and resolution, in what seemed like a kind of game that they dominated.

And I plunged my finger halfway into Ana's pussy, and I felt wetness and heat, and she closed her legs in a spasm, and minimally moaned an “Ahh...!”, short and surrendered, at the same time that everything changed on the screen.

My finger stopped inside my wife. Ana froze. What our eyes were seeing transformed the previous image into something harmonious, almost beautiful. By contrast. Because the sounds, Marta's moans, even David's grunts, we remembered them then as something exquisite, and even delicate, compared to what we were facing in the third part of the poisoned gift.

“God...” Ana exhaled, overwhelmed, but she didn't look away.

She didn't look away, nor did she remove the finger that invaded her. And I couldn't stop looking at that screen either. Ana took several seconds to digest, to accept, to understand the full compilation of that performance. And I say performance, not overacting, because even with prior direction, it was clear that the staging was absolutely heartfelt.

I dared to search for the entrance of Ana's sex with my index finger, which would accompany the other that already invaded her, while I let my wife gradually absorb the impact of what her eyes were seeing.

And her pussy trembled, and I didn't know if it was from my invasion or if it was from the shock of seeing how her brother-in-law, on his knees, on top of her sister's body, who was lying on her back, was putting his cock in her mouth. And not only was he invading her that way, not only was he putting his cock in her mouth until her cheeks bulged... but also... for greater outrage, and killing me, and killing my wife, he whispered to Marta: “That's it. Suck my cock... Anita!” And not only was his phrase challenging, mocking and insulting, but, moreover, we could see how, while Marta was taking his member, she wasn't looking at him... And she couldn't look at him, because her eyes were covered by that beige thong of my wife's that had been Albert's masturbation fetish and that David had taken.

Ana exhaled. She wasn't able to say anything. But I felt in my fingers, in her pussy, the impact. And perhaps it was coincidence, but I felt greater wetness, and a greater contraction; I felt how my wife radiated more heat, and looked affected, and it was raw, it was brutal, but it was morbid: Marta, with her mouth full from the rude invasion of David's cock, moaned some furtive and shameful “Mmhh!”, “Mmhh!”, and it gave the impression that she was maneuvering with her hands on herself, that her fingers, down her body, were filling her sex, as her arms were close to her torso. And David repeated his terrible “Suck my cock, Anita!”, while holding Marta by the back of her head, and making her raise her face, almost fucking her mouth. And she protested with a longer “Mmmhh-hh!”, but one that contained a vice that was no less than that of her grotesque lover.

And Ana finally uttered an anguished “fuck...”, and I was going to withdraw my fingers, to seek her clitoris instead of the inside of her sex, when my wife prevented me, bringing her hand to mine, perhaps thinking that my intention was to abandon her. Ana, with the other hand not knowing where to place it, trembled in a mixture of sensations: affront, excitement and horror, and she shivered every time she heard her name from David's mouth... And she moistened my fingers with her sex every time her sister's mouth was outraged.

And my heart was pounding, and my chest was sweating... when we witnessed the grand finale: David withdrew, freed Marta's mouth, and positioned himself, still on his knees, but with them planted on the bed, on both sides of her torso; and we could see Ana's twin, with her thong on her face, with her blue shirt open, leaving free some breasts that rose and fell, marking an agitated breathing. And it could be Ana. It could be Ana while David jerked off, masturbated frenetically over Marta's half-naked body, and she, with her eyes covered by Ana's silk, but with her mouth free, and imitating her once more, in gesture and word, moved her shirt even further apart, on both sides of her breasts, and, simulating my wife, whispered:

“Don't get me dirty... Be careful... Pig.”

And Ana trembled in a morbid indignation, in a burning anger, and let my hand slide, heading to her clitoris, and press there while David grunted an “Ohh!”, short and crude, and managed to focus on how a white drop sprouted from the tip of his member and stayed there, still, crowning a dark and bulging glans, and we remained impacted, hieratic, expectant, knowing what was coming.

And I looked at Marta's face, at the part of her face not covered by my wife's thong: her fleshy lips, her half-open mouth, her dark moles, her brown complexion... and it could be Ana. And further down, her extensive areolas, her hard and large nipples, her tanned breasts, adorned with a slight tan line, and I rubbed my wife's clitoris while we both knew that we were imagining that David was cumming, but not on Marta, but on herself, and it was more realistic that way, because Marta was silent, ready to receive the bath in silence, and it was Ana who was moaning, and my wife's gasps overlapped with the wet “click” “click” of my brother-in-law's frantic jerking, and with David's grotesque “Ohh!”, “Ohh-h!”...

...and we saw how he spilled over Marta's breasts, and Ana trembled, even more than her sister, with each hot impact, in a shared and even strangely tender trembling, and one writhed on the sofa more agitatedly than her sister did on our bed. And three accurate shots tinted that torso, in white, long and almost identical lanes, painting three whitish lines; two dense ones crossing a tit, and another line, more centered and diluted, reaching almost to her neck. And my wife writhed and moaned some “Ahh...!”, “Mmm!”, and I contained her, between my arms, and the fourth shot, which fell less powerfully and downward, was adorned by David's last “Ohh!”; and then he uttered a “you like to tease, huh...”, which wasn't for Marta. And, after his phrase, and just before the video ended, there was still one last affront from that shameless couple, a phrase from Marta, who, hidden under Ana's thong, moving the shirt aside so it wouldn't get stained, but offering her breasts for him to continue bathing them, whispered, with a half-smile, and in a pernicious imitation: “What a fucking pig you are, David María.”


CHAPTER 9

There was then a tacit agreement. Undoubtedly, there was much to talk about, much to curse, much to conspire, even much to insult, after having seen that. But we knew there was no rush, that it wasn’t the right moment.

The agreement had something of postponing reason, and the fact that the video automatically restarted helped with the accord. My wife leaned backward and our mouths sought each other; impossible to know which was more eager, while the action resumed on the screen and we could already hear the creaking of the bed, our bed, as a consequence of Marta already leaning on it again, waiting for David.

Ana, reclining against my chest, turned her face, held my face, opened her mouth, and her tongue played with mine; a tongue I felt wet and especially active; and my hand, which still lingered around her clitoris, continued with its forays down there, seeking to provoke her pleasure to be moaned into my tongue. Kissing Ana, caressing her pussy, feeling her heat, while Marta was already receiving David on all fours, and moaning her rhythmic “Ahh...!”, “Mhm!”, entailed an uncontainable arousal, and my cock no longer knew how much more it should wet my underwear to end its torment and be freed.

The kiss wasn’t normal. Her gasps, her “Ahh... Mmm... Ahh!” in my mouth, weren’t normal. The wetness of her pussy wasn’t normal. We were going from nothing to everything. From two modest and formal weeks to those moments of uninhibited, crude, and even eccentric surrender.

A “GIVE IT TO ME, David María!!” was then heard, sounding even more mocking than the first two times; and I abandoned that soaked sex to use my hands to pull down my wife’s substantial bra cups in one go. She, with her back against my chest, protested at my vulgarity, but then responded by moving, turning toward me, sitting astride, and seeking my member, which remained compressed. And, when I had her naked breasts before me, with her bra overflowing beneath them, I truly wanted to be more subtle, but from the screen came a: “That’s it. Suck my cock... Anita!”, and I couldn’t contain myself: I leaned forward, held her breasts with my hands, looked at her... she held my gaze, I squeezed her tits, and licked one, then the other, soaking them... ignoring a thin voice that gasped: “St-op... Brute...”

And I licked, bit, sucked. I wet the areolas and played with the nipples, giving them strokes with my tongue, wanting them to grow even more, while Ana sketched subtle “Ohh...!”, “Mmm...!”, and Marta imitated my wife saying: “Don’t get me dirty... Be careful... Pig.”

And then I pulled back a little, and Ana sat up, with her reddened breasts; and she stood up, coming between the laptop and me, and took off her skirt, and took off her shoes, and took off her shirt, and took off her bra, and her sublime breasts breathed freely, swollen, flushed, drooled on by me, while her sister, behind her, said: “What a fucking pig you are, David María.”

I then sought her with my gaze. Naked, except for her panties, standing in front of me. I, from below, sitting before that powerful body, conceited and proud of its striking naturalness; I wanted to read in her eyes something that would indicate complicity, tranquility, calm... but I saw nothing but ardor, rage, and desire. And the video automatically restarted, and I took off my underwear, and my member emerged completely stiff, and I extended my hand, inviting my wife to come back to me.

She sat on me again. My erect cock sought her attention. Her panties, in a tone similar to the vilified thong, showed a guilty yet candid wetness, unable to cover swollen lips from an excitement that we both knew had a largely unworthy origin.

We looked at each other. Again. Face to face. Meanwhile, I saw, behind her, how David thrust, how he fucked Marta, on all fours, for the fourth time. And I repositioned my member, holding it by the base, asking her with my movement to touch it, in whatever way she wanted, with sweetness or crudeness, with speed or slowness; however, as long as I could feel her hand there.

“Don’t look...” Ana whispered then.

“What.”

“Don’t look,” she repeated, and I understood she meant not to look beyond her, at the screen.

“Why?”

“Just don’t. Look at me,” she declared vainly.

“Why? She’s really just like you. She’s just as hot.”

And then Ana didn’t quite smile, but I felt the relaxation in her face.

And we remained silent for a moment, looking at each other, until finally my hand was relieved by hers; and she grabbed my cock, while behind her sounds continued to emerge, and I, from Marta’s moans, knew that David was fucking her mouth for the fourth time.

Ana pulled all the skin of my member’s glans back. There were two speeds: our tense calm and the grotesque savagery on the screen. There were two attitudes: Ana’s marital caress on my member and David’s outrageous ejaculation on Marta’s breasts.

“They’re fucking insane,” I sighed and shivered as I felt how Ana began to jerk me off sweetly, in very long strokes, and I saw how she tilted her face, gorgeous, letting her dense and dark mane fall backward, down her back, gifting me the total and frontal vision of her swollen breasts, from my bites, my licks, and from what she undoubtedly continued to hear behind her. And I noticed her areolas, even larger than her sister’s, so much that they almost completely filled the white tan line, and I thought that perhaps her nipples, her areolas, were the most recognizable and different feature compared to her sister, within their tremendous similarity.

“Marta is even worse than Belén,” I said without thinking.

“But she doesn’t have malice.”

“What? Malice?” I was surprised by Ana’s statement, while she continued to masturbate me in a restrained manner. Meanwhile, in the background, Marta’s moans could be heard again.

“She’s crazy, but I don’t think she even knows what happened.”

“You think so?”

“Yes, I think she’s just doing that stupid thing for David because... they’re already bored of fucking... naturally,” she whispered, and I wasn’t entirely convinced.

“I don’t know, Ana. Your family is just...”

“Shut up...” she interrupted me, and moved a little, coming closer, making my raised cock, the shaft of my member, contact her pussy wrapped in her panties, and she closed her eyes. And I let her. I let her for a few moments. I didn’t know if she had remembered something specific from the video, or if she had remembered something specific from when David had fucked her but, with the gasps, with Marta’s “Ahhh!”, “Ahhh!” behind her, she closed her eyes, squeezed my cock with one hand and moved her hips, back and forth, rubbing against it, with uninhibited yet subtle movements. And I felt that friction on my member, in a mixture of softness from the touch of the silk of her panties and roughness, as she firmly pressed and imprisoned it. And suddenly, in the background, David’s orgasm, his deep, grave and lacerating “Ohh!”, while Ana bit her lower lip, gifting me with an incredibly erotic face, with her voluptuous breasts that matched the agitated breathing of her torso, and with her silk-covered pussy persistently thrusting against my cock.

She then leaned toward me, and sought my mouth with hers, and I found it hard to recognize her as our tongues played, and her hands touched my face while her waist continued forward and backward, rubbing against that hard part of my body; when, in a whisper, in my ear, she pronounced:

“Are you... going to fuck me?”

“Mmm... Yes...” I gasped, and thought that her voice had never sounded so surrendered and erotic. And I visualized it, and all we needed to do was move those panties a few centimeters to merge with her, and there was nothing I craved more.

“Yes...?” she teased, brushing against me, and I accompanied the movement with my body as well.

And then I brought my hands to her buttocks, and felt them hot, even moist, and matched her movement with mine, and we kissed, we devoured each other; and I wanted her to be the one to remove a hand from my face... and use that hand... for her to be the one to move her panties aside... But she didn’t. We continued rubbing against each other, and David could be heard, for the fifth or sixth time, saying: “You like to tease, huh...”, and we knew he was saying it to her, and then it seemed as if he was there, with us, and I felt my wife tremble, and then, breaking the umpteenth kiss, I whispered:

“How well did he fuck her?”

And she didn’t respond, and one of my hands released her buttock, to return to it, but crudely, in a loud smack, and she gasped an “Ah!!” And another smack on her buttock, a “clap!” that thundered, and she complained again, this time in a provocative purr, and I insisted:

“How well does he fuck Marta?”

And my wife, with her back-and-forth motion, as if we were actually fucking, panting in my ear, still didn’t move her panties aside to mount me, still didn’t answer my question. And another smack, and a sharper “Ow!”, and I pushed even harder:

“Does he fuck her better than you?”

And then Ana, with her cheek in contact with mine, bit the lobe of my ear, gasped, moaned there, and huffed a: “Mmm... Bas-tard...” and lowered her hand; she was finally lowering her hand to move her panties aside and take my cock in, when we could hear beyond, beyond her, beyond the laptop, how we were attacked by the unpleasant sound of the doorbell intercom of the house.

We froze. Surprised. We didn’t know what time it was, but we certainly weren’t expecting any furtive visit. And soon Marta’s moans were heard again, and alone. And we were already thinking it had been a mistake, a false alarm, when the sound repeated itself.

“What... the hell...” I gasped.

Ana pulled back a little. She looked at me with a puzzled expression, and then turned to pause the video, and therefore her sister’s moans.

And the doorbell rang again, and my wife was leaving me and I was looking for my mobile phone, and couldn’t find it, and then I heard how Ana, now standing, and grabbing her shirt, said:

“It must be someone who got the wrong address, right? Is it upstairs or downstairs?”

“I think it’s downstairs, the building entrance bell,” I replied as the damn noise sounded again, and Ana was dressing with her shirt, and sighing, and going toward the vestibule, which connected to the living room.

I finally found my phone, and immediately saw that David had written to me, and found, after several of his usual nonsense, a final sentence, from about ten minutes ago, that said:

“But hasn’t the boy returned yet? Is he being shy?”

And I could hear Ana picking up the intercom and asking who was disturbing us at that hour, and I was looking for my underwear, not understanding anything, and then I heard my wife say:

“What are you talking about? I’m not coming down. Are you crazy?”

And I finally put on my underwear, and picked up Ana’s skirt from the floor and placed it on the sofa, and she, enraged, was indignant:

“A gift? Are you an idiot or what?”

And then nothing was heard but silence, and I leaned forward to see from my position how Ana, dressed only in the white shirt and those soaked panties, and furious, was fixing her hair, pushing her bangs aside with irritation, and saying:

“You’re completely stupid. One second. You can come up for one second and then you leave.”


CHAPTER 10

Ana hung up the intercom and turned around immediately, and from the hallway, she said to me:

“This guy is an idiot. Says he’s going to give me something or whatever.”

“Something?” I asked, while trying to fit my member back into my underwear and, without much hurry, closing the video and lowering the laptop screen.

“Yes, something. But he’s not coming in, okay,” she clarified, with unmistakable exasperation. And she opened the door of our apartment just a crack, and it seemed she intended to wait for him there, giving him nothing more than that narrow opening.

I didn’t really know what to do either, I hesitated about making myself presentable, but I knew Ana wouldn’t let him in. Although even if he did come in, I cared very little about not being completely decent.

“This guy is an idiot,” she repeated to herself as I stood up and headed toward the kitchen in search of a glass of water.

As I walked, I could still feel my member quite erect, and especially, in a peculiar way, I noticed it was hot, as if radiating heat. And I drank from my glass while I assumed, knew, that Ana’s state of arousal was similar to mine, and it excited me somewhat that she would receive him in such a flustered state, but I was aware that her exasperation would overrule her excitement, so there was no possibility of anything happening. I didn’t trust the boy’s skills at all, anyway.

After drinking and taking a couple of plates to the sink, I finally left the kitchen, and I could already hear them talking in the distance. At first nothing intelligible, but then I managed to understand a whisper from Ana, still coming from the hallway, saying: “You’re completely stupid.”

And I realized I hadn’t even bothered trying to guess what that gift might be. And it was obvious that David probably not only knew, but was directing everything, so I began to think about the thong, that perhaps the gift consisted of returning it to her, as a farewell gesture, but I quickly dismissed the idea, since my wife’s tone was one of disapproval, but not anger.

I returned to the living room and looked toward the entrance of the house, where, indeed, Ana was talking from inside to outside, without allowing him to enter. And, dressed only in a shirt and panties, she was saying:

“I don’t want this. No.”

And she herself was blocking my view of the attempted gift delivery. So I felt curious and began walking toward her, while I heard a resigned:

“You’re out of your mind, seriously...”

Once I reached her, I didn’t know whether to laugh or what to do. It was tender, but at the same time it was dirty. It was a strange mixture and I didn’t know which weighed more, which was more real.

“Does this seem normal to you?” Ana said to me, turning toward me, and she handed me the gift, and I looked at Albert, on the other side of the doorway, with his blond hair and light eyes, wearing tight pants and a rather loose salmon-colored shirt; and he looked especially handsome, but above all he looked nervous, and I thought that the idea of the gift had been entirely David’s, who, for whatever reason, was trying to make him look ridiculous. Ana showed me the gift: a pearl necklace, ordinary, without any extravagance, but so inappropriate that it was painfully comical. And the image could be tender, could be tender if Albert’s gaze didn’t reveal the same sick lust as always. Because, while I was examining that simple necklace, I could see out of the corner of my eye how the boy was staring at my wife’s breasts, breasts that hung loose under her shirt and bounced especially when she, irritated, vehemently ran her hands through her hair.

“Wow. This must be expensive, right?” I said, ready to play along, and the curious thing was that my joking response wasn’t so much for the boy, but for my brother-in-law, regardless of whether he could hear me or not.

“Well, I don’t know. I hope not,” said Ana, and she looked at the boy, but he said nothing.

And I looked at him, and he took his eyes off my wife, and finally whispered:

“Well. It doesn’t matter...”

“What doesn’t matter? That it’s expensive? Or that you’re taking it back?” Ana said quickly.

“No. No,” I said. “Gifts are gifts,” I provoked, and my wife looked at me with hatred, knowing my mocking tone.

And then we experienced a moment of silence. Albert without even permission to set foot inside the house. Me dressed only in my underwear, but I didn’t care. And Ana with a small box in one hand and the necklace in the other.

“Give it here,” I then said to her, taking the box. “Indulge the boy, don’t be mean.”

“Moron...” she sighed, and shook her head, and there was another silence, and she hesitated... And I knew that the bizarre nature of the situation made her feel tremendously ridiculous.

“Come on,” I insisted, and she knew me, so she knew that my persistence could make everything even more uncomfortable.

“You’ll pay for this...” she said then, with a half-smile difficult to decipher... and she agreed, and tried on the necklace: she placed it in front of her and brought her hands behind her, to her nape, to close it; and, in her attempt and with so much movement, her breasts danced freely under her shirt again, a detail that didn’t go unnoticed by Albert.

It was a bit difficult for her, but she managed to close it, turned toward me. The necklace had nothing special about it, but the situation itself was delirious. And Ana, fuming, felt tremendously ridiculous, and not only did she not give the boy the pleasure of turning toward him, but, snatching the box from me, and heading toward the living room, she whispered:

—This is surreal. Look, you deal with him.

And she walked away, leaving me alone with the guy. And the truth was that she wasn't wrong. And I wondered why David was putting him in this mess, if his real intention seemed to be to offer us the boy.

I turned toward Albert. I opened the door wider. He seemed more awkward than ever. The truth was that in our apartment perhaps everything was more difficult for him. At the summer house everything was lighter, less serious, less important. It was also true that the times he had opened up with us had been through messages or with alcohol involved. Or perhaps his idolization of Ana had simply reached a level impossible to digest.

Whatever the main cause of his collapse, and aware that I was the adult who knew what needed to be done, I said to him:

—Look, kid. I don't know how to tell you this. On one hand, I want to be empathetic and I understand that we've jerked you around. But on the other hand, put yourself in our position... we want to end this, and I would ask you what you want in exchange for never contacting us again, but that doesn't guarantee me anything, because you could agree and then come back to bother us again. I don't know if I'm making myself clear.

—Yeah... —he sighed.

—What do you want? Let's see —I provoked, knowing that part of me wanted to hear a provocative proposal, regardless of whether Ana would shut it all down.

—Well...

—What? Tell me.

—I just don't know.

—Well, then nothing, Albert...

And he didn't react. And I wanted him to say something. And I found myself forced to speak, if only to buy time, since the alternative was to close the door.

—Well, that's it. I have nothing more to say to you. Don't bother us anymore. You had dinner, that was the deal. You've talked about it. I suppose. You've given her... that... A nice gesture... And that's it.

—Yeah... Okay... —he said, and I, desperate at his lack of nerve, began to close the door.

—So that's that... —I said, and it sounded comical even to me, closing the door in slow motion, but it was impossible, there was no way; he wouldn't rebel.

And I closed the door.

And in my head echoed a “what an idiot,” but I knew I was being unfair to him, because in a way my behavior had been somewhat dishonest, even macabre, as I had sought a request that would immediately be rejected.

I couldn't hear Ana, but I realized I couldn't hear Albert through the door either. I didn't hear him enter the elevator. I didn't hear the elevator descend. It struck me as odd. So I peeked through the peephole, and then I saw him, barely a meter away, with his back to me, engrossed in his mobile phone, typing. And I saw it clearly. He was reporting back or asking for advice.

I stepped back a bit, and considered going to get my phone to check if David was online, but quickly concluded that was completely unnecessary, as what was happening was extremely obvious.

I returned to the peephole. The boy was no longer looking at his phone. He was still. Hesitating. And I wondered what advice my brother-in-law had given him. And then I saw him approach the elevator. He was leaving. Definitely. And I, disappointed, moved my eye away from the door.

I took a breath, then exhaled, looked toward the living room, and saw Ana picking up her bra and shoes from the floor, intending to take them to the bedroom. When, suddenly, causing me almost a heart attack, I heard a thunderous ring beside me.

I was recovering from the shock while Ana, with those things in her hands, looked in my direction and exclaimed:

—God, this kid is persistent!

My wife shook her head, desperate, and dropped her shoes on the floor and placed her bra on the sofa. And I then shrugged, and tried to hide that I was smiling inside. And then I turned and opened the door, and there he was, blushing, but spurred on by David.

—Hi —he said to me, in a delirious greeting.

—I... I've been thinking... and... —he began to stammer, while I heard Ana walking toward me.

—And what? —I asked.

And I wanted to hear the proposal, but the voice I heard was Ana's:

—Look. That's enough. Please —she said, even more irritated, beside me—. And take this back. I don't accept it. No way in hell.

And then I directed my eyes to her, and saw how she was bringing her hands to the back of her neck, trying to remove the pearl necklace.

And the seconds passed, and at the same time they were eternal, and I could see that the boy wasn't going to dare propose anything; especially with Ana present, and to top it off with her displaying that anger, which I understood she was exaggerating.

—Wait, I'll help you —I said, going around her, and I positioned myself behind her, and brought my hands to her neck, and she lifted her hair from behind, and I, with her in the middle, could see, over her shoulder, how Albert was looking at her, how he was looking at that woman, in panties and shirt. And it was clearly beyond his strength. He looked at her long, toned legs, her powerful thighs, her breasts free under the white shirt, and the sensation was one of terror and admiration, of lust and astonishment. And he didn't dare look at her face, but she did look at him. And I knew that she not only noticed that look, but absorbed it, that look that mixed tension with lust, nerves with shamelessness, and that excited her. I knew her. I knew that something inside her enjoyed that baseness, that vice that almost intimidated. I also knew that she knew that I was pretending to fumble with the necklace, gaining and also enjoying those valuable seconds.

“It's... stuck...” I whispered in her ear, behind her.

“I can see that...” she protested, cynically, aware of everything, with her arms still raised to lift her hair.

And I pushed her a little, with my pelvis, with my sex, against her ass, forward, toward the boy, to the point where she was almost forced to take a step forward.

“Stop...” she protested, but she kept looking him in the eyes. And he kept looking at her, everywhere except her eyes.

“It's very, very stuck...” I repeated, hoping Albert would take the hint.

“You're an idiot... really” Ana protested.

“Turn around” I then asked her, in a whisper barely audible to the boy.

And then she lowered her arms, turned toward me, shook her head wearily, and whispered:

“No. No, Sergio.”

And she said this just as Albert came back to life. Not with words, but with gestures. Timid. Insecure... but he was coming in. He was coming in and dared to close the door behind him.


CHAPTER 11

Any wrong move would be my downfall. If I was too abrupt, she would cut me off. If I gave her time and space, Ana would tell the boy to leave, with or without the necklace.

“You think you’re so clever,” she said then, facing me, with Albert behind her, in a strange and tense impasse.

“Yes, I do.”

“Well, more than clever: devious,” she said as I moved closer, giving her almost no air, not letting her think.

“I had to pick up something... after all these years in your family,” I responded, pressing against her, face to face, me somewhat hunched so my lips were close to hers.

“No, Sergio,” my wife protested, and I tried to make contact with our mouths, lip to lip, but she turned her face and I kissed, in an extremely subtle way, her warm cheek.

“Forget about him. Forget he’s here,” I whispered in her ear, deliberately not looking at Albert to avoid pressuring him.

“No...” she protested and put her hands on my waist, pushing me slightly away so I wouldn’t even think about pressing my sex against her body.

“It wouldn’t be the first time... Or the second...” I whispered again, kissing her cheek once more, then depositing the whisper in her ear.

And she, motionless, allowed herself to be kissed, and I knew she was aroused, first from the video, then from the boy’s stares. I knew she was overcome by a barely concealable flush. And I knew that, despite her words, she enjoyed feeling him behind her.

And she refused again, and I turned my face and sought her mouth, and opened mine, and tilted my head, and she squeezed my waist, digging her nails in slightly, causing me a bit of pain... but she reciprocated: opening her mouth, giving me her tongue, which I felt trembling, excited, unmasking its owner... and I enjoyed the kiss, and my pulse raced as if I had never kissed her before, as if everything were new despite it not being so... and I launched forward, I ventured, I forced... and lowered my hands, and brought them to her ass, and first squeezed her buttocks, over the shirt that covered her backside... and then lifted the lower part of her white shirt, and didn’t open my eyes, not allowing the quality of my kiss to diminish... but I knew my offering was well received by Albert; I knew he was looking, with his obsessed face, at my wife’s buttocks, only partially covered by her panties.

And when she felt her exposure, she purred, but without breaking the kiss, and emitted a very subtle “hmmm...” and the pressure of her hands decreased. And then a sound startled us from a distance, an electronic sound, a “beep,” “beep,” incessant, that distracted us, pulled us out of that kiss and that exposure of her goose-bumped buttocks... And more “beep,” “beep” that I knew came from Ana’s phone, which, from the living room, was trying to save her.

She broke the kiss. And I released her shirt, which fell like a curtain, covering her buttocks and surely disappointing the boy. And then she abandoned me. She crossed in front of me and went in search of her mobile phone. And I turned around, still without looking directly at Albert, still without pressuring that kid, whom I could almost feel breathing a couple of meters away from me.

I followed her. Calmly. With patience. I entered the living room, and she, standing, with her back to me, facing the sofa, was reading on her phone.

I turned off the light in that room, so we were only illuminated by the lamp coming from the hallway. And I felt Albert behind me, following me, as if the three of us were creating a chain.

Ana didn’t flinch at the decrease in brightness, and I positioned myself very close, behind her, and, looking over her shoulder, after placing my hands on her waist, I read on her phone screen what to me were trivialities from one of her work colleagues, and I didn’t understand her escape, there was something of exaggerated dignity, and I saw how more messages were coming in, with their corresponding unpleasant beeps.

“What about her? Is she one of those who sends one word per line?”

“You see...” she whispered.

I then glanced sideways, backward, and saw Albert, a couple of meters away, in the dimness. And I felt that I was doing all the work, and that I could expect little from him, but I still harbored hope that he would respond if Ana came to downplay all this. Perhaps he only needed that support of lightness from my wife, although it wasn’t unthinkable that her permissiveness might not even appear.

Ana let her phone fall onto the sofa and I embraced her from behind. And she, tense, didn’t accept that intimacy that wasn’t really intimate.

“It’s like he’s not even here... Look how quiet he is,” I whispered to her, and brought one of my hands to her breasts, over her shirt, and felt them, enjoying the touch, gently.

“We don’t need this, Sergio...” she said reluctantly, in a whisper, facing forward.

“No?”

“No,” she asserted, and pushed my hand away.

“I see... Well, I think what’s happening, and I have the feeling... is that a video of David turns you on more than a handsome boy in person,” I then said in her ear, without Albert being able to hear it.

“What...?”

“You heard me,” I said, and she turned around to face me.

“Take that back,” she whispered, her mouth close to mine, challenging me.

“I won’t take it back. That’s the impression I’m getting. That you’re more turned on by Dav...”

“Look, don’t even finish that sentence,” she interrupted me, not raising her voice but visibly annoyed.

We fell silent then. Ana suddenly radiated anger. I wasn’t sure if it was directed at me or at herself. And then she glanced briefly toward Albert. I feared she would throw him out. Though throwing him out would, in a way, prove me right.

“The video turned you on, Ana...” I whispered, pressing forward, trying to change something, always making sure Albert couldn’t hear us, and pressing myself completely against her, my chest against hers, my pelvis against her, my face almost touching her cheek. “It’s okay. You’re more turned on by your pot-bellied, forty-something brother-in-law than by a young guy. It’s okay,” I provoked, somewhat artificially, but I truly felt I might be right.

And Ana received my affronts in her ear while she looked at Albert.

“You’re an idiot...” she protested, with less vehemence, more controlled, in a whisper.

“Maybe,” I responded, and she turned her face toward me, and, looking at me face to face, and again in a way inaudible to Albert, she whispered:

“You think I don’t know... what you’re trying to do? Take it back. Take it back or I’ll throw the kid out.”

“I won’t take it back.”

“Fine,” she said, serious, and turned her gaze back to Albert, and I stepped back a little, surprised and above all expectant, and then she said:

“Kid, that’s enough. It’s over. This doesn’t make any... fucking sense. Really.”

And I looked toward Albert. He received the impact, nervous, with glassy eyes, and even then he couldn’t stop looking with filth and lust at my wife’s body, which was outlined with immoral curves under the white shirt.

And, when I thought the boy would react, or that she would soften her tone, she snapped at him:

“Can’t you hear me or what? It’s over. Leave. Oh, and when David asks you how it went, tell him from me to go fuck himself.”


CHAPTER 12

We both remained equally stunned. Albert then added to his lustful expression an indescribable look of surprise. He puffed out his chest, stammered, and opened his eyes wide. And Ana gave him a few seconds to answer, or to justify himself, seconds that I used to realize it was obvious that Ana must have suspected, as I had, that it couldn't be coincidental that, after two weeks of inactivity, both of them would reappear on exactly the same afternoon.

The boy didn't respond. And Ana didn't give him any more time:

“Actually, look, call him now. Call him and tell him that things... didn't go very well,” my wife told him.

“What...” Albert mumbled.

“You heard me.”

The three of us fell silent. The boy seemed to be trembling, and I looked at him, with his salmon-colored linen shirt, with his eyes that looked like blue headlights, with his medium-length, somewhat styled blond hair, and I got the feeling that he was used to girls trembling for him, and with Ana exactly the opposite was happening.

And then, finally, he rebelled, even if minimally and in a somewhat strange way:

“Fine, that's it then. I'll go. But give me back the necklace, then,” he said, and he didn't seem to have a very clear idea of what he was saying, or why.

“Yes, yes, I'll give you the necklace, and anything else you want,” Ana said, bringing her hands to the back of her neck, and I thought that her saying she would give him anything he wanted was more of an empty phrase than anything sincere.

My wife became engrossed in trying to remove those pearls that had no aesthetic defect whatsoever, but their inappropriateness made them absurd, and it was true that she was having trouble taking them off; and, after a brief and unsuccessful attempt, she finally gave up and used her hand to indicate the direction of the hallway. And then she said to him:

“The bedroom is the second door on the left, the little box is there, on the bed. When you come back, call David.”

Albert immediately obeyed her instructions, disappearing from our sight, and to me this authoritative Ana seemed somewhat forced.

“Don't you think you're being a bit harsh?” I soon asked her.

“I'm not being harsh at all. I'm fed up,” she said, turning toward me, in that dim light, while the boy got lost down the hallway, apparently unable to find the light switch.

I looked at my wife then, facing her, and the impact of her body was as suggestive as it was obvious, and it was evident, as they were visible under her white shirt, the two exact points that revealed the exact location of her nipples; especially awake nipples, particularly erect, nipples that Albert had surely seen and that would have made him wonder how much of her behavior was prudishness and how much was provocation.

“I am absolutely fed up,” Ana repeated.

“Fed up... yes,” I joked.

“What...?”

“That fed up... and a little turned on...” I whispered to her, facing her, and I extended my hand, and didn't hesitate to caress one of her breasts, over her shirt; and then I passed my thumb over that bulge that incriminated her.

And she instinctively looked toward the hallway, but nothing could be heard.

“And what about you?” she said then, without removing my hand.

“Me what... Nothing.”

“You think I don't notice?” she whispered to me, letting herself be caressed, and bringing her hand to my crotch, over my underwear, over my member that was bouncing, throbbing, from what touching her provoked in me, from what each caress over her shirt, over her breast, awakened in me.

“And why should I care if you notice?” I responded, and she squeezed my cock, over my underwear, almost hurting me, and I squeezed her breast, and neither she nor I complained about the other's roughness. And then I sought her mouth with mine, and her lips, and her tongue, and she accepted it, and the kiss was more tender... and it calmed us a bit, so I changed the intensity of the groping again, turning it back into a caress, and she stopped squeezing my sex to simply fondle it, contain it, later using her other hand as well to grab everything, as if she wanted to check the total contents.

“He's taking a while... isn't he?” Ana then panted in my ear, after the kiss was broken and our cheeks remained in contact. “Shit...”

“What?” I asked, using my other hand to caress her ass, and our four hands were caressing, standing, in our living room, alone, but at the same time accompanied.

“The necklace box isn't on the bed; I left it on the dresser.”

“Well, maybe he's already found it anyway... and he's looking for your panties... and smelling them... It wouldn't be the first time...” I whispered to her, and one of my hands unbuttoned a button, and the other, the one caressing her warm buttock, went in search of her sex, while she continued feeling, in a strange and disorderly way, my cock and my balls, always over my underwear.

“Stop...” she protested then, seeing my intentions.

“I don’t know why you don’t want to act like he’s not here. I insist that wouldn’t be the first time either.”

“Because no. Besides, the fun, if there is any, is also for us to see him,” she whispered to me, while I didn’t comply with her request to stop, and was already caressing her pussy over her panties, in long movements, with two fingers, feeling the softness of the fabric and the wonderful buried, soft and swollen touch of her sex lips, which had been wanting to be freed for hours that night, like my cock.

“The fun... would also be for us to see him...” I repeated, and she squeezed my arm to control my invasive hand from going too far, but she not only kept her other hand down there, but was already rummaging through my underwear, reaching to touch flesh, to touch cock, making me shudder.

“That’s right,” she said seriously.

“Us seeing him... Seeing his face of... worship...” I whispered, and pulled her panties a bit toward me, airing her pussy.

“Hmm... Worship might not be the word...” she almost panted, and then released my arm, and brought her hand to my shoulder, and took refuge next to my neck, and then, in an extremely skillful movement, pulled my cock out through the opening of my underwear and pulled back the skin of my member, and I was stunned by her maneuver: as sweet as it was competent.

And my fingers were also slipping in, and already touching pubic hair, and I left them there for a moment, sliding between her panties and her pussy, but without actually feeling, creating need.

“But... why is he taking so long...?” Ana was almost indignant, restless, anxious in all aspects, and then I didn’t want to delay it any longer and wanted to check, wanted to touch, and my wife felt it before I did, and grabbed my member firmly at the precise moment when the tips of my middle and ring fingers brushed the lips of her sex, brushed liquid, brushed wetness, because what was there was a mess that her panties, damp but not soaked, hadn’t warned me about. And then I uttered a “fuck... Ana...” which she, somewhat embarrassed, understood instantly, and at that very moment we could hear how Albert seemed to be starting his way back, with sounds of scattered footsteps; and then she, almost jerking me off, and in a tone that revealed certain embarrassment, whispered:

“Alright... But... you cut it off. You throw him out. You end it... And take back what you said about David.”

And I, still shocked by that extreme wetness, whose origin I didn’t know if it was the video, David, Albert, his lustful looks, how I was showing her off to him, or a sum of all of it, answered her:

“...Four things... You’re asking... No less...”

And Albert could be heard getting closer. And then, while feeling enormous pleasure from the heartfelt and warm handjob Ana was giving me, while feeling how she placed her other hand on my waist, I let my two fingers slide over her sex, over her pussy, and they entered, as nothing prevented them, and I couldn’t believe how her body welcomed me, with zero resistance: I put my fingers in her pussy, all the way in, and felt a heat that almost overwhelmed me, and she let out a minimal gasp, a long and heartfelt “Ahhh...”, and then I withdrew my fingers a bit, and, when the boy had to be about to reappear in our field of vision, I probed there again, masturbated her again, introduced my fingers into her again, in a different way, more slowly, once, and whispered: “I’ll cut it off...” and then I took out my fingers, and she gasped a tremendous “Ahh-aah”, and I put my two fingers back in, a second time, and whispered: “I’ll throw him out...” and I took out my fingers and she sighed: “Mmm-mmm”, and I filled myself with her again, for the third time, and said: “I’ll end it,” and I withdrew, and she uttered a “Mhhhh-mm...” And, soaking my fingers again in her mess, for the fourth time, and making Ana flex her legs a bit... and, while she moaned a surrendered “Ahh-Mmmmm-Goood...”, I whispered to her: “And... I take back what I said about David.”

And Albert then entered the living room, with his little box, and saw that Ana had neither taken off the necklace, nor was in any position to take it off, as she was clinging to my cock, jerking it, and moaning into my neck an “Ahh-Mmmmm-keepgoing-Goood...” while my fingers went in and out of her soaking pussy.


CHAPTER 13

I couldn’t have made things easier for our guest but, being honest, there wasn’t an ounce of altruism in me. In my defense, I could say that my actions weren’t part of some calculated scheme, and that I had no ulterior motives… but perhaps a second intention was beginning to form.

Ana was surrendering to my fingers, aware that we were three again, but she didn’t turn toward him. She remained fixated, her face against my chest, gripping my member and stroking it erratically, while letting herself be penetrated by my fingers.

I was about to look at the boy, but then a sound was heard, an embarrassing, watery sound coming from my wife, from her pussy, from the movement of my fingers, and she trembled, and I was surprised, and then Albert could be heard sighing, nervously, but clearly:

“Whoa… that’s hot.”

And that phrase was strange, it almost didn’t fit him, and it seemed like he didn’t even know he had said it out loud.

I looked at him then, sideways, while using my free hand to unbutton more of Ana’s shirt, in the dimness of our living room, and I saw that the boy, with the collar box in one hand, was trying to look at my wife’s sex area, searching with his eyes for her pussy, ignoring the handjob she was giving me and the torso I was uncovering.

I stopped looking at him and focused on Ana’s gasps, blown against my neck, and I concentrated on caressing her sex, with one finger, then another, and then with both at once, and then sliding my fingertips over the peak that was her protruding clitoris, and then I took one of her sex lips and pulled it aside: fleshy, thick, and I listened to her panting, her moaning, and every time my maneuver was new, she changed the rhythm of the handjob, faster or slower, but she altered it.

And not a minute had passed when I heard a sound that was close in space but distant in time: the jingling of Albert’s belt, which evoked memories of the house, where I had heard exactly the same thing, and something rose through my body, from a recent time that had already mutated into nostalgia, and it was the same, but different, and I didn’t need to look at him to know that he was masturbating, watching both of us, but admiring only her.

“How… embarrassing… Ah-Ah… Sergio,” Ana half-protested, half-moaned into my neck, and I took advantage of having completely opened her shirt to caress one of her breasts, and I fondled it, with my whole hand, with all my fingers, and then I squeezed it a little, and then I cupped it from below, checking its extension, its weight, its entirety… as she had done with my member and my balls minutes before.

And the jingling continued, the “clink, clink” of Albert’s belt, which indicated to us not only that those pants were completely open and halfway down, but also the speed and frequency of the jerking off; and you could almost hear him panting; and I felt Ana wet, excited, but not more than moments ago, not more than when watching the video, though perhaps it was that her embarrassment wouldn’t allow her to give herself more fully.

It was she who sought my mouth, and I bent down, holding onto her breast with two fingers in her pussy, and she held onto my member with one hand, while the other left my waist to find my neck. The kiss, the making out, was lustful, as it could never have been without what David had germinated in us, whether the boy was present or not.

“That’s… so hot… Fuck her…”

Albert was heard panting, overlapping a faster and more agitated “clink, clink, clink,” and his phrase was sincere, you could tell it came from deep within him, which added to our excitement, but at the same time it was crude, and lacking in charisma, so, in a way, it actually detracted.

Ana broke the kiss then and emphasized again, in a whisper, her embarrassment, and asked me to keep my promise, to make him leave.

“Already?” I asked, and she released my member, and turned slightly, giving him her back completely.

“Yes… Please… That’s enough.”

I then freed my fingers from that wet sex, and I felt them impregnated with her, and I looked at her sex, swollen, with lips that overflowed her pubic hair, and I made no attempt to readjust her panties, which, from the movement of my hand, had slipped down a few inches; and then I finally looked at Albert, who appeared in an extravagant way, as with one hand he held Ana’s collar box, and with the other he jerked, showed and hid, a long and thick member, masturbating compulsively, trying to look, to see better, although, at that moment, he could barely see anything more than Ana, with her back to him, wearing her shirt though unbuttoned, and with her panties slightly lowered.

And I knew, I could see it in his eyes, that he craved and assumed that the best was yet to come, that my wife would get on the sofa and I would have sex with her, and who knows if he might benefit from it, not just with his sight, but with touch, in whatever way, in whatever way Ana would allow him.

And I couldn’t deny that I desired something similar, but I knew that Ana’s reluctance wasn’t part of a game or a negotiation, but that she truly didn’t see any sense in it, and that she saw that we had more to lose than to gain.

“Albert. I’m sorry, man. This is as far as it goes…” I pronounced, improvising, in a surreal manner, with my cock, horizontal, protruding through the opening of my underwear, pointing at Ana.

“What?” he said immediately, stopping his masturbation.

“That’s it. As a... farewell... this is all we can do. But it’s over. There’s nothing more,” I said, speaking with Ana in the middle, who didn’t turn toward him, and was taking advantage of our strange conversation to pull up her panties.

“You’ve got to be kidding me... man... Sergio,” he protested, but he understood I wasn’t bluffing, that everything had ended.

And I looked at him, and his appearance was certainly ridiculous, with that little box in one hand and his other hand gripping that plethoric member, which understood even less than he did; a member that peeked out from between the lower part of his shirt, and underwear and pants slightly pulled down.

And I looked at Ana, and saw her beautiful, serious, with that necklace adorning her neckline, and then I felt the need for one last favor, one last proposal, which I didn’t even know would be accepted by both, by one, or by neither:

“Yes. I’m sorry, Albert. But yes, take the necklace. Take it off her and take it with you. And then leave.”

And I noticed then how Ana raised her gaze toward me, but I didn’t want to risk finding disapproval in it, and Albert was murmuring, disappointed, and I knew he wasn’t angry yet, but he would be, that he didn’t yet feel used, but he would feel it... and he accepted his humiliating farewell, taking the last consolation of being close to Ana, and that’s why he accepted, that’s why he took the scant three or four steps to position himself behind my wife. And she made a face, and probably understood that this gift was fair, to both of them, and she brought her hands back again, to her nape, to lift her hair and allow him access to the necklace clasp.

The young man placed the box on the coffee table, with that cock that neither decreased nor hid, and then positioned himself behind my wife, with her between the two of us; and immediately brought his fingers there, to her nape, to her neck, trembling fingers, but perhaps somewhat more relaxed, perhaps because he knew with certainty that no more lines would be crossed.

And one, two, three seconds, and he wasn’t able to do it, and then my wife, turning slightly toward him, and looking down, to the area of his ass, gave me a phrase, which I immediately knew was for me:

“Don’t... stain me...” she whispered, and she was referring to his erect member, completely exposed and wet, not soiling the lower part of her shirt by being so close to her, but it was Marta’s phrase, from the video, and therefore her own phrase.

To him she was giving that contact: that he could feel her, so close. And to me that same thing and that phrase. And to herself she was giving Albert’s trembling and unceasing admiration.

“Sorry...” he whispered, and pushed his pelvis backward, so that his member wouldn’t touch her, while at the same time extending his arms to continue maneuvering at her nape, in an altogether extravagant posture.

“Take off her shirt, better. It’ll be easier for you...” I said, and then he withdrew his fingers, and I did see them trembling as at the beginning; and she didn’t protest, and brought her hands to her neckline, already ready to facilitate his maneuver; and he exhaled, and pulled at the garment, to the sides and backward; he removed my wife’s white shirt, leaving her dressed only in her panties and the necklace. And then he, with a voice that vibrated and revealed him, whispered:

“Where should I put it?”

“Leave it there. On the sofa,” she responded, and he moved half a meter, and completed the task, and I saw my wife with her bare breasts, with her extensive areolas, with her large nipples, who was bringing her hands back to her nape, and lifting her hair, from behind, and I could barely breathe. And again the long and wandering fingers of the young man struggling against that Machiavellian clasp, and then my member surged, hard, always protruding through the opening, and Albert pressed against my wife, from behind... and then I saw how she pushed her waist forward, and whispered:

“Hey... You’re touching me... with that...”

And the young man, with his hands raised, at her nape, swallowed.

And then she brought one of her hands behind, down... and looked at me. And I couldn’t see it well, but I knew... by her gesture, by her look, and by the young man’s exhalation... that she was grabbing his cock.

And I didn’t know whether to return her gaze or to focus on trying to discover exactly how the maneuver was being executed; when I heard another exhalation, and then I could see how Ana’s elbow was moving, slowly, causing her torso to move minimally, revealing to me that there was no doubt: she was masturbating the kid with sufficiency.

I couldn’t make sense of that movement; Ana had never touched him, had never allowed him to exceed boundaries, not even in the house, where everything seemed more possible; so, “why now?” I asked myself, and I looked into her eyes and felt how she exaggerated an impact from touching him, an impact that wasn’t real. I understood that she wanted to contradict me, that she wanted to deny that phrase of mine, that: “You get more turned on by your paunchy, forty-something brother-in-law than by a young guy.”

While I was lost in thought, she was masturbating him, and the young man was clearing his throat, and soon her elbow began to move at a much faster pace, in short and rapid movements, and her breasts were also shaking, to the rhythm of her arm...

“Fuck... God...” Albert then whimpered, at full speed, and was already giving up on the necklace, and closing his eyes, and I remained hypnotized by the dance of my wife’s breasts and by the speed of that elbow, which went up and down, and I was surprised by the expertise she exhibited, masturbating him like that, from behind, without looking at him, looking ahead, at me. And then Albert, in a way that sounded sickly and at the same time absolutely out of place, whispered:

“Oh... Fuck...! You're a fucking goddess...”

And I almost wanted to pretend I hadn't heard anything, and I had the feeling that Ana felt the same way, and she maintained her rhythm, as if nothing had happened, and I wanted to move closer, wanted to feel my wife's breath while she was pleasuring the boy to death, when, suddenly, another “Oh, Fuck, God!” was heard, and, to my utter surprise, Ana's eyes opened completely, and I couldn't believe it, and neither could she...

“Ohhh...!” the boy then moaned, and Ana kept her eyes wide open, and I knew what was happening, and my wife decreased the frequency of the handjob, and I knew he was spilling, that the boy was coming, that he was ejaculating, that he was splashing on the lower part of her back, and on her buttocks; and the boy moaned more “Ohh!” “Mmmm!”, shorter and sounding childish, almost ridiculous... And then Ana stopped her elbow, her arm, and the boy remained, behind her, hunched over; and Ana's breasts shone, sweaty and imposing, in the dimness, and they moved: up and down, but now from her breathing, as the arm movement had ended. And then I could see how she brought her hand, the one that had barely worked for half a minute but had been relentless, forward, and examined it: whitish, sticky... and she wanted to shake it, to make that thickness fall to the floor, but she hesitated, and then behind her could be heard:

“Fuck... I'm sorry.”

“I have tissues in my purse. Clean me up. I never want to see you again,” Ana immediately said. Standing. Still. With her sticky hand. With her ass and back soaked.

“Of course... Of course... Sorry...” he accepted and apologized, and looked around, distressed, and saw my wife's purse hanging from a chair, and pulled up his pants, and went to the purse, and found the tissues, and then came back, and seemed to have the intention of cleaning Ana's back himself, and then she turned and said to him:

“Give them here, come on, give them to me. I'll clean myself. Go on, leave.”

And the boy obeyed. Embarrassed. He gave her the packet of tissues and headed for the vestibule, tidying himself up. And then he left, finally, closing the door carefully.

And I saw how Ana examined herself and muttered: “fucking idiot...” and then: “what a mess...”. And then she cleaned herself: her buttocks, her back, her hand. And then, with a half-smile, I whispered to her:

“You're a fucking goddess...”

“You think so...” she smiled, and turned, in a twist, with two or three overflowing tissues, soaked by the amount of hot semen that boy had discharged onto her.


CHAPTER 14

Everything had ultimately happened very quickly, too quickly, in a fluctuation that Ana had been stirring at her whim.

I didn’t blame her, it was her decision, but it was hard for me to know if she had things clear or if she was experiencing a situation similar to mine.

In solitude and dimness, I watched from the corner of my eye as Ana, dressed only in her panties, tried to remove that damned necklace, until I heard a metallic sound, minimal, and she whispered:

“It really was complicated…”

Then she said she was going to take a shower. Her sweaty body reflected a bustle, a commotion likely as internal as it was external; it gave the impression that the whispers, proposals, and possibilities that could have materialized had stirred her as much or more than the purely sexual caresses and groping.

After putting the necklace back in the box, she left the living room and headed to the bathroom. And I knew her, so I knew she wanted me to follow, because Albert’s departure closed the door to one madness, but that didn’t mean her body, or mine, could just go to sleep like that. Not after everything that had happened since Albert’s first message, many hours ago.

Before following her, I looked at myself and saw my member poking through the opening of my underwear, decreasing, but with the glans wet and shiny; and then I looked around and saw Ana’s bra, her shirt, her skirt, her shoes, and the surreal box with the necklace inside. And I felt that everything had happened, yet at the same time hardly anything had happened, and I checked my phone to see if the instigator had been kind enough to give me more clues about how much he was orchestrating.

I looked at my phone screen and was surprised to have received only one message from David, though it was quite revealing. It read:

“Take advantage of the kid. Don’t be idiots.”

It was obvious that he was offering him to us, and I wasn’t clear about the reason; neither his real motivation nor the pretended one, as they rarely coincided.

I then heard a sound coming from the bathroom: the noise of the shower, of water falling. And I began to walk toward it, as if that sound indicated that Ana was already prepared to receive me.

Because there was much to talk about, but also much to release.

I entered the bathroom. The hum of the water was constant and relaxing. Ana’s naked silhouette was visible through a glass shower door that was beginning to fog up. I took off my underwear and stepped into our shower tray, spacious and elongated. The water was falling on Ana, who wasn’t soaping herself, simply enjoying the warm water and especially herself, displaying all her attributes without shame.

I remembered then Albert’s surreal phrase, that: “you’re a fucking goddess,” and I watched how she turned, how the water fell through her hair, over her lips, over her breasts… how it ran down her back and bounced off her protruding ass, and I felt it was true, but at the same time I felt that my wife was no longer particularly moved by that admiration, as if the impact, and even the boy’s lustful gaze, had already bored her.

I approached and she gave me space, allowing the stream of water to fall between us. I looked at her face-to-face and saw her serious expression; her tits looked imposing, pointing upward and overflowing wider than her torso, as if they slightly dispersed to the sides. Her areolas, perhaps due to the somewhat hot water temperature, seemed to be even more extensive, more dilated than usual, and her nipples looked large and pointy; they had been in that state for hours.

I wanted to downplay everything we’d experienced and return to my cynical distance, but I quickly understood that she wouldn’t accept skepticism and lukewarmness.

And it was she who initiated the first kiss, while the water fell on our heads. She was the first to open her mouth, the first to move her tongue, and the first to seek the other’s sex. She was the first to gasp when she felt me and the first to imply that there, standing on that shower tray, there wouldn’t be a mere continuation of touching. No. She made it clear, from the beginning, that we were going to fuck there.

I had no intention of contradicting her, and it wasn’t hard for me to adapt to her rhythm, so soon we were both on the same wavelength, except that she seemed not to think while a doubt constantly assailed me. A doubt that I didn’t know when to voice. And her body was determined to tell me there was no rush to talk.

However, our harmony didn’t last too long: the touch of her tongue, playing with mine, didn’t last much. Her grabbing my cock, making it hard, while I explored the surface of her sex didn’t continue. Me squeezing her breasts and bending down to devour them with my lips and tongue didn’t extend beyond a few seconds. Because she again changed the rhythm, seeking a more crude encounter, and at the same time more challenging: she pushed me away, took half a step back, pressed her back against the wall, and began to masturbate, looking at me; meanwhile, I remained orphaned, without her, receiving the monopoly of the stream of water on my body.

I watched how she masturbated, with two fingers rubbing her clitoris, with her enormous tits, down which drops and streams of water still ran without ceasing; with her soaked hair, which fell down her back, clearing that face full of dark moles. And I looked at those fingers moving, her half-open mouth, her breasts dancing because her arms made her vibrate… and I looked at the tan lines on her body, those marks of white skin that delimited the area of her sex and her tits. And her mouth, tremendously sexual, and her fleshy lips, forced me to masturbate, watching that, that excess. I, under the stream of water, masturbating and listening to the sound of the shower merging with that of the wetness of our sexes, knew that I couldn’t stand any longer without being inside her, nor could I stand any longer without raising my doubt.

She then stopped her vertiginous maneuver, stopped her fingers, and then looked down, and I followed the trail of her gaze, and saw her sex emerging, her lips undone, parted... overflowing everything; all that pink area was hypnotic and attractive, contrasting with her dark pubic hair and her tanned belly and legs. And I stopped my masturbation, while she peeled her back off the wall, and approached me, and positioned herself beside me, and then stretched out her arms, and rested her hands against the glass shower door, presenting her entire rear: an exposed back and buttocks.

Whether it was an offer or a request, what was being asked of me was evident. My member was ready and her pussy had been prepared for hours. She separated her legs and her face was patiently facing a glass now completely covered in steam.

I positioned myself behind her. The water fell down my back, and the liquid that I didn’t contain ended up on her, wetting her mane, her back; her breasts hung from her torso, and water fell from her tits as if the water was actually born from her nipples and not from the shower. I grabbed my member, aimed, leaned over my wife, felt her sex to make my way... she was waiting for me... waiting for it, and she crawled a little, upward, to receive me more erect, and I pushed, and her torso moved forward, against the shower door, so that her tits, her nipples were pressed against the glass, and I thrust, from below upward... in one stroke, filling myself with her, filling myself with my wife, who moaned a very long “Hmmmm!” that overlapped the sound of the water; and another thrust, all the way in, to the balls, in an extensive journey that filled me with heat, and again a “Hmmmmm!” impressive and shameless, and I felt her, but at the same time her sex gave me such wetness that I found it difficult to find full friction.

Soon our movements were completely in sync. My pelvis collided with her buttocks and emitted a wet sound, a constant and wet “clasph, clasph, clasph!” that mixed with the “Hmmmm!!” “Hmmmm!!” of an Ana who, unlike many other times, didn’t hold back, and didn’t seem to care if some neighbor might notice her uninhibited intercourse.

I extended one of my hands and grabbed one of her tits, while pushing her against the glass. And I could barely feel friction between our sexes, but she did seem to feel it, and continued with “Hmmm! Hmmm!” that mutated into “Ahmm!” “Ahhmm!” and that mixed with the incessant “clasph, clasph!” of my pelvis colliding with her buttocks, and with the buzz of the water. And then I leaned over her neck, finally ready to resolve my doubt, and whispered to her:

“Are you like this... because of the video... or because of Albert?”

“Ahh...!! Ahh...!!” she moaned.

“Tell me.”

“Ahh...! God...!! What... does it... matter?” Ana whimpered.

“Tell me...!” I insisted, while continuing to fuck her.

“Ah...! Mmmmm...! Albert... is... useless... you’ve seen it,” she concluded and gave herself over to continue moaning, and I understood that her goosebumps, her erect nipples, her shameless moans and her flooded pussy, were exclusively due to that encounter between David and his sister Marta. And, the more she moaned, the more she panted, the less she cared that our sex might startle the neighbors, the more it came to impact me, and even worry me, doubting if my brother-in-law, that bastard, might be right, suspecting that it wasn’t a bluff that he gave something that quickly became a necessity.

And everything that happened afterward only alarmed me more: the way she came, crushed against the shower door, writhing with pleasure and screaming some shrill and even crude “I’m coming!! Mmmmm!! I’m co-ming!!” The way she trembled during her orgasm. The way she pulled herself off me... affected... The way she didn’t hesitate to kneel... in front of me... The way she closed her eyes, letting the water fall over her face before getting busy... The way she devoured me... The way she ate my cock, without stopping, in a brutal, hungry, intimidating back and forth... The way she squeezed my balls, kneading, pulling on them... The way she wrung me out, making me pant... The way she sucked me until I was undone, quickly achieving my orgasm, my explosion, my ejaculation, and not letting me know if she had engulfed and swallowed everything or had let it run from the corner of her lips...

That orgasm of hers, screamed against the glass, and that extreme blowjob... had been different, unknown, fierce... almost rabid, as if there was an internal struggle inside her, so it was evident that some external factor had stirred everything up. And I feared that this factor didn’t just have a name and body, but was also right.

And then I distrusted David, and thought that the poisoned gift hadn’t been so much the video, as Albert himself, Albert per se, Albert the useless one, as Ana had called him. Delivered so that we could verify that only he could satisfy what had been awakened in my wife.


CHAPTER 15

Wednesday, September 8.

2:03 in the morning.

Lying on our bed, staring at the ceiling, wide awake, with Ana asleep beside me, I reflected on how the last few days hadn’t gone as I would have imagined. I had expected hours of speculation, planning, even confrontations about everything and everyone. However, we had barely talked at all.

I thought then that perhaps there wasn’t much to say either. Or at least that almost everything was obvious: that Albert was an insufficient kid, overwhelmed by the situation in general and by Ana in particular; that Marta was crazy and didn’t care about anything; and that David was a jerk who played at provoking, yet I still couldn’t bring myself to hate him.

Ana turned over, still asleep, and not a sound could be heard in the early morning hours. But we weren’t alone: my parents were occupying the guest room, temporarily but intensely, because of renovations at their house in the suburbs; and our son was in his bedroom, already nervous about the imminent return to school.

Everything had stopped again. Albert had disappeared, though it seemed we wouldn’t hear from him anymore. In any case, it was evident that both Ana and I knew he couldn’t offer us anything more; and it gave the impression that he also knew his opportunity had passed, as was clear from the last phrases he had uttered when he left, six nights ago now.

And David had also disappeared, though it was clear that he would return, one way or another. And every time I saw the little box with the necklace on the dresser, I remembered Albert, and every time I saw my laptop closed on the living room table, my mind went to David.

We hadn’t watched the video again. In fact, we hadn’t had sex since her exhibition in the shower. The house had filled with people, so the most painful disappearance had been that of our privacy.

I finally got up from bed and went to the bathroom. After urinating, I felt a dense, thick heat, with my t-shirt sticking to my body. I hadn’t been aware of sweating, but I decided to take off the garment, feeling an unpleasant cold sweat. I then went to the laundry basket to leave my damp t-shirt and saw Ana’s underwear there. That immediately made me think of Albert, of his obsession, and then I reflected on how we had never come to know, and probably never would know, what that kid had been doing for so long in our bedroom under the excuse of looking for the necklace box.

Ana’s used panties also led me to think about David, about that infinitely violated thong he still possessed, and I felt that every time I thought about my brother-in-law, a kind of fear came over me, a fear that essentially stemmed from the video. And it was obvious, and every time I remembered it I shuddered, that the Ana against the shower screen hadn’t been a normal Ana, that the Ana kneeling and devouring me hadn’t been a normal Ana... It was clear that that damned video had affected her and, if I went further, and remembered how David had fucked her on the sofa at the house, I began to feel somewhat scared and quite intimidated, but then, if I verbalized it, I almost managed to calm myself down, because I couldn’t imagine my wife proposing a second encounter with David. That moment couldn’t be real. Not at all.

I returned to the bedroom and it wasn’t common, but my laptop was there, where the necklace box used to be, and the box wasn’t there, and I thought that perhaps Ana had finally stored it somewhere else.

The laptop evoked David and Marta, and, as I got into bed, I thought about Ana’s twin sister, and wondered if that woman had really lent herself to David’s delusions out of mere boredom. And I also wondered if there really wasn’t any deeper meaning in dressing up as her sister, imitating her and letting herself be recorded moaning, panting, being fucked by David... and uttering exact and literal phrases of her twin sister, under the directions of her lover, who, to make it even more outrageous, was married to her older sister... And I concluded that I hardly knew her at all, but that I found it difficult to make the slightest sense of it.

Now lying on my back again, I thought about them: Marta... David... Albert... All those names were spinning in my head, but, curiously, the one who reappeared... was Belén.


CHAPTER 16

Tuesday, September 14.

7:54 PM.

The cafeteria was chaotic. The noise, deafening. Children ran between tables, mixed in ages and heights, always full of energy. You couldn’t tell at all that they had just finished their training.

I had my son more or less under control; he was one of the quieter and older ones. He was at that age, eleven years old, that combined adult behaviors with childish ones. He could be drinking a soda with a teammate, sitting at a table, all dignified, and then see a ball and chase after it as if he were four years younger.

Ana wasn’t there. She never came to the training sessions because of scheduling conflicts. Instead, she would go directly from the office to home, where she waited for us; or sometimes she would have a drink with someone after work, but she always ended up getting home before us, and would scold us for lingering too long at the cafeteria. But that bar was part of the charm, of the event, it was almost where the kids had the most fun; and where parents socialized with each other, where they criticized the coach because, come Sunday, this kid or that one played one minute less than another.

I loved those two afternoons a week with Javi, just the two of us in the car, going here and there. It was different from being the three of us. One is never the same depending on who they’re with, and I felt that when my son was alone with me, he had a special interest in appearing more sensible, seeking a more equal relationship, and I found it amusing, and his mother, obviously, knew it, and it bothered her, and she would always end up telling me: “Your role is the easiest, I have to play the police officer, sometimes for both of us.”

I went to pay at the counter, checking out of the corner of my eye how Javi was going outside to the parking lot with other kids, probably intending to continue burning off energy in the dirt clearing.

Then I also went out and inhaled fresh air. It was almost nightfall, and I headed toward my car, ready to give him a couple more minutes before calling him to leave. I couldn’t have been more relaxed, couldn’t have been more at peace, when suddenly, my eyes were drawn to a car that was about to park next to mine. And I couldn’t believe it... but there was no doubt. How could I forget that car: the convertible. My brother-in-law’s damned convertible.

The top was closed, but that didn’t prevent me from instantly seeing that the person parking wasn’t a heavy forty-something man but a slender brunette. And she, Belén, was getting out of the car, with composure, just a few meters from me, and I felt mostly surprise; and, despite our last contacts having been what they were, I didn’t feel any rejection upon seeing her. Exactly a month had passed, autumn was beginning to show itself, and it seemed to me that our frictions were now somewhat distant.

She got out of the car and I could see that she was wearing a light-colored dress, but with a dark blazer over it. It was strange to see her like this, as if she was eager to close the door on summer. However, her complexion, permanently dark, showed that summer lived within her.

I didn’t want to be suspicious. Why think she was an actress who deserved an Oscar. Why bother. She greeted me with what could be called affection. She smiled. Even lighting me up. And we exchanged two kisses, and she hit me with her perfume, which reminded me of the house.

My son took advantage of my encounter to continue playing, while Belén saw her nephew in the distance, and I told her that they trained on the court behind the cafeteria, and she told me that she was coming to the Shopping Center next door, and that it was quicker to park there than to fight for a spot in the underground parking lot.

After the initial contact, things got complicated, as it wasn’t easy to talk about trivialities with her. And I looked at her, and she didn’t seem the same. As attractive as always, with that dark medium-length hair, and with her slightly exaggerated thinness, but at the same time I saw her as more serene. She radiated intelligence, cunning, also as always, but she didn’t seem like the twisted woman from the house.

I asked her about the convertible and joked about David having lent it to her, and she asked me about Ana and I told her that she had met with a coworker, and with someone named María, and that we would see each other later at home.

Then I told her about my lack of privacy, about my house being full because my parents were there, and she asked about them, and I told her that they went out in the afternoons to check on the construction work at their property. She knew them, and knew they were relatively young and self-sufficient.

“Well, that’s how it is. So at least Ana sometimes has half an hour or more in the afternoons to be calm and alone at home,” she said, friendly, involved, and adjusted a dark bag on her shoulder.

And I realized it was true, and immediately afterward I thought that if I had half an hour alone at home, I wouldn’t hesitate to... curiously... watch something that involved her husband. Something I hadn’t watched again and that I would like to view again, calmly. And then Belén seemed to hesitate whether to leave or wait to be able to greet Javi, while I wondered if Ana had watched the video more times... and my mind flew to the fact that, certainly, my laptop was sometimes in the bedroom, without me having taken it there.

Then the conversation took a turn, because Belén wanted to change direction, and she told me that her marriage was more disorderly than mine. And it happened that, when David’s name was put on the table, the elephant in the room, which was everything that had happened at the house, became really evident, and I could already see that our friendly chat was going to get complicated.

“And Albert is no longer with Lucía, by the way,” said Belén, arms crossed, and leaning her butt against her car.

—Really? Well, yeah… They had a rather strange relationship —I said, and she smiled.

—What… —I almost laughed, in an innocently complicit way.

—Nothing, nothing… —she smiled again, as if we both remembered what happened almost like a shared prank.

—Deep down, you and I were… kind of the fools… —I said without thinking, and she immediately seized on my slip:

—What? What? Why do you say that?

—Well… I mean… In the end. We were the ones who didn’t do anything —I tried to get out of the mess.

—Nothing with anyone other than our wife or husband. That’s obvious. And David still doesn’t waste time —she pronounced with weight, casting the bait about Marta. 

—They’re still… together then. 

—They are, yes. The only fools. You’re right. It’s true —Belén repeated, staring at me.

And I didn’t feel pity, but rather a strange empathy, and I truly felt she had no reason to put up with David. Neither with him personally, nor with his sex life with Marta. I thought that, as much as she might have initially enjoyed the ridicule of her sister falling physically head over heels for her husband after criticizing him so much, it surely hadn’t been worth it for quite some time.

—You should have… enjoyed yourself —I said then.

—Enjoyed myself? 

—You know what I mean… 

—Me? Enjoyed myself… with whom?

—With Albert —I responded, holding her gaze steadily.

—With Albert for what. You should have fucked me —Belén answered.

And our gazes converged. And her statement shocked me. Her pronunciation was clean but deceptive, as its content was thick, dense. And nothing else existed. The noise of the children, of their improvised soccer game around us, was just an irrelevant buzz.

And then a ball hit my car, startling me, and my son went to retrieve the ball that was bouncing between both vehicles, and his aunt called him over to greet her.

And while she spoke to him, touched his hair and was affectionate with him, Belén looked at me with that look, which was indeed the one from the house.


CHAPTER 17

Tuesday, September 14.

11:01 PM.

I had barely been able to mention my encounter with Belén to Ana during dinner with everyone at the table. She asked me for more details later, while we were getting ready for bed, and I omitted my mistake of telling her we had been the only fools; nor did I tell her about that “you should have fucked me” comment from her sister.

And all of that was something to keep quiet about, since nothing really contained a clear intention. Of course my statement had been made more in jest than seriously, and hers had probably been mere provocation.

My wife was wearing a familiar pink nightgown with innate grace, though one never quite got used to it, and she was sitting on our bed, checking her mobile phone. Meanwhile, I opened the closet and returned my watch to its place. And it was by chance that I saw the famous necklace box peeking out from the bottom drawer.

I don’t know why, but I felt compelled to open it; everything surrounding that gift had been truly delirious, strange, but at the same time attractive, and I couldn’t help but smile, saying aloud:

“Hey, it’s not ugly.”

“What isn’t?” Ana asked from behind me, and I turned around with the open box in my hand, while she remained in the exact same position.

“The necklace. It’s not bad... and it’s... actually quite wearable.”

“Oh, of course it’s wearable. A bit... I don’t know. But yes...” my wife responded, hesitantly but calmly, without giving it too much importance, separating the object from the event. But I did go to the event, to the absurd moment when the kid had given her the gift, and then to the absurd person himself, and I thought about Albert:

“I guess we haven’t heard anything more from him,” I said.

“From whom? The boy?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, well... actually yes,” Ana replied, and my surprise was enormous.

“What? Really? What happened?” I asked, closing the box.

“Nothing... Just nonsense.”

“What do you mean, nonsense?”

“Wait,” Ana said, with one leg crossed over the other, showing a still-tanned thigh, scrolling through screens on her mobile phone.

“What?” I asked, agitated and moving closer to her.

“Come. Look,” she answered, completely calm, ready to show me something and exuding the sober confidence of someone with nothing to hide.

Standing in front of her, I took her phone. And she, sitting, looked up at me, her hands behind her for support, palms on the bed. And I immediately read:

“I’m sorry. I don’t know why I got so nervous. I really am sorry. I’ll just say it plainly: I like you, but I don’t want to bother you, if that’s what I’m doing. I’m simply telling you that if you don’t respond to this, I understand you don’t want to hear from me again.”

“He wrote this to you? When?” I asked, as I reread it, and the text seemed strange to me, as if it didn’t sound like him: the terminology... the words... something was odd. And I also saw that nothing else was written, neither from him nor from her.

“I don’t know... two or three days ago.”

“And why didn’t you tell me anything?”

“What for? You can see it’s just nonsense. Here,” she said as she took back her phone, and I reflected on how he couldn’t have made it easier for us to cut off contact once and for all.

“What a character, this guy...” I muttered.

“I know. By the way, I haven’t told you anything about this girl... María,” my wife said, picking up her phone charger from the nightstand.

“Who?”

“Marta’s friend, from my work. Not my sister Marta, obviously.”

“Yes, what about her? You already told me you were going to meet with her alone. But you’re meeting with Marta’s friend without Marta?”

“Well, because Marta couldn’t make it today. And honestly, the girl is... very interesting, and gorgeous too.”

Hearing that, I twisted my expression a bit, because Ana always complimented precisely those who had nothing remarkable about them, and almost never offered kind words for those who were actually good-looking.

“Don’t make faces... This girl is gorgeous. I’m serious,” she commented, catching me, and then began telling me that she was married to someone named Pablo and other things without much interest, although I was struck by a certain undertone of admiration, with Ana being someone not easily impressed.

And I looked at her, as I was getting into bed: with her flattened hair and her breasts showing through her nightgown, and she kept talking while I was thinking more about how it had been almost two weeks since we’d done it… and I wondered if it would be feasible… despite my parents and our son sleeping in the same apartment. And the truth was that it seemed difficult, as we could only aspire to have silent, controlled sex that wouldn’t be too satisfying.

“You should come along sometime too,” she said then, pulling me out of my daydream.

“Me? With you all? What for?”

“Well… because she has interesting things to say. Especially at the stage we’re in.”

“Yeah, well… I don’t know what stage. Maybe you mean a stage of abstinence…” I said, seeking complicity, with both of us now in bed; but she said nothing, didn’t take the bait I’d thrown her.

I was about to turn off the light when I saw, in the distance, my laptop on the dresser, and then, without thinking, taking advantage of the flow of confidences, I ventured:

“Hey… have you watched the video again?”

“The video? The one with David and Marta?” she replied seriously.

“Yes.”

“No. And I don’t want to.”

And then I didn’t know whether to believe her, and I hesitated about insisting, but I had no proof, nothing beyond knowing that the computer was sometimes in one place and sometimes in another.

“By the way, Sergio,” my wife whispered then, lying on her side, face to face with me, and radically changing the subject, “we need to go back to the house.”

“Really? What for?”

“I already told you. I have clothes there. I need to bring them back.”

And at that moment I could almost deduce with certainty why, right then, after talking about the video, Ana had remembered she had clothes there.

“Clothes… to bring back… like… for example… the clothes from the video,” I said, incisively and provocatively.

“For example,” she responded, and we looked at each other, and I suddenly remembered the wildest moments, both from the video and from the night my wife spent with my brother-in-law: the jacket she took off because of the heat, that hollow, provocative, not to say obscene bra from which her breasts spilled out; the suit pants removed by David, the blue shirt I had stained… worn by my wife while my brother-in-law was fucking her… and then worn on Marta’s body, receiving, like her, David’s thrusts. And my cock grew, I felt it extending under the sheets, as my mind flew to the video, to the living room, to David… fucking them… both of them… Both sisters… dressed the same.

“Maybe we should take advantage, since we’re going, and make it a weekend,” Ana said then, as if anticipating my intentions, looking at me intently, in an exciting suggestion.

“Or even more… Take a Friday off. Three days… Just the two of us,” I said seriously.

“Three days… Don’t get carried away…” she whispered, and it was obvious what we intended with that getaway.

“We could watch the video there, again, and take our time. Watch the video from where the video was recorded,” I probed, and she made an enigmatic grimace, of disapproval, but at the same time as if leaving a tiny opening to be convinced.

We stared at each other. The silence, despite our complete trust, was cutting. Each of us was almost waiting for the other to take the initiative to assume the role of the sensible one. But we couldn’t. The truth was that we couldn’t. Not despite my member trembling, having her there, with that mouth, with those moles… Not despite images from the video and from that night still hitting me.

We ended up turning away from each other, perhaps to avoid continuing the torment. And I then went to my phone, on my nightstand, to set the alarm, when I found a message, none other than from Belén.

Before checking it, I glanced over my shoulder, reflexively, making sure Ana couldn’t see that I was reading something there, although nothing would have happened if I’d been honest.

And I read:

“Hey, sorry if I scared you a bit this afternoon.”

I saw she was online, so at first I didn’t want to respond, to avoid starting a conversation, not in that context, but a phrase occurred to me and I couldn’t help answering:

“Nothing scares me anymore.”

And then I put the phone down, and turned off the light, and I hoped the screen of my phone wouldn’t light up; and Ana turned over, both of us now in the dark, and I simply wanted to fall asleep thinking about my weekend with Ana at the house… when an annoying brightness assaulted me.

I went back to my phone, and saw that Belén had responded, illuminating that entire area of our bedroom.

“I think we should meet, you and I, to talk calmly,” I read.

“You and I? What for?” I immediately replied, and I could see announced at the top of my screen that Belén was writing, and still writing, but her message hadn’t reached me yet.

And I was tossing in bed, and it seemed almost inevitable that Ana would comment something, protest about so much restlessness, when a text appeared on my phone, and I immediately read:

“Well, because you're right that we've been the ones who enjoyed the least. But you've enjoyed more, because I've only heard things, while you've also seen them.”

“I don't understand you,” I replied, with fingers that suddenly failed me, certainly tense, and almost exclusively looking to buy time. And I sighed, looked at the ceiling, and Belén was typing... and I was already imagining anything.

And her sentence arrived, leaving me paralyzed, shocked:

“It's very simple, Sergio. I want you to tell me how David fucked Ana.”

Her sentence exuded a devastating harshness. I didn't understand if it was spite, provocation, sadism, or something that obeyed some especially twisted plan. And I wasn't able to answer that. It was certainly sick. Until I finally began to write... and typed a forceful: "You're crazy." But then I reviewed it, and then deleted it... And then I wrote:

“You're really messed up in the head, Belén.”

“Who are you texting with?” Ana whispered then, startling me.

“Nothing. Work,” I answered, and silenced the phone, so it wouldn't light up anymore, and I left it on the nightstand.


CHAPTER 18

Saturday, September 18.

12:57 in the afternoon.

The sun was still beating down strongly during the middle hours of the day. The layers, necessary in the early morning, were disappearing, being hung over arms, on chairs, or left in the car, giving way once again to skin still bronzed by the remnants of summer.

I wondered at that moment how much of life is spent waiting. Dead time to be filled, alone or in company. And there we were that Saturday, having beers at an outdoor café, four adults forming two couples, waiting for our children to emerge from the locker room after their soccer match.

They were a fairly young couple, though not particularly attractive, especially due to the imbalance with Ana. I found it amusing when my wife sometimes told me that the woman looked at me impurely, when in truth the impurity came more from the husband’s eyes toward my wife.

The relationship was very basic, social, and the conversation barely lasted a few minutes once either of the two children reappeared. That day, like most days, their son had been more efficient with his grooming tasks, and he sat at the table with his parents, his hair still wet and his cheeks flushed from exertion. And, to my surprise and without warning, he showed me that at twelve years old, one is no longer a child in certain ways.

It didn’t bother me; I actually found it comical: the lineage continued, with similar habits. It wasn’t as if my wife was wearing anything special: somewhat nineties-style jeans and a white t-shirt, as her jacket had been discarded midway through the match due to the heat; but what was special was underneath. And it was curious that even the boy seemed more subtle, or at least more enchanted by the general aura, as he looked at her face, or at her gestures when she moved, or at the movement of her hair; and yes, also and most of the time, with a different gaze, at Ana’s breasts, which outlined the t-shirt with firmness. However, the father skipped the superfluous charms and focused his bloodshot eyes, almost the entire time, on Ana’s bust. And I looked at his wife then, and observed how she tried to exploit what she didn’t have, and I was completely understanding of him.

Shortly after their family was complete, and as always, they left, saying goodbye amicably. And surely there were more glances, but I didn’t want to pursue them, as I didn’t want our eyes to connect and give the impression that I was censoring anything at all.

“He always has to be the last one out...” Ana said then, referring to Javi, seated beside me, and she drank her beer, and I observed her, with those somewhat loose jeans, and I began to joke about her way of dressing: “Ana, you’re a mom with an eleven-year-old... don’t try to be so trendy,” and she smiled at me, told me to go to hell, and asked me to leave her alone.

“Fine... I’ll leave you alone. By the way... how’s the day looking?” I asked, in a phrase that was already an established one between us, as we always said it to each other.

“You already know. Thrilling. Lunch with your parents. And then you go partying with your ex-colleagues... and I get a double session with the in-laws,” she responded, and the sun was punishing us, but we didn’t put on our sunglasses, which we had left on the table.

“Triple session: breakfast, lunch and dinner,” I smiled maliciously, and it was true that her day looked worse than mine, as I had dinner with some friends, former work colleagues, that night.

I returned to my beer and scrutinized her. My abstinence was already at the edge of a record, if it hadn’t surpassed it already: almost twenty days. And she looked from side to side, watching as more children emerged from the locker rooms, and checked her wristwatch, and smoothed her hair, and I saw the calm agitation of her torso, and I saw how her bra slightly marked her t-shirt, and I remembered the lascivious glances of several generations, and I couldn’t contain myself:

“Come closer... You have something next to your mouth,” I told her.

And she turned, and I moved closer, and I brought my fingers to her cheek, and pretended to remove something, and I moved even closer: I brought my face to hers, my mouth, my lips, and I kissed her. And she held the kiss, and I felt her moist and bitter lips from the drink, and I wanted to open my mouth, and something was rising through my body, and she, subtle, quick, gave me her tongue for an instant, a fraction of a second, just enough to kill me and leave me wanting more, and then she stopped the kiss, and whispered:

“Stop...”

I pulled back a little. I looked at her. And I accepted it. She was right that it was inappropriate and besides, we had always been, by joint and tacit decision, very discreet in public. We had always found it unpleasant, and would criticize, those “groping couples,” those people with “paws on trashy girlfriend’s ass” in shopping malls.

But the fact that she cut the kiss short didn’t prevent her from wanting to leave the impression that she too needed and longed to end the drought. And the element she used to tell me this was her gaze. A deep, sincere look of desire, of craving. And then we held hands, on the table, and squeezed them, both sighing slightly, as if telling each other that we needed to find a way to release that tension; that tension which wasn’t solely confined to the temporal extension of abstinence, but was inflamed by everything that had happened during that summer, a summer that had very few days left.

We let go of each other’s hands. And another boy came out through the side door of the pavilion, about ten meters from us, but again it wasn’t ours. And we drank from what was almost empty, and she rearranged her hair, and sighed, and again that movement under her t-shirt, and then, permanently aroused, I whispered to her:

—“You must have noticed... they were staring at your breasts.”

—“What are you talking about? Who?”

—“Those people,” I said, pointing to the empty chairs across from us. “First the father looked at them, and then the son.”

—“And then the Holy Spirit,” she responded humorously, while pretending to be serious.

And then I smiled at her and shook my head. And she crossed one leg over the other, and leaned back against the chair, looking to one side; and I felt an impulse, manifesting as a secret, like a gift, from myself to myself; like a torrent running through my body that quickened my pulse, and afterward, once I had felt everything, my soul knocked on the door of my brain, of rationality, of verbalization, and my thinking part silently formulated the phrase: “I couldn’t possibly love this girl more...” And I referred to her as if she were still somewhat unknown, as if there were still corners of her left to discover. And I couldn’t believe that after so many years together, I was still occasionally struck by these impulses that, for being too sentimental, I refused to express out loud.

She leaned forward then, moving closer to me, looking at me. And then she said:

—“Come here, you have something there.”

And I brought my face closer to hers. And she pretended to remove something stuck to my cheek, and we moved even closer. And our lips made contact. And it was only a matter of time before one of us opened our mouth, and our hands were already resting on each other’s waist, when suddenly a sound could be heard: someone pronouncing a shrill, high-pitched and unpleasant “ewwww.” And then we broke the kiss, and saw our son, with wet hair and his backpack on his shoulders, who, disapproving of our displays of affection going beyond chaste fondness, repeated:

—“Seriously? Ewwww.”

—“I’ll give you ‘ewww,’ why do you always have to be the last one out?” his mother said to him, standing up... And I knew that I could hardly be happier.


CHAPTER 19

Saturday, September 18.

8:05 in the evening.

Fresh out of the shower, with the towel knotted around my waist, I was shaving and reflecting on how my ineffable connection with Ana had given way to a much less positive afternoon, and not because of problems between us; the conflict had stemmed from something as usual and harmless as choosing a restaurant: my mother insisted that anything would do, but every time Ana suggested something, a kind of veto exercise emerged on her part, turning everything into an absurd loop.

After that truly ridiculous ordeal, which was leading to frictions that I even feared might escalate, we ended up where my father had finally suggested, removed from the conflict. Afterward, and somewhat more relaxed, we had left them at the estate and had come home with Javi.

And total calm didn’t arrive until naptime, when, as was already commonplace, the idea of interrupting our abstinence had hovered again. But nobody made a move, and it wasn’t easy, since our son had the dangerous habit of entering our bedroom without warning.

I was also thinking while grooming myself that I hadn’t heard from anyone: Belén hadn’t responded to my “you’re out of your mind.” David nothing more than that distant “take advantage of the boy, don’t be idiots.” And Albert was already written off, and it seemed obvious he wouldn’t be back.

I reached the bedroom, ready to get dressed, and there was my wife, wearing only panties and bra, both navy blue, choosing what clothes to put on. And it was curious how she was overthinking it, when all she was going to do was take Javi, go to the estate to pick up my parents, and come back, while I had dinner and a night out.

And I observed her movements: how she slid dresses, pants, or skirts across the closet, and I looked at the time and noticed I had some time to spare.

“What’s Javi doing?” I asked, while Ana seemed to be deciding on something at least, grabbing a pair of white shorts.

“What do you think he’s doing... He’s on the computer,” she replied.

“What time are you picking up my parents?” I tried to draw out of her, wanting to know if she also had some time to spare, but she interpreted it as sadistic teasing and gave me a killer look while putting on the small shorts, then grabbing a pair of flat sandals and sitting on the bed to put them on.

And I gave her a playful smile, raising my eyebrows, because it was true that her afternoon and evening plan was somewhat grim: take Javi, pick up her in-laws, come back and have dinner with them.

My wife, sitting in front of me, with the shorts and that substantial bra, was leaning over to put on her sandals, and, whether due to the sexual drought or not, I received that movement as an unbearable provocation.

Seeing that movement, that involuntary dance, I chose to remove my towel, shamelessly, testing the waters, and standing completely naked; standing in front of Ana who was finishing putting on her shoes, but remained seated. And then, with a serious face, but playfully, she whispered:

“You don’t impress me with that, you know.”

I didn’t respond to her comment. I just stood looking at her. In an almost solemn way. And she then looked toward a door pushed against the frame, distrustful.

“Sergio...” she finally protested, asking me not to force the situation, while my eyes settled on her marked collarbone, her suggestive lips, and that navy blue bra, refined and with lace; and because of so much observation, my member was slowly rising, straight, constant, and not only accused her, but immediately declared her guilty.

“What...” I answered, tempted to grab what was growing.

“What do you mean ‘what’?” she whispered sweetly, honey-voiced, killing me even more. “What if Javi comes in?”

“If he’s on the computer, he’s wearing his giant headphones,” I said, and she turned her gaze back toward the bedroom entrance.

I then took a step toward her, and Ana separated her legs a bit, so I could enter her radius of action. Everything was a “yes, but no,” an “I want to, but I can’t.” My erect member, with the skin still not retracted, with the skin still covering almost the entire glans, was almost making contact with her torso. And then I used my hand to caress her cheek, and she turned her face, and looked up, fixing her gaze on me, and we read each other’s minds, guessed our intentions, and she took my hand with hers, and brought it to her mouth, first kissing my thumb sweetly, and then she bit it slightly, holding it between her teeth.

The tension was unbearable. My sigh of self-control, desperate. And, when she put my finger in her mouth... and sucked that thumb... as if it were something less innocent than a finger... looking up, serious, but at the same time with a caged ebullition, I felt compelled to ask her to lean back.

“No... Seriously...” she refused, stopping sucking on that finger, but rubbing my hand against her cheek.

And then, at that precise moment, I found her so incredibly beautiful that it was hard for me to understand how I had participated, so actively, in sharing her.

“Come on...” I insisted, and brought my other hand to her neckline, and caressed, subtly, with my fingertips, in a way that I knew turned her on.

And Ana looked again toward the door pushed against the frame. And the silence was sepulchral. And then I could see how she gave me something more, a little more, as she abandoned my hand, which remained caressing her face, to bring hers back, to her back, to the clasp of her bra.

I then removed my hand from her neckline, and she turned her face to the other side, away from the door, as if suddenly struck by embarrassment; and she removed the garment, with a delicacy and femininity that made my pulse race, allowing, half proud and half inhibited, her breasts to emerge: large, firm, and symmetrical; two breasts that breathed, extending slightly to the sides, with nipples already awake, and with areolas that continued to adorn in a wonderful way almost the entire surface of the whiteness of her tan line.

And once again I wondered why I had cooperated in such a way in her surrender.

Standing, completely naked, with my cock erect, I looked at her; and I lowered my hands, one to each breast, and enjoyed their touch and consistency, which made my member almost lose its head on its own. And then I looked at what was resting on the bed, beside her, and saw that bra she had just taken off: its bold dimensions, its delicacy mixed with its artistic vigor to hold those in an elegant way; and, while caressing her warm breasts, while squeezing them a little and passing my thumbs over her raised nipples, I whispered to her:

“Where is the other bra? That one... from the night with David...”

She turned her gaze toward me. And then to the door, and then back to me. And she reclined slightly.

“It’s at the house... Still...”

And I, removing my hands from her, and observing her, said:

“Maybe Marta has even worn it.”

And she didn’t respond. With her hair falling down her back, with her breasts emerging from her torso and pointing upward, still bristling from my caresses. And still, she looked at me. And again she checked the door, fearful of being discovered.

And I provoked:

“When I come back tonight... We’ll watch the video.”

And she didn’t react. She kept looking at me, serious. And I finally brought my hand to my member, and felt it hot, much hotter than her breasts, and pulled the skin back, pointing it at her. And I continued provoking:

“You can start watching it... When you get into bed... And... text me... with what you think of the video.”

And my wife kept staring at me, and I noticed her cheeks reddening, a flush awakening.

“What... do you think? Are you going to watch it?” I whispered.

“I don’t know...”

“Why not?”

“Because... she’s my sister... Sometimes you forget that,” she responded, with utmost seriousness, and I realized, once again, that my bastard brother-in-law had fucked all three of them.

“I don’t forget,” I said then, automatically.

“Are you... Are you going to hook up tonight?” she asked then, changing the subject, and somewhat coyly, and her sweetness contrasted with the fierce sexuality of her naked breasts, and with the raw sexuality of my hard cock inches from her body.

“If I’m going to hook up?” I was surprised, and bought time to figure out the reason for her question.

“Yes.”

“Come on. I’ll give you the answer you want to hear,” I said, releasing my member.

“Which is?”

And then I cleared my throat, and pretending to play a role, whispered:

“Why would I want to hook up... with what I have at home...”

“Stop being silly...” she protested.

“Well, don’t act jealous, it doesn’t suit you. Although, since you’re keeping me on bread and water...”

“Next weekend,” she said quickly.

“What?”

“We’ll go to the house. Next weekend,” she whispered.

“Three days,” I pushed.

“That’s too long without Javi, Sergio. When he’s at camp we have no choice... but now...” she resisted, and reached for her bra.

“But it’s three days without your mother-in-law,” I smiled.

And at that moment we could hear our son leaving his bedroom, and there were very few chances that he would come directly to our room, but Ana hurried to put on her bra, and I grabbed the towel again to wrap it around my waist.

“You’re something else,” Ana sighed, and stood up, and headed toward the closet.

And my member barely fit under the towel, and, after hearing Javi enter the kitchen, I relaxed, and then immediately visualized myself having drinks with my friends that night... and... suddenly receiving my wife’s impressions after watching the video in private, and that couldn’t excite me more, but at the same time I somewhat feared that she might find sexual attraction in David.

And not a day had gone by when I hadn’t remembered her faces of pleasure... her contorted expressions from that night with my brother-in-law, and, curiously, and even more flagrantly, and it was also something I constantly remembered, it had been that Ana in the shower, that incredibly aroused Ana, like I had never seen her, after having watched the video in which David fucked her twin sister, dressed like her.

And it was painful, but at the same time inevitable, to think that there had to be something to my wife imagining she was Marta... That my wife got turned on imagining she was the one in the video... and that David was fucking her again.


CHAPTER 20

Saturday, September 18.

11:58 PM.

The enjoyment and utilization of my personality in small groups contrasted with the superficiality, both mine and others’, in larger gatherings. The dinner with my former coworkers had been relaxed, even inspiring, thanks to being just five people, with a single conversation without fragmentation, with a mix of opinions, and with a clean expression of confidences. For all these reasons, I was particularly disappointed by the expansion that had occurred afterward. 

In a pub, standing by the bar, I was ordering my second drink and noticed a heavy atmosphere, despite it being relatively early. The darkness and volume of the music made me land in a distant reality. And the truth was that I didn’t miss that life.

My closest former colleagues, those from dinner, had dispersed, and other people from their office had started to appear: some women, but mostly men, younger, under thirty, with whom I knew, without needing to verify, that I had hardly anything to talk about.

It was curious, this early autumn event, a kind of back-from-vacation commemoration, probably uncommon in other companies, but which was a tradition in the one I had worked for before setting up my studio, and which was attended by both current employees and many former employees, especially those who still maintained professional relationships with them, as was my case. And the truth was that every year I looked forward to it, like someone eager to put on a jacket after a long summer, like the smell of erasers and new pencils at the beginning of the school year when you were a child; but this time was different: I didn’t want the change, didn’t want the end, and the reason was obvious: I was still in the house, still in the chair, next to David’s throne; still at the pool, with Belén, Albert and Lucía; still waiting for Ana to arrive so I could tell her about my brother-in-law’s latest false lead, still feeling the grass on the soles of my feet, still looking at the starry sky, reaching for a beer, brought by that buffoonish forty-something whom I was unable to hate. 

The elevator conversations with the newcomers, that uncomfortable “small talk,” made me drift away and begin to crave a message from Ana much more than an anecdote from any of my former colleagues. I looked at my phone, saw the time, and knew that she must already be in bed, and I wondered if she had watched the video, if she was watching it, or if she wouldn’t watch it at all. 

I found myself dragged along by a mixed tide of former colleagues I was close with and those I wasn’t, and we ended up in an area scattered with sofas and armchairs, about three meters from the bar, on one side of the elongated room, in such a way that we could see people passing by, from the entrance to the back and from the back to the entrance, as if it were a fashion show.

I looked at my glass, already half empty, which had to be added to quite a bit of wine from dinner, and I knew that, early as it was, I should soon decide whether to go all in or start pumping the brakes. And it was then that along that false catwalk, that corridor that formed between the sofas and the bar, a girl and her friends appeared. They weren’t just a group of girls, but rather one girl and the others; because she was different, striking, graceful; with tight jeans that formed a medium-sized butt with an impeccable curve, and a flowery, patterned, vibrant shirt, well tucked into her pants: a shirt that on someone else would be an objectionable excess, but that on her was the cherry on top. But the most striking thing about her, and in fact it had startled me in an initial moment of doubt, was that she looked very much like Belén.

I looked around, and my former colleagues, seated, were missing no detail. And I didn’t hold back from observing that tanned complexion, that rolled-up shirt, that butt that exuded extreme firmness; and above all I focused on her dark hair, also brushing her shoulders, like Belén’s, and on her controlled slenderness, similar to my sister-in-law’s.

We looked at each other. Young and not so young. Newcomers and former colleagues. Bosses and not-quite-bosses. And words were unnecessary. And I’ve never felt comfortable in that context, though often unavoidable, of the vigilant male pack, but, upon hearing a friend’s comment in my ear, I couldn’t avoid telling him that she was the spitting image of my sister-in-law.

“Well, what a family...” he whispered to me then, and I realized that he had met her a few times when I was with Ana, and I also realized that I probably wouldn’t have made that indiscretion a couple of hours earlier.

“Yes, younger, but yes...” I was thinking aloud at the precise moment when she turned around and scanned in our direction, but didn’t look at anyone in particular, knowing full well what she was stirring up.

And it was strange, but at that moment I felt uncomfortable, she made me feel uncomfortable, because of what she represented, what she evoked, and I felt out of place, as if I no longer belonged to that life. And I knew it was absurd and that she wasn’t to blame for awakening that feeling, but I ended up standing and heading to the restrooms.

I made my way through the crowd: the smells, the colognes, the trampling, the shoving... everything exhausted me. And finally I reached the bathrooms, and once there, while urinating, I checked my phone and was surprised to see that Ana had just written to me... telling me she was going to bed.

I had no time to waste. There was no point in beating around the bush. I knew I had to ask her immediately. And, as I typed, I felt a positive hunch, because I knew that her sexuality, her need, had to come out, had to emerge; I knew the video excited her and I knew our trust was at its maximum.

“Have you watched the video?” I wrote to her.

And I flushed the toilet, turned around, washed my hands, tense, because I needed that correspondence, needed that connection at that moment, that shared fantasy, and I looked back at my phone, and saw that she had answered, simply telling me no, and that she wouldn’t, that she would sleep.

I felt an enormous frustration, as I had thought that we truly deserved at least that game after our last three weeks. And I left there, annoyed and disappointed, and ran straight into the girl with the floral shirt, Belén’s double. There, standing, in the common landing from which both restrooms branched off. And she looked at me. And I stopped. And she drank from her glass. And she wasn’t holding back. And I was immediately assaulted by times past, times when flirting, maneuvering, seducing and being seduced were such common practices that they didn’t awaken the slightest nervousness in me.

“Friends or company dinner?” she suddenly asked me, and her interference surprised me. Although perhaps the fact that I had stopped had been signal enough. And everything was happening very quickly, too quickly. And I could pretend I hadn’t heard her, since the music was pounding hard, but her voice had come out clean and clear, with a more youthful timbre than Belén’s.

“More like a company dinner,” I replied, and I felt obliged to ask her something too, and she answered me, and we began to talk, about her work, about mine, and with each gesture, each time she drank, each time she looked, each time she adjusted her shirt or crossed her arms, I was surprised by her similarity to Belén. Although, within a couple of minutes, I could already confirm that her name was Celia and that she was easily eight or ten years younger than my sister-in-law.

The introductory kisses were chaste, but they could have been more, and when I saw that she had completely forgotten that her purpose was to access the restroom, I became aware that the curious formality had given way to flirtation.

Her way of looking. Her way of listening. Not shying away from whispers, or repetition. The ventilation of her neck. The fidgeting with her hair. The personal smile, direct, not automatic. It had been a long time, but I hadn’t forgotten anything. And then I cut it off.

I cut everything off abruptly. And she hadn’t done anything, she didn’t deserve my rudeness, but I couldn’t do it any other way, and I told her there was no longer a line for her restroom; and she, who could have told me she didn’t care, chose to take the blow, very surprised by the snub, probably from lack of experience with rejection.

Her “okay, okay” conveyed disdain, and she wanted to punish me with the view of her ass, tight and discreetly sexual, under her pants, walking away, marking left cheek and right cheek with each step. And I then returned to the men’s bathroom, with the feeling of fleeing, but not really knowing from what.

I looked at myself in the mirror, washed my face. I looked at my hands. I wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. I did have one, but I didn’t wear it. I never wore it. That didn’t have to be relevant either. I checked my phone and Ana hadn’t written anything else. I hesitated. And I urinated again. Without need. And I wrote to Ana, wishing her good night and telling her I loved her.

I spent a good while staring at the screen, locked in that cubicle that could smell a lot better.

The music was thundering outside. And Ana wasn’t answering, and it seemed quite obvious that she wouldn’t.

I abandoned that claustrophobic refuge, and was about to leave the bathroom when I found myself by the sink with one of my dinner companions, who was grumbling about the type of music and the number of people. And I wanted to escape with him, and we talked about how we were obviously out of place, that our time had been different, that our fifty best nights had already passed, but I found it hard to abstract myself from my unanswered message, from the unwatched video and from Belén’s double.

My drink was running out and I went out with my friend into the open field. Soon I had to make the decision to leave or stay. And when I looked toward the bar, as if the fact that it was full or clear could decide for me, I saw that it was not only full, but occupied by Celia, her friends, and people from my old company.

I observed how the groups had merged, and immediately afterward I reproached myself for caring, not about the merging of groups, but that she was being approached precisely by a guy who had never appealed to me; a dark-haired guy, not too tall and broad-shouldered, who had arrived by recommendation before I left, and who by recommendation had continued climbing, skipping steps two by two, very much against my opinions and those of others who had later been at my level.

And it was absurd. And I chastised myself for my unfounded need to be vigilant. The fact was that I didn’t want anything, at all, with that girl, but I also didn’t want her to end the night with that privileged kid from a good family.

My bathroom and dinner companion caught my attention and incorporated me into a small group, closer to the dance floor, if it could be called that; and I turned my back on that flirtation between the shirt girl and the broad-shouldered guy with connections; a totally legal and licit flirtation, but one that made me tense and that I repudiated.

And one song. And I didn’t turn around to check if there was progress or rejection. And another song. And another. And my drink finished. And my phone in my hand. And Ana wasn’t responding. She was probably already asleep. And another song. And I couldn’t contain myself anymore. And I tensed up. My heart was pounding hard. And I turned around. And they were kissing, by the bar, both standing. They were kissing with a strange sweetness, as if with a kind of triumphant calm. As if they both knew there was no rush, that the night was already theirs. And then that kiss was cut short. And she looked at me.

Her expression wasn’t clear: reproach, revenge, seriousness, or simply nothing. And then she received a kiss on the cheek. And, conquered or conqueror, she let herself be carried away again; and she was kissing that guy on the mouth again. She was giving her tongue again to that guy who, even in this context, managed to climb to high places by shortening timeframes.

I checked my phone again: nothing from Ana. Meanwhile, Belén’s double was allowing herself not only to be kissed but also to have that impeccable ass touched. And the guy’s hand was also caressing her waist, and surely was already tempted to try feeling the softness of one of her breasts, over the patterned shirt. And that girl’s dense medium-length hair reminded me of Belén more than ever. And I checked my phone again, and I opened that conversation with Belén, and read that last sentence from my sister-in-law, that “I want you to tell me how David fucked Ana,” and I took a breath, and saw she was online... and I needed my sexual tension to come out through any channel, whichever it might be; and I didn’t blame her, but I felt that my wife had already cut off several outlets for me, and I knew it was a mistake... but I couldn’t contain myself.

And I wrote to Belén:

“Fine. What do you want me to tell you?”


CHAPTER 21

In another context, the regret would have been absolute. I would have punished myself for weakening in that cold war I was waging with Belén. However, everything lost its gravity in that volatile limbo of mixed alcohol and night.

What was happening at the bar, even though the kisses were still contained for the moment, gave off a magnetism that was hard for me to bear. So I would look away, thinking that beautiful women used to simply let themselves be desired, opting for a more passive attitude. It was evident that not only had the music changed during my years of absence.

I checked my phone and saw that Belén hadn’t responded to my message, which relieved me to some extent, as part of me knew I shouldn’t confuse desire with convenience. And I felt more frustration at not being able to scrutinize and calmly monitor what was developing between Celia and the guy, and it was obvious that if it were up to me, I would observe the unfolding of events between them, but I didn’t want to arouse suspicions of being a sick voyeur among my colleagues.

With all those open fronts, with all those unfinished propositions: Ana’s non-response, her not watching the video, Belén’s non-response, and the impossibility of surveillance on her double, I became convinced that I should leave.

One last look at the couple made me remember times past: the sweetness of success, the boost to self-esteem, the adrenaline of new touch, of new smells, the temporary complicity of giving the night to another person. And it also revealed to me that they wouldn’t stay there much longer, that the proposal of home or hotel was imminent. And I knew this because I saw her catch his lower lip between her teeth, and because I saw him fondling one of her breasts over her flowered shirt without protest from her. But, above all, because I saw a look from Belén’s double, while they paused to drink, that emanated not only desire but a kind of implicit certainty, loading him with responsibility; it wasn’t a look of doubt, it was an optimistic visualization, as if she were sure she had chosen well. And I verbalized her thoughts, putting words to that look, emerging in me, with her voice, which I still remembered, a: “I’m sure this one is going to fuck me well.”

I left my empty glass at the bar, far from them, while wondering how it was possible that she knew that, that she had that certainty. And I thought that perhaps it was instinct, or perhaps it was his skill. And I felt frustrated again by my unfinished paths. And I also thought that the obvious thing was still that there was no point in staying there, so I began to walk toward the exit, without saying goodbye to anyone, or observing anything else... but at that moment my pants vibrated, and I immediately checked and saw that Belén had decided that her masquerade of playing hard to get couldn’t be prolonged any further.

“Oh, what’s this change?” I read on my screen, and understood that my sister-in-law wanted to revel in my U-turn regarding my attitude about her request.

She didn’t deserve it, didn’t deserve any explanation, but I still told her that I was out with some friends, and asked her where she was, ignoring the reason for my interaction and without answering her question.

“Well, I’m home alone,” she wrote.

“Really? And David? With Marta?” I provoked maliciously, returning to the bar, next to my empty glass, but with no intention of writing too much, always on the verge of leaving.

Faced with my triple question, she responded with an ellipsis, letting me understand, without apparent concern, that my suspicions were correct.

I then asked her if she knew where, if they were making use of the summer house or if they had a more discreet love nest.

“I don’t know,” she answered.

I didn’t know what else to say to her. Agreeing to her request to tell her about Ana and David seemed outrageous. From my position, I couldn’t see Celia and the guy, if they were still there. Everything was pushing me to leave again, when my phone vibrated once more, and I read:

“And why did you think of me?”

I hesitated again. I scanned the horizon to see if I could spot the couple, but had no luck, and then, almost as if it were a telegram, I typed.

“Because there’s a girl here in a pub who reminded me of you. She looks like you. And I talked to her earlier. But now she’s making out with someone else.”

And she responded immediately. And the heat and music were overwhelming me. And none of my friends came to catch me, which I appreciated.

“Really? If I were that girl I definitely would have chosen you,” she wrote, always with that game, always with me not knowing if there was any truth in her words.

“You don’t say...” I responded skeptically, and saw instantly that she intended to send me a voice note, and I doubted it would be possible to hear it there, so that was the definitive push to leave the pub.

I finally moved away from my empty glass, which no one was collecting, and began to navigate around the people crowding together, and then headed down that corridor, which was a groove that divided the bar area from the sofas; and then, as I advanced, I saw out of the corner of my eye that patterned blur, the flowery color, on some sofa, but I didn’t want to look, and I checked my phone as I walked, and saw that Belén’s audio was ready to be heard, and, without much faith in being able to understand it due to the noise, I activated it and brought the phone to my ear.

I didn’t understand everything. Some words escaped me. But I heard enough to know that I wasn’t expecting that. I wasn’t prepared for those words, for that imagination. I hadn’t seen coming that fantasy in which Celia chose me, and Celia was Belén. Her terminology evoked a crudeness that was hardly feminine. Her phrasing avoided euphemisms and beating around the bush. She placed us in the pub bathrooms, and there we settled scores. And I avoided the crowd, phone in hand, while phrases like “I know you want me, I wish you would fuck me like those two are going to fuck” or “if I were her I would suck you off in the bathrooms and swallow it all” or “I’ve been thinking about your cock since I saw you jerking off to the video of David and Marta” bounced around in my body.

My heart rate had skyrocketed. Each shameless word had been like a hammer blow to my chest. I reached the door. I swallowed hard. I turned around. I moved to one side so the flow of people wouldn’t push me out of the venue. I was tense. I imagined myself with Belén for a moment, a Belén who was curiously a kind of mixture between her and the girl in the flowery shirt, and I felt guilty.

And my phone vibrated again, and I read on my screen:

“What is she doing now, the one who looks like me?”

And I raised my gaze, and directed it toward the sofas, and searched for the bright colors of the girl’s shirt, and I saw her, sitting next to the lucky guy whom I detested. And I swallowed hard again. And I saw how they were kissing; their heads tilted, he pulled her in to kiss her, holding her neck; she was undoubtedly rubbing his crotch, over his dark pants, without restraint, caressing his thigh, but making fleeting explorations, higher up, surely brushing against his cock, two, three times, playing at killing him, until he finally broke off the kiss, and whispered something in her ear.

And again my phone vibrating, making me feel observed and pressured from a distance.

“Come on, tell me,” I read from a persistent Belén who was acting as if she hadn’t sent that audio, as she wasn’t asking for my reaction to the outrageous things she had suggested in her voice note.

“They’re on a sofa. Feeling each other up,” I replied.

“Well, well,” she wrote.

“What an imagination you have,” I typed, being the one unable to ignore those phrases that continued to pound in my head.

“Yeah. Well. What else are they doing?” she insisted, at the precise moment when the couple stood up, and readjusted their clothes, hot, flushed, and I again saw that perfect ass, forcefully straining against her pants; and the guy, more awkward, could hardly believe not only what he had already enjoyed, but everything he still had left to enjoy.

“You seem very interested,” I replied.

“Well, I’ve already opened a bottle of wine,” I read on my screen.

“Well... they’re going to the... bathroom,” I typed, certainly tense, and it was true that they were heading in that direction, him clearing a path through the crowd, and her behind him.

“Together?” Belén asked.

“Yes.”

“They’re going to fuck. Go see what you can catch,” Belén instigated, pressuring me.

“I don’t think they’ll fuck there, and even if they do, I’ll pass...” I responded, denying the possibility, despite it being plausible, and denying to myself an arousal that was overwhelming me to the point of leaving me breathless.

“You know they’re going to fuck. Go and tell me about it. Don’t be a coward,” my sister-in-law challenged me then.


CHAPTER 22

I felt more comfortable with the challenging Belén than with the complicit Belén. But that wasn't enough to make me fall into the trap. No, I wouldn't follow that couple to see if they would finish in the bathrooms what they had started at the bar and continued on the sofas. It was exciting, obviously; my pulse raced at the thought of seeing them enter the same cubicle together, but I wouldn't risk it; my desire surged imagining that beauty being attacked, overwhelmed and even penetrated in one of those filthy cubicles, but my excitement shouldn't betray me and make me commit more mistakes; a guilty pain assaulted me imagining that boy, whom I detested, sinking his fingers or his member into the sex of that fascinating and stylish woman, but I knew I needed to go home.

I left the place knowing the three corners I needed to turn to reach the taxi stand just as well as I knew Belén’s cunning. I knew she was tricking me, like her husband, but she with more malice; and I felt at a disadvantage, aware that my mistakes could come from drunkenness and excitement.

My phone vibrated again, and I read while walking:

“What are they doing?”

I was going to respond. Then I was going to put the phone in my pocket. But what I finally did was write to Ana to tell her I was on my way home, even though I knew she wouldn't read it.

Fortunately, I didn't have to wait to get a taxi. The journey would be short, but I didn't feel like walking. Once seated and having given the address, my pants vibrated again, with more questions and insistence from Belén, and I wanted to cut her off:

“I don't care. I’m going home,” I typed as the vehicle began to move faster than I would have liked.

“Psss. You’re a coward,” she provoked me again.

It was obvious that she was bored, and who knows if upset by David’s escapades, and that I was her entertainment. And again my phone lit up.

“Do you want another audio?” I read on my screen.

“Yes,” I responded without much hesitation, since anything she offered me wouldn’t harm me. And I knew, or assumed, that she would delve deeper into her crude words, which made me wonder if apart from spite or boredom there might also be real excitement on her part. I watched on my phone as she recorded her voice, and thought that perhaps it was true, or there might be some truth, in this desire she said she felt for me, even if it had more of game and fantasy than real intention.

I was about to head down the avenue that led to my house. A traffic light stopped us. The audio came into my phone. I turned down the volume so that I would be the only one who could hear my sister-in-law’s ramblings, fantasies, or confessions. I brought the device to my ear. The car started moving. And I heard Belén’s voice:

“It’s a shame you didn’t see them, or at least hear them, or at least have more or less certainty that they went there to do something... Because since she looks like me... if they had fucked... maybe you would have felt like visiting me, since I’m alone at home. But well, I know you’re going home to Ana now. A pity, because what you said is true that we’re the only fools who haven’t enjoyed ourselves. I’ll tell you a secret: I told you I opened a bottle of wine, and that I’m relaxing at home, and it’s true, but I haven’t told you that... well, you were frustrating me a bit because you take quite a while to answer, and it excited me every time you delayed, thinking that you were going to follow me... and that in the end you were going to write something intense. But the secret really is that... I’m horny and I’m on my sofa, naked, well, not naked, in panties, although I haven’t touched myself, despite having considered masturbating thinking about things while you’re there. I haven’t touched myself, and this really is the secret once and for all, because afterward I want to check how wet you’ve made me. I want to keep imagining, calmly, that you actually come and fuck me, keep imagining that you come in here and, without talking, without saying anything to each other, you take out your cock and put it in my mouth. I can feel my panties getting wet just imagining it. And then imagine that you put it in my pussy, all the way in, right here. That you fuck me savagely right here. I wish you would. They really deserve it. And so do we. Anyway, that’s it, I’m horny and I’ll be even more so when I finally take off my panties and see how wet they’ve gotten because of you.”

I paid the taxi driver and my body was trembling. I got out of the car and stood in front of my building entrance, still reeling from the impact of Belén’s words. They had been whispers, somewhat strange, as if externalizing a guilty shyness. Perhaps there was some overacting, it wasn’t easy to tell. About her proposal, I interpreted it more as a fantasy to get excited than as a real proposition.

Before going up to my apartment I was going to listen to all that again, as it shocked me, but at the same time comforted and stimulated me in a peculiar way, when I read on the screen:

“Your turn.”

“My turn for what,” I answered.

“To tell me something about how David fucked Ana.”

I immediately became suspicious. My excitement was evident, in fact my member was bulging in my crotch, but I understood that she had been seeking a quid pro quo since the first audio.  

I hesitated, and then I responded:

“I’m convinced you already know.”

“Come on. You tell me. An audio from you. It’s only fair,” she insisted.

I took a breath. I thought that essentially it wasn’t relevant. I would tell her what she already knew and go up to my apartment.

I then figured that all of this was harmless, and it frustrated me that my arousal couldn't be satisfied, at least not with my wife, and it seemed too sad to masturbate in the bathroom, hidden, in my own home.

—Just one thing before —Belén wrote.

—What?

—Call him “your husband.”

I looked away from the phone. I didn’t know what I was doing there, almost at two in the morning, on the sidewalk, in front of my building entrance, texting with Belén.

—Come on, is that too much to ask? —she insisted, over and over.

—Fine —I answered.

I filled my lungs, looked around: the solitude of the street and the silence was complete. I recalled what had happened that night between David and Ana. A flood of images began to pile up, overlapping. I pressed the button to send my voice. I trembled a bit. I scratched my face. I cleared my throat... and began. Tepid at first, hesitant, but little by little I forgot I was telling it to her, and simply felt that I was thinking, remembering aloud. Therefore, I didn’t focus on a confession that might excite her, but one that would excite me. I also didn’t know what Belén found morbidly fascinating about it, what exactly her flaw was, so I focused on mine. And I focused on describing Ana, sitting on the sofa at home, under the bluish half-light, with her legs open, and “your husband” on his knees, in front of her, aiming... with his hard cock... and then putting it into her pussy. I emphasized describing my wife’s face of panic and yet desire, at the moment when she felt “your husband’s” cock entering her wet and open pussy. I confessed to her that Ana was bathed by me, that semen was falling from her chin and running down her breasts, falling toward her open shirt and onto the sofa, at the moment when “your husband” penetrated her. I described how “your husband’s” cock had entered my wife’s pussy with astonishing ease. I told her that Ana wanted him to fuck her more, but that “your husband” withdrew, triumphant, telling her that he had already put it in her, that he had already fucked her. I told her about her sister’s expression, frustrated, upon realizing that “your husband” was leaving, and that he wasn’t satisfying her, that he wasn’t fucking her the way she wanted.

I got excited. I got extremely excited while narrating. And I remembered what I had experienced. And I forgot about the girl in the floral shirt, and the guy with the broad shoulders, and even Belén. I felt they were mere opening acts, like banal entertainment; beginners and novices compared to the real morbid fascination.

—More —I then read on my phone, and I became aware that I had sent it, and that Belén had already listened to it.

—Does it turn you on? —I asked.

—Come on. Continue. One more —she insisted, without answering me, and I had the absolute certainty that she knew everything, that David had told her, so she knew, and was demanding that I tell her the second part: what had happened once David had returned from the kitchen.

I repeated the logistics again: clearing my throat, the storm of images, looking around, taking in air... and I pressed the button on the phone... and began to speak... and I told her that Ana, flushed and upset, and standing next to me, turned around so I could penetrate her, to finish what “your husband” had started. I told her that I couldn’t, since I had just come, finished on her, but that even so her sister had insisted that I satisfy her, even if I had to put it in somewhat soft. I told her about our inability and Ana’s anger. And I told her about the arrival of “your husband” who, seeing our incompetence, had deigned to replace me. I told her that Ana trembled upon knowing that finally “your husband” was going to fuck her all the way. I told her that her husband knelt down and ate the pussy of an Ana who, standing, almost fell forward from pleasure. And I was getting hard while narrating. And I forgot who I was telling it to, except when I remembered that I had to say “your husband.” And I didn’t feel guilty, since she already knew everything, when I confessed how “your husband” had fucked my wife on the sofa. How he had thrust into her. How his cock had gone in and out of her pussy, incessantly, killing her with pleasure. How he had drawn an orgasm from her. How her sister had felt both guilt and gratitude for trembling and going crazy that way, for moaning that way... for coming that way...

I moved the phone away from my mouth. I let out air. I exhaled almost with a roar. I convinced myself again that it was irrelevant, that Belén knew everything. I assumed that David would have told her about each feat, each conquest, from his fuck with Ana, as well as what he did with Marta. Suddenly I didn’t believe in that fracture between Belén and David. I felt they were one. That they both knew everything.

And then I imagined Belén listening to that, that narration about her husband and her sister, almost completely naked, on her sofa, getting excited by my description... and then I got excited too. And I believed that thing about her panties, because it fit with her self-control, with that measured morbid fascination of hers; I truly believed that she would check her wetness at the end and only at the end of our strange conversation. And I imagined her peeling her panties away from her pussy, and overwhelmed upon verifying her wetness... and I felt how a drop emerged from my member and wet my underwear; a drop that accumulated with others that had been moistening, drop by drop, stimulus by stimulus, my underwear throughout that night.

“Would you like my husband... to fuck her again?” I read on my screen suddenly, realizing once more that I had been lost in thought, and that during my absence she had listened to everything.

I remained thoughtful for a moment.

“Answer me with a little fantasy. To be honest, I already knew all this,” Belén wrote, while I hesitated.

And I was going to write back, indeed fantasizing, but out of laziness, I activated the button to send her another voice note instead. I took a breath, released it, imagined it, and let it out:

“I would love for YOUR HUSBAND to fuck my wife again. It’s the most arousing thing I’ve experienced in my life. Sometimes, when I get home and know Ana is there, I imagine what it would be like to see YOUR HUSBAND putting it in her mouth. Coming home and seeing Ana, kneeling, sucking his cock, at the foot of our bed. I wish she would look at me while she sucks it. And then seeing YOUR HUSBAND fucking her again, but this time in our bed. And fucking her roughly, too. Obviously without affection, like they are with each other. To be honest, I imagine that YOUR HUSBAND fucks her with anger, and that she accepts it, as part of the game. And when I’m really horny... I get hard thinking about him putting it in her ass. Walking into the house and seeing Ana on all fours and David, YOUR HUSBAND, making her come over and over. I wish he would fuck her again as soon as possible. I need to convince her. I know she loved how he fucked her. And the ass thing... I would have an incredible time masturbating, taking my time, watching him fuck her in the ass... watching YOUR HUSBAND fuck my wife in the ass, in our bed.”

As soon as I sent it, I felt a terribly unpleasant impact. A sudden and harsh guilt. I felt it hadn’t been me. In fact, I had never imagined that, and I didn’t agree with wanting it at all. The alcohol, the arousal... my three weeks without sex... everything had overwhelmed me. And I came to regret having sent her that.

I cleared my throat and grumbled, annoyed with myself. And I looked at my crotch and blamed myself for that erection. I exhaled, wanting to move on, grabbed my keys and entered the building.

“Oof... That’s so good...” Belén wrote to me, while I was waiting for the elevator.

The other part of me, the light one, the carefree one, the aroused one, imagined my sister-in-law now completely unable to contain herself as she listened to my voice... I imagined Belén, tugging at her panties, and sliding her fingers down to satisfy her sex, while listening to my real confession and my false fantasies, and I got excited again.

And as the elevator went up, I was tempted to ask her about the effects of my narration, but I restrained myself. I was two people in one, and I switched from one to the other every few seconds.

I entered my apartment. And I was overwhelmed by the silence, by the darkness, and by the unchanging atmosphere that contrasted with everything I had experienced that night.

And then the remorse again. I checked my phone. She wasn’t writing anymore. I suspected, but didn’t want to dwell on the fact that she had probably used me. And I even came to mutter a drunken and fed-up: “ah, screw her,” thinking it had been nothing more than a harmless game.

I walked down the hallway and then saw light coming from under my bedroom door. I was surprised. I moved silently. My parents would be in the adjacent room, and beyond that, our son. I didn’t want to wake anyone; I thought perhaps Ana was nodding off with the light on.

I pushed the door open. And I saw her. And I was even more surprised. My wife, in bed, reclining, set aside a book, and looked at me. She looked at me with a clear gaze, with wide eyes, very much awake. She was wearing something that was more of a negligee than a nightgown, bluish, satiny, which I hadn’t seen in a long time.

“Come... Close the door,” she whispered.

“You’re still awake?” I asked, and turned to close it.

“Shh... Don’t make noise. Come on, come here,” she asked sweetly and in a low voice.

And when I turned back, I saw her reaching for my laptop, which was on the bed next to her book; and I saw how she sat up, straightening a bit, leaning back against the headboard, and how she lifted the lid of my laptop.

And then my phone lit up. And I discreetly read a “good night” from Belén.

Meanwhile, Ana, shy, restrained, tucked her hair behind her ears, and searched on my computer for the obvious, showing me that she needed it too, and giving me the surprise of waiting up for me to watch the video.

And then I turned off my phone... and felt terribly bad.


CHAPTER 23

Ana caught me so completely by surprise that I struggled to react. Coming in with a combination of excitement and a backpack of guilt, I found myself face-to-face with an unexpected proposition.

Everything was multiplying: on one hand, the guilt from her understanding was compounded by guilt over what I’d experienced with Belén; and on the other, the excitement from that bluish nightgown, whose breasts were covered only by lace in two vaporous supports, leaving little to the imagination, added to what I was already feeling from everything I’d experienced that night.

She was searching through the computer, and I knew she would find the video right away, so there wasn’t much to talk about or time to waste. And I felt there was a strange shame and timidity in the air, both from the situation itself and the absolute necessity to be silent.

Standing beside the bed, I removed my clothes and felt self-conscious about her noticing the dampness of my underwear, and then I looked at her, and again guilt for my messages and voice notes with Belén, and again excitement for those breasts that spilled to the sides, overflowing that nightgown with a mixture of excess and resignation.

I stood completely naked and saw out of the corner of my eye how Ana left the bed, leaving the laptop on the bedspread. Then she turned it toward me, switched off the bedside lamp, leaving us illuminated only by the light coming from the computer, and came to meet me. Both of us standing, in half-light, facing that screen. I wasn’t surprised by her search for darkness, since after all it relieved the pressure, but I was surprised that she chose for us to watch while standing, instead of lying on the bed.

“Are you going to play it with sound?” I whispered.

“No, of course not,” she responded, beside me, restless, readjusting her hair, knowing that on the other side of the adjoining wall slept none other than my parents.

I looked down then and saw that my member was almost pointing forward, and that on the tip rested a transparent, viscous film, consequence of the night I’d had, which made me fear again that she might suspect this hadn’t just appeared suddenly, but came from previous activities; so I wanted to kill two birds with one stone: on one hand, kiss her, excite us both before starting the video, to blend previous excitement with present excitement, and on the other hand, enjoy the kiss, feeling her and touching her.

I attacked from one side and she turned, allowing herself to be led. In silence I brought one of my hands to her waist, and kissed her neck; with my other hand I felt her lingerie at the height of one breast, and then kissed her cheek; but, when I tried to reach her lips, she whispered a “shh, wait…” and moved slightly away, then leaned toward the computer with the intention of starting the video without further delay.

I could still feel the touch of her neck on my lips, her waist covered by the nightgown in one of my hands, her soft breast in the other, and the smell of her hair on me, when she returned and positioned herself beside me again: both standing, me naked and her imposing in that outfit, both with racing pulses, both facing that screen from which mute but brutally powerful images were about to emerge.

There was no need to wait any longer, and I felt, when it started, that the impact was almost as powerful as the first time. Despite there being no sound and despite remembering it perfectly.

And there was like a pact between us that consisted of not touching during the first viewing. Those three segments made us immediately tremble. We pretended, timidly, and I was betrayed by my cock rising, and she was betrayed by her touching of her hair. The three segments: Marta spreading herself and then being fucked on all fours on the bed, on our bed, dressed in Ana’s clothes. Marta riding him, being filmed from below by David. And then her with the thong over her eyes, Ana’s beige thong… and David violating her mouth… and then him ejaculating on her breasts. And the sounds were missing, the phrases: Marta’s, or Ana’s, “don’t mess me up, pig”; Marta’s “GIVE IT TO ME, David María!!”, imitating Ana; David’s “Suck my cock… Anita!” for Marta, or for Ana, but I knew the exact moment when they were pronounced.

And as soon as the video restarted, I felt an iron-like touch on my member: my wife was grabbing my cock with determination, with a firmness that contrasted with the weakness of the rest of her body. She reached for my body, for my cock, while watching her sister, with her pants lowered to her ankles, wearing her shirt and jacket, being penetrated by her brother-in-law. And she jerked me off while her sister rode David, and sometimes you could see her face and sometimes not, and I was about to touch Ana’s sex, to masturbate each other while we watched, when she whispered to me, in a very strange way:

“Do you like it? Is she pretty?”

“Well… Ana… She’s just like you…” I responded, also feeling weird, almost in a gasp, and she astutely interpreted my excitement, and stopped the handjob; and what she did next was to rub the liquid that was coming from me all over the surface of the glans, with her thumb, making me shudder.

I, in her hands, trembled from that finger that was killing me, while David put his cock in the mouth of a girl, my sister-in-law, who could be Ana, and I couldn’t believe I felt so much arousal. And Ana restarted the handjob while Marta received David’s cock, and I couldn’t believe that man had also been inside my wife.

And I couldn’t take it anymore, so I finally brought my hands to Ana, and tried to caress her sex, and she then outlined a “over them…”, indicating that I should caress her only over her panties, which made me suspect and even fear that she had watched the video several times while waiting for me… so she didn’t want her wetness, her guilty enlargement and wateriness, to be discovered.

My hand went there, indeed without removing the garment, and I still felt an impressive wetness, and she trembled when I touched those soaked panties. But I didn't say anything, I simply slid two of my fingers over the silk while she jerked me off and while her brother-in-law ejaculated again on her sister. And I couldn’t take it anymore. And she couldn’t take it anymore, we were panting, silent... swallowing saliva, repositioning our feet on the wooden floor, and trembling in involuntary spasms, but we weren’t looking at each other, because the desire that time wasn’t in us; and we were looking at the screen. And if she was imagining or fantasizing that David was fucking her, I couldn’t know, nor was I going to judge her for it. And if she suspected that I was imagining that he was fucking her again, or if she thought I was simply excited seeing her sister like that, I couldn’t know either, nor was she going to ask me about it.

What I was planning was to explode, in whatever way possible. In silence, but in whatever way possible. Because this was unsustainable. She could read in me that I couldn’t take it anymore, and then she would stop jerking me off and rub again with her finger all over the head, spreading fluid. I could read in her that she couldn’t take it anymore, as her legs were trembling and her pussy was getting wetter and more swollen, almost overflowing her panties, and then I would leave her for a moment, so she could catch her breath. So, while Marta was riding David, wearing Ana’s blue shirt, clearly stained by me, I was thinking about suggesting that she make me finish, and I was thinking about suggesting that I make her finish... when suddenly a door opened, the door of the adjacent room, and we got scared, we were shocked, and we froze, hieratic... And my fingers on her panties remained... and her hand gripping my cock didn’t move... but David and Marta kept moving, oblivious to everything, just as feet were also moving... down the hallway.

“You-have-got-to-be-kid-ding-me...” Ana whispered, emphasizing each syllable.

And I remained silent, listening as, undoubtedly my father, entered the bathroom.

And she let go of me. And I removed my fingers from those panties abused by her voluminous and wet sex. And David kept fucking Marta, calling out to us.

And then I thought Ana would give up, and she went to the laptop, and I thought she would stop the video, but what she did was move the computer away, and then she took off her panties, and got on the bed; she positioned herself on all fours, pulled up the lower part of her nightgown, offering me her ass, and her pussy... and I looked at the door, and sighed, and grabbed my cock... and on the bed that screen where Marta was waiting for David... and in flesh and blood Ana waiting for me... and I heard the toilet cistern releasing water.

And I got on the bed, because it was impossible for my father to come in... without knocking... without warning... And, on my knees, I positioned myself behind her, and looked, in the dim light, at what she was offering me, and I sighed. And seeing her pussy, protruding, blooming, with its swollen, shining lips, I whispered:

“Fuck, Ana...”

And then someone knocked on the door.

I jumped off the bed. Ana remained still, with her pussy exposed.

“Sergio...?” I heard on the other side of the door.

I cleared my throat and approached, with an erection, frightened.

“What!” I said.

“You just got home, right? Are you setting the alarm? What time are we going to the property tomorrow?”

I swallowed. Ana was composing herself and stopping the video.

“I don’t know, Dad! Go to bed. We’ll see,” I answered loudly, in disbelief.

And I heard how his footsteps hit the parquet floor, moving away... and Ana, illuminated by the light coming from her sister, who was offering for the umpteenth time the vision of her eyes covered by her beige thong so many times defiled, whispered to me, serious, categorical, intimidating:

“Friday... Friday afternoon we’re going to the house... and you’re going to fuck me... we’ll put the video on full volume... and you’re going to fuck me.”

And I looked at her face, her appearance, her femininity... her swollen breasts... her desperate pussy... and above all her gaze... and it impacted me... And my pulse raced feeling those eyes, that gaze on me. A look, a gesture, a body language of not being able to tolerate it anymore, of not being able to bear it any longer without extinguishing that unbearable heat.


CHAPTER 24

Monday, September 20th.

10:42 in the morning.

I was working in my architecture studio, quite focused, when the phone began to ring. I picked up, chatted for a while with a client about a project for a friend of a friend, and then leaned back in my chair. I looked at the ceiling. It had essentially been a typical call, but it had managed to distract me from the permits and deadlines I was reviewing.

I looked around: I loved my studio, I wasn’t alone, people came and went, but even so, sometimes I missed working for a larger company; perhaps that was why I still attended those events with my former colleagues, even more than to maintain professional contacts.

I mentally reviewed the dinner, and then the night. I thought about my ex-colleagues, whom I had seen as always, and remembered that unpleasant guy who had succeeded with the girl in the floral shirt.

I looked at the clock, confirmed it would be coffee time at my old job, and remembered that office, the open, glass-walled offices. I imagined that cretin, short, broad-shouldered, walking around there, making himself visible, flaunting his victory. I visualized the gossip. His show on the pub sofas had been anything but discreet, probably on purpose. What good is it if nobody sees? Success is futile if it doesn’t bring notoriety.

The girl in the floral shirt. Belén’s double. More style, impossible. However, her attitude still seemed strange to me, “so easy,” had courtship become a thing of the past? Wasn’t the best part being lost then? I remembered that in my youth conquests I had enjoyed the journey more than the destination; I had enjoyed the process more, those moments when while listening to the girl in question, a part of me processed in parallel that things were going well, that she was sending me signals, that if she was alone with me it was for a reason, more than the moment itself, the kiss itself, the end itself.

The girl in the floral shirt. Belén’s double. Belén. I thought about how everything surrounding that woman was an absolute mystery. That I had never known a more indecipherable person in my life. Everything was hunches. Suspicions. That Monday I didn’t believe she wanted anything from me, I didn’t believe she was looking for anything physical. I also didn’t believe her disenchantment with David. They were perfect for each other. But the day before I had thought the opposite: that she had indeed cast the bait and that, had I taken it, she wouldn’t have denied me anything; and, regarding her husband, I had truly believed that she couldn’t stand that impossible man anymore.

Tuesday, September 21st.

6:40 in the evening.

The fresh air. The sound of the ball. The coach’s shouts. Watching my son’s team practice took me back to my own childhood. It was like positive nostalgia, as all nostalgia is until one goes overboard and achieves the opposite effect.

Next to me, watching her son, in silence, was a woman somewhat older than me. Very little, perhaps two or three years. And I was struck by how she always looked at her son: her eyes fixed on him, regardless of where the ball was, regardless of where the play was happening. It impacted me. I thought there couldn’t be a purer love than that. My interaction with her was of the briefest kind: hello when we met, goodbye when we left. But she knew that Ana never came to the practices and I knew she was divorced. I also knew, and I knew it by the way she looked, that she had not the slightest intention of filling her voids with any lover.

The small game was ending, a ten-minute gift the coach gave them if they had won the weekend match; and the woman said goodbye to me, as her son was one of those who didn’t shower at the facilities. She left lightly, competent, satisfied with herself, as if projecting that she needed nothing and no one. And I wondered how long that woman had gone without having relations, and how it was possible that she didn’t care.

“Who knows...” I whispered to myself, knowing that behind closed doors we all have our own world, our parallel life. And I made a face and shook my head slightly thinking that she surely couldn’t imagine that the woman who did go to the games, the brunette, Javi’s mother, had fucked her brother-in-law a month ago, with the oaf who also attended the practices, and her husband, present and consenting.

I was waiting for my son, now in absolute solitude, as the rest of the parents were on the other side, when I began to think precisely about that, about Ana and David. I thought about the video we had watched on Saturday, and also a few weeks ago, and I thought about that woman in the shower, who hadn’t looked anything like Ana. And I became tense, and increasingly more nervous as I suspected that it hadn’t been normal, that the logical attitude should have been one of shame, of embarrassment, the attitude of not wanting to know anything about the house, or her brother-in-law, at least until the following summer. And then a multitude of questions assaulted me: What if David was right? What if it was true that they all wanted to repeat after everything? But the worst were the questions that more directly incriminated my wife: What if Ana wanted to repeat? What was the purpose of her question about Marta? What if Ana wanted to replace Marta in that role of regular lover?

It hurt to think about it. I didn’t quite believe it. But I knew that after all, Belén had forewarned me, with that phrase of hers, that thing about Marta being single, but that we shouldn’t complicate our lives.

I thought then that it was impossible. That it didn’t make sense. That surely the shower incident and the video had more to do with that abstinence we weren’t used to. But then I received a message on my phone, precisely from Ana, telling me she wanted to have dinner with me, that very night, “just the two of us.” And it struck me as extremely odd.

Tuesday, September 21.

8:51 PM.

The burger joint was a constant flow of people picking up takeout orders, leaving almost the entire space to the few of us dining there. I looked at Ana, who seemed more energetic than me, more jovial, more vibrant, more cheerful.

It wasn’t until we started eating that she revealed the reason she had wanted to see me alone.

She explained her plan to me, which wasn’t particularly significant in itself, but I was surprised by the urgency, especially considering that I had initially been the one pushing for us to be together and alone at the house.

“What do you think? Can you take the day off?” she finally asked and sipped her soda through the straw.

“Yes. Well. It sounds good,” I replied.

“I think it is, don’t you? We’ll leave Thursday night for there, and have dinner... The next morning I’ll go back to work. You, since you can take the day off, can show the area to that friend of yours who just bought a place there and is always asking you to show him around... and I’ll come back in the evening... And we’ll have Friday night also to ourselves, nice and quiet, and then Saturday we’ll head back.”

“Wouldn’t it make more sense to just go for the weekend? I’m also thinking about enjoying the beach.”

“The beach? In late September?” she countered.

And I didn’t think it was a bad idea. I was the first one wanting to give free rein to what I had inside as soon as possible. But it seemed suspiciously sexual. And I thought about it and surprised myself for criticizing my wife for that; but after all, her plan consisted of having sex, her returning to the city, me being left somewhat hanging, having sex again, and then going back. It excited me to imagine it, but on one hand it seemed strange and on the other I had also been looking forward to combining it with enjoying the house, the pool, and the beach, even though the temperatures weren’t those of August anymore.

“So yes or no?” she asked somewhat haughtily.

And then I got a little annoyed, distrusting her urgency, and everything I had been bottling up since the afternoon came out, basically my suspicions about her attitude toward the video and her loss of control in the shower.

It came out in the least efficient and most awkward way. It came out as me trying to present bait to see how she would react. I suggested dinner on Thursday, and seasoned it in a not-so-subtle way:

“I was thinking...”

“Tell me,” she said seriously.

“That on Thursday... we could have dinner in the village... You could even wear... the... necklace Albert gave you. I don’t know. It would be fun. And we could fantasize about Albert.”

“Fantasize about the kid?” she said, surprised and making a face.

“Yes, why not?”

“Because no. Are you kidding me? Why bring up that kid now?” she asked, getting fired up, sitting across from me.

“Oh, right, sorry. We can only fantasize about David, that’s true.”

Ana fell silent. I looked at her. I didn’t back down. And I could feel her blood boiling.

“No... No. I just don’t understand anything,” she said, shaking her head as if feeling deeply disappointed.

“Don’t overreact, Ana,” I told her, and drank from my glass.

“I’m not overreacting. And I’m telling you that you’re making me angry,” she said, almost unrecognizable, with a fiery look.

“Well, don’t get angry. It’s just fantasizing, Ana. It seems like it bothers you when I say it’s obvious you have a favori—”

“Are you seriously saying this to me?” she interrupted, raising her voice and speaking rapidly. “Look, what favorite? I don’t want David or anyone else. If I wanted just anyone... I don’t want anyone. I have no interest; if I wanted just anyone, I would have already accepted María’s offer.”

“What María? What are you talking about, Ana? Are you looking for action on your own?” I got angry too.

We remained silent for a moment. I took a bite of my burger. She turned her face away. I looked around. Nobody was looking at us. It seemed our altercation hadn’t been scandalous to outside observers.

And the silence stretched on, until I finally said:

“Look, Ana. I don’t know at what point the conversation went from fantasizing... to reality. Because I never talked about doing anything more than fantasizing.”

“Neither did I.”

“What do you mean, neither did you?” I startled again.

“Look, let’s drop it,” she said, turning her face away again.

And she drank. She sipped from her straw. And she finished her soda, and then set the glass down with disdain. Proud. Dignified. And she brushed the hair from her face, and crossed one leg over the other, and adjusted her clothes abruptly. And I found her more beautiful than ever.

Tuesday, September 21.

11:08 PM.

A touch on her waist while we paid at the counter. A knowing look in the car. A song I like playing because she searched for it. Moving closer in the elevator. A “you’re silly” as we stepped into the hallway. A “tell Javi not to mess around and go to bed.” And, already in bed, when she saw me crawling down her body, a “I hope your father doesn’t give us any more scares.”

All of that had managed to calm our bodies, making our reconciliation explicit. And there I was kissing her thighs, with obvious restraint due to the occupied bedroom next door.

“When are they leaving?” she asked, reading my mind.

“Next week,” I whispered.

Naked, between her legs, I was going after that brunette, dressed in a greenish nightgown. My member was growing just from kissing her thighs and she didn’t want to start something we couldn’t finish.

“Stop...” she protested when she felt my lips dangerously close to her panties.

And I then ignored her, and tried to remove the garment, and she facilitated the operation, offering me her sex, naked, perfect, with its trimmed hair, and I wanted to bury myself there; and my member throbbed on its own, and I began to consider the idea of trying, in silence, even if just for a moment: enter, feel, and withdraw.

“You’re such a... bastard...” she protested again, sweetly, and I raised my gaze, and saw her mouth, her moles, her face illuminated by the light emanating from the bedside lamp.

“Why?” I whispered.

“Because you’re going to leave me hanging.”

I didn’t care. I continued disobeying. And I moved my face closer to her sex, and brushed my nose against that curly hair, and inhaled, and smelled, her pussy scent, and felt how heat emanated from it, and my cock begged me, bouncing in spasms, to push further.

“I’m going to leave you hanging, because otherwise... you’d make noise.”

“Stop... Seriously,” she said then, stroking my hair. “Now that we’re holding out, let’s wait until the day after tomorrow, okay?”

And I, with her hand in my hair, sank back down there, and stuck out my tongue, and licked, right down the middle, parting her lips with my tongue, and felt a robust, rough texture, and an exaggeratedly salty, strange taste... I was opening that with my tongue, conquering that cavity that was dilating... And then, without warning, my mind betrayed me, and it hit me, and I trembled knowing, remembering, that David had been there. And I couldn’t believe that my brother-in-law’s cock had been there, had parted those lips... and had entered all the way in...

“Stop... Come on...” she protested again, caressing me, and pulling me out of my daydream.

And I complied, I moved away a little. And I looked at her. And I loved her.

And she whispered:

“Thursday... come on. Besides, I have a surprise for Thursday. You’ll see.”


CHAPTER 25

Thursday, September 23.

7:45 in the evening.

Inside the parked car, sitting in the driver’s seat, I watched from across the street as Ana left the real estate office, and I had no doubt that she must have sold no fewer than fifty houses that day.

The high-heeled sandals, the camel-colored wrap blouse, and, above all, that leather skirt, barely appropriate for work. It wasn’t common for her to dress like this. Although essentially there was no reason it should be so objectionable; I had seen similar outfits on other women, or much more suggestive ones, in professional contexts. But the truth was that on Ana it was excessive, almost unfair. For men and perhaps even more so for women.

It was obvious that her tingling sensation was similar to mine, and that’s why she needed to experience it from the morning onward. Why not anticipate the pleasure? Why not seek to heighten the excitement through details? Why not dress from the first hour feeling the touch and thinking about how those clothes would be removed or torn off?

She got in. She sat down. I started the car. Lukewarm conversations. Deep silences. There’s only one tension greater than when there’s uncertainty, and that’s when there’s certainty.

“What time did you make the reservation?” I asked, referring to the dinner we had agreed on at a restaurant in the village, almost right on the sea.

“At nine.”

“Let’s go straight there, then. Without stopping by the house,” I said after calculating how long it would take us to get there.

And more silence. And more tension. And my eyes would drift from time to time to her legs, almost as if they weren’t my wife’s. And I felt a need to touch her, to feel her, in a way I hadn’t felt for a long time.

And I knew she was in a similar situation, because she wasn’t asking about Javi, or my parents; she wasn’t asking the questions that the family Ana would ask, the mother, the everyday Ana.

“Did you talk to your friend?” she asked.

“Yes. He’s actually with some friends of his. I don’t know if he’ll need much of my help... I see he already knows the area pretty well,” I answered.

“Well. At least you’ll see each other. It’s been a while since you’ve seen each other.”

“That’s true.”

The conversation was forced. Like machinery without lubrication. And my tension was increasing. And it almost made me laugh to think that this was how it was. But it didn’t help that I felt I had a purpose, a task: I had been turning it over in my mind for forty-eight hours and I was determined to follow through. I would ask her. And I wouldn’t wait long to do it. I would ask her, adult to adult. As crazy as it might seem. And I wouldn’t wait for a moment when her answer might be influenced by excitement: neither right before, nor during; neither while watching the video, nor right before watching it. I needed her honesty. Her calm sincerity. I needed to know if she had considered, if she was weighing the possibility of repeating... with David. And I wouldn’t accept a “you’re crazy” as an answer. I needed depth, maturity. And I needed to know as soon as possible, either during the trip or, at the latest, during dinner.

She picked up her phone. I glanced at her. Her chest was visible through the blouse. The neckline was modest, but only if she didn’t move. The worst part this time was lower down, as her thighs were a tragedy for hands that needed to grip the steering wheel.

I took a breath. I sighed. I thought about my abstinence.

“Twenty-one days...” I whispered.

And I saw out of the corner of my eye how she smiled.

“Do you know the hours too?” she asked, revealing that she had understood me perfectly.

“No... but if you want, I can calculate them,” I smiled.

“No need, Pythagoras. We get the idea...” she said playfully.

And silence again. And my desire to touch her mixed with the need to ask that question. But she was the one who asked:

“Don’t you want to know what the surprise is?”

I remained thoughtful for a moment, remembering that surprise she had announced two days ago. The truth was that I had tried to guess what it might be at some point, but I had given up.

“I want to know, but I’m following your timing,” I answered.

“Right...”

“Okay. Tell me.”

“No. Guess it.”

“How am I supposed to guess? I have no idea.”

“Let’s see. Think. What was the last surprise? I’ll give you a hint: they’re... connected.”

“The last surprise? We’ve had many surprises...” I said, glancing at her briefly.

“Come on...” she insisted, forgetting her phone to focus completely on us now.

“Is it an... event, or an object?” I asked.

“Mmm... Object. Yes. A thing.”

I glanced at her again, her breasts showing through her blouse. I remembered that clue, about the last surprise, I remembered that strange bra, hollow, without cups. I remembered her in the living room of the house, with her breasts coming out between the straps in a heart-stopping way... I also remembered how my brother-in-law had enjoyed that obscene lingerie.

“Can I feel?” I suggested.

“You can.”

We were on the highway, the road was straight enough. I kept my left hand on the steering wheel. I then used my right hand to search for her, to check, and soon I felt her body, her blouse; I caressed over the garment, wanting to feel her free breast, but I felt underneath, without a doubt, her bra: substantial cup, no possibility of error.

I withdrew my hand and whispered:

“I’m lost... I have no idea.”

“Well no. You’re not far off, actually. I mean, you’re wrong, but also right,” she said, measuring her words, giving just enough clues.

“I’m wrong... but also right...” I said aloud, trying to guess.

“Come on. It’s easy.”

“Didn’t you say that bra is at the house?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s alone and... disconsolate, at the house,” she replied, and I wanted to look at her, wanted to enjoy this strange game by watching her, but I couldn’t.

“Well, I’m not so sure it’s been alone...” I said, clearly referring to the possibility that Marta and David might have made use of it.

“By ‘alone’... I mean... unpaired,” she whispered, in a tone that indicated she was giving me another clue.

“Unpaired...” I whispered, and began to think about the only way a bra could be unpaired.

I glanced at her then. I moved my right hand to her left thigh. I felt her leg, her skin, her smooth touch.

“Warm...” she whispered.

My hand traveled toward the inside of that thigh. She, understanding my difficulty, made the maneuver easier, pulling up that leather skirt a bit. I was getting excited with each centimeter I conquered; I felt her sweaty, hot thigh; her breathlessness was contagious. She pressed her back against the seat, even her head, and let herself be touched. I could almost feel her accelerated pulse as my fingers explored. And suddenly I noticed something: my fingers touched something soft, material, undoubtedly her panties, but there was something strange, and my body experienced a spasm when my fingertips felt the unmistakable touch of her pubic hair, of her dark, curly hair; her sex was exposed, but there were also panties; there was only one possibility: that, like the bra, was a trap, it fulfilled but didn’t fulfill, it covered but didn’t cover. 

I caressed her sex then, without needing to move her panties aside, as they were almost nonexistent. The opening was extensive... and she squirmed in the seat.

“This is the matching piece... then,” I said.

“This is it...” she whispered, allowing my fingers not only to touch hair but her herself, her exposed lips, her free pussy.

My member was fighting with my underwear and my desire to feel her multiplied. I wanted to touch, but I knew I shouldn’t.

“Are they blue too?” I gasped, excited.

“They’re light blue... yes...” she murmured, restrained, perhaps frustrated because I wasn’t really caressing properly.

“And you worked like this?”

“Since midday, yes.”

“Ah, you changed.”

“Yes, after lunch I put them on. I have the... normal ones in my purse.”

“Damn... Ana...” I gasped again, always with my fingers at the entrance, rubbing pubic hair and occasionally touching her swollen lips, but restraining myself from going deeper.

“And... how did you work?”

“Well... fine.”

“Did you have clients?”

“Some...”

I let out a puff of air. Releasing the air. Hot. With those two fingers resting there, feeling the radiating heat. And I imagined my wife, attending to strangers, sitting, and walking around the office, with that skirt, and with that pussy getting air... and I felt an excitement and a tightness in my chest that made me tremble.

“Ugh... Come on... Take your hand away... We’re going to cause trouble...” Ana sighed, with a thread of a voice, fighting with herself, applying common sense and caressing my arm gently. And then she touched my hair tenderly and then my cheek.

I obeyed, it was obvious I couldn’t drive like this, and I let myself be caressed, and then I said:

“Shall we go straight to the house? Cancel dinner?”

“Cancel... yes,” she answered.

Thursday, September 23.

8:58 PM.

Ana was unpacking, hanging her clothes in the closet so they wouldn’t wrinkle, as she had to take them to work the next day. I, more carefree, grabbed the laptop, turned it on, and placed it on the bed.

It had been incredibly hard not to attack her when getting out of the car. Not to attack her going up the stairs. Not to attack her when entering the bedroom. The house, as always, timeless, with its smell that never left; summer was still there, the furniture had retained the heat, the rooms maintained the same degree of humidity and temperature. It was true that September was being warm enough. I listened to my wife arranging the hangers while remembering when, three or four minutes earlier, I had walked past the living room... and couldn’t help glancing toward the sofa.

I watched as my wife lowered the suitcase to the floor, and confirmed how that blouse was indeed modest, but only if the body it guarded stood in a strictly vertical position. The tension was unbearable. I wasn’t even hungry, and though we hadn’t discussed it, it seemed obvious that we wouldn’t be having dinner. There was so much to talk about and nothing to talk about. I would have liked to ask her about her intentions regarding David, but the moment had passed, so I would have to postpone it.

The image of her neckline showing, of her breasts hanging, filling the bra, had been etched in my mind for a few moments; it had been an involuntary display, which is, by far, the most arrogant kind of display.

And my excitement was now indescribable. The sexual tension was building as if we were lovers instead of husband and wife for years. So much so that I felt no need whatsoever to watch the video.

“How should we do this?” she asked then, turning around, having finished organizing her clothes.

“I don’t know, what do you want?”

“Should we put the video on the bed or over there on the nightstand?” she asked, hurried, even nervous, going toward the window, passing between the bed and me, between the laptop and me.

I responded saying it made no difference to me, but I felt she hadn’t even heard me, and I saw her leaning out the window, so I went after her. I positioned myself behind her. I placed my hands without hesitation on her ass, on her leather skirt. Her backside was raised; her sandals lifted that firm extension even higher. I pressed my chest against her back. There was nothing that excited me more than restraining myself and watching the video with her, at full volume as she had said, and imitating her movements, and fantasizing that she might want to repeat it, and who knows if going to the closet and even reenacting it completely, with the clothes, hers, but which Marta had also worn to imitate her, to challenge her… while David fucked her, as he had also fucked her… But I didn’t know if I would be able to resist… if I would be able to not lift that skirt… to not lower my pants… and to not take advantage of those obscene panties that gave me just the right opening to penetrate her… right there… without further delay… standing… against that window.

“Do the pool lights… turn on by themselves?” Ana asked, in a whisper, looking down, toward the garden, through the window. And I, moving my hands from her buttocks to her waist, leaned over her shoulder, looked, confirmed that the bluish illumination was coming from the pool, and whispered:

“In theory… no.”

And I said it at the precise moment when we saw David appear… and then Marta… walking through the garden… circling the illuminated pool.


CHAPTER 26

As I moved, I was surprised by my immediate ability to react. Despite my racing pulse, I had enough clarity to quickly reach the light switch and turn it off.

Ana, unlike me, didn’t move at all. She remained stupefied, hieratic. She didn’t comment on that surprising visit either; she didn’t protest or argue with me about our being in the dark.

I returned to her while my mind worked to understand what was happening and, above all, how this affected us. For now, my instinct had opted to hide, to conceal ourselves, to prevent them from knowing we were there. But I needed to consider whether they might already know.

My wife finally reacted, moving slightly to one side, but always continuing to look through the window. And I, a couple of steps behind her, watched how those mismatched lovers walked around the pool: he in his familiar striped swimsuit and gray t-shirt; she in a long white t-shirt that fell past the middle of her bare thighs, both in flip-flops, she also carrying some kind of wicker bag. It had been hot, you could feel it in the atmosphere, in the house, so I thought perhaps they were coming directly from the beach, even though night had fallen quite some time ago.

I was surprised by Ana’s astonishment, but I focused on trying to determine if they might know of our presence there. I watched them reach David’s throne. My chair wasn’t there. And I wanted to think, when my wife finally said something:

“They can’t see us like this, right?”

“No, with the light off they can’t see us,” I said categorically, although I wasn’t completely sure, and I considered suggesting she step back a bit, not stand so close to the window, but I said nothing.

I wanted to reflect more carefully then: we had parked in the basement, where only one car fit, and if they had entered that sort of garage I would have heard them, as the noise that door made was terrible. They hadn’t entered the house, because I would have heard that too, since I had locked the door, and the sound of that lock was also thunderous. There was only one option: they had parked on the street and had entered through the small door in the gate, accessing only the garden. It was the only route they could have taken without making noise.

I observed them: Marta, with her wild, particularly matted hair, did indeed look like she was coming from the beach. And her exuberance caught my attention; from a distance she appeared somewhat taller than David. She turned slightly, and a dark bikini seemed to show through her t-shirt, apparently wet.

“They can’t see us, or know that we’re here...” Ana whispered. Convincing herself more than stating a fact.

“No...” I responded, as I watched David sit in his chair and Marta return to the pool, gracefully crouching down to dip her hand in the water, as if checking the temperature.

It was strange. There was even a gloomy atmosphere about it. They weren’t talking. They barely exchanged glances.

I then moved closer to Ana just as Marta circled back around the pool and approached David again. I placed my hands on my wife’s waist and pressed my chest against her back while my brother-in-law and Ana’s twin sister finally spoke. I felt the touch of the leather skirt in my hands, and I knew it was inevitable to think what madness might unfold... what we might experience... if they came to do it... to have sex in the adjacent room.

“Can you imagine... if they come to fuck here... in Belén’s bedroom?” I whispered in Ana’s ear. And I felt her tremble. And I knew, or rather confirmed, as I had suspected for minutes, that her silence was a consequence of her tension; an agitation that had more to do with morbid distress than innocent nervousness.

David then stood up, and again, next to him, that difference in poise, grace, and power was evident. I thought she was definitely too much woman for that forty-something man with his incipient baldness and emerging belly. Then David took something from his pocket and gave it to Marta.

“She’s going to come in...” Ana murmured instantly.

“Why? What did he give her? Step back a bit...” I whispered.

“Keys. I’m sure,” she responded, taking half a step back, and we both moved slightly away from the window.

And indeed Marta turned around and headed toward the house. And I had the feeling that if they raised their eyes and looked in our direction, they could at the very least suspect the existence of some shadows.

My sister-in-law disappeared from our field of vision. And then Ana, for the first time since we had seen them, turned around, her back to the window.

“What do we do? They’re going to discover us... And we haven’t done anything... Maybe it’s better to turn on the light... and to hell with them.”

She spoke in whispers, her lips inches from mine, both of us minimally illuminated by the lights coming from the garden and the pool, floating up to the first floor.

And at that moment another sound was heard. Undoubtedly the front door. Marta was turning that key while I was turning over in my mind whether we had been tidy, or if on the contrary we had left some clue.

Then she closed the door. We heard her footsteps on the floor below. And I remembered that we hadn’t left anything in the living room, that we had gone directly upstairs with our suitcases to our bedroom.

“I don’t know. Wait. They don’t have to discover us,” I finally responded to Ana, and she turned back toward the window.

And then we could clearly hear Marta rummaging around in the kitchen on the ground floor. I relaxed a bit. I moved closer to Ana again and spied on David over my wife’s shoulder. I still thought she was taking too much risk, getting so close to that window. I saw how David, sitting there on his throne, with his tight t-shirt, his legs spread apart, his swimsuit riding up, was typing on his phone.

Then came the sound of a bang, and I knew it was the sound of a pantry door closing. Marta was definitely looking for something, or grabbing something. And suddenly another sound, but this one close, very close, on me, in my pocket...

My pants were vibrating. I looked down. The fabric was illuminated by the light of my mobile phone. I grabbed it. I picked up my phone. I couldn’t believe it was possible.

“You’ve got to be... kidding me,” I whispered.

“What’s wrong?” Ana asked.

“David just texted me,” I answered.

“Are you kidding?” my wife said, turning toward me again.

I read it, and then handed it to her to read. My hand was shaking. I peered out the window while Ana read, and I could see David looking at his phone, and I feared he might raise his gaze in our direction.

“Does he know? Does he know we’re here?” she whispered, and I reread my brother-in-law’s text on my screen:

“Hey, Sergio, man, didn’t it go well with the guy or what? I set it up perfectly for you.”

I was uncertain. I thought perhaps it was a coincidence. That at some point he would have to provoke again, to play, to plan his next move.

“I don’t think he knows...” I answered, and Ana returned to the window.

“Look, Marta’s coming out,” my wife whispered again, though she didn’t need to tell me since a few seconds earlier I had heard the unmistakable sound of the sliding door that connected the kitchen to the garden.

We observed them. We spied on them. With a strange tension, undoubtedly somewhat guilty. And the guilt wasn’t for the act of surveillance itself, but because it excited us. That’s how I felt, and I was convinced that Ana shared similar feelings, if not even more intense ones.

Marta came out to the garden with her hands occupied by some wine glasses and a bottle of wine. There was no hint of romance in the scene, so surely the only thing they were seeking and intending from that operation was to facilitate disinhibition.

“What should I reply?” I whispered, standing there in the shadows, behind Ana who, in my opinion, was still getting too close to the window.

“I don’t know. Ignore him,” my wife answered while Marta reached David, and he stood up, and they poured the wine, still with zero complicity.

“No, no. I’m going to play along to see what he knows,” I finally said.

I took my phone with both hands and typed:

“No, it didn’t go very well with him. How are you doing?”

After sending it, I stepped back, afraid that he might raise his eyes toward the window.

He read it. I could see him reading from his phone. And I tensed up.

“Ana... step back.”

“But you said he can’t see us!” she exclaimed, though in a very low tone.

“I don’t know, Ana, I don’t think so... but maybe he can...” I whispered to her, and she retreated minimally, and Marta was searching in her wicker bag and seemed to be taking out her mobile phone too; she went toward the pool, and walked around it, with a glass in one hand and her phone in the other, and sat on the edge, dipping her feet, with her back to the house and facing David who was slouching back in his chair again, on the other side of that blue water that was the luminous focus brightening everything.

And I could see, from our shadowy lookout, how he was writing to me. Sitting there, lowering his glass to the grass, and then drinking again.

My phone vibrated. We were so quiet that Ana felt it. And she turned around. And I read:

“The guy is really dim-witted, man. I’m doing very well. Hey, are you with Ana right now?”

Again, after reading it, I showed it to my wife, even afraid that the glow from the screen might shine through the window. My pulse quickened. My hand was shaking, but Ana didn’t reproach me for it, nor did she advise me what to answer. She turned her gaze back to the window, and after doing so, said:

“Why the hell does he want to know if I’m with you?”

And I, seeing that she wasn’t proposing anything, that she was leaving it to my choice how to continue, typed:

“Yes. I’m with Ana. Why?”

I positioned myself again to spy over my wife's shoulder, my hands back on her waist; wanting more, but waiting expectantly for them. And Marta was approaching David again, pouring herself another glass of wine and returning to her spot: sitting there, feet dangling in the water, facing him, with her back to us. And my brother-in-law was typing, then drinking, and continuing to type.

“What are they doing? I don’t understand. They’re not even talking,” Ana whispered.

“Well... finishing the bottle and then... they’ll probably come upstairs...” I answered, squeezing Ana’s waist, feeling her leather skirt and her delicate beige, or camel-colored blouse, while Marta appeared to be typing on her phone too; and she removed her t-shirt, letting it fall beside her, and I confirmed that she was indeed wearing a black bikini underneath; I could see her back, her voluminous dark hair cascading down. And David, after typing for a long while, finally seemed to finish, and I tensed up, knowing it was for me. And he drank. And my phone vibrated. And it lit up. And I read:

“Well, because I might send you something in a bit. I say ‘you’ plural because I know you watch them together. And I think that’s awesome, seriously. As long as you don’t complicate things. But if she asks for more, stop her. And not for my sake, but for yours. Trust me.”

I swallowed hard. His threat unnerved me. His proposal to send us something made me tense. My hands were sweating. I locked the phone so the screen would turn off.

“What did he write?” asked Ana, without turning around, while I watched David pick up his phone again and type.

“That... he might send us something,” I answered, positioned behind her, putting my hands back on her waist.

“Something? Something like what?”

“I don’t know...”

And, just as I finished my sentence, I saw Marta place her phone on the edge of the pool, and move her hands behind her back, to the knot of the top part of her black bikini.


CHAPTER 27

It was obvious. Beneath Marta’s passivity lay a hidden power. She barely needed to speak or even move. She was playing with him, with both of us, with the knot of her bikini straps, which she abandoned after merely feigning to untie it, and with David himself.

Another obvious thing was that not everything my brother-in-law was typing on that phone was meant for me. Perhaps proposals, suggestions, or requests... I didn’t know, but something was going on there for Ana’s twin. They were five or six meters apart, each on opposite sides of the pool: she, sitting on the edge with her feet dangling in the water; he, on his throne, anchored to the grass. And that situation, those positions, reminded me of an experience from a few weeks back.

“They’re texting each other,” Ana whispered then.

“Seems like it,” I responded while Marta, who had her back to us down there, once again moved her hands behind her, and David poured himself another glass from that seemingly endless bottle of wine.

And I was feeling increasingly hot. A drop of sweat ran down my back. And Marta continued with her unfinished provocation, and David looked at her again. And Ana remained fixated on them.

I stepped back a bit and managed to take off my shoes and pants quite stealthily. Ana must have known I was undressing, but she neither turned around nor said anything. I placed my phone on the bed, but not before reading again what David had sent me, that part about “if she asks for more, stop her.” And I repeated that phrase to myself, wondering if he meant that if she asked me for more videos... or if she asked me for... something real. I wondered if what he had meant to say was: “If she asks to move from fantasy to something real, stop her,” which crudely translated to: “If she asks to sleep with me again, tell her no.”

I got chills just thinking it might be possible, that it wasn’t a bluff, that we had actually reached that point. Another hot flash hit me, and I took off my shirt, not undressing to initiate something with Ana, since we wouldn’t do anything before discovering everything Marta and David might offer us, but because of the heat and, above all, a feeling of anxiety.

Now dressed only in my underwear, I looked up and saw Ana, still with her back to me, in her high-heeled sandals, her leather skirt and her sand-colored blouse, and it somewhat pained me to see her so absolutely captivated by the window; so attentive to them, to that David on one side and Marta on the other, to that situation that reminded me of what we had experienced in August, of that moment when I was in the chair and Ana was also sitting on the edge of the pool; of that moment when David had entered and I had the impression that he had kissed my wife’s thighs, and that he had convinced her to enter the water with him.

Perhaps they were just my imaginings. But I began to fear they would reenact it, that they would continue with their attempts to imitate every detail of what David had experienced with Ana.

“Sergio... Look at this...!” my wife then exclaimed, in a restrained whisper, still not taking her eyes off them, still not turning toward me.

I advanced the few steps necessary to position myself behind her again, and I couldn’t believe what my eyes were seeing.

I had been wrong. There was clearly no attempt at imitation here. What they were doing was their own creation. And it was curious how, from a distance, and without speaking a word, they seemed to reach agreements and understandings more fluidly.

And I could feel Ana, feel her pulsating, vibrating with them. Always captivated by the window. Surrendered to them. Surrendered to that difference in bodies. Surrendered in that moment to something that also tensed me tremendously.

I took a breath, positioned myself almost completely behind my wife, placed my hands again on her skirt, on her ass, while I observed how Marta had removed the top of her bikini, and, although we could only see her back, one could sense, glimpse, how her breasts extended beyond the width of her torso, and with the slightest movement as she sat there, you could see the swaying, the overflow, and her breasts in half-profile. And that was the erotic part. The eminently beautiful. And in a way almost the permissible. But opposite was the antithesis: the crude and grotesque: David had pulled down his swimsuit a bit and was fondling his mediocre cock with one hand while holding his wine glass with the other.

And I expected disapproval from my wife. Both for the situation of seeing them like this, as it was much more impactful than through a screen, and for David himself. But it didn’t come; she remained motionless, expectant. And then we could see how Marta touched one of her breasts. And she looked at him. She looked at David, and tossed her hair, in a gesture similar to, yet different from, Ana’s hair movements; and David changed his random touching to a clear up-and-down motion: he was jerking off, looking at her, in a dirty and unequal connection. And just when I could almost hear my wife’s rejection at seeing her brother-in-law immersed in that repulsive maneuver, she not only said nothing, but reached one of her hands backward, searching for my cock.

I tried to avoid examining her. I intended only to feel, but it was difficult, as her obsession hurt me and made me think my brother-in-law might be right.

And while I struggled not to analyze the reason for her fixation, she had no trouble maneuvering with one hand without any need to turn around: with impeccable precision, Ana pulled my cock out through the opening of my underwear. She did it with astonishing skill. And my member emerged more tense and swollen than usual, though without exaggerated firmness.

Standing beside her, slightly behind and letting her touch me, I observed through the window how Marta allowed herself to be admired and how David, while holding the wine glass with his right hand, maintained a specific cadence in the up and down motion with his left hand. And again everything felt gloomy, almost funereal, and my negative feelings didn’t improve when I noticed that Ana’s fondling of my member matched the rhythm of her brother-in-law’s masturbation.

It could be coincidence. It was probably coincidence. After all, it was a slow, common rhythm, but Ana squeezed and stroked me with the same cadence with which David pleasured himself in the distance. The truth was that I preferred it not to be true, because if it were, it would make me suspect she might be imagining.

I tried again to feel. To not judge her. To enjoy how she gripped my cock, making it grow. How she jerked me off. Up and down. And it seemed that the more it grew, the harder she squeezed. And I looked down and saw how she covered and uncovered the tip of my member. And I looked through the window and saw Marta, with that minimal swaying, offering him the frontal view and us multiple near-misses; and then, at least for me, everything became distorted when I saw David’s absurdity: masturbating, reclined, on the verge of listlessness, and drinking from time to time. 

And immersed in my intention to feel, and without hindering Ana’s maneuvers on me as much as possible, I extended my hands to lift, to raise that leather skirt that clung to her buttocks with tenacious protectiveness.

After some effort, her ass finally emerged before me. Her two erect buttocks. Barely guarded by those panties that were a farce: they dressed, but didn’t cover. And she allowed herself to be exhibited, always without ceasing to watch what they were doing. Always without stopping jerking me off to the rhythm that David did.

My hands on her ass, her warm buttocks, those panties that didn’t even need to be removed, my member now with a reliable hardness and dimension... All those elements constituted the perfect combination for the option of positioning myself behind her and punishing her for her obsession to be more than possible.

I captured one buttock and squeezed it, almost pushing her forward, and she gripped my cock firmly, pulling all the skin down, completely uncapping a pinkish glans that kept moistening without stopping. And I wanted her to fix her gaze there, on me, and not on the mediocrity that David was masturbating... but she kept her eyes fixed on him; on him, and on that faithful reflection of hers who, since she had removed the top of her bikini, seemed to enjoy herself as much as she did.

And the more she fixated on them, the more convinced I was of the convenience of her punishment, and then I began to move, to proceed with my sanction, when David also moved. His movement made me interrupt mine, and I could see how my brother-in-law stopped his masturbation, and instantly Ana imitated him. And then we could see how that man covered himself a bit, pulled up his swimsuit, but not completely, and stood up, and managed to grab his phone with one hand and the wine bottle with the other. And he began to walk, with his hands occupied and with his member protruding horizontally between his gray t-shirt and his striped swimsuit. And it was almost buffoonish, the image of how he circled the pool like that, and how, with short steps, he approached a Marta who received him without flinching.

And he reached her side. And he said something to her. And Ana released my member and it remained horizontal while David, standing, and with that thing sticking out, poured wine into the glass of a Marta who remained seated. And she, afterward, already served, turned a little, and her torso, her breasts, were seen fleetingly, but finally with clarity: large, firm, symmetrical; and the contrast between their bodies was more than flagrant. And I looked more closely, and felt that the disparity reached an even higher level when seeing that sweet face, but at the same time aggressive, and tanned, and those striking moles, and those fleshy lips... and that perfect mouth so compromisingly close to that sad cock that protruded under that swollen belly.

My hands on the ass of an Ana who didn’t move, only watched. And Marta, seated, turned again. And David, standing, typed on his phone.

I then turned toward the bed, toward my mobile, which lay there, because it was very possible that if he wasn’t writing to Marta, I could be his target. And so it was: my phone lit up.

I abandoned Ana’s ass and advanced the few steps to the bed, walking like David, with that thing sticking out horizontally. And I picked up my phone, and read:

—“Hey. Are you guys coming back to the house before winter?”

I directed my eyes toward the window. Ana continued watching. With her skirt at her waist, with her buttocks exposed. With her ass especially elevated by her high-heeled sandals.

—“Probably. Why?” —I typed.

—“Sergio...” —Ana whispered then.

—“What?”

—“Marta just left. I think she’s entering the house,” —she outlined in a low voice, and my phone vibrated in my hand. And I read:

—“Nothing, because we’ve taken some things... to put them back in place before you come.”

And then I effectively heard the sliding door of the kitchen. And then footsteps. Footsteps that I first located in the kitchen, and then, undoubtedly... on the stairs... going up, to the first floor.

And I, taking into account the use they gave to our bedroom, assumed she was going to discover us.


CHAPTER 28

Excited, with an erection, in the middle of our bedroom, I listened to the footsteps approaching us relentlessly.

It was a light “thump,” “thump,” from Marta’s ethereal stride, but to me it sounded thunderous at that moment; and it contrasted in speed with the pounding of my pulse, as my heartbeat was two or three times faster than the frequency of her steps, the frequency of the noise coming from the wooden stairs.

I went to the door, almost reflexively, as if I could prevent her from entering. I stood there, with my erect penis protruding through the opening of my underwear, moving away from Ana whom I had abandoned with her skirt pulled up to her waist, and wearing those panties that were absolute immorality.

And another “thump,” and one more, and she reached the top. And David’s message about returning things to us indicated their repeated presence in our bedroom. And it seemed she stopped, on the other side of the door, and I turned around, frightened, and saw that Ana had pulled down her skirt and had moved away from the window, and a “finally you stop looking...” emerged in my mind, and if I didn’t say it out loud it was because Marta might hear me, but I truly reproached her for that fixation. And then I heard footsteps on the other side of the door, coming closer, and my heart raced again... until I realized she was walking away, passing by, and then I heard how, without a doubt, she entered the adjacent bedroom, David and Belén’s.

I silently exhaled. Let all the air out. We weren’t guilty of anything, but somehow each second of concealment and surveillance had incriminated us.

I left the door and Ana left the window. We met in the center of the bedroom, in the dim light, while we listened to Marta making noise on the other side of the wall, noise that had drowned out Ana’s footsteps in her sandals.

I looked at my wife. I could see she was nervous and affected. And I didn’t know if it was because of what she had seen, what she had wanted to see, or fear of being discovered. Her skirt wasn’t properly adjusted, showing more thigh than it should, and I hesitated to whisper to her that she had finally stopped spying on them, but again I said nothing.

“What... is she doing?” she then said, to my face, almost lip to lip, as I strained my ears and distinguished the sound of a closet, hangers, and doors being shut, apparently unconcerned.

And I was about to respond, when suddenly my phone lit up, emitting light from my hand.

“What’s he saying?” Ana whispered, as I read another message from David on my phone:

“Don’t fall asleep, okay. I might send you some things...”

“Tell me...” my wife insisted, while Marta continued rummaging and I replied to David that we wouldn’t fall asleep.

“Nothing... just his usual nonsense...” I answered, not wanting to let her read it, as I had previously received compromising phrases.

And suddenly there was silence, and then I suspected that Marta might be waiting there for David. And I had no time to think about what she wanted. I barely knew that I was aroused and that Ana’s attitude had been reproachable. And then I approached my wife, almost brushing my semi-erect member against that skirt that had been pulled up and down several times, and it seemed to finally cause her to focus solely on me... But, when I already assumed she was going to touch me, when I was already visualizing her touching me without needing them, and therefore my pardon was approaching, Marta made noise again: we heard her walking again... we heard her leave that bedroom.

We tensed up again, but we barely had time to fear she might enter our room... because she immediately passed by. We immediately heard sounds of her descending those very noisy stairs. And Ana was the first to conclude that all the interest was outside again, in the garden, by the pool... and she abandoned me; her high-heeled sandals made noise, but were overlapped by Marta’s footsteps. And soon she reached the window.

And I followed behind. More stealthily. And I waited there. Again looking over her shoulder. And again thinking that she was getting too close to that window. And I saw David, standing at the edge of the pool, with his member finally tucked away, and I noticed his back, quite sweaty, with his gray t-shirt dampened by a darker patch, and then we heard the sliding door from the kitchen, and Marta came out of the house, but not like before, which made my pulse race.

“Bitch...” Ana whispered, enraged at seeing her like that.

And I shuddered, and David turned and looked at her, and the mockery, the humiliation, and the macabre game were evident. And again I didn’t understand why Marta was lending herself to that. And Ana’s twin bent down to pick up the wine glass she had left on the edge, and also the top of her bikini; and then she approached David, and they drank, face to face; he in that sweaty t-shirt and his striped swimsuit; she in the blue suit and blue shirt, dressed from head to toe in Ana’s clothes. Dressed in the clothes from the video. Dressed in the clothes in which my brother-in-law had fucked my wife.

While I watched them, while I didn’t understand the reason for the game or Marta’s acceptance of it, I heard Ana insisting on her insult, repeating exactly the same slur about her sister, and she pronounced it dragging out the syllables, and I assumed she said it out of spite, but it excited me as much as it worried me to think there might also be some envy.

I looked through the window, over her shoulder. And I saw how they talked between themselves, standing, glass in hand, and she didn’t know what to do with the top of her bikini, and David put his phone in his pocket; my brother-in-law with his gray t-shirt stained with sweat, Marta with her blue shirt stained by me weeks earlier; David with nothing more than that and his swimsuit, she with pants and a blazer that completed the Ana disguise. And not only was that striking, but also their lack of connection, their twisted gestures, their suffocating lack of ease.

“What... are they... doing?” my wife asked then, even more absorbed than before.

David then moved closer to Marta, and she rejected him, taking half a step back. There seemed to be something he wanted that she wouldn't accept, and this didn't please my brother-in-law, and I could suspect, from Ana's body language, from her restlessness, from her eagerness manifested in her contained breathing, that she didn't like it either.

I then withdrew for a moment, positioned myself completely behind my wife again, and whispered in her ear:

“Ana... You're not missing a detail... You haven't left them for a second.”

And she didn't even flinch. Didn't respond. She kept looking down, at those two who were now closer than when we first started watching, positioned almost directly below the window. And I tossed my phone onto the bed, and returned my hands to Ana's skirt, and pulled it up again, and the leather resisted once more, but again I triumphed and uncovered her warm buttocks. And she didn't react to my movement. It was almost insulting how she only cared about what they were doing.

I could reproach her for her palpable excitement, although I was left disarmed and in a way lost my argument when my body manifested itself similarly to hers, as my member didn't understand reproaches to Ana, and since Marta had appeared dressed as her, it had risen and protruded again. And I then let myself be defeated. I didn't care about not being right. And I let the tip of my member make contact with her ass. Firm, wet and horizontal, it stained one of the goosebump-covered buttocks of that brunette with viscous, watery liquid—a brunette who was exactly identical to the one who seemed to be on the verge of an argument with David.

I presumed, perhaps naively, that that contact on her ass might make her return to me, but she seemed not to care. And then I pressed my chest against her back, moved her hair aside, inhaled a dense and wonderful aroma from her neck... and kissed there, placing a sonorous kiss... and she didn't care. And, not that I decided to give up, but I then left her; I didn't want to participate in a chain of obsessions... so I left her with them... and I crouched, I crouched behind her... I knelt there, before that raised ass, before those naked buttocks and those deceptive panties... and placed my lips on one of her buttocks, similar to the previous kiss; and my cock throbbed freely, its head exposed, emerging firmly and sublimely through the opening of my underwear, and I brought her buttocks together with my hands, and kissed there again, more in the center, almost on her anus... and she then whispered:

“Mh... Fu-ck...”

And I was glad to finally make an impression on her, and I could probe with my lips, take advantage of the favor those panties did for me, but I wanted to feel her above; so I stood up, to kiss her, and then, unintentionally, as I hadn't stood up with the intention of looking, I discovered that the reason for her exclamation hadn't been me, nor my kisses, nor anything that had to do with me: I observed, along with her, and felt, along with her, how Marta had finally accepted David's approach... and was letting herself be kissed on the neck, and was raising her face, with her eyes closed... but the most illicit thing was happening lower down, and I was surprised by how quickly everything had developed in my absence, as Ana's twin had the suit pants open at the front, and through that opening one of David's hands was slipping in, the one not holding his glass, and she was grabbing his arm also with her free hand, clinging to him. 

“My God...” Ana whispered then.

And it was obvious, we could see how that bastard David's arm was moving... we could see how he was masturbating her... Over her panties, or underneath, we didn't know. We didn't know if he was rubbing or if he was penetrating... but the friction, the masturbation was evident; and Marta closed her eyes, and half-opened her mouth, and continued offering him her neck; and let herself be touched between her legs. She had dropped her bikini top to the floor and with one hand she clung to him and the other still held her glass, in a strange way; she let herself be masturbated like that, with her pants on, and barefoot, and with the blazer open, and showing through the stained shirt breasts as imposing as those of the owner of all the clothes.

And Ana sighed. She trembled. And my cock continued attacking her naked buttocks. And, while David's arm continued with its movements and Marta continued letting herself be attacked, I wrapped my arms around Ana, pressed my chest to her back, and began to open her camel-colored blouse. And she let me do it, just like her sister; and I, once I cleared that area, removed her blouse, and it fell to the floor, and I brought my hands to the cups of an extensive bra, and squeezed, each breast, each cup, with one hand. Behind her, I surrounded her, and thrust against her, slightly, by mere instinct, with a movement of my waist, forward and back, rubbing my member against her buttocks, and wetting them more and more with what I was releasing. And I squeezed her tits over her lingerie, and again I thought about the irrefusable opportunity her panties offered me... and then, while she didn't miss a detail of what they were doing, and while I already took for granted, by the movement of David's arm, that surely one or two fingers were inside Marta's pussy, I whispered in her ear:

“Should I... fuck you?”

And I felt how she swallowed. And I pulled back a little, so my member could breathe and rub against her ass again. And she whispered:

“...Mh... No... Wait.”

“For what?” I asked instantly.

And she didn't respond. And I looked over her shoulder and saw that... they were kissing... that Marta was no longer just offering her neck, but her mouth. And David dropped his glass onto the grass and used that free hand to squeeze one of Marta's breasts, over the shirt that I had stained. And Ana still wasn't responding, and it infuriated me again. So I whispered:

—“Do you want to wait until they fuck?”

And, after saying that, while waiting for her response, I thought about saying: “Do you want to fuck while they fuck so it's easier for you to imagine my cock is David's?” but I didn't say it.

—“I don't know...” Ana responded then, oblivious to my conflict and my underlying hostility; and I watched how my brother-in-law pulled Marta toward him, kissing her eagerly, while he remained relentless with his hand underneath; and I saw how she slightly bent her legs, and how he managed to unbutton some buttons on that impressive brunette's shirt.

And then I couldn't take it anymore: neither my excitement, nor my suspicion. And I wanted to test if I could draw her away from them. So, pressed against her from behind, grabbing one of her buttocks with one hand, and one of her bra cups with the other, I whispered:

—“Come on, leave them. Let's go to bed. I'm going to fuck you.”

And I couldn't know her response, because there wasn't time, as they were the ones who moved apart. They separated. And Marta composed herself, looked down, and tried to close her pants. And David's cock was sticking out, thick, not too long, above his swimsuit; and then I focused on her, and noticed she was bending down, setting down her glass, and standing back up to close her pants with both hands.

—“What an asshole...” Ana whispered then, and I, having already removed my hands from her, understood she had said it for a specific reason.

—“What happened? Did he do something?”

—“Didn't you see? He just smelled his fingers...”

—“Seriously?” I responded while looking at David, who made no attempt to tuck his member back under his swimsuit.

And again they weren't talking. They had moved apart and I didn't even know why. Perhaps someone had whispered something, or had suggested something. And I stepped back for a moment, turned around, sighed, tense and overwhelmed by so much uncertainty, and then Ana said:

—“They're leaving.”

And it was obvious they would enter the house. It was obvious they would fuck in his and Belén's room. On the other side of that wall that was just a meter away from us. And it was eating me up not knowing exactly the reason for my wife's excitement. And I could almost hear the sliding door of the kitchen. And Ana turned around, and pulled her skirt down a bit, and then I whispered:

—“They'll come here to fuck.”

And then Ana sighed, and lifted her hair, and aired her neck because of the heat, and then picked up her blouse and placed it on the bed. And I could feel her ardor. And I was struck by the frontal view of her breasts, filling her bra with firmness, backlit. And we looked at each other. And we couldn't hear anything.

—“How strange... Why aren't they coming in?” she whispered, alert to any sound.

And then a flash of light came from the bed. And my eyes went there and I saw my illuminated phone. I approached, picked it up, and read:

—“Nothing, the partner doesn't want video today. Sorry, man. Talk later.”

—“Is it David? What does he say?” Ana asked while I digested what I had just read.

—“Yes, it's David. Well, he says that... they were going to record themselves, but in the end they're not...”

And I thought Ana would disapprove of this proposal to record themselves and send it to me, and that she would say something about it, but she whispered:

—“So what are they doing then? Where are they?”

And in high-heeled sandals, with her skirt half pulled up, and in her bra, she began approaching the door of our bedroom. And then she stopped there, making efforts to try to listen.

—“They haven't come in, Ana. They haven't entered the house,” I said, and headed toward the window, in case they had returned to the garden.

—“Do you see them?” she asked, painfully anxious.

—“No.”

—“Okay. I think I know now...” my wife said then, and I turned around, and saw how she was opening the door stealthily.


CHAPTER 29

As soon as she said it, I sensed it. It was definitely a possibility. Strange, but feasible, and I couldn’t think of other options either.

We left our bedroom and her decision surprised me. This was by no means a graceful or innocent curiosity, but rather a mixture of morbid unease and undeniable excitement. It was obvious that the noise of her walking didn’t matter since they were outside the house, but the clicking of her sandals stressed me out.

The darkness in the hallway was even deeper than in our bedroom. I walked with her, a couple of meters behind, and we were struck by whitish glimmers, vaguely luminous, coming from the windows of the other rooms. The destination was clear: Lucía’s bedroom; that room had a window facing the other side of the garden area, and on that side there was a space that was hardly ever used; a couple of sofas and a small table, a wicker daybed with fabric damaged by rain, pine needles and resin. It was curious that it had been created originally to elevate the house’s status, but it had ended up as the most neglected and dirty part.

We entered the bedroom. The wood creaked under my barefoot steps and protested at Ana’s determined heel-clicking. The room was more orderly, and above all emptier than in August. It was no longer Lucía and Albert’s den. You could sense a layer of static dampness indicating that the room had been uninhabited for days or even weeks.

I looked toward the bed. The bed where I had seen Albert masturbating with Ana’s thong over his face. It seemed like a century had passed. But the thong’s owner wasn’t dwelling on memories like I was, and was heading briskly toward the window. I then saw that the curtain was drawn, and before I could tell her to wait, to test it out, and not to pull it back, I watched as she grabbed one end and drew it back minimally, just enough to be able to observe from there.

My wife looked out the window. One, two, three seconds... And she didn’t move. She kept looking. And then I knew she had been right, that she had found them.

It was striking to see her like this. Both for her absorption and her appearance. The high sandals, the leather skirt and the substantial bra. I looked at her, and even with her back to me, she was intimidating. And her obsession and fixation not only disturbed me but made me fear she might make a mistake.

And, indeed, she continued taking risks, and, after tossing her hair and breathing heavily, she moved the curtain again, separating it a bit more to better see what I still hadn’t seen, in a movement I found unnecessary and risky.

“Damn, Ana...” I protested in a whisper.

“Fuck... they...” she answered, deeply affected by what her eyes were seeing.

And then I did approach, and positioned myself behind her again. I placed my hand on her bare waist, on her flesh, on her skin, and looked over her shoulder, taking advantage of her drawing back the curtain; and, certainly, I wasn’t expecting to see and feel such an impact.

“Oh... my... God...” my wife almost panted.

I swallowed hard. I squeezed firmly and involuntarily that skin showing above her skirt. And I felt my member rising again, once more seeking an exit through my underwear.

“They’re... crazy...” Ana whispered, seeing her sister like that, seeing her brother-in-law like that.

And then I placed my other hand also on her waist, while looking down and seeing that there was no longer a blue jacket or blue pants covering Marta’s body. And I saw her, dressed only in the shirt I had stained, reclining on that padded garden sofa, with David’s head between her legs; David was eating her pussy there, caressing her thighs which she raised and separated, and Marta, resting on her elbows, sometimes looked at him and sometimes couldn’t hide her pleasure and let her head fall backward.

“Holy... fuck...” I whispered involuntarily in Ana’s ear, and again squeezed her skin unintentionally; and my cock was now pushing against my underwear, making itself known, knocking at the door of my wife’s ass, as I watched Marta trembling, illuminated by the dim garden lights; and seeing how, at one point, she brought a hand to David’s head, thanking him, drawing him toward her, toward her pussy, so he would push his tongue deeper inside.

And not only did Marta’s hand go down, but I glimpsed how Ana’s hand also descended, and I immediately knew it wasn’t heading toward me, and that hand went down until it reached one of her thighs, where, restlessly, she didn’t know whether to touch, caress, or continue toward the center; and I believed, and it excited me to think, that she might be intending to check her sex while her sister was getting her pussy eaten. But then she hesitated more, and sighed, and her hand went back up, and she let out more air, at the precise moment when Marta again let her head fall backward; and we could also see how David used one hand to separate the lips of her pussy and his other hand was lost further down, on himself, jerking off.

David’s gray t-shirt was now a sweat stain in itself. Marta’s breasts filled the shirt with firmness. Her nipples were so impressive they left me breathless, because despite the distance and being covered by the blue fabric, they revealed there was no bra. His masturbation was frantic, as must have been the movement of his tongue, since she trembled with pleasure and continued rewarding him with that hand resting on his incipient baldness; and then a moan could be heard, an “¡Mmm-mm!”, faint but prolonged, just as Marta again let her head fall backward. And then she would slightly sit up again, to look at him, to look at that man, as if saying “I don’t know how I’m letting you do this to me”, but at the same time the answer resided implicitly in the throbbing of her body and her gasps. And the truth was that almost all the time, when she looked at him and when she didn’t, when she caressed his head and when she didn’t, when her legs trembled and when they didn’t... in all those moments she looked like Ana, she could be Ana, she could be my wife. And if I was imagining it I couldn’t blame her, at least not in that precise moment when I saw her writhing with pleasure. I couldn’t blame her for imagining herself being her, living what her sister was living.

And another moan, and Marta bit her lip, and we were elevated a few meters above them. And then my wife brought one of her hands to the window handle.

“No, damn it... Ana,” I said firmly in her ear and restrained her hand with mine.

“I want to hear her...”

“You’re crazy...”

“They won’t notice. She’s... God, Sergio... She’s about to come,” Ana exclaimed, while keeping her hand on the window, intending to open it, and I could see Marta writhing, and letting herself fall backward, and how David stopped masturbating to penetrate that pussy with his fingers while devotedly licking at the peak, attacking that sex on multiple fronts... And I had no doubt Ana might be right... and it was becoming more and more evident that she was... because, even with the window closed, we heard a long and heart-wrenching “Mmmmhh!” from Marta, and David’s head moved up and down, licking, sucking, and his hand... continued drilling... and another “Mmmm-mmhh!”, and Marta closed her eyes, and grabbed one of her breasts over the shirt... and her other hand held that head in place so it wouldn’t leave a single spot unlicked... and another revealing “Mmmm-mmhh!”, and her legs trembled in spasms, and a shorter “Ahh!” and her contorted expression, and her hair falling down her back while her entire body shook on that sofa; and my wife gasped in shock, releasing her breath and fogging up the window, and my cock left a drop on my underwear, while it pounded against the ass of an Ana who I knew was blaming me for not being able to hear more clearly how her sister was coming, disguised as her.

“My God...” I said then, as Marta relaxed and David withdrew. And he looked at her: those spread legs, that exposed pussy. And, when I thought he would lie on top of her to claim his reward for a job well done, what he did instead was take off his shirt, remove his swimsuit, stand up, and look at her again.

He observed her, as if she were a trophy, with his cock horizontal and his hands on his hips.

“What the hell is he doing...” Ana sighed, in a strange way, distressed, like in a lament, and Marta turned her head, and looked at him, and then he found a spot to sit beside her, and, after doing so, caressed her thighs, in a tender way, but also dirty, and she first allowed herself to be caressed, and then he leaned over a bit, and kissed her, several times, in short pecks, and I felt that Ana was as confused as I was. And then he began to unbutton her shirt, calmly, one by one, and she let herself be undressed, until, once all were unbuttoned, he opened the shirt, and a dejected and desperate “But... What... bastards...!” burst from Ana’s lips. And the insult was due to discovering that her sister was wearing that blue-strapped bra, the one that covered nothing, and that enhanced her breasts even more; that obscene bra; the bra that Ana had also worn the day David had fucked her.

And then David observed those breasts, and then traced the straps with one hand, with the tips of his fingers, in a kind of delicate fetishism, and then caressed her tits with gentleness, enjoying every inch. And then he raised his gaze and looked toward us, toward our window, and Ana froze, and I squeezed her hip and her hand.

And I had no doubt that he had discovered us.

He immediately lowered his gaze. It was certain. Precise. Like a gesture of control. And then Ana moved away, and I moved away with her.

“It was obvious,” I whispered.

“What? He didn’t see us,” she said, which surprised me again, as she wasn’t completely abandoning them, and was peering again, though from a distance.

“And you continue...” I protested.

“It was coincidence. He looked by chance. But he didn’t see us. We’re in the dark, Sergio. It’s impossible,” she said, quickly, in short sentences.

“You can’t be serious,” I whispered, and she continued spying.

“Look. She’s standing up. I think they’re coming,” she said in a low voice, looking, though from a meter or more away from the window.

And I then completely moved away. And Ana, still looking through, said:

“Oh, no. Wait.”

And she was captivated by the window again, and I then sat on that bed where Lucía and Albert had frolicked so many times, and where Albert had probably masturbated so many times thinking about Ana.

“Come here... Come on,” I said then.

“No. I want to see,” she responded firmly. And then everything changed. I noticed it in her body. Despite being a couple of meters away, despite only being able to see her from the side. She saw something. And everything changed. And it killed me, because, in just an instant, she shook her hair, exhaled, and pulled up her skirt.

She was overcoming her shame then, no longer fighting, surrendering... She lowered one of her hands, felt her sex, spread her legs a little... and I heard a moan, in the distance... that had to be from Marta. And Ana whispered:

“God... Sergio. Come here and fuck me...!”
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All her restlessness, all her urgency, contrasted with my sudden feeling of calm. Undoubtedly I wanted to see what she was seeing, but I also enjoyed observing her.

The fact that she had pulled up her skirt and lowered her hand toward her sex offered me such an erotic image that my pulse had skyrocketed. Her naked buttocks, divided by those delicate and deceptive panties, and elevated by her heels, were a magnet for my eyes, which couldn’t help but succumb. And, while looking at them, I also noticed how she shook her hair with a neck gesture, and also detected how that furtive hand perhaps was already caressing her pussy. And I couldn’t resist then taking out my member again through the opening of my underwear.

And I grabbed my cock, which immediately reached considerable hardness, while wondering if she had looked again because she truly believed David hadn’t discovered us, because she believed he had but didn’t care, or, what could be more concerning: because she was seeking a connection with him.

“God, Sergio... Come here,” she panted rapidly, and turned to look at me for a split second.

I stood up. It was now evident that she was masturbating while watching them. And I thought about how sometimes she had touched herself while watching me. Sometimes. But never like this. Never with that excitement. Never trembling like that. Never with that shameless eccentricity.

I approached. I positioned myself behind her. I placed my hands on her waist, above where her leather skirt was pulled up and wrinkled, while allowing my exposed member to brush against her naked buttocks again. And I looked, once more, over her shoulder, and it hurt me that she asked me to fuck her right at that moment, because of what that could mean, but that was no obstacle to understanding that what I was seeing was unbearably arousing.

“Ho-ly shit...” I sighed, impacted, in her ear, while a “Ahh...hh!” was moaned by Marta. 

I then closed my eyes, moved Ana’s hair aside, and kissed her neck while still retaining what I had just seen:

Marta, standing, with her hands quite close together and resting against the armrest of the wicker sofa, receiving the thrusts of a David who, standing behind her, held her by the hip and pounded her fiercely. He was fucking her there, beneath our window. The blue shirt was on the ground and she was wearing only that crude bra from which her excessive breasts hung between the straps. The fucking was relentless. Hard. Almost belligerent. And Marta spread her legs and bent them so that he, no taller than her, could penetrate her without difficulty. And again that contrast: that beauty invaded by that mediocre man; the dense, dark hair in counterpoint to the incipient baldness; her powerful thighs in contrast to the thinness of his legs; the brutal and extensive breasts versus that vulgar cock that appeared and disappeared in front of her sex.

Ana was trembling. And that hurt me in a way. And it hurt me even more when she reached her hand back, grabbed my cock hurriedly and tried to guide it to penetrate herself.

I opened my eyes then and couldn’t help whispering:

“Now you do... right? Now you do want me to fuck you...”

“Shut up...” she protested, and she herself bent her legs, seeking the ideal angle of penetration, and I could already feel on the tip of my member the friction against her moist and swollen sex.

I then calmly moved her hand away, and she understood that my intention was to penetrate her without her help, and I pretended that was my purpose, taking my cock and rubbing it against her sex; and I did this while looking through the window, while seeing how Marta gasped, and her breasts went back and forth, and collided with each other, swaying from David’s thrusting, and how they emerged enormous between the straps; and I saw her enjoying, writhing with pleasure, but it gave the impression that perhaps she wasn’t feeling as much pleasure as when David had eaten her pussy; now the one enjoying more was him, and I came to think that it almost seemed like a pact, perhaps proposed by her, a kind of: “eat me out well... and if you deliver... I’ll let you fuck me.”

“Put-it-in-me... God...” Ana protested, trembling, in spasms that seemed like cold sweat, but were from excitement, while I felt how she continued rubbing my member, up and down, all over her soaked sex.

“Me or him?” I whispered behind her.

“Shut-up... Shut up and fuck me...” Ana sobbed, while watching how her sister raised her face, serious, and exhaled with her mouth slightly open, and let herself be rocked, back and forth, at an agitated rhythm, giving her body to that man who strived in a way that might seem almost overacted, but which, considering the body he was invading, was understandable that he enjoyed it with excessive dedication and uncontrollable vehemence.

“Do you want him to look at you? Do you want him to watch while I fuck you? When he looks at you... I’ll put it in,” I provoked in whispers behind her neck, placing the tip of my member at the entrance of her sex.

“No... put it in now... for God’s sake!” she gasped, leaning backward, and grabbing one of her breasts over her bra.

“It looks like you, huh. It looks like he’s fucking you...”  I provoked again, and it was true—. “Tell me it looks like you.”

“Shut up... God... Put it in me!” she protested while her sister’s “Ahh!”, “Ahh!” penetrated through the glass.

And then I was going to fulfill her desire, I was going to satisfy her regardless of whether she was fantasizing or not, when we saw David pulling out of her body, completely withdrawing his cock from Marta's sex, holding her by the waist with one hand, gripping his member with the other, and, looking toward the window, thrusting it back in with a single motion.

“Ahhhhh!” Marta moaned, and Ana literally melted, trembled, swallowed hard, and David looked away, and I couldn't be sure if he could see us, because afterward he stared into nothingness, and repeated the withdrawal and thrust, leaving that pussy's hollow empty for an instant before filling it again; and once more Marta's moan, another “Ahhhhh!” that rewarded her lover's savage penetration; and again that kind of overacting made me wonder whether it was because he knew we were there or because that body couldn't be enjoyed in any normal way.

“Fine. I'm going to fuck you... Ana. Imagine whatever you want,” I then whispered, suddenly enraged, and I grabbed my member, while David penetrated Marta again, now in a mechanical and steady manner.

I pulled back slightly, held my wife's waist with one hand, and guided my member with the other, while I watched David accelerate his rhythm and Marta once again letting herself be pushed, letting herself be fucked, submissive, but at the same time with an air of arrogance, never turning toward her lover. And I was about to penetrate Ana, suspecting that when she felt herself filled, she would imagine it was David penetrating her, that it was she wearing that obscene bra, that it was she letting herself be fucked there standing up... when an “Ahhh!, Ahhh!, Ahhh!, You bastard!” was moaned and shouted rapidly by Marta; and her tits bounced against each other from the frantic back-and-forth, and a slap, a degrading “smack!” resonated on her buttocks from a blow delivered by a crazed David...

...and Marta didn't protest the blow but instead brought one of her hands to try to control those breasts that bounced uninhibitedly, and I became even more aroused, and felt a drop leaving the tip of my member and making contact with my wife's pussy, and Ana moaned a strange “Mmhhm!” as if she had felt me, but that was impossible, and then an “Ahhh!, Give it to me!, You bastard!” was screamed again by that Marta who was holding her breasts to stop them from bouncing, and that was too much for that man with the receding hairline and protruding belly, and then he pulled out of her at full speed, with sudden haste, in an extremely rapid movement, and we could see how a white stream erupted clean and uncontrolled from his cock and landed on Marta's ass; that cock was discharging on its own, without needing to be shaken; and, while he sprayed her, he whimpered a triumphant and shameless “Ohh!” and after his grunt he did bring one of his hands to his member, and began to jerk himself; and he ejaculated: three, four, five spurts, some longer, others shorter; he discharged and stained the buttocks of a Marta who remained motionless... And I, on the verge of penetrating my wife, also remained still, like Ana, and had the feeling that David would look toward the window again, that he would search for us, that he would look for Ana, while he finished emptying himself on that ass and on that back... but he didn't.

I could feel my wife's frustration, with her hungry pussy, soaked, facing that hard cock that could have been David's. An evident disappointment at not having received her fulfillment, her satisfaction, her release, not even the pyrrhic victory of having felt at least filled for a moment. All of that had been received and enjoyed by Marta, who remained motionless, leaning against that armrest, with her legs spread and her pussy open.

And then David picked up his gray t-shirt, and, while his erect cock was still dripping, began to clean Marta's buttocks with indifference and almost laziness.

“With her he did come. Not like with you,” I provoked again, not knowing exactly why, as I watched them.

And then, before Ana could turn against my affront, and while David continued cleaning those buttocks with laziness and without any respect or esteem, that man looked clearly toward the window again.

He was looking at us while cleaning that ass, sprayed with his semen, like someone cleaning something worthless with reluctance. And my wife didn't move, and I felt her definitively captivated by him. And then, behind her, and as Marta straightened up and David looked away, I whispered:

“If you want David... to fuck you again... as far as I'm concerned... it's fine.”

And then she turned around. She finally abandoned the window. And she looked at me fixedly, with her powerful legs raised on her sandals, with her skirt wrinkled at the waist, with her sex protruding through the gap in her obscene panties, with her breasts trapped inside that extensive bra... And then she whispered:

“What? You don't understand anything...”
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She didn't wait for my reply, but she also didn't pause to observe my bewilderment at her enigmatic statement. She simply walked past me and said:

“Let's go. Now they really are coming up. 

“How clever you are...” I said, firmly and sarcastically, as it was obvious they wouldn't continue outdoors, on that dirty sofa, all night long, so their entrance into the house was imminent. And she heard my comment perfectly, but continued her haughty walk, heading down the hallway with that artificially nonchalant clicking of her heels.

And this time I didn't follow her, out of pride and because the window, now clear of my wife's presence, seemed to be calling to me. It was obvious that the battle had concluded, that with David spent there wouldn't be much to see, but even so I felt tremendously tempted.

My erection had subsided, allowing me to hide my member back under my underwear, and then I took the necessary steps to reach the window, usurping the position of Ana whose heel clicks now sounded distant, probably already in our bedroom. Once I reached that enviable observation post, I peered through the side of the open curtain and saw how Marta, after placing her pants and jacket on the wicker sofa, was putting on her shirt, which once again covered that malicious bra; standing there, not looking at David, who, seated and already wearing his swim trunks, displayed a sweaty torso and a flushed face; and he was watching her as she dressed, catching his breath and giving off the impression that he was appraising his own performance. And I scrutinized him carefully: I observed how he looked at himself and then watched as she buttoned her shirt, or rather Ana's shirt; and Marta, like him, looked tremendously flushed. And then I verbalized his gaze, my brother-in-law's gaze, which seemed to convey something like: “I ate her out well, and then I gave it to her good, so she can't complain.”

Marta then bent down toward the clothes she had placed on the sofa, and David stood up looking for that gray t-shirt that contained a viscous mixture of fluids. So I moved away from the window and began walking toward our bedroom, as it was now absolutely evident that they were about to enter the house.

As I headed to our room, I wondered if it was absolutely irrefutable that David had seen us, and, if so, I questioned whether he had truly connected with my wife, if he had really challenged Ana while cleaning Marta's buttocks. Perhaps I was thinking about this because I didn't want to complicate myself with something that might be darker, like my wife's enigmatic statement.

Not five seconds had passed since I'd entered our bedroom, seen Ana sitting on the bed, and closed the door behind me, when I heard the sound of the sliding kitchen door.

“What now?” asked Ana, who was removing her sandals, while we could hear them entering the house, then moving through the kitchen, and then reaching the bottom of the stairs.

“Well now... they'll come upstairs... and maybe they'll fuck again... or maybe not,” I answered.

“Do you think he saw us? Tell me honestly,” she whispered, without looking at me, as she stood up and then removed her leather skirt.

“I think so,” I said as I heard them climbing the stairs.

“Well, I don't care. They're the ones fucking like animals in the garden,” she defended herself, and we heard them reach the top and position themselves on the other side of our door, and then something rose through my body, and I hesitated, and feared that David might have the audacity to try to enter, along with Marta, and I looked at Ana, who was sitting back down on the bed, and I stopped breathing for a moment, and then heard a sound further away, revealing that they were passing by.

I sighed with relief. And then, taking advantage of the noise they made entering the adjacent bedroom, I walked until I stood in front of Ana who, seated, was running her hands through her hair, pushing it back, never completely abandoning her nervousness. And I could hear them talking while I looked at my wife, with that mismatched and unbalanced outfit, with that extensive and dutiful bra and those tiny but not useless panties, as their purpose was not to conceal but to excite and facilitate.

We could still hear them talking. They were saying all the things they hadn't said before, as if their orgasms had liberated them. And I, standing, looked down and saw an anxious Ana, probably tense in anticipation of another encounter, and then I whispered to her:

“Take that off.”

And she looked up. She pushed her hair away from her face. And she understood immediately. Although it was true that considering the structure of her panties, there wasn't much else to remove. And I thought she would resist, but without hesitating for a moment and fixing her gaze on me, she reached behind her back to the clasp of her bra. And she unfastened it, and her chest breathed, in a single, concise movement, revealing to me that there had been tension there. And my member began to rise, and then she used both hands to remove her bra, pulling the two cups forward, freeing consistent, large breasts with exaggeratedly extensive areolas and particularly erect nipples, which indicated to me that her excitement was not only not fading but accumulating.

And then we heard them moving around. Again the sound of hangers. Of the closet door. Of footsteps. And voices. And I looked at my wife, who, seated, placed her hands on the bed and offered me her torso. And I had to once again come to the aid of my member, and I freed it through the opening in my underwear, and it emerged erect and challenging in front of an Ana who pretended to be doing me a favor, but in her, at least at that moment, there was no altruism.

I began to masturbate, looking at those breasts and that face. And I was as aroused by her exquisite breasts, exposed in the backlight, as by her tense face listening for any sound. And that was the trap: she wanted me silent, because she wanted to listen, and that’s why she gave me that view, to keep me entertained, mute. And again it offended me to know that she was more tense from sensing they might fuck again than from the fact that I was masturbating inches from her face.

And another closet door. And more voices. And another sound of a hanger being hung.

“Stop...” my wife protested, in a whisper, when I thought it right to move closer, almost bringing the tip of my member to her lips.

“Why?” I asked, pulling and extending the skin of my member, back and forth no more than two spans from her face.

And she didn’t respond.

“You don’t want to miss a thing... You want absolute silence in case they fuck again?” I provoked, while the only sound we emitted, apart from our voices, was the “click, click, click” liquid sound that came from my member from the wet jerking I was giving myself in front of her.

“And you? Are you missing anything?” she asked, in a purr, and brought her hands to her breasts, offering them in an tremendously erotic, but also false way, to keep me entertained.

“Bitch...” I protested when I understood her maneuver, and again I moved forward, seeking her lips to admit what I was shaking, but she withdrew again minimally.

And then we could hear the door of the adjacent bedroom opening, and then we heard it close. And I stopped my jerking. And Ana released her breasts. And we undoubtedly heard heels; down the hallway, and then down the stairs. And then further down. It was a single person. No doubt: Marta was leaving the house.

The house door was heard opening and closing at once, and then I sharpened my hearing so much that I heard the sound of the outer gate, a sound I hadn’t heard before, when they had entered, and I still berated myself for it.

Marta left. Leaving us alone with a David who was on the other side of the wall, and I again feared his audacity.

I withdrew. Took a couple of steps. And my member decreased. And the most absolute silence enveloped us, overwhelming us, leaving us breathless. And one minute. Two minutes. Three minutes. And if David really knew we were there, it couldn’t be ruled out that he might come, knock on the door, enter... and test the waters, and above all boast about having discovered us, and why not also brag about his sexual exhibition with Marta.

But none of that happened. He didn’t come. And no sound came from the adjacent bedroom.

And Ana and I ended up undressing and getting into bed. Oppressed by not making the slightest noise.

She had to get up early the next day to go to the city, work, and come back at night. And I wondered how she intended to leave that house the next morning without David noticing.
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Friday, September 24.

1:05 in the morning.

I had no idea how much time had passed. Perhaps an hour, or more, or a little less. All I knew was that I hadn’t slept at all. And when we had tacitly decided to hide, to make no noise and go to bed, what was happening now hadn’t been part of our plans... because at that precise moment, I was inside Ana, inside my wife, penetrating her slowly.

I pressed my chest against her back, both of us lying on our sides, naked, covered by a light sheet; I filled her slowly and silently, and she tried not to make any sound, so as not to break the silence that had remained implacable and unaltered in the house since Marta had left.

It had happened casually: she had turned her back to me, but that also meant she had involuntarily offered me her ass. And my sleeplessness and the near certainty that David was asleep encouraged me to caress one buttock, and then the other. And the caress with my fingertips awakened an almost silent purr. And then my member began to push, down there. And when she minimally raised one leg, separating one from the other, I knew she was willing to take the risk.

It certainly wasn’t the dreamed-of encounter after weeks of restraint. It didn’t even qualify as relief, since satisfaction was permanently restricted. And I knew it wasn’t the time to reproach her for it, but to my displeasure at having seen her obsessed with watching David with Marta, was now added my distrust at feeling the inside of her sex suspiciously spacious.

I could feel her, but not too much. I slid, from bottom to top, to put it all the way in, and once there I executed a complete circular motion with my hips to, selfishly, feel her more. I surrounded her with my arms, encompassed her breasts with my hands, making her more mine, perhaps fighting against the painful possibility that she was imagining it wasn’t her husband who was filling her.

I pushed her, and that final movement gave me life, but I knew that with that limited friction, neither of us could possibly reach climax.

I pulled almost completely out of her, and penetrated her again. My cock slid with subtlety, with utmost ease, always blaming her and suspecting. That’s when she uttered something more than a purr, an “Ahh...” that seemed exaggerated to me.

“Shhh...” I whispered in her ear, knowing that David shouldn’t notice.

And I continued, constant, precise, and I even pulled back a bit, because I wanted to see how my cock disappeared inside her, but it was too dark.

“Ufff...” she panted, again spreading a sound that seemed avoidable to me.

“Quiet...” I whispered on her neck, and I pressed against her again, and I put it all the way in once more, and finished again with that circular movement.

“Ahhhmmmm” she moaned this time clearly.

“Damn it, Ana... He’ll hear us” I protested again in a whisper, much softer than her excessive moans.

And again. Another thrust. Slow. All the way in. And I no longer knew if I was fucking her for pleasure or if I was doing it to discover what game she was playing.

“Ohh...! Ahhh!” she moaned loudly, and moved both hands back, one toward my head and the other toward my ass, seeking to bring us closer together.

“Ana... Control yourself...” I kept whispering, but I kept fucking her.

“Ummm...! Give it to me...!” she moaned then, and I saw, without a doubt, a shameless exaggeration. And I said in a low voice:

“You want him to hear us, don’t you, you bitch...” I insulted her, furious.

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” she moaned without restraint.

“Bitch... You want him to come, don’t you...”

“Ohhhhh!” she moaned with even more uninhibition.

“You want him to come and fuck you...”

“Ahhh-hh!!” she almost screamed, and I filled her, penetrated her faster and deeper, felt her more, and then we heard a sound, coming from the other side of the wall, overlapping with Ana’s shameless moans... We heard knocks on the wall, three dry knocks: “thump, thump, thump.”

I stopped. Inside her. Those knocks had sounded more like a protest than connivance, but even so, and with her exaggerated moans still bouncing in my head, I whispered:

“If you want him to come... tell me.”

And she didn’t respond. And nothing could be heard from the other side of the wall.

And I pulled out of her, and felt my member swollen and wet.

And I was going to insist. I was going to repeat the question. But she had heard it perfectly.

I waited, but she remained silent. She didn’t move or turn around either.

And now we did hear a sound coming from the adjacent room, movement of springs, it seemed David was moving, and I tensed thinking he was getting out of bed.

And one, two, three seconds. Ten seconds. And, when I thought he would come... the silence continued. Again the most absolute muteness. And everything was in their hands, in the hands of those two. But neither did he come, nor make any sound, nor did Ana respond, not even turn around.

And I waited. It was their turn to act. And more silence.

And we fell asleep.
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Friday, September 24.

7:12 in the morning.

I felt her get out of bed. Then her bare feet walking to the bathroom, which was incorporated into our bedroom. The sound of the shower running brought me immense relief. Then the unmistakable buzz of Ana’s hair dryer. She was getting ready without making more noise than necessary, though not being particularly quiet either. David’s knocks on the wall had revealed that he was aware of our presence. What we still didn’t know was since when: whether he had found out from Ana’s moans... if he had discovered us much earlier, from his throne... or if, as I thought, he had seen us when we were spying on them from Lucía’s bedroom.

Lying on the bed, with one eye open and one closed, I watched her get dressed. Outside it was still completely dark, but her silhouette was illuminated by the light coming from the bathroom.

A gray skirt. A pink blouse. High-heeled shoes that hit the floor, again without showing off, but also without attempting stealth. And she finally sat down on the bed, beside me.

She emanated more docility. More temperance.

“You don’t need to come down for breakfast with me. Keep sleeping,” she whispered, and I sat up, leaning back.

“Irony?” I asked.

“Nooo, silly,” she smiled. “I’ll have a quick coffee and dash out,” she said in a low voice, looking at her watch. And I was struck by a routine smell, yet one that didn’t quite fit, because it smelled of work, not vacation or weekend; and I deduced it was her everyday perfume, which made both worlds clash.

“Hey...” she whispered.

“What?”

“About this idiot...”

“What about him...”

“Well... I suppose he’ll leave when he wakes up. He probably came to fuck and sleep, but... if that’s not the case... I mean, I would just be direct with him.”

“Direct?” I suddenly startled. “What do you mean?”

“Well... if you see he’s not leaving... talk to him. If he intends to stay all day, or even tonight too... then... I’ll pick you up in the car and we’ll go to a hotel around here or something, and we’ll go back home tomorrow morning.”

“Okay... Well... I suppose he’ll leave,” I answered, relieved.

“I hope so,” she said thoughtfully, and with some reluctance, as going down for breakfast constituted for her the beginning of a long day of work and driving.

A silence fell. And I looked at her. And she stared into nothingness. There, sitting next to me, illuminated by that indirect light. And I couldn’t contain myself, and I caressed one of her breasts over her blouse. Gently. And she turned her face toward me, and we both did our part to bring our faces closer, and then for our lips to make contact. And I think it was me who did more to make our tongues touch as well. It was a strangely lustful kiss for that time of morning. I felt her tongue tender and more moist than expected, and my member began to throb from caressing her breast over her clothes and feeling her tongue, so active, playing with mine.

The kiss ended, and she, restrained and with a shy smile, whispered:

“Well, I’m going. And... that,” she said as she stood up. “Talk to him... soon... in case we need to book a hotel or something.”

She then grabbed her purse, turned off the bathroom light, and then left the bedroom, closing the door carefully.

I lay back down while I listened to her descend the stairs. I checked the time and then dozed off. I reached a strange drowsy limbo. With my eyes closed, I let myself drift away. Nothing occupied my mind at that moment. And I couldn’t hear anything.

And after a while, a sound startled me. And at first, I didn’t know what or who could have been the cause. And then my mind processed at full speed, and I reached two conclusions: first, that I had indeed fallen asleep, and second, that the noise had come from David’s bedroom door. There was no doubt, I could hear him going down the stairs. Again, I had no idea how much time had passed since Ana had left me. I looked at the clock and was surprised to discover that only four minutes had gone by.

I was definitely tense about the encounter, which was imminent, between Ana and my brother-in-law. I calculated that they were about to meet in the kitchen. But as much as it made me tense, it seemed it might be necessary, that she wouldn’t be intimidated, and that probably, considering she was in a hurry to get to the office, she might only ask him if he was planning to leave or if he intended to stay for the weekend.

I waited. And I couldn’t hear anything. But I was wide awake now. And I began to reconsider my own reasoning, and I stopped being so sure that they wouldn’t talk about what had happened hours before. I thought that even if Ana didn’t want to, it was quite possible that David would bring up the subject, to provoke her reaction, especially if he had caught us spying on him through the window.

I got up. Suddenly I felt uneasy. Like a bad feeling. A distrust. A sensation that, at that moment, nothing good could come from an encounter between Ana and David.

I began to get dressed in underwear and a t-shirt. Growing more and more nervous. And, before I knew it, I was the third person descending those stairs that morning.

I hadn’t reached the bottom when I already heard voices, but they were strange voices. I reached the base of the stairs and the bad feeling intensified. And I was walking toward the kitchen, with an uncomfortable shiver of cold and nerves, when I heard those voices again, which were neither his... nor hers.

Just two meters from the kitchen I saw the open door, and I continued forward, and again that voice, which, without a doubt, wasn’t David’s... nor Ana’s... It was a voice that sounded tinny, mechanical, and it was mine. It was my voice.

I entered, horrified. And I saw them. Standing. Facing each other. She in her work clothes. He in a worn t-shirt and underwear. She with flushed cheeks. He with his mobile phone in hand.

A phone from which my voice was coming, saying:

“I would have an incredible jerk-off session, taking my time, watching how he fucks her in the ass... how your husband fucks my wife in the ass, in our bed.”

I was completely paralyzed. Ana turned toward me, and my heart sank seeing her tremble like that.

“What... what is this, Sergio?” she asked. Her hands were trembling. Her voice was trembling.

My heart felt like it could burst at any moment. I looked at David, but he wasn’t looking at me.

“What is this? I’m asking you again...!” she insisted, and I couldn’t help but notice tears welling up in her eyes.

“Nothing. Just nonsense with Belén,” I answered.

“Nonsense with Belén? I don’t believe it, I can’t believe this,” she shook her head, speaking rapidly. Devastated.

And then silence. The most violent silence of my entire life. And I wondered how much she had heard.

“Do you really want this? Do you really want what you’re saying there? And you’re telling Belén, on top of everything?

I don’t understand anything.”

I remained silent. I didn’t know what to say.

“You’re not saying anything?” she insisted, with a trembling voice.

And I felt more and more sorry for her, and more guilty, because she was trying to show strength, and the more she tried, the more she seemed on the verge of collapse. She was pretending to be angry, but it was really disappointment. Which made it much worse.

And I looked at David again, and it was now evident that he refused to look at me. He even gave the impression of being a mere messenger, from Belén, obviously. But still, he accepted the task of nothing less than ruining my life.

“Well. Fine. Alright,” Ana ran her hand through her hair, nervous, and continued, killing me:

“So then... whatever you want... That... he... fucks me... in the ass, right?, and wherever else he wants.”

Her words split me in half, dividing my entire body and soul in two. She really seemed on the verge of tears. And the worst part was that she continued, addressing me, ignoring David’s existence, and then she said:

“Look. I have to go. But I’ll be back later. Mid-afternoon. Evening. Whenever. I’ll come back... and... he can fuck me, right? If that’s what you want...”

And then she began walking toward me. And I, under the doorframe, tried to stop her from leaving, and made the mistake of extending my arm, which she violently pushed aside. And she managed to get past me. And she was leaving. And I heard her footsteps, and then she forcefully closed the front door, and the slam echoed loudly.

I raised my gaze. Now David did dare to return it.

“You’re both sons of bitches. Both Belén and you.”

And he didn’t react. But he seemed closer to shrugging than trying to justify himself. And I thought about Ana, that she couldn’t leave like this. So I turned around, to try to stop her, to try to explain myself, I didn’t know...

“Psst... Leave her. Don’t go after her. It’ll only make things worse,” David raised his voice, and I stopped.

I looked at him again, shaking my head. And he continued:

“I’ll explain later. Now I’m going back to sleep for a bit. Don’t punch me when I walk by... okay,” he said, as if nothing mattered, as if everything were a joke, and he said it while getting into a fighting stance, pretending to be a boxer.

“Go to hell, David,” I told him, and I didn’t want to keep looking at his face. And it was true that either we would come to blows or there was nothing more to say.

So I went toward the stairs, intending to go up to the bedroom, thinking that perhaps I could call Ana from my mobile. Although at that moment I was already doubting whether it was really a good idea.


CHAPTER 34

Back in my bedroom I grabbed my phone. I obviously wasn’t expecting Ana to have called or texted me, but even so, discouragement hit me, and I accepted that a day of desperation awaited me, of attempts to contact her, of begging and asking for forgiveness. As I processed this, my anger with David and Belén reached maximum levels.

I was hesitant. I didn’t know what to do. I was furious, but at the same time I knew acting in the heat of the moment wouldn’t do me any good. I paced like a caged lion, circling the bedroom. And I thought about how not even half an hour had passed since that moment when everything was fine; I remembered Ana, sitting beside me on the bed, affectionate... and it hurt infinitely how David and Belén had screwed me over.

I was lost in these thoughts when I heard David coming up the stairs and entering his bedroom, and I couldn’t believe that this jerk actually intended to go back to bed as if nothing had happened, as if he hadn’t betrayed me in the most despicable way possible.

Finally, I put my phone on the nightstand, concluding it wasn’t the right time to call her; not while she was driving furiously to her office. I calculated the timing then; the hour when I should start trying.

I got in the shower. I tried to calm down. I knew I was against the ropes, that they had pushed me to the limit and that I only had one way to try to recover, which didn’t involve going into the next bedroom to fight with my brother-in-law. No, the only way to fix this, and to put things in their place, started with trying to gather information. I thought: “information is power,” and concluded that I was the one most lacking information at that moment.

As water ran down my back, I compiled everything that didn’t add up, all the unanswered questions. That calmed me down a bit. At least I knew where to start.

I put on swim trunks, a t-shirt, and a sweatshirt. I knew that September morning would be cool, at least until the sun started to rise. I went down to the kitchen, made myself a coffee and looked out the window toward the garden, and then I saw David’s chair, my brother-in-law’s throne. It was sad, it was comical, but I went out, cup in hand, walked around the pool, got there, and kicked that chair over. Then I took my chair, placed it next to it, and sat down with my coffee.

The glow of the sun, beginning to gild the low houses and trees, created an almost magical atmosphere, and showed me, as the stars sometimes showed me at night, that we were absolutely nothing, and that our problems were ethereal before the greatness and enormity of what surrounded us. I felt in a trance, reflecting on that. And I realized that I was feeling everything with an unknown intensity, and it was curious how by feeling more, I managed to relax, when it might seem more logical for the opposite to happen.

I looked up and saw David’s bedroom, his window, with the light off, and I was still amazed at how nothing seemed to affect him. Then I looked at my phone, checked the time, and confirmed that the moment to start my reconciliation attempts hadn’t yet arrived.

I returned then to my reflection that “information is power” and to those unanswered questions: What was it that David had to explain to me? What was that “you don’t understand anything” that Ana had thrown at me after I’d told her that as far as I was concerned she could repeat with David? What was that thing about me being the gun and him keeping a bullet that David had told me weeks ago?

Those three questions had to be answered. They were going to be answered. And it had to be immediately. I would do everything possible to ensure that all three unknowns were resolved that very day.

There. Sitting in my chair. Waiting. Waiting for my idiot brother-in-law to wake up and clarify all of this. Waiting for enough time to pass for it to be appropriate to call my wife. And also waiting for it to be a reasonable hour to start texting with my friend, the friend with whom I was supposedly going to spend that day, showing him around the area.

I finished my coffee. The minutes passed. It was true that the morning was cool, but at the same time the air was thickening, announcing that it would be a day more summery than autumnal. The sun now illuminated my body, my face, horizontally, warming me to the point where I started to feel too hot in the sweatshirt.

I checked my phone again and saw that my friend was online, so I started texting with him, and we quickly arranged to meet for drinks in the village at one o’clock, and then have lunch together. He also told me that more people would join in the afternoon, and I told him that he would have to be my taxi driver, that he would have to pick me up and bring me back, since Ana had taken our car.

After our written chat I looked at the time again, filled my lungs... gathered my courage... and called my wife.

One, two, three rings... She didn’t answer. So I texted her. I asked her to take my call. And then I saw that she was writing to me, which made me enormously happy, as I had expected complete silence for hours. The negative part was that she replied simply and dryly: “Leave me alone, Sergio. Please, I’m asking you.”

The truth was that on a scale, I came to see as sufficient, as positive, the fact that at least she had written something. And I even found myself smiling thinking about how things must be for a “leave me alone” to seem positive.

I then looked up and saw that David's bedroom was lighting up. Which was also good news. And I hesitated then to stand up, approach, and test if from the garden one could see what was happening behind the windows, because I didn't even know that; I didn't know if David had seen us spying on him the night before, or if he hadn't noticed our presence until hearing Ana's moans. But I quickly concluded that there was no point in testing it, that the conditions were completely different, that everything was different in the daylight.

I didn't want to overwhelm her. I knew her and knew it could be counterproductive, but even so I wrote to Ana again. And I mapped out a strategy in my mind about what to tell her. I didn't have much justification, but it was obvious that everything had been a trap set by Belén; I knew I needed to focus the conversation there. I simply wrote asking her to please let me talk to her for a minute. She didn't respond to that, but she did read it, which was also good news, as it showed me that at least she was paying attention.

And I kept waiting, patiently, for the idiot who had answers to two of the three questions that needed to be answered. And I waited. And, from my position, slouched in my garden chair, with my feet touching the cold grass, and through the ground floor window, I saw him walking through the kitchen. And he had the nerve to greet me from there.

I cleared my throat. I grew uneasy. And then he came out through the sliding kitchen door, into the garden, and a breeze rose that ruffled what little hair he had, in a comical way, and I wondered how such little hair could wave so much. And I saw him come out with two large cups of coffee, and again I thought it was impossible that he could be so brazen.

He approached me as if nothing had happened, dressed in underwear and a T-shirt that I wasn’t sure was yellow because it was yellow, or because it had once been white. And he saw his chair on the ground, and, extending his hand, offering me a coffee, he said:

“Damn. It’s a bit chilly. Aren’t you cold?”

I ignored him. I didn’t respond, nor did I reach out to take that cup. He then looked at me, resigned himself, placed both cups on the grass, and, bending down with a groan, began to set up his chair next to mine.

Then he picked up the cups again and sat down in his chair, and as he landed the coffee sloshed around, spilling from both cups.

“For fuck’s sake...” he protested then, with his hands stained with coffee. And he offered me a cup again, which was now only half full from all that had spilled, and I still didn’t react.

Then he accepted the rejection, placed that cup back on the grass, shook his free and wet hand, and sipped from the other cup, making an unpleasant sound, and then said:

“It’s good... Lots of milk and sugar, like Mr. Wolf. Though I don’t solve problems.”

“No, you create them,” I responded, unable to help myself.

“Yeah...” he sighed. “Anyway. Great movie.”

I remained silent. I knew he wouldn’t be able to hold back from spilling everything. I thought perhaps it wouldn’t even be necessary for me to ask him the two specific questions.

And then he scratched his belly three times, and then cleared his throat, and then said:

“Well... shall I begin? No more beating around the bush, eh. I’m going to be completely honest with you. You’ll see, when I finish telling you everything we’re going to be better friends than ever.”


CHAPTER 35

“Friends? After how you just screwed me over? I assume you’re joking,” I said.

“Ugh!” —he exaggerated a sigh— “You mean this morning with Anita? What happened this morning was the most honorable thing I’ve done for anyone in years.”

“Honorable...” I repeated, outraged.

“Yes. A huge favor. Trust me.”

I knew it would be incredibly difficult to endure this. I knew I had to tolerate his speech, when what my body wanted was to kick that chair again, but this time with him sitting on it. But I was aware that I needed to be smart. And that I shouldn’t interrupt him, no matter how much it ate at me. That I should listen patiently, separate the wheat from the chaff, and, above all, I needed to be able to distinguish what was true from what seemed like lies, because I knew the confession he was announcing wouldn’t be entirely clean.

“Well... here we are... the two brothers-in-law in our quarters. Quite a summer, huh?” he said, and took another slurp of his coffee.

“David. At the very least... after your asshole move this morning... At the very least, get to the point.”

He took another drink. And I knew I wasn’t starting well in my attempt to let things flow, but he hadn’t even begun, so I didn’t hold back and continued:

“If there’s one day I beg you not to play the interesting guy, for whatever you hold dear, it’s today.”

“Alright... Alright... Let’s see... where do I start.”

“You could start with how many audio recordings you showed Ana this morning. As for why, I’m not sure I want to know.”

“No, no. That comes at the end,” he said, and slurped again unpleasantly, and it seemed he had more or less prepared both the content and the order of what he was going to confess to me.

“Fine. Start wherever the hell you want then.”

He took a breath, leaned back, and I felt him turn his face to look at me, but I kept my gaze fixed straight ahead, toward the house. And he began:

“Let’s see. August. If you remember, Anita had left angry. Like today. And to you, before you left, I said...”

“You told me” —I couldn’t help interrupting— “that nothing would happen again with Ana, but that you were keeping a bullet, and that I was the gun. I remember it perfectly.”

“Ah, yes. That I did the ‘Piummm’ thing to you” —he made the gesture of firing a gun.

“Yes, that crap,” I added, and in a way I was glad, because it seemed I was close to getting an answer to the first of my questions.

“Okay. Yes. Well, it was a lie. I said it... I think... to reassure you a bit. But the truth is that day I already saw things looking bad for you. And that’s related to little Alberto and the videos. I mean... I wanted... to make you feel involved, I don’t know... like you could think that you could make Ana and I... you know, but it’s really Ana’s decision, and she’s had it crystal clear since... well... since what happened.”

My brother-in-law was telling me, tacitly, that since he had fucked my wife... she hadn’t doubted that she wanted to repeat it. Whether I wanted it or not, whether I suggested it or not. And, at that moment, in my role, I had to endure it. And it was incredibly hard not to protest, not to insult him, not to tell him to stop his boasting.

I swallowed and exhaled. But I knew I shouldn’t fall into his trap or his provocations. He left silences for me to collapse and make a mistake. But I was determined to be smarter than him, even if my silence could be confused with submission.

“Continue,” I said.

“Okay... I’ll continue. Let’s see. I could be a jerk... you know, and tell you that I sent little Alberto to you, because obviously you know that the kid, on his own, doesn’t do anything... and that... well... that I was the one who sent him... and I could tell you, lie to you, saying now that I sent him as a favor.”

“Yeah, I already know you sent him. Obviously. Go on.”

“So that’s it... I sent him... Not for you to enjoy him, and me with Marta and you with him, and everyone happy. But for you to see that... well... that the thing with Ana... that the kid isn’t enough for her, no matter how cute he is...”

“That it has to be with you. That she only wants you,” I couldn’t help saying.

“Well... Let’s see. Damn. I swear it’s not easy for me to tell you like this.”

“Don’t worry. Continue.”

“So that’s it. I wanted you to see... that... with people like little Alberto it wouldn’t be enough for her. That it’s not nearly enough. I mean... Well, and the videos too. I knew you’d watch them together. And I knew Ana would get... Well, you don’t need to tell me... I know Ana got horny as hell with the videos. Suzuki Anita.” —he smiled, proud of his creativity, and waited for my reply, but I restrained myself— “Anyway... let’s say they were two... clues... for you to understand your situation. And... I think after what happened yesterday... you’ll have it even clearer. That... well, that... last night... you know... I was giving it to Marta... bang bang, bang bang, and then I look up, toward the window... and my goodness, what a face... Your wife looked like she was about to come running, push her sister aside and take her place... I was giving it to Marta while thinking: ‘Anita is about to come with her panties already in her hand.’”

I swallowed hard. Once again, I struggled not to insult him. That had been a low blow, and especially harsh. To make matters worse, his tone was one of connivance, as if the subtext of his entire explanation had some basis in doing me a favor, or as some strange form of protectionism.

—Oh... so you saw us —I managed to say, without falling into the trap of the substance of his speech. 

—Hell yes I saw you. I don’t think Marta did. At least she didn’t say anything to me.

—Okay. Very good. And... may I ask... why were you so concerned... or so interested in me... as you put it... being aware of my situation?

—Here comes the good part. This is the interesting bit —he said, puffing himself up, and then he switched cups and drank from the one that was originally meant for me.

I hadn’t yet recovered from how he’d referred to Ana when I already felt a different kind of pressure, stemming from knowing he was about to tell me something decisive. He, as always, was controlling the timing, and drinking my coffee. I remained quiet, waiting, not doing anything that might divert or distract him. I had decided that at the next disrespectful comment about Ana, I would cut him off, even if it hindered my goal of understanding everything that was happening.

—Are you ready? Are you ready for the good stuff? —he asked smugly, speaking to the air.

I didn’t even respond. Didn’t even nod. I just waited.

—Well... here it comes —he said, placing the cup on the grass, both of us sitting side by side, looking straight ahead, not looking at each other—. Let’s see how I tell you this. Look, you know I’m... an athlete. “Fush, fush” —he exhaled, mimicking a few punches, as if he were a boxer—. Well... we have goals, that’s the key to each day, not just in sports. And... since what happened with Anita... well, I said to myself... well... while I’m at it, this has to be three out of three, a hat-trick, a triple... Well, more like a Grand Slam, because there are four; funny thing is, the one I always forget about is my wife...

He dropped that bombshell. And paused. There was no need to do the math. The son of a bitch was referring to Lucía. A girl barely over eighteen. I couldn’t believe it. I was starting to get really nervous.

—Let’s see... I’ll continue —he went on—. Though I think you already know where this is going. I’m not interested in Anita. That’s it. Don’t take it the wrong way. She’s the prettiest. She’s the hottest. But you’re married, and you’re my friend, and it’s complicated. And she has a lot of ego. Too much. She doesn’t bring anything to the table for me. And... well... you already know what name I’m about to put on the table.

I swallowed hard again. I breathed deeply. My chest expanded and then I exhaled. And I had the feeling he noticed.

And he continued:

—Damn, how she’s changed this summer. She was just a kid in June. I swear. And I saw her last week and she’s... my God. Well, she’s not with Alberto anymore, I guess you know that.

—Could you get more to the point? —I said, annoyed—. I don’t know what the hell Lucía has to do with anything right now.

—Okay, okay... Look. Deep down it’s very simple. And I don’t want you to get angry... because if you let me explain, you’ll see that it’s actually a favor, and... that in a way it’s a demonstration of friendship. Let’s see... I do it with Ana... a month ago... month and a half. I don’t remember. And I say, well, I think: “With Lucía too and I’ll be crowned.” But I wasn’t in a hurry. I didn’t care if it happened four years from now. But then I find out that the damn girl... you know the silly things young people are into these days... wants to go to London, or some crap like that... and I say to myself: “this bitch will hook up with some foreigner and I’ll never see her hair again...” Well, neither her hair nor her tits which, late, strangely late, but they’ve finally come in. She’s got quite a bit more than skinny Belén now. Anyway. And this is where you come in. 

—This is where I come in... —I sighed, and I almost brought my hands to my face, but I didn’t want to show weakness. 

—Yes, this is where you come in, because she holds you in high regard. Not just personally, but professionally too. She likes your whole... “I quit my job and set up my own studio” thing. Basically, she respects you. So... Look. If I say to her: “Lucía, honey, do an internship at my company for six months, you can go to London afterward, I’ll even get you an English teacher and Mandarin Chinese if you want,” she’ll tell me to go to hell. That’s why you come in. It’s like a pact. I need you to call her... better yet, meet with her, and convince her to join my company for a few months. 

—You’re fucking kidding me... You’re seriously messed up in the head, David —I couldn’t help interrupting him. 

—No. Why? Look. You just have to tell her that my company is doing great, which is true. That she’ll learn a lot there, and that I am how I am, but she’ll get used to it. Which is also true. Hell, I’m not even asking you to lie. Look, Sergio, I’m just asking you to convince her to work at my company for a few months, and after that... it’s up to me. Or rather, up to her. Damn, Sergio... I’m not asking you to drug her and put her in my bed, for fuck’s sake —he flared up, for the first time and in a strange way—. If anything happens it’ll be because she wants it to. She’s of legal age and she’s not stupid at all. Maybe even after spending many hours with her, I won’t even get to touch her elbow. 

I let out air. Again in a loud way and no longer caring if I showed him my impact. And then I said: 

“Fine. Don’t take this the wrong way. Point one: you’re a fucking moron, she’s only eighteen years old... Damn... we’ve watched her grow up. You’re a sick bastard. And point two: that... I mean... I feel ridiculous and already like an accomplice to your mental disorder just by asking this: can you tell me how you expect to convince me to go along with this?” 

“Very simple. Look. Did you see Ana’s performance today? My God... What a spectacle...” 

I felt tempted to look at him. But I didn’t. And suddenly he began to put on a woman’s voice, supposedly he was, or was trying to, imitate Ana:

“Ohh, Sergio...! Oh my God...! Do you really want that? Do you really want me to... fuck him again? Ohhh well... Fine... If that’s what you want!”

“Cut it out,” I said, interrupting his little act.

“What? Isn’t it true? Don’t mess with me, Sergio. It was all an act. She seemed... No, she didn’t just seem. She was looking for an excuse.”

“Don’t push it...” I answered, but he was planting doubt inside me, and it was true that, even at that moment, those phrases had seemed somewhat strange to me.

“And what about yesterday...? Damn, Sergio. If I saw her from below... you must have seen that she was melting in Lucía’s room.”

I sighed again. The worst part was that to what he was saying, which was true, I had to add what had happened in the shower at our house, after watching that video of him with Marta. And... it was true that Ana’s behavior at the window... had been... painfully suspicious. Not to mention her exaggerated moans, exaggerated so David could hear them.

“Sergio. Seriously. I swear I’m not saying this to mess with you. Ana is dying to repeat with David María. That it’s disgusting... that it’s awful... But boom. Just like what happened in August. Excuses, but deep down she wants it. And you might say: ‘well, it’s fine, it turns me on too.’ It’s obvious something turns you on. Otherwise we’d have been throwing punches since August. But the problem is that after repeating once... we go to five times, and before you know it... Ana becomes Marta... and everything is very kinky and fun until one day she tells you she’s going to the movies with her friends when she’s actually in a hotel on all fou—”

“Alright, that’s enough!” I interrupted him, almost shouting. “What the hell are you telling me with all this?”

“I’m telling you: do me this favor with Lucía and I’ll stay away from Ana.”

I let out air again. I felt like my chest couldn’t fit in my t-shirt. My head was hurting terribly and without warning.

I sighed. I tried to focus. And then I said:

“Is this what you had to explain to me? Well, I’m telling you now that I’m not going to do anything to help you sleep with a young girl who’s eighteen years old and whom we’ve watched grow up since she was a child.”

“Well, fine then. It’s up to you. I already told you the favor is just for her to accept a damn six-month internship. Not for her to get into bed with anyone.”

I didn’t say anything then. I didn’t even have the strength to say anything else. The second question had already been answered. I didn’t want anything more from him.

“Anyway. I’ll tell you about the audio and I’ll be done.”

“I don’t care, David.”

“Don’t you want to know? Don’t you want to know why what happened this morning was actually a favor?”

I sighed. And finally said:

“Just spit it out already...”

“Well... Belén, that bitch... Let me explain... She’s incredibly jealous of you two. She considers your marriage to be everything that hers isn’t. Not that it’s difficult. And she wants to mess you up. I’ve known that for years. And then one day I look at her phone and I find all those ‘silly things’ she wrote to you one night; something about a girl who looks like her... Pure bullshit. But then I listen to the voice notes and I think: this bitch is going to show up at Ana’s house one day, when Sergio is out somewhere with the kid, and she’ll go to her with the recordings all upset, putting on her little act... and she’ll ruin that poor man’s marriage. Because it’s obvious that’s what she’s after. That’s why she got you involved. So I managed to get them without her knowing, so I could be the one to show them to Ana.”

“Well, Ana doesn’t look very happy to me.”

“Damn, Sergio... Don’t you get it? By me being the one who showed it to her... it’s all like... ‘just another crazy stunt from the satanic David-Belén combo.’ And also linked to sex. Not linked to ‘your husband isn’t who you think he is, so leave him.’ Think about it. Belén doesn’t know I have them. I’ve only shown one to Ana. The rest are nonsense. And... now... the day Belén intends to show up at your house, all affected, to mess with you, Ana will tell her to go to hell, she’ll tell her she knows everything, and Belén’s plan to screw you over goes down the drain. Trust me. It was a huge favor. Ana’s anger, the way I showed her the voice note... won’t last even two days. Moreover... you’ve already seen that the bitch exaggerated her anger... so she could get her reward.”

“Go to hell,” I said quickly.

“Then talk to Lucía,” he replied.

And finally, silence. I felt overheated in my clothes, uncomfortable because of his way of telling everything. Almost every sentence felt like a stab wound. But I couldn’t deny that what he’d said about the voice notes was somewhat reasonable. And Belén’s spite didn’t catch me by surprise, nor her plan to screw us over. I also couldn’t deny that Ana’s attitude toward David... hadn’t been normal since what happened had happened.

“Well. Just to clarify. Where do things stand now?” my brother-in-law said then, and I saw from the corner of my eye how he scratched his beard, which was already showing, unkempt and gray.

“Um...” I hesitated. “I don’t know, but look, since you’re in such a... confessional mood... can you tell me what’s with... the fucking costumes Marta wears?”

“Christ. Obvious. So Anita knows where she stands. To give her the pleasure of fantasizing more freely. She gets like a bitch in heat with the videos. Admit it to me.”

I turned my face toward David then, for the first time. I think it was also the first time I felt pure, genuine hatred toward him.

“Well, Sergio. Nothing more to say then.”

“Nothing more to say,” I repeated.

And he stood up. Heavy. Noisy. And collected both cups.

“I’m heading out. I have a long day ahead,” he said, and I considered asking if he planned to stay at the house for the weekend, but I decided against it because I didn’t care. I was determined not to change my plans because of him. And at that moment, my urgency was to reconcile with Ana.

“Have a good day,” I said ironically.

“Yeah... And listen... Sergio. Seriously, man. I swear I thought you’d take it well. But anyway, now you know that if you don’t help me with Lucía, I won’t help you with Ana.”

“Don’t worry, David. I don’t need your help keeping my wife out of your bed tonight... or whenever. I’m pretty confident I can control her.”

“Yeah... Well...” he cleared his throat as he walked away. “As my late father used to say: ‘Forewarned is forearmed... and if you still get hurt... it’s your own damn fault.’”


CHAPTER 36

Friday, September 24.

1:38 in the afternoon.

“Come on partner, step on it, I’ve made lunch reservations for two o’clock. 

“I’m coming, I’m coming…” I replied as I sipped my beer and looked at him. My friend barely resembled the Miguel I remembered.

“I like this partner thing. They use it more in England, I think, than in the United States. I got it from an English coworker who was always saying partner, partner, partner; and he used it referring to his girlfriend, which I thought was only for males, I mean, I thought he was gay. But no. They use it for everything. 

“But it’s more like… business partner, isn’t it?” I asked, though I wasn’t particularly interested.

“Nah, for everything. They use it for everything. Like that bro thing now. All the kids: bro, bro, bro. But bro sounds terrible to me. ‘Dude’ is outdated, and bro is too much. I like this partner…” he pronounced with an exaggerated British accent. 

My friend talked at lightning speed. More than a friend, he had originally been a friend of a university friend, but due to circumstances, a few years back, we had grown closer and I ended up having more contact with him than with my original friend. But that day I saw him differently, like he was putting on an act. Still lanky and thin, that hadn’t changed, but everything else seemed different; starting with that peculiar way of dressing… he wore a flashy short-sleeved shirt and deliberately ripped pants that didn’t quite match his age, approaching forty, and then, physically: a mustache that seemed to imitate a bad seventies movie, and his hair was blond, but blonder than I remembered, which made me suspect he had started covering gray hairs and it had gotten out of hand.

“You’re very quiet. What’s tormenting you?” he asked, restless, electric, and drank again, shaking his wrist, making some bracelets jingle. I thought then that more than a seventies actor, he looked like a washed-up man recently kicked out, for being annoying, from an indie music festival.

“Nothing’s tormenting me, partner” I replied, and the truth was that we had caught up quickly and I realized then that I didn’t have much more to say. In fact, showing him around or explaining the area hadn’t gone anywhere; shortly after heading in that direction, he had cut me off saying that the only area he was interested in was the terraces in the port area. Then he had gotten excited telling me that he had seen “high quality” there and had finished with: “you have to vacation where the rich girls vacation.” 

I thought then that, in some way, he reminded me of David, as he seemed like a more energetic version of David, less jaded, less cynical. Also less funny. And thinking about David made me think about Ana, so I checked my phone and saw no updates, and then I heard:

“No. Seriously. Is it about your wife? I see you’re very focused on your phone.”

I looked up. I scrutinized him. And I thought again that I remembered him as a more centered, calmer man. Always single and living life to the fullest, yes, but with a lower profile. His dark eyebrows furrowed, and the position of his eyebrows made me feel observed, and their color convinced me that he was indeed dyeing his hair.

“There isn’t another man, is there?” he smiled.

“No, partner… Not… exactly,” I said, finishing my beer, sitting on a stool in a traditional bar in the village, in the fishermen’s area, away from the trendy terraces at the port that he had talked about. And, as I drank, I was aware of my mistake, so I prayed it hadn’t been noticed. 

But I had made a mistake, probably because I’d had two beers in barely twenty minutes.

“Not exactly! You’ve got to be kidding me… Seriously?” he licked his lips as if he’d been waiting all along for a topic like this to emerge, so it could later be the subject of thorough analysis.

“No, no. Not at all. There’s no problem. I just said it to say something,” I replied and thought that lunch was going to feel very long if the Miguel I had known years ago didn’t come back.

“Ah, good. That’s a relief. You’ve been together for ages, right? But be careful, eh. Those married women... My God, married women. I’ve been reading a lot, you know? And... they’re incredible. They’re animals. Complete animals,” he said, making a dramatic gesture with his hands, like imitating an explosive wave. “They’re incredible. They run circles around us, and I don’t mean in some sexist way, I mean... damn, for... procreation, you know? This ovulation thing is mind-blowing. Did you know that when they’re ovulating, their skin looks better? I mean... they’re prettier... they even become more symmetrical, besides their breasts getting bigger, of course. All to attract the male. With models, for photo shoots... I mean. It’s not something they’ll admit, but they ask for their menstrual cycle... to schedule the shoot when they’re ovulating.”

“No, I didn’t know that,” I replied, and I would have doubted the truth of his claims if I had been interested.

“Whoa. It’s incredible. And a thousand other things too. Do you know about the moaning, during sex?” 

“Damn, Miguel. Lower your voice,” I said, looking around, but the bar was fairly empty.

“Sorry... Well, the moaning... it’s so other males can hear them... and approach... excited, obviously. That’s why. Damn, everything happens for a reason. It’s to attract more males to... fertilize them, impregnate them, whatever. I mean, to continue the species.”

“Ah, how interesting,” I responded while trying to catch the attention of the bartender behind the counter, so he could bring us the bill and save me.

“I’m reading a lot about this stuff. Also about picking up women. Which is always useful. The other day I read some excellent advice. It’s about rejection. You see...” Miguel was talking rapidly, accelerating, and I was wondering what I was doing there, with all the mess I had with Ana and David’s absurd plan. I realized I was increasingly finding myself in situations where I didn’t want to be.

“What do you think?” he asked, but I had completely disconnected and had no idea what he had said.

“Incredible,” I answered.

“Right? It’s totally true. Since I read that, I’m a different person. And I hook up more. Because it’s true, when a chick rejects you...”

“A partner,” I added. 

“Well, there I use ‘chick.’”

“Ah, yes. Of course. There partner doesn’t work well,” I commented seriously. 

“Yeah, because for partner you need to have trust.” 

“So then ‘dude’ or ‘chick’ can’t substitute for partner,” I egged him on. 

“No, not always. Sometimes you have no choice but to use ‘dude’ or ‘chick.’”

“Got it.”

“So anyway, Sergio. When a chick rejects you at night, she’s not rejecting you, damn it. In the end, she’s rejecting someone, some idiot, who isn’t you. It’s just some fool who spouted a few lines at her. So you can’t feel rejected. Since I read that, every time one tells me to get lost, I think she’s told some dimwit who said a few stupid things to get lost, not me.”

“I see.”

“And... about married women...” he said, whispering, as if he were about to reveal a great secret to me. “They’re the worst. Well, not the worst. But I’ve also read that they’re the ones who feel the most desire. I mean, if you go out at night and in a group there are five married women and five single women, and there’s flirting with guys, the ones who get most excited are the married ones, although, of course, for social reasons, afterward it’s the single ones who... seal the deal.”

“And how do they measure that?” I asked.

“What?”

“Well, who got more excited.”

“I don’t know... But it was a serious study. I don’t know if through tests... or they analyze something chemical. I think something like that, that they were the ones who secreted the most of whatever that night,” he responded, lost in thought, while I checked my phone again and saw that Ana still hadn’t responded to my last request, the one asking her to at least give me a minute to explain myself.

“So you have to be careful with married women, then,” I said, as I flipped my phone over, hurt and frustrated.

“No, damn it. Not necessarily. If in the end there’s that pact of not being unfaithful, there’s nothing wrong with a married woman feeling desire for other men. It’s always been said that men are created to sample here and there, but women, while yes, evolutionarily they want stability and a male to protect their offspring, they’re not exactly configured... let’s say... for monogamy either. You know, the injustice that an unfaithful woman is a slut and an unfaithful man is a stud.”

“Yeah... That... is a bit outdated,” I said.

“Hey, by the way. No fucking way. What a damn coincidence. Isn’t that your wife?”

“Who?” I asked, suddenly becoming nervous.

“That one, damn it,” he said, pointing toward the exit door of the bar, and I saw two girls on the sidewalk, talking, who then walked past, down the street.

“No... That’s not my wife... Though almost,” I said, seeing that one of those girls was Marta.


CHAPTER 37

Friday, September 24.

3:41 in the afternoon.

In the end, Miguel’s friends didn’t show up in the middle of the afternoon as he had announced, but rather during the after-lunch drinks. An after-lunch that wasn’t about coffee, but gin and tonics, and I didn’t turn down that impulse because I knew it would make both my company and my circumstances more bearable.

That extra of three friends of Miguel’s, who seemed more like drinking buddies than friends in the strict sense of the word, were somewhat younger than us, not much more, perhaps five or six years, but enough to suspect that he had reconnected with the next generation once his own was already engaged in other matters; in adult matters.

It was while observing the group conversation that I discovered the masquerade: “Miqui” this, “Miqui” that; that’s what they called him, and I was then aware of that kind of alter ego he had created for himself, as if he had started from scratch with new people and a new personality.

They couldn’t take their eyes off a woman who was two tables away, also having after-lunch drinks, but she with coffee, not alcohol. Girl, woman, who was with her husband, but that didn’t matter to them. And, between obscenities and impossible bets, they made plans to go to the plaza, which was the place in town where everyone always went once they had warmed up during lunch at the port.

“My God, that place is a fucking fashion show, and today is still Friday, but tomorrow things will get crazy,” said one of Miguel’s friends, whose name I couldn’t remember, referring to the plaza.

“Today we scout, tomorrow we score,” said another.

“No, no. We scout and score on the same day if possible,” Miguel clarified.

Our table had turned into a childish henhouse that I found unbearable, and I barely paid attention to them, much more focused on my phone. And I started calling Ana from time to time, especially taking advantage of the times Miguel went to the bathroom, which, suspiciously, weren’t few, but always without result, which made me start to worry seriously.

Friday, September 24.

5:02 in the afternoon.

Sitting on an exaggeratedly tall stool, I looked at my gin, then at the clear sky that crowned that small plaza, and then around me: at that “Miqui” and his entourage of three surrounding me; howling and squawking, exaggerating; projecting an alcoholic revelry of exaltation of camaraderie, as if they shared something more than the sole, but individual, purpose of ending the day between the legs of some rich city girl or some divorcee, both subgenres on sale for being the last weekend of summer.

And I was thinking about finishing my drink as soon as possible and calling a taxi to take me to the house, as my driver, Miguel, was already useless for anything more demanding than babbling.

The good thing about sufficiently large groups is that no one misses the participation of one unit, so I could withdraw without risk of being bothered. And in my circumstances, it was inevitable not to compulsively check my phone and alternate it with mentally reviewing my delirious conversation with David.

When I started thinking about Ana, I ended up thinking about David, and vice versa, in a loop that, mixed with alcohol, gave me the feeling that I was going to go crazy. And whenever I ended with Ana, I focused on the most existential doubt, which was, and this was the key, whether she really wanted to repeat with David.

It was obvious that when I had directly asked my wife about that, she hadn’t said no. I came to the conclusion then that there was no more relevant clue than that. And what had happened in the shower of our house after watching the video, or her obsessive excitement watching them from the window, or her extremely suspicious “well if you really want that, I’ll come back tonight and let him fuck me”... all those were already sufficient clues by themselves, but their glorification had occurred when she hadn’t denied wanting to repeat, having been given the opportunity to do so.

While thinking about it, I remembered her sex with David, on the sofa; and I knew it hadn’t been normal, that it hadn’t been a release, a slip, a letting go due to an excitement accumulated because of our game with Albert. It had been much more.

And then I thought about David’s proposal, and for the first time I wanted to reconsider it, and I thought that it was really true that nothing had to happen. That I could save myself the drama of seeing my wife hooked on that jerk in exchange for practically nothing. And the most likely thing was that Lucía would tell him to fuck off at the first attempt. Besides, I could tell Lucía to accept the internship and at the same time warn her, perhaps not the same day, but a few weeks later; I always had the option of telling her to let me know if David tried something or did anything not strictly related to a professional relationship.

After realizing that I was considering the possibility of accepting the pact, I concluded that I was doing it because I really feared he was right; I really feared that my wife wanted him to fuck her again... and, above all, and what was worse, I feared that, if that happened, my marriage could be in danger.

I then felt something on my elbow, turned my face and saw that Miguel, to my right, sitting on another stool, like me, was making a gesture with his eyes, as if for me to look beyond. And then I followed his suggestion and directed my gaze a few meters ahead, in the indicated direction, and saw that, on the other side of the plaza, about twenty meters away, was Marta having a beer with the girl we had seen hours earlier.

Miguel didn’t say anything to me, so I had time to observe that girl, my sister-in-law, my wife’s twin sister, who was wearing a dark dress adorned with red, yellow, and blue flowers; a loose, summery dress despite the background tone being subdued. Next to her, a blonde girl with somewhat curly hair was drinking and smiling, who seemed familiar to me as if I had seen her other times in town; so I thought then that Marta was probably catching up with that friend before returning to the city, and I also thought that it wasn’t a bad plan, that “sex, afternoon of beers, and return.” That said, with one caveat, and the “caveat” was that her lover, the sex, was with David.

“What a coincidence, huh?” Miguel whispered to me, already unable to hold back commenting on it. 

“Well... the route is what it is: appetizers, port, and plaza. And we all follow like sheep,” I replied while continuing to observe her. 

“Yeah... Um... Is she single? Please say yes.” 

I remained silent for a moment, and then he brought the others into the conversation by raising his voice:

“I already told them she’s your wife’s twin.”

“Identical twin?” one of his friends asked.

“Well... yes...” I answered. 

“Damn! You lucky bastard!” he exclaimed, smiling, excited and without restraint. 

“The friend isn’t bad either...” said another, and was immediately criticized for not always aspiring to the highest. 

“Tell me... Come on... Married? In a relationship? Nothing?” Miguel insisted in my ear while his friends continued their dissertations. 

“Not married. In a relationship... I don’t know,” I replied. 

“Fucking great. That’s all I need to know, partner...” he said and took a long sip of his drink. 

And I continued observing her, without fear of being discovered, thinking that if she looked in my direction I would greet her without any drama. And, while I paused to scrutinize her curves molding her dress, my mind flew to what I had seen of her a few hours earlier. My mind went to how, with her hands resting on the armrest of the wicker sofa, she received David’s thrusts... and I remembered how her breasts hung enormously between the straps of my wife’s vulgar open-cup bra. And her moans echoed in my mind; I could hear them, clear, pure... and her half-open mouth, and David’s cock entering and leaving her body. And I took a sip, and she took another, and I remembered her, reclining on the terrace sofa, pressing David’s head so he would eat her pussy properly... I had that image etched in my mind... her orgasm, wearing Ana’s clothes... Her orgasm, panting from the pussy-eating that my bastard brother-in-law was giving her. And then my phone vibrated, and I startled, and I realized that I had become aroused to the point that my pants had bulged in the area of my crotch, and I also realized that Ana had just sent me a voice note.

Disguising my erection, I got down from the stool and went with my mobile phone to the center of the plaza, seeking enough silence to hear my wife’s voice. Once there, tremendously nervous and not knowing what to expect, I pressed “play,” brought the phone to my ear, and heard:

“Look, Sergio, I’ve been thinking about it and it’s crystal clear, very very clear, that you want it to happen again. But what kills me most is that you’re doing, as you say, your own thing, telling people about it, trying to get Belén to help you... or whatever. So look. I’m going to do my own thing too.”

Her voice sounded shaky. Affected. It conveyed a pain that was heartbreaking. But my empathy for her supposed suffering was buried by feeling my own suffering... because I couldn’t believe it. It was too painful. And the content completely consumed and surpassed the gravity of the form. And I felt there was no other possible interpretation of that “doing my own thing.”

“Ana... Don’t fuck with me...” I whispered to myself, devastated by the way she was making clear to me what she wanted. 

She remained online, so I hesitated to call her... but I was afraid. I was afraid to hear firsthand what she really wanted. So, with trembling fingers, confused and dizzy from the alcohol, I wrote:

“Doing your own thing? Are you coming tonight?”

And as soon as I saw that on my screen, I felt dread. I felt dread about the answer to the first question, even if it was written. And then, to what I had written, her response was added:

“Yes and yes,” I read on my phone. And my heart sank. 

And then I could see how, at the top of my screen, it announced that she was typing and then deleting... typing and deleting. And nothing appeared on my phone, and I feared she would be abrupt, and that her abruptness would finish me off. And then her message came through, and the cold sweat running down my body became even more unbearable. And I read:

“That doesn’t mean I don’t love you. But I think it’s best for both of us.”

I almost dropped the phone to the ground. My heart stopped. The noise of the plaza was a buzz that contributed to my dizziness. That condescension was destroying me, and the feeling that David was right, that she had only been looking for an excuse, had suddenly become an absolute certainty. 

And then, behind me, I heard:

“Hey! Aren’t you going to say hello?”

And I turned around... I turned... and discovered it was Marta who was speaking to me.


CHAPTER 38

“...I had to come over here,” she continued, very serious, and I needed to recover from that inhuman blow I had received from Ana, and I didn't know how. 

I tried to escape. To focus on her. To forget for a moment that stabbing pain I felt piercing my chest. And then I looked at her, and realized it had been a while since I'd interacted with her, and her presence confused me a bit; she had Ana's beauty, Belén's obtuse background, and Lucía's indifference. That whole combination made Marta the most intimidating of the sisters. 

“What? Aren't you going to say anything?” she insisted. 

“Yes... I'm saying you came over here... which was fifteen meters,” I answered, looking her in the eyes, and I could tell from her tone from the first word that she hadn't come in a particularly friendly mood. 

We then exchanged a couple of trivial phrases, and I knew this would soon end, as she had the virtue, and also the defect, that there were no trivial conversations with her, which required one to stay alert.

And I wasn't wrong. And this time she even announced the precise moment when the banality was being put aside, because, surrounded by people crowding the terraces, but essentially alone standing there in the middle of the square, she suddenly said:

“Well, let's get to the point.”

I swallowed hard and took a breath through my nose. I scrutinized her and it was like seeing Ana, but at the same time she was vastly different, especially her gaze. And I observed a specific mole, very dark, adorning her already quite tanned cheek, and I had time to reflect that it was similar to one of Ana's, but not identical, and I also noticed her intonation when speaking, and her posture, and concluded that it was again a mixture, as she seemed to cross the haughtiness of knowing herself beautiful like Ana with that of knowing herself smart like Belén.

“Go ahead...” I said, and I felt a bit dizzy, surely from all the alcohol I had consumed. 

“Yes, I will,” she began, with a beer bottle in her hand and her arms partially crossed. “I know that you know about me and him. And I know something happened, something very intense, with Ana in August. I'm just coming to clarify one thing, though I suppose you won't be stupid enough to screw it up.”

I then felt annoyed by her aggressiveness, and also struck by a bust that her dress, which had buttons down the front, accentuated, filling it in a similar way to how Ana would. 

“I'll try not to... screw it up. Tell me,” I answered. 

“I'll tell you. I know that idiot sent you a video, and I hope that video isn't circulating out there, with your little work friends or whatever. I assume not, because I look like Ana in the video, so you'd be the first one interested in keeping that from circulating. 

I was tremendously shocked. I certainly wasn't expecting that confession. But I tried to hide it. And I was playing with timing, as she was waiting for my response. I didn't know if she had taken David's phone or computer, or if they had discussed it. I also didn't know which video she was referring to among the several I had seen. What was absurd was to deny it, so I said:

“Obvious-ly the video isn't going to circulate out there, Marta. Whether you look... like Ana or not...”

“Damn, man, you're stumbling over your words. Have you drunk that much?”

“I drink whatever I want. And I haven't drunk that much, it's just lack of practice.”

“Yes, the years go by. And it shows on you.”

“Oh! It shows? Well, you can't be twenty-six or twenty-eight forever. I think you look very good, though. Your own clothes suit you very well,” I told her.

And then she was affected, I felt the blow in her expression, and I realized I had taken a risk, because perhaps the video she was talking about was one of the first ones, those in which she wasn't yet disguised as Ana. 

After her momentary block, her counterattack was fierce:

“Yeah... You're super funny, Sergio. Super witty, really. By the way, the blue... shirt... is it true that you stained it? It still reeks of semen.”

“When you wear it... you can smell it, can't you?” I said seriously. “Yes, it was me. 

“Yes. It smells... You must have really... emptied yourself,” she answered cockily. 

“Yes, well. The occasion called for it.”

“Yeah... this all seems so intense to me. Do you jerk off while watching the video?” she provoked, pretending to show coldness, but the less I cowered, the more spite grew in her. 

“You're a bit indiscreet, aren't you?”

“Maybe Ana... jerks you off. Or you take turns.”

“Do you really care?”

“It surprises me quite a bit,” she said, and drank from her beer, and I couldn't believe I was having this conversation with a Marta with whom, despite knowing her for years, I had never in my life exchanged more than five or six consecutive sentences. 

“It surprises you quite a bit... well, what surprises me is the little costumes. I don't know what that's about,” I said, obviously drunk, and with a thirst for conflict more characteristic of her family than of me.

“If I'm being honest... Sergio... I'm actually getting a bit tired of that. For now I'm... putting up with it because he eats my pussy. But if his performance drops, I'll break the deal.”

She had said that outrageous thing to intimidate me, and the truth was that not only did I not feel intimidated, but I was surprised by my capacity for speculation, because when I had seen them from the window of Lucía's room... when I had seen how she seemed to enjoy having David's mouth between her legs more than the penetration itself, I had suspected some kind of quid pro quo, whether explicit or tacit.

“Well, that's cleared up then. I'm going back to my friend, who I've left hanging over there,” she said, and then I felt someone's presence appearing at my side, and I glanced sideways and saw it was Miguel.

I was about to say something, but Marta was quicker, and making a gesture with her hand, she said to me:

“No, no. Shh, shh. Don't even think about introducing me to sleazy, pretentious guys who are wasted and dressed up like festival-goers, please.”

“Oh, are we talking about costumes again?” I provoked before Miguel could speak, as we already had enough of a mess without the participation of a newly insulted third party.

“Yeah... yeah... Go... You're so witty. Go screw yourself. Seriously, go screw yourself. Bye,” she said, and turned around, walking away.

“Holy shit. What was that about? Son of a bitch...” said Miguel.

And curiously, what remained in my mind wasn't her walk, which was what Miguel was observing, but her mouth, her lips. And while Miguel was already ignoring Marta's rudeness and focusing on how hot she was, I went back to thinking that her gaze was indeed somewhat different, and I thought that perhaps David knew this too; and I thought that was probably why in the video where she masturbated on top of his torso, he had covered her eyes, not her mouth, with my wife's beige thong; because those mouths, those lips were almost identical. And I remembered that video, the one where Marta had whispered: “Don't make a mess, be careful, pig,” moving the shirt aside so he would only splash on her breasts, imitating Ana, and I got excited, in a sudden, brief impulse; there, quite drunk, in the middle of the square.

And then my mind went to my wife and her confession about what she truly wanted... And so I decided to take advantage of the company of those idiots, to drink at least a bit more.


CHAPTER 39

Friday, September 24.

9:11 at night.

Noise. Annoying spotlights. Empty phrases. Unfunny comments. The interior of that pub was a heap of piled-up atrocities. And I wasn’t asking myself what I was doing there, because I wasn’t there by choice, but by escape. 

I felt even more out of place than the day of the dinner and the outing with my former company colleagues. At least that night I’d had some support, more or less close friends. 

I checked the time and despite it being barely past nine, I felt like it was five in the morning. After about eight hours of drinking, and other things, my body certainly resembled more that of a wandering soul at the break of dawn than the body of a respectable person whose afternoon had simply gotten complicated. 

The trend that had taken over the town of drinking in the afternoon and therefore retiring at a more sensible hour had its advantages, as it avoided staying up late, but leaving that place, devastated and zigzagging, and crossing paths with family men walking their dogs, created a scene that I swore I would never repeat.

I did indeed abandon Miguel and his entourage, leaving them there inside that pub, and I managed to get a slice of pizza and eat it miserably. Afterward, I sat in a doorway across the street, wondering whether to go back in to say goodbye, risk returning to the house, or just stay there waiting for a better idea or a better life to occur to me. 

I looked at my phone from time to time. And there was never any news from Ana. And I didn’t know if I wanted to hear from her or not, since everything had already been made quite clear.

Sitting there, I was consumed by my emotional devastation, for which I blamed my wife entirely, and I was also assaulted by a terrible sense of injustice. First, I dwelled on Marta, who had threatened me because of a video that I had in no way asked to receive. And to that I added Belén wanting to ruin my life and my marriage, keeping those voice notes to destroy me, when I was the only one in that madhouse who had never had the slightest friction or problem with her. And to top it all off, David, whom I somewhat trusted, proposing a pact to me under threat of screwing me over with my wife, and screwing my wife, quite literally, in exchange for me pushing Lucía into the wolf’s mouth, precisely the only one in that entire family of lunatics who had never done anything to me. 

And then Ana. Ana and her “war on my own terms.” And regarding that war on her own terms… I looked at the time again and calculated that she was probably about to arrive. And I no longer ruled out anything. It was so obvious that this second physical encounter with David was going to happen… that my concern now focused on the medium term, on whether that relapse would mark my life forever, or if there might still be salvation. 

I muttered, and I didn’t want to stay there licking my wounds, that wasn’t like me, but I couldn’t help wondering what fault was mine, what I had done wrong to deserve this harassment and takedown from that entire family, almost in full. I hadn’t done anything more than play a little with the boy, Albert, and with Ana, to give a boost to our marriage’s sex life. Nothing more. We had played a little with that kid to excite ourselves. Nothing more. It certainly didn’t seem to me that the punishment, divine or familial, was proportionate.

I was in these musings when I saw one of Miguel’s friends leave the place; the tallest and thinnest, the least ugly; sufficiently well accompanied by a blonde girl squeezed into a rather short yellow dress. And then I remembered that I had indeed seen him with a blonde in yellow approximately an hour ago; in fact, I had followed that sequence, especially the beginning of the program: his assault, alone against all odds, on a group of girls, then the chat with her individually, then the weariness and perhaps some envy from her friends, which left them alone, and then drinks together at the bar. I supposed that I had missed the kisses during the drink invitation, and now I was witnessing the penultimate step: leaving the pub together.

I thought then that they would leave, in search of the final step, but they stopped, and then chatted a bit, and began first kissing, and then groping each other, against a wall full of disastrous and decadent graffiti, about ten meters from the entrance to the place. And I watched them, because it was either living vicariously through them or flogging myself with what I was carrying inside; and I couldn’t care less if they saw me watching. I observed them and couldn’t say the woman looked bad at all, though perhaps she was carrying a few extra pounds.

Then Miguel came out and looked from side to side, as if searching for him, and indeed headed toward him as soon as he saw him. And once beside them, he abruptly cut off their mutual groping, and then asked him for something, and the triumphant one put his hand in his jacket pocket and gave it to him. Then Miguel began walking toward me, and then sat down beside me and said: 

—Damn… your eyes look pitiful. I’m also feeling like crap. But we can handle one more between us. 

And then he gave me an already rolled joint, lit it for me, and we started sharing it, and deep down I was disgusted, by the joint and by having it passed to me after going through his mouth, but I had other more important problems, and I no longer cared about the accumulation. 

—The woman’s married. Can you believe it? They’re from a bachelorette party. All single except this one. And there you go. She’s the one who’s going for it. 

I raised my gaze. They were groping each other again like teenagers in heat, when he was over thirty and she didn’t seem precisely younger than him.

—Didn’t you say that… that married women had more desire, but that no, that they didn’t, didn’t seal the deal for social reasons.

“What? Damn, you're completely wasted. You should have done what I did. I took a break from six to eight,” he said, and it was true that he seemed less affected than he had been in the afternoon, although I didn't feel like I was slurring my words that badly.

“I was saying... didn't you say that...”

“No, no, I got what you meant,” he interrupted. “Look. There are exceptions.”

We then sat in silence for a while. You could hear the music coming from the bar, especially when someone entered or left. And I found myself focusing again on that groping and those exaggerated make-out sessions. So exaggerated that it seemed as if their lives were escaping with each breath.

“You like watching, don't you, you bastard,” he whispered to me, but he was staring just as blatantly as I was.

“...Lately I've built up quite a background in that...” I responded.

“Quite a what?”

“A... back-ground...” I repeated, and I was indeed aware of having stumbled a bit while saying it.

“No way... Really?”

“Never mind. It's too long to... explain. So the girl's married...” I said, trying to redirect the conversation and thus avoid him pressing on a topic I didn't want to discuss.

“Yeah, man. Pretty intense.”

“Have you been with... married women?” I asked him, although I didn't really care about his answer.

“Yeah. Whew. With quite a few.”

“Oh really?” I doubted, but concealed it. “You know... A friend once told me...” I began to say, and it was curious because by “friend” I was referring to David, who was far from being a friend, especially at that moment. “Well... he told me that... married women... whether they're truly unfaithful... or unfaithful with their husband's consent...” I continued, taking a drag, exhaling quite a bit of smoke, and beginning to feel that my ass hurt a bit and that the damn step of that doorway wasn't comfortable at all. “Well, that the first time they're... unfaithful... they're very cautious, but after that... they just don't care much about anything anymore.”

“Well...” Miguel responded, taking the joint, “you can tell your friend he's absolutely right. Look, I was with one recently: the first night it was all 'oh, this' and 'oh, that,' everything was sighs of 'oh... I don't know if I want to...' 'I don't know if I should...' It went on so much that I constantly thought I wouldn't end up getting it in. Well, a week later we met again... and man... she rode me so hard I thought she was going to break it... And the screams... they called us from reception because people in other rooms were complaining... Holy shit...”

“Yeah... I see, yeah...” I said, while I continued watching them grope each other, so passionately that I couldn't understand why they didn't go somewhere more private.

And I remembered Ana... with David... on the sofa in the house... being thrust into from behind... and moaning... and I got a little aroused remembering it, and I reproached myself for it... And then I thought that she hadn't held back in the slightest, despite it being the first time.

“Yeah, partner... Once they... open the floodgates... the dam breaks... they lose their minds,” Miguel insisted during my silence.

“Yeah... Hey... What if the married woman already gives it her all... the first time...? How do you explain that? Is there no theory about that in your books...?” I asked, mixing mockery of him with concern for myself.

“Well...” he hesitated a bit. “If... she's already going all out the first time... then it's probably because... she's been wanting that guy for quite some time.”

“Really? I don't know...” I whispered skeptically, and decided to drop it, as it made absolutely no sense to ask for relationship advice from such a sentimental failure.

“Holy shit! The bastard's fingering her...” Miguel then whispered, and I observed more carefully: and it was true that his elbow was moving, and he had his back to us, and the blonde was resting her chin on his shoulder, keeping her eyes closed and mouth open, a mouth that she sometimes partially closed, never completely, and their bodies were shaking, and that elbow was rhythmically moving, and her dress was hiked up higher than would be decent... and she was holding onto him with her hands, surrounding him with her arms, and keeping her legs somewhat apart, and furrowing her brow... and closing her eyes more tightly... And yes, it seemed obvious that that guy's fingers were probing the deepest and most private parts of that married woman.

“Shh... They just... just want the excuse...” I said, taking the joint again.

“The excuse?”

“Yes, the excuse... That way they... they don't even feel guilty.”

“I don't know what the fuck you're talking about. Maybe you should go home.”

“I'm not sure I feel like going to the house...”

“No? Why not?” he said without looking at me, completely focused on his friend's maneuvers. “Damn, how that bitch is enjoying it... And with her wedding ring clearly visible. What nerve.”

And then I looked at them again, and she was eagerly seeking his mouth, as if wanting to moan there, into his mouth, her gratitude for the skill he was displaying between her legs. And then something vibrated in my pants, and Miguel took the joint, and I knew someone had sent me a message.

And I sighed, because the timing matched the hour when Ana would more or less be arriving. I assumed then that after entering the house and not finding me there, she would have finally written to me.

I picked up my phone. I looked at the screen... And it wasn't Ana who had written to me. It was David.

Heart racing, and suddenly with my hands sweating and my heart about to explode, I read:

“I'm sorry, man... I warned you.”


CHAPTER 40

Friday, September 24.

10:01 PM.

“Is it this way?”

“Yeah... to the ri-right there,” I directed Miguel with difficulty due to my condition. He had offered to drive me to the house in his car since it was impossible to get a taxi. I had initially refused because of his drunkenness, which I felt was only slightly less than my own, but finally I agreed to a test drive, which turned into the full journey. The truth was that he controlled the car well enough, driving slowly without too much trouble.

I sensed that he knew something was wrong with me, but he didn’t say anything; perhaps he had deduced it was serious enough to follow the saying that friends only share good things with each other.

I kept checking my phone, debating whether to write or call my wife, but in the end I did neither, not only because I didn’t want to know more... but mainly because I couldn’t risk interrupting. I couldn’t imagine a more pathetic scenario than her phone ringing while they were busy.

I kept reviewing David’s last message, sometimes thinking it might be a bluff to pressure me into accepting the plan to convince Lucía, but then I would acknowledge the high probability that it was true, and concluded that his message was simply final confirmation that everything had already happened.

With an unfamiliar masochistic streak, I wondered if my brother-in-law had been capable of writing that message while he was with my wife. My imagination ran wild... I couldn’t help visualizing him with his phone in hand writing that “I’m sorry, man... I warned you,” while he was simultaneously... occupied.

It was painful to imagine Ana with him without her at least giving me the chance to explain myself. It seemed unbearably piercing, because of the utter betrayal it would entail. But sometimes, as Miguel drove through the housing developments in the semi-darkness... sometimes... I imagined David lying on his bed... and Ana riding him... with her back to him... and him taking advantage of her not looking to write me that message. It was heartbreaking, but I believed him capable of it, and therefore couldn’t help visualizing positions where he could write while my wife wouldn’t know: her being taken from behind, on all fours, while he typed... Even, and this was absurdly more painful... her on her knees, sucking his cock... while he, standing, wrote to me. I was surprised by the crudeness of the terms that sprang from my mind, which I attributed to my drunkenness. And then I thought it almost relieved me to imagine that he might have written it afterward, so I pictured my wife showering in our bathroom, after David had fucked her... and that had been the moment the bastard had taken advantage of to announce my downfall.

I also wondered why I was going to the house if I knew the pain it would cause me, but deep down I knew there was no point in running away. And then I remembered what my wife had said, about how she believed it was best for both of us, and I couldn’t believe she had the audacity to justify herself that way; that I had been aroused by what happened in the living room with David was obvious, that my voice notes to Belén might suggest I wanted it to happen again was also understandable, but to take advantage of these two circumstances to throw herself at him like that, and moreover to present it as a favor to me, or for the good of both of us, seemed like a crude excuse and an unforgivable attitude.

“Hey, Sergio,” Miguel said then, as we were about to stop in front of the large gate of the house.

“Yes?”

“Well... I don’t really know what’s going on... though I can guess... and I’ll just say that we are what we are and that... in the end... desire always ends up being stronger than guilt.”

I remained silent. The car stopped.

And what happened next hurt me enormously.

It was as if my soul had been ripped out completely... especially because I couldn’t understand the purpose of that concealment: I looked up... and saw our car, the car Ana had come in, parked a few meters ahead, unnecessarily far away; stationed, semi-hidden, beyond a dumpster.

And then I thought: “Why, Ana? Why?”

I thanked Miguel, got out of the car, pushed open the gate of the house... and began walking toward the entrance.

I inserted the key. The door wasn’t locked. Which indicated there were people in the house, something I already knew. And I entered.

I entered prepared to accept with as much composure as possible what was happening. I had to accept the evidence. It couldn’t be delayed any longer.


CHAPTER 41

After looking into the living room and seeing no one there, I began climbing the stairs. I was stiff, tense, and quite drunk; so much so that I took a clumsy stride that made me stumble and almost fall forward. The semi-darkness didn't help, nor did the fact that at that moment I was more focused on what I might hear than what I might see.

I tried to be silent—that masochistic streak again, which seemed to have come to stay—as if by interrupting them at the most embarrassing moment I could load myself with justification, as if being right could somehow ease the pain.

I continued climbing... and then... I heard sounds... coming from upstairs. And they seemed like... gasps. They were gasps. Sighs. Moans... And my pulse raced. And I climbed more steps, hurt, already thinking about the reproach, and then thinking about how that reproach could sound serene rather than pitiful.

The purrs, the breathing, the pleasurable whimpers, feminine... and for the first time, terribly painful. The burning sensation intensified, moreover, because those sounds came, now without a doubt, from my bedroom, from our bedroom.

Now upstairs, on the other side of the partially open door, I silently filled my lungs and released the air... while an: “Mmm...”, “Oh...” was whimpered inside my bedroom; and that struck me, and I absorbed the blow, but it excited me, and that meant an even greater struggle for me.

I pushed the door. The darkness was almost complete, with just a bit of whitish light coming from behind me and a little from the window on the other side. The night was dark, but that didn’t prevent me from locating the bodies... on our bed.

And then an “Amhh...”, somewhat longer, welcomed me, and my eyes glanced fleetingly at a flabby ass that sank into the body of a woman who, lying on her back with her legs wide open, was being penetrated, expressing a pleasure that took one’s breath away.

Indeed... I saw how David was fucking my wife.

My chest contracted. I could barely breathe. I walked past them, heading toward the window, as if I needed time to absorb the impact, and I could sense that ass stopping; and I could feel Ana’s embarrassment, as she stopped moaning... And there was silence, until David broke it:

“Damn, Sergio... I wasn’t expecting an audience.”

I said nothing. I kept walking and looked through the window. And I saw the usual: the pool, the garden, and the beach chairs illuminated by the pool light. But I had the feeling that everything, from that moment on, would be different; a feeling I hadn’t had the first time David had fucked her.

“The idea of doing it here was hers. Don’t look at me,” he said.

I didn’t understand Ana’s provocation then. If this was all revenge, it seemed like a delirious disproportion.

“I’m not looking at you... Don’t worry, the act bothers me more than the location,” I said, sensing out of the corner of my eye how they had stopped, but remained in the same position, and I was tempted to turn around; and I couldn’t believe I was talking like this with him, while he had his cock inside my wife.

“The act?” he asked.

And there was silence. And I wanted to turn around. I wanted to try to see Ana. To see if there was any shame, guilt, or what was there.

“Ah... I see,” David answered himself.

And another silence, and then Ana was about to say something and he shushed her, barely letting her begin, and then, addressing her, but killing me, he whispered:

“Shhh, yes... I’ll continue...”

And then I did turn around, and saw how that soft, worn-out ass resumed its movement: the back and forth, sinking into my wife, and I wanted to reproach, to look at her, but David sought her with his mouth, and then they kissed...

They were kissing... in my bed... and Ana was stifling some “Mmmm...” “Mmmm...” in the tongue... in her brother-in-law’s mouth... and it tore me apart even more when she lowered her hands to his ass, each brown hand on a white buttock, and pulled his body toward her.

And I, overlapping her “Mmmm”, “Mmmmm”, and watching in the half-light how that body sank into her, sketched a “damn, Ana, you were in such a hurry...”, and she didn’t answer me; and I could understand that yes, she was, since she hadn’t even taken off the white shirt she’d worn to work; I assumed she had barely removed her skirt, which would be on the floor, and her shoes... and they had already lain down on the bed and started fucking.

The pain was tearing me apart, and the guilt because my member was rising constituted again in me a guilty incongruity.

“Shhh... damn... Anita... what a pussy you have...” David then gasped, torturing me, and she finished the blow to my chest by wrapping her legs around him.

She did it, moreover, as if in slow motion, as if she wanted me to see clearly, despite the darkness, how she welcomed him.

“Ahhh...! Ahh...!” my wife moaned as she felt him more deeply, and, despite the pain, and despite everything I was feeling, I found myself cursing being so drunk, as I had the sensation that my senses were dulled and that I could experience all of this even more intensely.

“Come on... Shhh... Turn around, Anita...” he said then, with evident sadism.

And he stopped, and then withdrew. And I looked and didn't look. And he moved further away. And I saw his cock, hard, thick, though mediocre, unattractive and not particularly long, emerge swollen from my wife's sex. And her pussy open... dilated... glistening with moisture. And then I looked again at his member, and saw whitish clumps... undoubtedly expelled by Ana, and I wanted to reproach her for it, if not in words then by fixing my disappointed eyes on hers; but she began to turn over, to position herself on all fours in front of him... And I, throughout her movement, couldn't manage to look her in the eyes, as her hair and her own movements prevented it, but I did see the humiliation, my humiliation, because I saw they hadn't been in such a hurry after all, and she, besides the shirt, which was completely unbuttoned, was wearing the hollow bra, without cups, and those deceptive panties... Those two blue garments bought to excite me... she had put them on for him, for him to fuck her like this... and I found it strange that she had put her shirt back on. 

And then, while she was positioning herself, and as if David had read my mind, he whispered: 

“That's it... Like that you turn me on more... dressed up like when you go to your fake job...”

And then Ana whispered something I didn't understand, while spreading her legs and looking toward the headboard, showing us her sex protruding between the straps of those panties that covered nothing, and David said:

“No insults, Anita... Come on, take a breath... now you're going to have a good time with David María.”

And then he moved her white shirt aside a bit, pushing it toward the lower part of her back, revealing her buttocks; buttocks he began to caress with one hand while starting to masturbate with the other... And then he looked at me... and said:

“Damn, Sergio... you look like you're about to faint.”

But I wasn't looking at him while he said it to me, I only had eyes for the sex, for my wife's pussy, which protruded between the blue straps, as if it were coming out of her body; and, with the palms of her hands resting on my bed, and with the open white shirt falling and hiding her breasts, she waited, on all fours, for that bastard David to put it back inside her.

And he kept caressing those buttocks, and kept masturbating slowly. And I could see how Ana lowered her head, eager, yearning, aroused...

And then, coming from within me, an excitement, a resignation and a clemency that I didn't know where they came from... I whispered:

“Come on... Fuck her already...”

That phrase marked a change. A change in all three of us, as it was my first explicit manifestation of connivance. It was my first step toward disinhibition. Although I didn't know how far I would be able to go... and how much I could consent to.

“Sergio, come here... Come closer,” David said then, and I accepted, and took the necessary steps to approach them. To get closer to that hard cock; to get closer to that protruding pussy; to get closer to that flawed body about to penetrate that female in her prime.

“Look...” he whispered, and stopped caressing those buttocks to bring three of his worn fingers to the tender and dark lips of my wife's pussy; and he moved them, with impeccable pulse, agitating them, stretching them... Spreading those thick but delicate lips. “Look how she is...”

And I, dumbfounded, as if hypnotized, looked at it closely, shocked and painfully aroused. 

“And look... Look now... you'll see how it goes in... eh,” he exclaimed in a whisper, catching me by surprise, and he directed his member, and leaned toward her, putting the tip in her pussy... the entire glans... which entered without any difficulty... And Ana, who didn't turn around, did raise her face and moaned a “Mhhmmm!” into the air, toward the wall, long and muffled, which she bit into her lower lip.

“Relax... damn... and look at this,” he said to me, and repeated the movement again, invading and releasing, occupying and vacating. “You two can sort things out when we're done. Look...” he said, and another terrible “MHMMM!!” from my wife, more roared but shorter, and again he put in and took out his worn cock, with those white bumps that made the whole bedroom smell of sex; and he showed and revealed that hollow, that pussy that was left orphaned and then filled.

“That's it...” he said afterward, glancing at me and showing approval with what I was doing, and overlapping his two words with another of Ana's “MHHMMM!”, who moaned every time he filled her, satisfied with my behavior upon observing that I was beginning to undress.

In essence we were two ashamed people and one ecstatic one, and it was already evident that my wife found it difficult to look at me; my shame manifested itself in another way: in the form of uncontrolled excitement.

“Damn, Sergio, look at you, huh! Drunk, high, or whatever, but with your sword standing tall...” David said, gloating, seeing what stood out in my complete nudity. “Position yourself, like that... that's it,” he said afterward to my wife, and she, on all fours in front of him, spread her legs a little.

I, with an erection, next to the side of the bed, feeling with the soles of my feet that I was stepping on clothes belonging to one of them, witnessed how David placed one hand on her hip and how he used the other to hold his member and aim to penetrate her. And my astonishment, my impression and my mixture of excitement and terror were then noticed by David, and he said:

“Enjoy it, Sergio, damn it. You always have the handbrake on.”

I sighed. I looked at the ceiling. A wave of dizziness hit me. And, feeling guilty, I brought one of my hands to my member, which felt rock hard and yet strangely cold.

“Look what we have here... Let’s do like last time, huh...” I heard David say, always on the verge of putting it in her... and I saw how he grabbed one of those white underwear of his, one of those worn-out briefs he had... and he picked it up from the bed... and brought it forward, toward her, toward my wife’s mouth... and she accepted it... humiliating herself and humiliating me... and that underwear soon hung from her mouth.

“Fuck...” I gasped and looked at the ceiling again, and began to masturbate, and after a few seconds I heard a moan that made me tremble.

“Hmmm-mm!!” it resonated, and upon hearing it I looked toward them, and could contemplate, astonished, how my brother-in-law had put it in her... had driven it all the way in... To the balls.

I moved even closer. Standing, pressed against that invaded and busy bed, pressed against them, to look with stupefaction, morbid curiosity and terror at how their bodies merged again, and how her dark, long hair fell across her face and down her back, and how my brother-in-law’s cock emerged triumphant, and how afterward he filled her again. And then another loud “Hmmmm!” from my wife, moaned into his underwear... and I wanted to look, but at the same time I didn’t want to... and I was dizzy; and at that moment they weren’t much more than blurry shapes... and the clearest things were my wife’s moans and the white of her shirt that I first managed to hold, and then lift, to see her breasts coming out between the straps of her blue bra... And then, while moving the shirt aside as he fucked her, I whispered:

“Damn, Ana... Were you in such a hurry?”

“MHMMMM!” was her response, and I lifted that shirt, as if raising a curtain, and David continued relentlessly, fucking her, filling her, and the noise of their bodies began to thunder, the “clap! clap!” of my brother-in-law’s pelvis hitting her buttocks... And I looked at his protruding belly... his mediocre cock going in and out, his expression growing more enraged, fucking her with increasing eagerness, and I couldn’t believe we had come to this.

And while my masturbation accelerated and Ana’s “Mmmmm!”, “Mmmmm!”, “Mmmmm!” merged with the “clap, clap! clap, clap!” of their bodies colliding, David whispered:

“That’s it... Talk to her... Talk to your wife while I fuck her.”

“MHM-MMM-MHM!!” she moaned then, in a triple purr, as if that excited her even more.

And I continued moving that shirt aside to see her large breasts, hanging freely, swaying from the thrusts of my bastard brother-in-law, who was fiercely fucking her. And I masturbated with my other hand, witnessing, inches away, how she enjoyed it... and I was struck by the heat they gave off... and how they smelled of sex, and her moans were killing me.

“You’ve been all day... all day horny because he was going to fuck you... right?” I whispered then, affected by the alcohol, stumbling over my words, and feeling like a stranger to myself, and David made a triumphant face, and my wife’s responses were always moans and snorts of pleasure panted into those worn-out underwear.

And I kept masturbating, and I moved away a little. And then I circled around them. Prowling around that frenzy that gave off a tragic morbidity. And I came to calmly enjoy how he drove her wild. How his cock went in and out. How his balls hung elongated, swinging in such an extravagant way that would be ridiculous in any other context. And the sound of his pelvis colliding with my wife’s ass was thunderous. And she received him, and now rested her elbows on the bed, more defeated, more tired, more sweaty. And he continued, relentless. And more “Mmmm!” “Hmmm!” “Hmmm!” that became frantic, almost choleric; and David afterward had the composure to caress her buttocks, first with tenderness, with the tips of his fingers, making the skin of my wife’s ass bristle, but then, without warning, he delivered a blow, a spank, a resounding, forceful “smack!” and she complained with a heart-wrenching “HMHHHHHH!”

...and it hurt me how she matched his rhythm, also going forward and backward, completely beaten, surrendered; and my cock, uncovered, shone soaked... and another “smack!” spanked with violence and contempt, was accompanied the next time by a “How David María fucks you... huh!” and her answers were always more “HHHMMMM!” “HMMMM!” “HMMMM!” moaned and drowned in his rancid and smelly underwear, and I didn’t understand what that man gave her, what that mediocre cock offered her, that incipient baldness, that protruding belly... and I limited myself to seeing how, from behind, you could see how his ass contracted the deeper he reached inside my wife... and again his hanging balls, forward and backward... and I could see how sometimes it was he who moved her shirt aside and her enormous tits could be seen bouncing again, heavy but agile, hitting against each other, from the frantic thrusts; and then another “smack!” and another... “smack!”, and her moans... her “HMMMMM!” “HMMMM!” tore at the soul for the pleasure she felt and expressed; and I stopped masturbating as she surrendered, as my wife, now completely shameless, began to moan into his underwear some “MHE!” “COHHMMRRO!”, “MHE!!” “COHHM-MRRROOO!!!” that she sobbed in a pitiful and submissive way, thus screaming her imminent orgasm.

“Come...! Come... Anita...!” he panted, ecstatic and catching his breath, and he put his hands on his hips, and it was she who pushed back, to seek him out, to penetrate herself, to take him in...

“KEEP GOING...!!! KEEP GOING...!!!” she then screamed, painfully gone, drooling on his underwear in gasps, incapable, without his help... of coming.

And then a slap, another “smack!” was struck on her buttocks.

“HHHMMMM!! KEEP GOINGGG...!!!!” my wife begged him, unable to come without his movement, and it tore me apart inside.

“Shhh... Calm down, Anita... I need to stop...” he then said, making her stop moving, and he began to withdraw, cruelly cutting off her orgasm... and he managed to pull his member out of her; and I then saw the enormous and soaked hollow he left... and I saw his cock emerge whitish... and I saw a white mass surrounding that pussy that stained beyond, overflowing onto the blue panties, which it tinted white and which surrounded that hole from which her exalted pussy protruded; and she then protested with a “Hhhmmmm! Keep going...! Bastard!” more faint, but more desperate and embarrassing, through his underwear.

And then David, mercilessly, said:

“Come on, Sergio, you fuck her for a while... I’m dripping sweat even from my ass.”

His invitation wasn’t noble, wasn’t clean. He undoubtedly intended for me to “enjoy” taking his place, coming second, feeling the heat... feeling the wetness... feeling that it had already been used... but my excitement was already such that his immorality didn’t make me reject his proposal.

David got off the bed. He was completely covered in sweat: his back, his chest, the hair on his belly; he shone in an unpleasant way... and I got on the bed.

I got on and positioned myself the same way he had a moment before. And my wife was waiting for me, still without turning around... and I began to caress her buttocks... and she shuddered, giving a little start, and it hurt to feel that she had found that caress stranger, me being her husband, than the caresses she had received from him.

My member was ready, hard, straight. And her pussy was a protruding, soaked, whitish mess.

She raised her gaze, forward, toward the headboard of the bed, and I could see how she finally let David’s underwear fall from her mouth. And I aimed... And I closed my eyes... and I grabbed her hip... and I plunged in... And I drove it in. In one thrust. All the way. To the end. Until I felt completely inside. And my “Ohhh!” overlapped with an “Mmmm!” from her, which sounded surrendered to me, but strange. And the heat emanating from her pussy wet me... and... almost burned me... and I began to fuck her... more slowly... back and forth... and, drunk, dizzy and excited, I didn’t hold back from panting... from uttering deep, masculine “Ohh!”s, which contrasted with her “Mmmm!” “Mhmmm!” “Mhhmm!” more plaintive, more swaying, more tender and more cadenced.

“How... beautiful...” David then whispered, behind me.

And I closed my eyes, and I held her by the hip, and on one hand I blamed her and on the other I thanked her for giving me that moment, that moment of unknown excitement. And I could almost ejaculate at any moment when considering that that pussy was wrecked because another cock had penetrated it before; I could almost come knowing that her sex was hot because David had used it before.

And her “Hmmmm!”, “Hmmmm!” and my “Ohh!”, “Ooh-hh!” resonated, and I opened my eyes, and removed that white shirt from the lower part of her back, to see her ass in its fullness... her warm and naked buttocks, and I lived the memory of when hours before she had dressed to go to work... and I remembered her, sitting next to me, on our bed, on that bed... and I remembered that she hadn’t dressed in a white shirt, but in a pink one...

“Hmmmm! Hmm-mm!!” she moaned, and I continued, but something didn’t fit... and I looked around... hurriedly, agitated... and I looked at the floor, beside the bed... and I saw clothes... and I didn’t see her skirt... didn’t see her shoes... but a dress... a dark dress... a dress with scattered flowers, with red, yellow and blue flowers... I saw Marta’s dress...

“Hmmmm! Hmmmm-mmmm!!” she moaned... and I kept fucking her, and for the first time I perceived a kind of overacting, and I didn’t understand anything... And then, stopping, halting my body completely, and without being aware of saying it out loud, I whispered:

“But... what?”

And then she turned around. She turned her face. And looked at me. And, with my cock buried deep in her pussy, she panted:

“Come on, Sergio... Keep fucking me...”

And I saw her. Saw her look. Her expression. Her eyes. And her mockery. And it was Marta... And I froze.

“Both brothers-in-law... Ahh...! fucking me... What a pair... Mmm!, of bastards...” she whispered seriously, between moans, and then looked forward again, toward the headboard of the bed.

And I... frozen... absolutely blocked, felt my heart leaping out of my chest... and it was her who was moving, back and forth... impaling herself... fucking me instead...

And I couldn't believe it... my head was spinning, and she was once again a white blur moving back and forth... and I felt like I was collapsing... until I felt I was about to faint.
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“Damn, Sergio, you’re completely wasted... that’s not just alcohol... holy shit. At first I thought you were messing with me.”

I could hear David’s voice, but I couldn’t retain what he was saying; I barely understood him. And I knew I was still inside Marta because I could feel her warmth surrounding my member and because I could still glimpse that white blur, moving closer and farther away. And I still couldn’t react. I swallowed. I sighed. And something inside me was begging me to get out of there, but I couldn’t move, and I remained inside her, listening to her soft moans.

“Damn, it was the same as always,” David’s voice continued behind me. “We rummaged through your closet to have some fun... and we took that sick lingerie we found, and one of Ana’s shirts... and fucked while pretending she was her... You might have even gotten a new video... It wasn’t anything more than that...”

I heard him, but I wasn’t listening. And she kept rocking. Her “Ahh...”, “Ahhh” continued, and I felt pleasure, but above all disgust... and I remained gripping her; and a torrent began to surge within me, a torrent of hatred, directed even more at her than at him... Hatred that grew when she turned her face, without stopping her movement, without ceasing to fuck me herself, and with an empty, demented look, as if what was happening wasn’t extremely serious, whispered to me:

“Come on... Mm! Give it to me good... Ahh...! Wake up.”

And she looked forward again, fucking my inert body. And I thought then about why Ana’s car was parked there. And I didn’t understand anything.

“I swear when I showed you her pussy up close I thought you’d catch on... their pussies look similar... but damn, you must know your wife’s pussy by heart... When I saw you didn’t, I just kept going; I was clever with the underwear in her mouth, because, no matter how blind you were, you would’ve figured it out by her voice,” David said, ecstatic about how everything had unfolded, and then he approached, sweaty, naked, with his flaccid, swollen and reddened cock. 

And I kept hearing Marta’s moans; I remained inside her, and I couldn’t believe that I had ultimately been the one who had betrayed my wife.

“Mmm...!” Marta moaned, impaling herself on me to her buttocks, but clearly unsatisfied because I wasn’t moving. And I looked down and saw how my cock was revealed and hidden inside her.

“Mmm...! He knew it was me...” Marta said then, addressing David, but referring to me. “He, ah!, was just pretending... He’s... a bastard... like Mm! you... ... Are you going to give it to me properly or what? If you’re going to do it like that... then just pull out,” she said, turning her face again, fixing her sick gaze on me.

“Go for it, Sergio. At this point... Now that you’re in... Treat yourself,” David whispered.

And there was desire in me, but above all there was rage. And, feeling terribly guilty and feeling humiliated by the deception, I considered discharging my anger into her... as a way of obtaining a pyrrhic compensation.

And then I held her firmly, probably hurting her with my fingers on her skin, on her waist; and I finally moved... and I pulled my hips back... gathering momentum... and I exhaled... and I watched how my hard, soaked cock almost completely exited that enormous pussy... And then I looked around: at David, witness and orchestrator, at his sweaty body, standing there, next to the bed that Marta and I occupied; and I heard a purr coming from her, a sob, a perverse sob, a mixture of approval and expectation, and then I heard another sound...

I heard the sound, the creak, the unmistakable screech of the house’s main gate opening.

Once again, I wasn’t the quickest to react, and David, as familiar with every sound of that house as I was, whispered:

“Well... this one really is going to be Anita...”

I pulled away, withdrew my member from that hot and excessive cavity, and removed my hands as if Marta’s skin burned. And suddenly all the guilt and the feeling of committing the greatest of sins assaulted me. But I knew I didn’t have time to flagellate myself; I just acted and tried to guess the next steps of who was surely my wife.

I was getting off the bed and Marta was muttering something I didn’t understand, and I was looking for my clothes while David said, with terrible pronunciation, and still not taking anything seriously: “Dis is Anita, for shur.. De uan an de onli uan...”

And I could almost hear how he smiled to himself, always delighting in things getting complicated. And I, with my underwear and pants already on, but unfastened, stumbled while looking for my shirt; affected and trembling, in the dark, with my chest tightening and my clumsy hands... and I kept trying to get dressed, while I heard the front door opening and footsteps already walking toward the base of the stairs.

I wouldn’t know what to say. I had no justification. I only knew that I had to get out of there and face her at some intermediate point.

“Relax, Sergio, man... Don’t worry, we’ll explain it to her together. When she sees how wasted you are, she’ll understand...”

“Go to hell...” I replied, aware of his ironic provocation, as I buttoned my shirt and fastened my pants, ignoring what they were doing.

I began to hear sounds coming from the stairs. And I knew it was Ana: her high heels, her cadence. The steps weren’t fast, but neither were they leisurely. I left the bedroom, closing the door behind me, and decided to start going down to make it seem like a chance encounter. I didn’t have the feeling this would end well, but I absolutely had no other option.

“What are you... doing here?” I asked Ana, when I’d barely had time to descend three or four steps.

“What?” she responded, confused, and I looked at her, and indeed she was wearing the gray skirt and pink blouse, exactly as she had left the house that morning to go to work, and I couldn’t believe how stupid I’d been.

“I just... I-I thought... you’d be home earlier.”

“My God, Sergio. You’re so wasted... Your friend already told me you’d gone a bit overboard. Quite a bit overboard.”

“What friend?”

“That Miguel guy. He’s parked outside. Well, I think he’s left now. He wouldn’t leave me alone. Wouldn’t even let me come in. Is David here? Come on. Tell me what’s going on,” she demanded seriously.

“Why do you want to know if David is here?”

“What? Look. Let me through. What are you doing standing there?” she said and began climbing the two steps that separated us, and I stopped her when she reached my level.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she protested, agitated, almost exaggeratedly so, and then we could hear, behind me, further up... coming from our bedroom... an unmistakable “Ahhh...mm!!”... a clear, pure moan from her sister, from Marta.

Ana’s eyes widened noticeably, surprised, and I told her:

“They’re... in our bedroom.”

“David and Marta?”

“Ahhh...!” another moan was heard again.

“Yes,” I answered.

“You’re messing with me... And you?”

“And me what? I’m right here,” I said.

“What do you mean you’re right here? I saw you come out of there, Sergio. Are you kidding me? Explain to me once and for all what’s going on,” she said, facing me, as her sister let out another even more uninhibited moan.
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I had no answer for that. I hadn’t expected her to have seen or heard me leaving our bedroom. The distress, the guilt, the intoxication… and Marta’s incessant moans were hitting me and making me dizzy… I wanted to come to my senses, calm down, be at her level to defend myself, but I couldn’t.

Ana, pressed against me on the same step, intimidating me with her sober superiority and with a body similar to the one I had just invaded, was listening to those sounds coming from her sister, but she also had words for me: 



“What? No answer? You’ve set up a bacchanal… Don’t tell me more.”

“And you? What’s this about going to war on your own?” I counterattacked as best I could, when an “Ahhh!” “Mmmmmm!”, quick, long and undeniably erotic, came from Marta’s mouth, passing through the door and assaulting us. 

My wife ignored my question, as if she hadn’t heard me, and after more moans from Marta, she uttered an affected “my God…” And her sister continued, and it was obvious that her pleasure was impacting us. 

“I’m... freaking out...” Ana whispered quietly, so she could continue listening to those moans—. And then she said: 

“Why were you with them? Did you fuck her too?”

Her questions fell heavily. Especially the second one. However, her tone was contained; strong, but not belligerent.

I wasn’t able to deny it, wasn’t able to lie, but I couldn’t find the words either. 

“Let me through,” she said, tired of my silence, her words overlapping with more moans as she tried to make me step aside so she could go up, but for some reason I stopped her, held her back with one hand and said: 

“No… Wait. Hold on.”

“Hold on, what? Tell me if you fucked her then.”

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” Marta was going wild just a few meters away, and I looked at my wife, and her pupils dilated, and her cheeks burned.

Again I was unable to deny it.

Ana took a breath then, and it seemed she understood my silence as a “yes.” 

“Tell me why,” she asked seriously, now one step below me, looking up at me.

And then something inside me decided to be completely honest, as delirious as it might sound. And I answered: 

“Because I thought it was you.” 

I said it and felt relief in confessing, and I realized, belatedly, probably due to my intoxication, that the new reality indicated that my wife hadn’t done it with David a second time, that she hadn’t cheated on me, that she hadn’t made that decision on her own, and that comforted me, but perhaps not as much as it should have. 

Ana shook her head as she digested my answer and, while we heard her sister’s screams, she said: 

“You thought it was me? Go to hell.”

“Ahhh! Mmm! Oh God…!” Marta moaned and I looked at Ana, and saw that her words were directed at me, but part of her was elsewhere; that she was trying to hide her flushed state, that she was beginning to become again the one who had spied on them from Lucía’s bedroom. 

“And did you like it? Did it turn you on? Does she turn you on?” she asked, exaggerating an anger that I felt wasn’t really there. 

“She’s... incredibly hot. She’s like you,” I responded. 

“Ahhhhh-hh!” a very long moan thundered then, startling us even more, and afterward we could hear again the sound, the “slap, slap!, slap, slap!”, rhythmic, and quite fast, of their bodies colliding. 

“Let me through,” Ana said quickly, coming up and pushing me aside. 

And I turned around, and saw how she climbed the few remaining steps, and saw how she stopped in front of the door, and how she suddenly changed, as she seemed to calm down, settle herself, and she smoothed her hair, and brought her hand to the doorknob, a door that she opened slowly, making it clear that her intention was to look, to observe, not to interrupt.

I took advantage of her pause to follow her, and her attitude was extremely strange to me, as I felt that she had believed me and yet she wasn’t reproaching me with the expected intensity.

I didn’t know at that moment that I was just seconds away from understanding why.

My wife opened and pushed the door. The moans then became clearer, almost tangible. We barely took a step and we saw them. It was the minimal light coming from behind us, and the meager amount penetrating from the window, that illuminated them, but they didn’t stop, this time acting as if they were still just the two of them.

And I felt how Ana became absolutely paralyzed and ecstatic.

She was breathless. Her legs were trembling. She couldn’t even touch her hair to pretend composure. Nothing existed for her in that moment except what was happening on our bed. And I began to understand and to find answers to many of my own questions.

I also felt the impact in a brutal way; standing next to my wife, I watched how Marta, with the soles of her feet on the floor, was riding David, her back to him. Of him, lying completely on the bed, barely anything was visible. Everything there was Marta: the sounds, the “slap, slap!” that occurred because she was the one going up and down; and the gasps and moans, the “Ahh!”, “Ahhh!” were exclusively hers. And my wife, breathless, fascinated, watched how she, wearing her white shirt, with her breasts spilling out between the straps of her own obscene bra, with her pussy filled by David’s cock despite wearing those blue panties, as they didn’t cover her sex, rode that man with vehemence and shamelessness, a man who wasn’t the protagonist... because Marta was.

Her breasts emerged enormous, bouncing, and she held them. Her open shirt waved, reminiscent of Ana herself. Her complaints, laments and moans of pleasure struck her... and I then understood the delirium of Ana’s vanity, and that her excitement wasn’t so much about imagining herself with David, or remembering herself, but about seeing herself from the outside. It was an almost sickly admiration, and her arousal while watching them stemmed from there, had been stemming from there for weeks.

Ana, frozen, magnetized, burning, looked at her sister, which was like looking at herself, and her shock wasn’t from imagining herself with David, but from seeing HERSELF, from feeling what others feel when they see her; from imagining what others feel when possessing her. Ana’s vanity was so extravagant, so crazed, so egotistical... that it reached that extreme, becoming aroused by admiring herself from the outside. And her forgiveness or tolerance because I had done it with Marta also stemmed from there, from that “how could one refuse,” “how could one refuse a body like mine,” “how could one refuse someone like ME.”

And I understood her disturbance and her disorder when watching the videos, and when spying on them through the windows; and moreover, in their attempt to mock her, dressing like her, they had further favored her own identification, multiplying a mimicry that for her constituted a morbid self-fascination.

And then I answered that doubt that had been tormenting me for some time, that thing she had said after spying on them from Lucía’s bedroom, that “You don’t understand anything” she had replied after I told her there was no problem for me if she did it again with David. There was the answer: her breathlessness, her anguished and even heartbreaking excitement wasn’t because of David, but because of her own sister, and not out of desire for her, but from the admiration and impression of seeing her own sexuality there.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh!” Marta moaned, as if nothing mattered to her, grabbing her breasts that emerged colossal between those straps, and she buried herself on him, shaking her hair, enjoying herself as if she were Ana, in such a symbiosis that I began to wonder if there could be a connection, orchestrated or implicit, between them.

“Come, Ana...” I said then, pulling her, wanting to get her attention, wanting to understand her completely, and also because seeing her so impacted awakened in me a strange feeling of protection.

“Ahhh...! Ahh...! Mmm...!” Marta moaned, covering David’s cock with her body and covering the rhythmic sounds of their bodies colliding with her gasps.

And my wife then turned to me, aroused, and agreed to stop watching them and step back a couple of paces, and I pulled the door slightly closed, distancing those sobs of pleasure, and Ana immediately whispered:

“Tell me you really fucked her. I want to hear you say it.”

And I, now with the certainty of understanding it, now with the certainty of knowing that her competition with Belén to capture Albert’s attention had been just the tip of the iceberg; now knowing that the real climax and magnificence of her vanity was behind that door, I answered her:

“Yes... I fucked her.”

“You... bastard...”

“I fucked her... dressed like you...” I breathed onto her lips, while Marta continued killing us with her moans.

“Mh... Damn, Sergio...” she restrained herself, perhaps not yet understanding as well as I did why she wasn’t able to blame me.

“What...” I whispered as I brought one of my hands to her waist and the other to one of her breasts, over her pink shirt.

“Why did you tell Belén that?” she surprised me, but she didn’t remove my hands, and Marta’s “Ahh!” “Ahh!” didn’t cease.

“It was a trap. It was stupid...” I said, and brought my lips to hers, and they made contact, and I felt them fleshy and above all wet, and I pressed my pelvis against her sex and squeezed her breast a little over her clothes.

“Ow...” she protested, in a tepid tone, but at the same time she was burning, and her sister kept showing us that nothing mattered to her as long as she continued feeling that pleasure.

“What’s that about what’s best for both of us? What’s that about the war on your own...?” I asked in front of her lips, taking advantage of her pitiful moment of fragility.

“AHHH!! OHH GOOOD!! AHHH!!!” her sister screamed then, in an immense moan of pleasure, and Ana brought her trembling hands to my crotch... to my cock, over my pants... and then sought my mouth... silencing me with her tongue. 
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Ana’s movements were precise, yet deliberately quiet; this way she avoided our passion drowning out the sounds of her sister’s exaltation of pleasure, as it was evident that for my wife, continuing to hear her was an absolute priority.

Our kisses were dirty, obscene, but unhurried. Our tongues danced, sometimes even outside our mouths. We let ourselves go, hidden behind that door, spurred on by what we were touching, but especially by what we knew was happening just a few feet away.

My shirt fell to the floor and hers opened completely. My pants were unbuttoned and her skirt was pulled up. My underwear was slightly lowered and a striking “Mmm...!” was uttered by Marta just as I tried to slip one of my hands inside my wife’s dark panties.

“Ow... Brute...” she protested, always whispering, always wanting to hear Marta’s moans, always trying to receive with clarity and purity her incessant, erotic, and pounding “Ahh!”, “Ammhh!”, “Ah!”; and my wife was protesting more about my clumsiness than my vehemence, and I was aware that my drunkenness was making me grope her crudely.

I pulled back a little then, and felt how she grabbed my rather hard member; she held it in a strange way, firmly, but without moving her hand, squeezing, but not stroking, and she was with me yet not with me. And I watched how her breasts filled her dark bra, and I opened her shirt more, to see them properly, to clearly see how her excitement made her tits strain against that lace bra. And then, permanently dizzy, and at that moment trembling from cold and heat at the same time, and feeling her firm hand squeezing my cock, I panted to her:

“The car... Why was your car parked for so... so long? And there, far away...”

“How do you know that...?” she whispered to me, pressed against me, and I caressed the cups of her bra, and pushed her pink shirt further apart to see it better, and she was now fondling my balls with one hand while holding my cock with the other.

“Ahhh!” Marta screamed, and I remained silent, and Ana continued:

“I arrived... parked... and spent some time thinking... what to do with you...”

“What to do with me?”

“Mmmm!” her sister moaned, and the sound of their bodies colliding was no longer audible.

“Yes... the war on my own... which isn’t any war. It’s for both of us. The best for both of us... It’s all the same thing. It’s a proposal.”

“Proposal? What proposal?” I asked.

And then something surprised us, which was that Marta’s pants and moans stopped, and afterward we could clearly hear how she precisely said:

“Oh... God... Wait. I’m getting tired.”

Ana, attentive, aroused, curious, didn’t address my question, and turned her face toward the door, tempted to push it open again. Tempted to know again, to see her again, to see... herself again.

I moved away, and removed my wife’s hand from my member, and she abandoned the contact without protest. And I finished undressing, not caring about leaving all my clothes in the hallway, in front of the door, in front of the door that Ana was no longer able to resist pushing.

And after the creak of the door, opening, a chain reaction occurred, a visual chain: Ana, under the frame, watched them, and I, somewhat further back, observed how the impact of what she was seeing was born in her.

My wife’s mouth opened slightly, even letting out a sigh of excitement, and I then brought a hand to my member, and didn’t hesitate to start masturbating, there, under the most absolute darkness, while I watched her, and she wasn’t ashamed to offer me acts, movements and indecencies that she had never offered me before.

Leaning against the doorframe, she spied on something I couldn’t see, and she didn’t care, perhaps didn’t even know, that I was spying on her. I felt my cock hard, wet and hot, still very affected by having been inside Marta’s pussy... and I stroked it, stroked it slowly while I watched how my wife combined ease with shamelessness, how she pulled her gray skirt up to her waist, how she pushed aside her pink shirt so her breasts could be exhibited; and the exhibition was for herself, not for them, much less for me... and that exhibition mutated into self-adoration when... first one... and then the other... she pulled her breasts out over her bra, filling it, overflowing it... and I sped up my masturbation while I watched that boldness that was for herself; while I observed how her breasts bulged enormously over her dark bra, almost making it disappear... And then... always while she continued spying on them... she began to caress one breast with one hand, with a feminine tenderness, gentle, unattainable for me and for any man... and then she lowered her other hand, and slipped it under her panties... and I could witness the precise moment when she felt herself; the precise moment when she caressed her pussy... because her mouth opened slightly, her eyes closed for an instant, and her breast was subtly squeezed... making her nipple protrude.

And then an “Ahh...!”, concise, still somewhat restrained, was moaned by my wife... but it was equally too much for me, and I approached. And instantly I heard a very long and heart-wrenching “Mmmmmmm...!” from her sister. And, standing next to Ana, I saw up close those overflowing breasts and that squeezed chest, her extensive areola and her aroused nipple, and I could see how her hand, under her panties, traced circles that made her legs, slender yet substantial, barely supported on her delicate high-heeled shoes, tremble, unable to contain that body that couldn’t restrain itself.

And she continued without looking at me, despite feeling me almost pressed against her, and then I did turn my eyes toward the interior of the bedroom, and I saw Marta, lying on her back, reclining, with her elbows propped up... with her white shirt rolled up and open... with her breasts coming out between the blue straps... and I saw David... crouched, hunched between her legs... eating her pussy.

I brought my mouth to my wife... and kissed her cheek, close to her lips, and she trembled. And then, slightly coming to her senses, she whispered to me:

“I don’t... believe you... You didn’t fuck her.”

And then I smiled. I smiled because I understood.

“You bitch...” I panted, while masturbating.

“What... Why?” she asked, while continuing to spy on them, and they weren’t looking at us.

“You want to see yourself with two at once?” I inquired, aware of her trick.

“What...? Mm-...m!” she asked, and then whimpered, in a purr caused by the pleasure she was giving herself with her fingertips; fingertips with which she drew those circles on the peak of her pussy... And her dark panties were being demanded, stretched by having that hand agitating beneath them...

And I was absolutely aware of what she wanted. I perfectly understood why she was provoking me by pretending not to believe me.

What I didn’t know at that moment was that this would entail paying a very high price. A price that I would soon have to pay.
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There was no shame. It wasn’t an illuminated catwalk, but rather a dimly lit space to cross. And my complete nudity and my excited member weren’t a concern either, not considering the situation in which the others found themselves. 

What did surprise me was that David didn’t say anything; no comment, no joke. And I knew that if he was quiet, it wasn’t out of reluctance, or even because he was busy, no less than between Marta’s legs, but because everything was proceeding according to his interests, and he didn’t want to distract us.

The charged atmosphere, the whitish light, and, above all, the smell of sex. They had turned our bedroom into a torrid and oppressive space. And I walked, leaving behind an Ana who wanted to be challenged, who wanted to see if she had limits, and who wanted to see it through her sister; disguised as her; and thus be able to contemplate herself, admire herself, and feel, but without the need to be herself. 

I skirted the bed, standing, barefoot, naked; I looked down and saw my brother-in-law’s bald head, moving up and down, licking, from bottom to top, and I saw how Marta, reclining, with her white shirt open, wearing her bra and panties, although it was like wearing nothing due to their obscene openness, moaned softly… and I, feeling observed by my wife, who was eager for me to test Marta as soon as possible, was stunned because there, so close, everything was wetter, more suffocating… but above all more carnal: Marta’s breasts, large, lascivious… spilled heavily across her torso, flowing weightily… and her protruding pussy… which emerged from between the blue straps, was being attacked, probed, and emitted a watery sound, a wet “click, click” from the precise tongue strokes of David.

And then Marta covered her breasts slightly, using the shirt, first covering from one side, and then from the other, but she barely covered anything as her nipples and areolas showed through and because, with the slightest movement, her uncontainable breasts would come back into view; and I knew she was doing it for me, but it was absurd; and then, after shaking her mane a little, there, reclining, exposed, with her legs open, she turned her face slightly, looked up, and whispered to me:

“You’re a fucking bastard…”

I was about to respond, but I knew it was a provocation, and I also reflected that if she was taking advantage of her own eccentricity and David’s unhealthy game, I wouldn’t be any less by not taking advantage of my own wife’s madness, in the form of disturbed vanity. So not only did I not play into her game, but I grabbed my member and moved closer, and then a little closer, so much so that if she wanted, with the slightest movement, if she turned toward the side where I was, she could reach my cock with her mouth. But she didn’t. She ignored me. And returned to David. Bringing one of her hands to that head, with hair and without it… to that short hair matted with sweat, as if telling me she preferred him. And she pulled him toward her, with her hand on his head, and the “click, click” became clear; and then she looked at me, with half-closed eyes and parted lips, as if letting him eat her pussy, dismissing me, and in the presence of her sister, could represent some kind of victory. 

I looked down, pulled back the skin of my member, hard, long, and saw how a pinkish glans glistened wet; but that didn’t seem to tempt Marta, who continued to pull that face that was licking her sex toward her. And she breathed, somewhat agitatedly, and I masturbated and watched her; watched how her shirt, Ana’s shirt, had moved aside again due to the bustle of that pussy-eating and the movements of her hand, a hand that eagerly brought that head against her; watched her breasts, uncovered again, swollen, with their extensive areolas, although not as much as Ana’s; and her dark, voluminous and matted mane. And I focused on all of her, and it was, indeed, like seeing David eating my wife’s pussy, but there were nuances, especially in her expression, in her gaze, as she was even more aggressive, even more despotic; she was capable of having that almost decrepit forty-something eating her pussy, and having me jerking off centimeters from her cheek, and still managing to make it seem that the inferiors, the poor devils, the subordinates, were us.

“Ah…” Marta moaned then, and freed her hand to recline again on her elbows, and let her head fall back, and her mane waved, but her double support didn’t last long since, immediately afterward, she raised her face again, and also one of her arms… and then brought her hand to my cock… and whispered: 

“Get this away…”

And, while saying it, she took it lightly, tenderly… even stroking it… in two slow jerks. She was rejecting me. She prevented my rigid cock from getting closer to her lips, but she cunningly and wickedly gifted me two tugs that made me desire her… and hate her… Because I, despite my intensely strong excitement and the tacit mission that Ana had entrusted to me, felt a deep aversion to that perverse imitation of my wife.

I withdrew a bit, and so did David, who wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and I could see how Marta’s sex lips bloomed, outward, disturbing in their extension and separation; and I was still struck by David’s capacity for restraint as he searched behind him for a pillow, my pillow, and then proceeded to place it under Marta’s body, under her ass, with the obvious intention of raising her body a bit to better penetrate her afterward.

I looked then toward my wife, and had to immediately avert my gaze due to the impact I felt.

And I went back to observing how they positioned themselves, with a strange parsimony, as if measured, and almost as if we weren’t there, while in my mind the impression of having seen Ana remained… of having seen her as I had never seen her before, suffocated, flushed, aroused, with her pink shirt open, with her breasts overflowing her bra, ostentatious and uncontainable, with her skirt wrinkled at her waist, with her long, toned legs slightly flexed… and with both her hands demanding from her panties. Yes, it wasn’t one but two hands attacking her sex, something I didn’t remember having seen, as she always made do with one, with just two fingers to rub her clitoris, but that time, and by how her dark panties were shaking, I could guess that not only her clitoris was being attacked, but also the inside of her pussy… and it seemed that nothing was enough for her… and that she needed to feel herself, invade herself, imagine herself… so she inserted one, or perhaps even two fingers inside; and, due to her agitation, her legs trembled and her breasts danced, quite close together, pressed by the position of her arms… And her nipples pointed at us, hard, accusing us…

…And that image remained in my mind when I could see that, closer, almost beneath me, David was positioning himself, aiming, stroking his thick member a bit, adorned at the base with pubic hair from which even some gray hairs sprouted… and he was about to bury himself in the pussy of a Marta who, still reclining, and now with her ass slightly elevated by the pillow underneath, was grabbing her tits with her hands and tossing her hair as if it were the most normal thing in the world to let herself be invaded by David, in my bedroom, adorned with that obscene lingerie, wearing Ana’s shirt, and in the presence of her sister and me.

My brother-in-law then removed his hand from his own member, intending to attack that pussy with a mere movement of his hips, and then used his two free hands to position Marta’s legs, to spread them and lift them… And I resumed my masturbation as Marta, petulant, even pompous, caressed her nipples with her fingertips, drawing lascivious circles, with a tempered calm. And then David pushed, with a precise hip movement, and sketched a short, clear “Mm!”, driving it in almost to the hilt, and she responded by biting her lower lip, with rage, and snorted there, disguising the pleasure; and she looked at him with a challenging gaze, her eyes conveying a mixture of expectation and demand.

I looked then and again at my wife, while listening to the gasps, Marta’s snorts… and I expected a greater impact, but I found that she had abandoned her sex, and I saw how she was lifting her hair, from behind, flushed, ventilating her neck, with her bra pulled down, with her breasts always free, with her skirt always raised… and I didn’t get the impression she had stopped to avoid her orgasm, but because she was fighting an internal battle… because she didn’t want to externalize a surrender that would disarm her. And her gaze, impacted, impressed, though suddenly serious, made me think I was right: my wife was watching how David was fucking Marta, dressed like her, so she was seeing and admiring herself, with all that meant, but she seemed to pretend it didn’t affect her that much, or that she could control it.

“Mmm… Ahh…” Marta gasped, and I looked down, and saw how she remained clutching her breasts, and how David’s cock entered all the way in. And I could see, in a specific moment, how a drop of sweat fell from David’s hairy chest and landed on her cleavage. And it began to be too much for me to have that body, that beauty, penetrated like that, and moaning in that way, inches from me. It began to be too much to see how David thrust into her and how he snorted, stabbing her without stopping… It began to be too much, those “Ahhh!”, “Ahh!”, “Ahhh!” and especially some “Yes…! “Ah-yes!” and some “Mmmm…!”, “Give it to me…!!”, that she uttered every four or five thrusts. And then I moved closer, brought my cock more toward her, toward her lips, toward her mouth, and, while her torso shook from the fucking, I placed the tip of my glans on her cheek, and she, panting… didn’t accept it… but didn’t reject it either… and I jerked off literally on her cheek, marking her face with my glans, almost pushing her… while she continued with her “Ahhh!”, “Mmmm!”, penetrated, outraged by a David who was striving to perform…

…and then he suddenly stopped… and Marta protested with a heartbreaking “Mmmm, fuck…!”, and dropped her head back, frustrated, causing my member to move away from her face again. And my brother-in-law, inside her, to the hilt, caught his breath a bit, and said aloud:

“Anita, do me a favor, open the window, I’m sweating like a… fucking pig.”

And I wasn’t at all convinced that Ana would obey. It was true that the heat was suffocating and that David was perspiring to the point of producing repulsion, but it seemed more like a trap to bring her closer.

And indeed my wife wasn’t complying; it didn’t seem like she was leaving the doorframe to move. And then Marta, disenchanted because David wasn’t moving inside her, raised her face, looked at me, shook her neck, her hair swayed… she leaned in… opened her mouth… and moved toward me… and I couldn’t do anything but feel… close my eyes and instinctively bring one of my hands to her hair… and I caressed her hair with surprising tenderness as the heat invaded me… as I felt her tongue hitting my glans, tracing vehement circles… as I felt how she ate my cock… soaking me with her saliva… and then I felt one of her hands coming to me and jerking me off slowly while she moved her head forward and back; Marta was eating my cock, impaled at the same time by a David who wasn’t moving, nor saying anything… while I did begin to hear Ana’s footsteps, approaching. I heard her heels across the bedroom while her sister continued, busy, exaggerated and suspiciously enthusiastic, devouring me… and I imagined my wife, walking and glancing sideways at how someone like herself was being defiled at once through her mouth and her pussy… how her sister was eating her husband’s cock… but she seemed to have the composure to endure it, or to pretend… and indeed I could then hear how she was actually opening the window.

And then a “Mmmm!” was whimpered by Marta, and I half-opened my eyes, because I knew something had happened, that that moan hadn’t been of pleasure from devouring me… and I could glimpse that her cry had been one of complaint… and it was because her lament had been emitted because David had abandoned her… and he was withdrawing his cock, soaked from her… and I felt my wife behind me, near the window, and saw how David was getting off the bed and leaving us.

And his purpose was clear, and that was the price I had to pay for having entered and for enjoying Marta… The price was opening the door for David to go after my wife.

I closed my eyes again. It was practically impossible not to. Marta’s skill was such that she made me sigh and tremble, and if I already hated her for the whole scheme she had created, for her conspiracy with David, for the mockery of imitating my wife… I hated her even more for subjugating me like this, with her tongue, with her hand, with her head moving back and forth, mercilessly breaking down my willpower.

The small part of me that wasn’t giving in focused on listening to the movements I sensed behind me: the labored footsteps of David that I imagined were reaching my wife, behind me, slightly diagonal. And his walking overlapped with the wet sound of Marta’s blowjob, which she accompanied with a slight sob, a minimal and short “Mh…” that excited me so much that it forced me to extend a hand, almost blindly… a hand that pushed her shirt aside a bit, and descended down her cleavage… until it caressed one of her breasts… which I felt sticky, clammy, from sweat, from the heat… and then I squeezed a little, perhaps even with some anger at how she was trying to dominate me, and by squeezing her breast like that, I made her next “Mh-hh!” louder and a bit longer.

“Get away… You’re sweaty,” I heard my wife whisper, and I half-opened my eyes, but didn’t turn around, I stayed with Marta, and saw that white blur, moving closer and further away from me, always with my cock in her mouth, reclining on one elbow and using her other hand to accompany her mouth.

“So what…?” said David.

“Stop it. Leave me alone,” Ana protested.

“You want to watch, huh. You can still watch,” he tried to manipulate her, and I wasn’t looking at them, but I could imagine that harassment, those long hands of David’s, and I wondered if Ana still had her breasts out of her bra and her skirt hiked up.

“Stop!” Ana complained again and at that precise moment Marta pulled away from me, withdrawing backward, with indifference, and I scrutinized her, and our eyes met; she fixed her gaze on me, steadily, and then, with arrogance and almost apathy, she broke a bridge of saliva that connected her lower lip to the tip of my member, which glistened wet, and she lay down, completely reclined, but turned her face and grabbed my cock again, with the clear intention that I should continue invading her, but without her needing to tire herself by leaning on her elbows.

I was struck by her whole behavior, her movements, as she was like an Ana but more penetrating, more mysterious; mixing good and evil, with a negative lasciviousness and a positive sensuality.

At that moment her docility prevailed, which I distrusted, and she looked at me, asking with her eyes and her immodest half-open mouth for me to bring my member back to her. And, seeing my hesitation, she extended her hand and took mine, guiding it toward her sex.

“St…op…” I heard Ana say behind me, and it was obvious that it wasn’t a request for me, but a complaint to David, but her tone already sounded affected, surrendering, and I still didn’t dare to turn around, and, not knowing if he was letting her watch us or if he was already capturing her attention for himself, I let myself be guided, and began to caress Marta’s pubic hair, to brush with my fingertips that voluptuous sex, those enlarged and mistreated lips…

…And I saw how she called to me with her gaze, and I saw her breasts surrounded by the blue straps… and I felt a hot wetness on the tip of one of my fingers… and I couldn’t take it anymore… so I leaned over her, supporting myself with my other hand on the bed… and positioned my cock at the entrance to her mouth… and she completed my movement by coming toward me… and I found myself forced to close my eyes again… and to sketch a somewhat hoarse “Mh-oh” when I felt her wet lips and her eager mouth encompassing me again; and I felt a torrent of heat that started from my feet up to my head… and I began to insert the tip of two of my fingers into her pussy, which I felt burning hot and dilated… from how David had left it… and then myself… and then my brother-in-law again.

And then, with my eyes closed, and moving my hips minimally, back and forth, sliding my member between Marta’s lips, fucking her mouth while exploring her sex with two of my fingers… I heard behind me the unmistakable sound of kisses. And that hurt me, not so much because of the act itself, but because of the advantage David always ended up taking, exploiting excitations that didn’t necessarily stem from an attraction to him.

I couldn’t help turning around then, still without stopping the violation of Marta’s mouth, still without ceasing to slowly insert my fingers into her pussy. Leaning over the bed, over Marta, continuing with my hips, which, carefully, went back and forth, and, while listening to the short and heartfelt “Mm…”, “Mm…” coming from Marta, I observed how David and my wife were kissing.

Indeed my wife hadn’t covered herself, her breasts still overflowed her bra, enormous, and her skirt was still folded at her waist; and the contrast was striking, the difference between that sweaty, laborious, worn-out, whitish body; that white ass and that bulging, somewhat hairy belly… contrasting with Ana’s powerful and plethoric slenderness. They closed their eyes, and the kisses were more like disordered pecks, on the cheeks… on the lips… and she barely touched him with a couple of fingers from each hand, which she placed on his waist, more with the intention of keeping him from coming closer than of touching him, while he put the entirety of his palms on her bare thighs and on her hip.

I moved back and forth, fucking Marta’s mouth and listening to her “Mm…”, “Mm…” I turned my face and got excited seeing my wife like that, falling again into David’s trap, who, if the previous month had taken advantage of our arousal with Albert, now was taking advantage of Ana’s excitement derived from what it awakened in her to see herself reflected in her sister, from how horny it made her to observe herself and see her eroticism and beauty from the outside. And I couldn’t blame him, he played his cards and played them well, nor could I blame an Ana who had gone weeks without a release worthy of her, and who was witnessing, barely two meters away, how I, her husband, was fucking her twin sister’s mouth, almost identical to her.

I then felt that Marta was trying to guide me again, so I turned my eyes to her, and indeed, Marta was directing my hand with hers, wanting me to rub her clitoris: she pressed my fingers with hers, causing mine to flatten the peak of her sex, and she opened and closed her legs, with my fingers there, rubbing, all while continuing to devour me. And then I heard a stifled moan behind me, from my wife, and something surged through my body, and I turned immediately... and saw that the pecks had turned into deep kisses, that their tongues were playing and their heads were tilting, and also that while Ana’s hands remained inhibited, showing that she barely wanted to touch his skin, he was groping her ass with one hand and already trying to caress her sex with the other, over her dark panties.

And then he broke the kiss, and Ana opened her eyes, and looked at me... She looked at me while I was being guided and devoured by her sister... She looked at me while David crawled downward... and opened his mouth... and licked one of her breasts... And we looked at each other, not blaming one another. We didn’t understand, but we didn’t reproach each other... and she pushed him away slightly, but he wouldn’t give up; and he licked, and devoured; first one breast, then the other, and squeezed them, and she let out short, complaining “Ah...!” sounds, while looking at me with tearful eyes, and restraining him with just two fingers from each hand on his sweaty chest, to keep him from pressing so close, but he persisted and you could even hear the sound of him sucking on her breasts... and then David whispered:

“Did you get your colleagues all hot and bothered with these big tits today...?”

“Ah...hh!” Ana protested, in another longer moan, with her pink shirt open, with her breasts glistening from David’s saliva, and with one breast being licked again while the other was roughly squeezed.

“Does having these big tits... help you sell little houses?” David provoked, between licks, kisses, bites and squeezes.

“Ahhh...! Stop...! You bas-tard...” my wife protested, right after a bite, and closed her eyes, while I continued moving my hips back and forth, and kept hearing Marta’s morbid purring beneath me.

“Shhh... relax, Anita,” he provoked again, with a reddened, enormous, shining and wet breast in each hand, hunched in front of her, now uncontainable, now incapable of holding back all his verbal diarrhea.


CHAPTER 46

I felt something then that made me jump, and then made me close my eyes, as it was first surprise, and then pleasure. I turned my face toward Marta, as a tacit sign of gratitude, and returned to her, while I continued caressing her clitoris and she continued writhing beneath me.

My shudder had occurred because she had changed her engulfing for subtle flicks of her tongue on my balls… reaching almost to my anus, and then she would pause to gently suck one of my balls, pulling on it slowly, demanding, moving away… and then she would suck the other one. And I trembled with pleasure, and sighed, and thanked her for it, but at the same time I distrusted her. 

“That’s it… That’s it… Take it, it doesn’t bite…” I heard David’s voice behind me, and that made me turn immediately, and I could see how my wife shook her hand, as if wanting to get rid of something, a hand that was very close to David’s swollen cock.

“It’s… dripping…” she protested, while I felt Marta stop her licking of my balls, and felt how she stopped guiding me with her hand on her sex, apparently unable to reach orgasm that way.

“And how do you expect it to be, Anita,” he whispered to her, and then it was David who guided her, and made my wife grab it, and he himself closed her hand to wrap around his member, and he himself directed her hand to masturbate him, and then sought her mouth, and kissed her, in an obscene kiss, while leaving her with the task, and he went back to using his free hands to feel her ass and to rub my wife’s sex over her panties.

“Come on, idiot. Just cum on me. Wherever you want. And I’ll leave,” I heard then from beneath me, and I felt that this was the real Marta, and I looked down at her, and saw her lying there, pushing her shirt to the sides, and leaving her breasts exposed again, always surrounded by those straps; and she closed her eyes and began to rub herself, with her legs bent and spread… she intended to cum like this, with her mouth half-open and her eyes closed, touching herself, while giving me permission to explode on top of her body. And I, stunned by seeing her like this, also seeing how her breasts danced like two enormous flans, shaken, like her whole torso, by her maneuvers on her pussy, brought my hand to my member, which I felt tremendously hot, pulled all the skin of my cock back… and began to masturbate, looking at her, observing her, knowing what was happening behind my back, and also knowing that I couldn’t hold out more than a minute without exploding, without spilling myself on her.

Everything was rushing, I was masturbating frenetically while beneath me Marta bit her lower lip and uttered some “Mh!”, “Mhh!”, and writhed, enjoying herself, and occasionally pushed aside her shirt, which was already pushed aside, in what seemed more like a tic, a rhythmic and ardent bustle, than a real obsession with not staining a shirt that wasn’t even hers. And I looked behind me, and saw how my wife was kissing David, in obscene kisses, which were also noisy; and Ana resisted as best she could his intention to touch her pussy inside her panties, pushing his hand away from time to time, but her complaint wasn’t fair, because she was jerking his member.

And I felt myself cumming, and didn’t know where to look, when I witnessed the precise moment when David succeeded; I could see the exact instant when he did manage to slip his hand inside my wife’s panties; and she broke the kiss, and their faces came together, cheek to cheek, and she almost came to embrace him with her free hand, and emitted a heart-wrenching “Ahhh-hhh!” upon feeling his fingers in her pussy… And then I couldn’t take it anymore, and, with that image in my mind, with the image of my wife encircling David’s sweaty body with one arm, and masturbating him with the other hand, with the image retained in my mind of how my wife let him touch her pussy, I stopped jerking off, and leaned over Marta… and took advantage of her half-open mouth… and I put it in her mouth, and a very long “MMMMMM!” was moaned, smothered, there, and she continued touching herself, writhing and her legs were trembling, and I pushed, ready to cum in her mouth, and another “MMMMM-HH!” was screamed by Marta there, but this time it was a moan of protest, and she withdrew, pulled her mouth back, cutting off my orgasm, and also stopped her fingers… and opened her eyes, and looked at me, and said:

“Fucking piece of shit…”

I withdrew. With my cock soaking wet, rock hard and about to explode. I was one stroke away from ejaculating on her, but in the end I didn’t cum… nor did I apologize. And she was sitting up, raising her torso, and shaking her sweaty mane.

And instantly, indignant and furious, she squirmed complainingly and arrogantly, while Ana’s moans resonated… And she began to take off the white shirt, all dignified, albeit not without difficulty, as it was stuck to her skin with sweat, and her breasts danced with her maneuver, shaking, erect, and emerged even more clearly, even larger through the straps of the hollow blue bra. And then she moved, breathless, agitated, and positioned herself… on the bed… turning her back to me.

She got on all fours, giving me her backside, giving me her pussy which appeared open and hanging, with enormous lips. And her tits hung between the straps, colossal, and she rested on her elbows, and her breasts, her nipples, almost touched the sheets of the bed…

… And then she turned and said to me:

—“Give it to me… But give it to me properly. Not like before.”

The crotchless panties. The open-cup bra. Her hanging breasts. Her protruding pussy. Everything was tremendously obscene… and, above all, irresistible. Especially knowing what was happening behind me; and it was strange how arousal mixed with pain, and how the most painful part wasn’t the kisses, nor her jerking him off, nor him fingering her, but that arm of Ana’s, embracing him, pulling him toward her, so he wouldn’t move away, so he would keep kissing her, so he would keep masturbating her.

I turned my attention forward, to Marta’s body offering itself to me. I caressed one buttock, pulled it aside slightly, even tugging at it, and I could see how her pussy opened even more, how her lips separated further from my manipulation. I was eager to possess her, but I didn’t know how long I could last inside that beauty, who was like Ana but perverse and obscene; also frivolous, as it seemed nothing mattered to her. I didn’t know how long I could hold back from exploding inside her. And it excited me… as much as it continued to disgust me.

I leaned forward, then brought the tip of my member to brush against those lips. And I enjoyed for a moment, myself, my sensations, caressing with my glans the warm and docile vaporousness of the lips of that pussy which, battered and spread apart, didn’t want to pose any impediment for my cock to slide once more inside what they guarded.

Before plunging in, I looked at my wife, and saw her, face to face with David, her eyes open, allowing my brother-in-law to slide his hand inside her panties; perhaps he was just rubbing, perhaps inserting one finger, perhaps two. From her gaze, from her half-open mouth, I deduced that, whatever it was, he was doing it well. And she kept jerking him off, working that already worn-out cock which, despite my wife’s skill and persistence, didn’t seem to be getting much harder.

We looked at each other then, and I, knowing I was perfectly positioned, began to sink in, to push, to fill Marta with my cock… while Ana watched me.

—“Ahh…!” they both moaned… at the same time… in a long whimper; Marta from feeling me, and Ana from feeling through her.

And it was absurd, but it comforted me to know that at least that moan from Ana had been because of me, and not because of David.

I turned my gaze forward and began to move, back and forth, filling Marta with a cock that slid magnificently, but barely felt anything; it barely felt anything because that wasn’t a pussy, it was a hot, dilated wreck; and that benefited me in the sense that I could last longer, but it harmed me in terms of pleasure. And then I, vengeful and remembering how she had insulted me minutes earlier, leaned forward, leaned toward the body I was penetrating, pushed aside that dark mane, uncovered Marta’s flushed face, and whispered:

—“Could you be any more open? Do I make you that horny?”

And after saying it, I pulled back. And she said nothing. And I put my hands on her waist. And I fucked her, slowly, pulling my cock almost completely out, only to fill her again. And I felt observed by my wife, and that comforted me again, and then I heard:

—“Do you want it?”

And it was David who was speaking.

—“Sh… shut up…” my wife panted, and I kept looking ahead, and occasionally pushed Marta’s mane aside, and subtly caressed one of her hanging breasts, almost cutting myself on her nipples from time to time. And I pretended to be docile, mockingly imitating how she had behaved before. And our fucking was silent, and I had the impression that she wasn’t feeling much either, which I didn’t interpret as an attack on my ego, since the one not offering a presentable sex suitable for enjoyment was her; what was failing there was her pussy, dilated to the point of embarrassment, not my member, nor my eagerness.

—“You want it, huh…” David insisted.

—“Mmm…” I heard Ana moan.

—“Do you want it?”

—“Mmmmm!” my wife whimpered, and at that moment I didn’t dare turn around.

—“Tell me…”

—“Ah…!”

—“Tell me! Tell me… that you want it inside” David insisted, and I trembled, suddenly fearful, and closed my eyes.

—“Mmm… Ahhh…! Sh…-ut… up…”

—“Tell me… Anita…”

—“Mmmm… Yes…” my wife finally confessed, and it hurt me, and I squeezed Marta’s waist, her skin, as I heard her give in.

—“Well it won’t go in like this… You’re terrible at handjobs, damn it…” David complained.

And I listened to them. And I suffered. And I tried to distract myself, gathering Marta’s mane, and pulling it, and penetrating her somewhat more vehemently, drawing from her then some more heartfelt “Mmm…!”s.

—“It won’t go in like this, Anita. It needs to be harder…” he provoked.

—“Sh… shut up…” my wife whimpered, and I imagined her with his fingers inside her body.

—Look at Sergio's, what a mast… You're not holding it right… It's getting softer and softer…

—Shut up… “Mmm…!” Fu-ck… —my wife said desperately.

And then there was silence. Suddenly all that could be heard were Marta's minimal and heartfelt “Mmm,” “Mmm,” “Oh-hh…” And I opened my eyes. And I felt that something was about to happen. And I caressed one of those hanging breasts again, and squeezed it, and released it, and then I caressed one of those extensive buttocks, and I looked down and saw how my cock came out soaked and how Marta's pussy lips embraced my member, wetting it, and how I filled her again… And I remained expectant. And I didn't understand their silence.

Until I heard:

—That's it… That's it… You know that never fails, huh… You bitch… You know that never fails.

And then I couldn't help but turn around… And I saw how my wife, in front of him, went down, descended, knelt, and her face was in front of that wet, swollen, ugly member… and useless, as it lacked much hardness.

I watched as my wife gave in, ready to harden that thing… with her mouth.

She didn't delay. She didn't linger. There was an objective and a known way to proceed. And I knew that Marta was suffering in silence because I wasn't with her, because I wasn't filling her efficiently, but how could I perform, how could I thrust eagerly into that soaked pussy… when, behind me, I was watching how, kneeling, my wife brought her mouth to David's cock.

It was painful, as well as shocking and exciting, to see the precise moment when he gathered some of her hair, there, standing naked… and my wife, kneeling in front of him, leaned her torso and face forward. And I could witness the exact instant when she… Ana… took his cock into her mouth.

How could I please Marta, no matter how much her soft “Mmm,” “Mmm” excited me, no matter how much I was turned on by caressing her swinging and hanging breasts, shaken by my thrusts… when my wife placed her hands on David's thighs, and her head went back and forth. How could I satisfy Marta when David brought my wife's hands to his buttocks… and fucked her mouth, back and forth, moving his hips, violating Ana's mouth… How could I satisfy Marta when I could see how saliva and pre-cum dripped from the corner of my wife's lips, soaking, wetting, her cleavage, her breasts and her pink shirt… How could I please Marta, if, while I was thrusting into her, I heard brutal and muffled “MHH!”, “MHH!” from my wife, with David's cock in her mouth. How could I be with her when David looked at me, and smiled, perhaps seeking some male camaraderie, glorious, victorious, as if I were in a similar situation to his, as if I weren't seeing how he grabbed his cock, took it out of my wife's mouth, rubbed it against her smeared lips… and put it back in her mouth.

Ana didn't protest, she swallowed, devoured, and her whole torso went back and forth. And it was evident that no matter how much David took advantage, there was a desire that manifested itself abnormally. That no matter how well David played his cards, that blowjob wasn't normal. And I didn't blame her, I almost even felt gratitude toward him. And Ana, sucking his cock like that, was once again the Ana who had moaned out loud and deliberately, so he could hear her, the night before. And I knew that there was something there, something more, and that terrified me.

—Give it to me… —Marta protested then, but I wasn't able to return to her, not while my wife was still there, kneeling in front of David, and even less when I saw how she brought both hands to him, to his cock, and sucked it with the help of her hands… Not while I saw how even more saliva fell from her lips, dripping from her chin… Not while my wife's overwhelmed and devoted “Mhh!”, “Mhah!” continued to thunder on that dark, smelly and mediocre cock… while my brother-in-law hammered us, panting some despotic “That's it…” “That's it…”

—Do you want to give it to me…? Idiot… —Marta protested again, and I saw how David pulled back, showed his wide and soaked cock, finally rock-hard, and quickly said to Ana:

—Come on, get up and turn around, it's just how we like it now.

I took a breath then, and turned my gaze forward, and wrapped my hand in Marta's hair again, and accelerated a bit, seeking circles with my pelvis, seeking friction, contact, and she thanked me with a heartfelt “Ahhh!”, and opened her mouth and raised her face, ignoring them… while I felt movement behind me, and then heard my wife say:

—Stop… No… Not here.

—What do you mean no. Come on, take these off now.

And I glanced sideways at how, both standing, he positioned himself behind her, and how he removed her panties, and how an absolutely enormous pussy came into view. And I swallowed hard seeing how her fleshy lips overflowed, swollen, her pubic hair, and how they glistened, soaked.

And I sighed, extremely aroused. And I looked forward again. And I thrust into Marta again. And then I heard:

—Come on. And bend your knees. I'm not fucking Michael Jordan… in those high heels, too…

And I looked at them again, and saw how David, behind her, put a hand on her shoulder, making her bend down a bit, while directing his member with the other hand, to penetrate her. And I exchanged a glance with my wife, who, indeed wearing her heels, with her skirt at her waist, with her pink shirt open and her reddened, wet and enormous breasts overflowing her bra… obeyed… and bent her knees… making it easier for him to penetrate her. And her look wasn't asking for permission for me to allow it, nor reproaching me for how I was filling Marta, but of desire, pure, clear… and even overwhelming. And her breathlessness was reflected in her reddened cheeks and the trembling of her legs… and we looked at each other… We looked at each other at the precise moment when yes, when it happened; and I could see David's waist moving forward… while he held her by the shoulder and waist; he pushed, excited and eager… and you could hear the precise moment, the triumphant sound: a plethoric and liberating “Mmmmm!” panted by David… And then Ana let out a heartfelt, pleasurable, and at the same time defeated “Ahhhh!” And she was forced to close her eyes, to abandon me and focus on him, to focus on feeling the cock that was invading her.

“...Either you give it to me properly or I'm getting out of here and to hell with you,” Marta whispered then, and I turned back to her, and she was looking forward again. And I looked down. And I saw my cock going in and out. And then I saw her anus. There. Exposed. And, aroused by Ana and David, and while I heard my wife moaning because he was fucking her, I let saliva fall from my mouth onto Marta's ass, and then I aimed better… wetting that anus. And then I heard from her, without her even turning around:

“You fucking bastard… pervert…”

And I didn't care. I didn't care if it was a provocation for me to do it or a complaint for me to stop. I began to spread saliva over her anus while thrusting into her. The texture was rough, coarse, and it seemed to refuse to get wet no matter how much I moistened it. And her incomplete “Mmm!” sounds overlapped with much more passionate moans from my wife.

And I began to insert a finger there, in her anus, which, tight and burning, resisted, and she complained with childish purrs; and I pushed my finger in, filling myself with her, violating her, as a way to punish her, to take revenge for her tricks and insults, but then some devastating “Ahhhhhh!”, “Ahhhhhh!”, “Ahhhhhh!” from my wife made me forget about Marta, forget my cock in her pussy, forget my finger in her anus… I stopped looking at that ass, that finger, that anus, and turned my eyes back to my wife.


CHAPTER 47

David, behind her, penetrated her relentlessly, holding her in an intense, almost violent manner, with both hands gripping her neck. She, with her hands reaching back, seemed to be trying to push him slightly, to prevent him from thrusting with such force.

Everything had changed. Everything was accelerating. And I could see some rage in him, perhaps because he truly felt it, or perhaps it was pure eagerness, from desire and from the magnificence of what he was fucking. And once again I was struck by the contrast, seeing that whitish, worn-out, hunched body, and that sweaty belly… penetrating and giving pleasure in such a savage way to my wife. She was uttering incessant “AH!”, “AH!”, “AH!”, which were shameful howls that hurt me as much as they excited me; and you could hear the “clap!, clap!, clap!, clap!”, from David’s pelvis colliding against her buttocks; and her breasts shook, her large tits bounced, and her body appeared slightly bent forward.

Everything was speeding up, and I felt how Marta pushed herself backward, impaling herself, taking half my finger into her anus and the entirety of my member into her drenched pussy; and then she looked sideways, turning slightly, observing that violation, that fucking; watching how David was pleasuring her to death; she watched them, perhaps amazed, perhaps knowing and familiar, as she had experienced that passion other times. I, surprised by David’s vehemence and my wife’s submission, felt my cock hardening and felt Marta more intensely. And then, while the sound of their bodies colliding overlapped with Ana’s moans, David said:

“Let’s see how long you last for me…”

I felt my middle finger being squeezed and the heat of Marta’s pussy around my member; a Marta who continued fucking my body, a body that trembled with excitement but barely moved. And she purred some slow, faint, and almost always frustrated “Mm…”, “Mm…”; and sometimes she watched them, as I did, and she could witness, as I did, how David brought one of his hands to Ana’s pussy, while keeping the other on her neck, and how he began drawing circles, with two or three of his fingers, at full speed, on my wife’s clitoris, all without stopping his thrusts.

And it was painful to see how Ana opened her eyes enormously, and bent her legs more, feeling those fingers rubbing there. She felt it. She felt it like never before. She wasn’t able to endure the double pleasure of penetration and that rubbing, and then she uttered a rapid: “Oh God!”, “Oh God…!” that destroyed me inside. And I watched her burning cheeks, her bouncing tits, her open shirt, her lowered bra, her raised skirt, her heels that barely supported her, sometimes taking minimal steps forward, pushed by his savage thrusts; and her with her hands behind, gripping, holding on, reduced to a wreck…

… and suddenly she looked at me; she looked into my eyes and my heart pounded seeing her like that. And another “Oh God!”, and suddenly some heart-wrenching “Ahhh!”, “Ahhhh!”, “Ahhh!”, were moans, almost screams, and her laments were accompanied by the frantic “slap!”, “slap!”, “slap!”, “slap!” from David’s thrusts; and I saw those fingers rubbing at full speed, and my wife’s legs that, tense, trembled in spasms… and she seemed to be collapsing, and I couldn’t understand how that mediocre body treated her like that, without admiration and without respect, but above all I couldn’t comprehend how it gave her so much pleasure; when then an “Oh, God…!”, “Ah…!,” “Ahhhh…!”, was screamed, and I knew it, and it was killing me, and David knew it too… and I watched how his cock went in and out… and David panted in her ear:

“Already, Anita…? Already? Are you coming already?”

“Ahhhh!, Aaahhh!” she moaned.

“Are you coming already?” he provoked, and two of his fingers were killing her with pleasure, rubbing on her clitoris, and her pussy lips undulated, protruding, swollen and soaked, at full speed.

“Ahhhh…! Ahhhh…! Yesss! Yesss! Aaaaaahh!!!” she confessed between screams.

“Are you coming now?”

“Ahhh…! Ahhh! I’m cominggg…!! Ah…!! Yesss! I’m cominggg…!!” my wife was falling apart, and it was killing me, and my member almost exploded inside a Marta who surely envied her. And she screamed one last time: “Yesss!” “Yesss!!!” “I’M COMING!” “AHHH!” “AHHH-HH!”, and her legs were trembling, and her lips were vibrating, and curiously I found her gorgeous, despite showing herself like this, exposed, in that indecent way, defeated, penetrated, violated, despite having David’s body invading her and making her come, despite her shameful and eccentric laments, despite announcing her orgasm to all of us in an almost ridiculous manner… I saw her incredibly beautiful, with her hair falling to one side of her face, brunette, voluminous and yet slender.

And I watched her, affected, watched how she fell apart, held by him, who, without giving her a break, quickly said:

“Now it’s my turn, Anita. Now it’s my turn.”

And then, just as she was at the limit of enjoying the last spasms of her orgasm, he pulled back, released her neck, removed his hand from her pussy, leaned his body backward, and pulled out of her; and then he crouched down, hurriedly, pushed aside clothes that were on the floor, grabbed something, which he tossed and landed on the bed, near me and Marta who continued rocking, back and forth, at a slow rhythm; and he began to masturbate, at great speed, frantically shaking that skin that made his swollen, purplish and gleaming glans appear and disappear, and he quickly said to her:

“Get down, get down, get down.”

And he was making my wife turn around and kneel in front of him again.

“Bastard… No…” my wife protested then, standing in front of a David who was masturbating with one hand and indicating with the other that she should comply.

“Get down… God… Get down! I'm about to cum!” David panted, accelerated and unbridled, and I looked beside me and saw that Ana's dark panties had fallen there.

And I didn't hesitate, and, while I heard my wife pleading another “No, David! Stop…!”, and while my cock was still inside Marta's pussy, while my finger was still inside her anus, while I felt wetness and dilation around my member and roughness and tightness around my finger… I used my free hand to pick up those panties… and bring them to my nose, to my face, and I felt the touch of silk on my face, and then I could find the most relevant area, the area that had been in contact with my wife's pussy, and I felt a soaked puddle, and I rubbed the dense, matted wetness across my nose… and my cock gave a jerk, bouncing between the walls of Marta's sex, so much that I heard her moan a grateful “Mmm!”; and I inhaled from that moisture then, inhaled from that thick soaking; inhaled the smell of my wife's pussy… breathed in her scent, so strong, so sexual, so womanly, so much like an excited woman begging to be satisfied… that it intoxicated me, that it made me dizzy… and that excited me to an extreme I didn't know, because that smell, because that dishonorable soaking… wasn't for me…

And, while rubbing her panties across my face, while smelling those black panties, once elegant, at that moment unworthy and degraded, I turned my face toward them again, and saw how my wife had knelt in front of him.

“That's it… That's it… There, stay still,” David panted, jerking himself frantically, close to my wife's face, and he separated his legs somewhat, and threw his head back, and then looked at her again.

And Ana pushed her pink shirt to the sides, and lowered her bra even more, intending to offer him skin, so he wouldn't stain her clothes; and, still panting from her orgasm she tenderly whispered: “No… Don't cum too much…”

“No… Oh…! Come… Come…” David moaned, with half-closed eyes, and he pulled her with one hand, pulled her pink shirt toward him, to bring her closer, to hold her in place, and he jerked himself ferociously with the other.

And I smelled her panties, and I felt them, felt her pussy on my nose, and I saw her, kneeling, with the lips of her sex open, wet, almost dripping; and I saw how he released her and it was she who pushed aside her shirt… and I saw how she offered him her breasts, for him to spray them, to defile them. She gathered them in a sweet, sensual way, and shook her hair, which waved down her back, as if trying to maintain dignity despite how he had made her cum, in barely two minutes, and despite what was about to happen.

“Oh… Ah…! Now!” David panted, rubbing himself at full speed, and, surprising her, he moved closer, seeking her face.

“No! Stop!” my wife protested, as she saw how the offering of her breasts was being rejected.

And then an “Oh!!”, “Fuck!!”, hoarse, rough, was gasped by David, and he let go, he released himself, exploded… and Ana kept her hands gathering her breasts, lifting them, but it was already evident that the humiliation was going to be perpetrated higher up. And I could see how a thick, white stream crossed my wife's face, from her cheek to her hair, and she protested, but didn't turn her face away, and then he focused there, on her face, and she closed her eyes, and a second impact hit her face again, and the whitish density bounced from her face, falling onto her breasts. And the degradation was despotic, but my wife accepted it as if she really needed to reach that limit…

…and then he aimed a little lower, and a third impact came out powerful and straight, hitting my wife's lips, and more semen fell bouncing downward. And then she turned her face slightly, overwhelmed by that bath, and looked toward me, and, with her eyes open, looking at me, she received a fourth stream, powerful, on her cheek; and we heard David's orgasm… his deep “OHH! OHH!!”, and I saw my wife's face being tinted white, receiving that explosion from that man who writhed and panted in front of her, emptying himself, discharging, and more semen was released by his member, falling down my wife's neckline, down her neck, over her tits, over her shirt and her bra, defiling her face and torso in six or seven lashes, and she maintained eye contact with me, serious, excited, and parted her lips slightly, showing threads of semen that stretched… and I couldn't bear that morbid excitement… and I thrust into Marta while watching her, and then looked at her breasts, shining from the bath, and her shirt and bra, with lots of drops and splashes, white and transparent; and what killed me most of all was seeing how my wife breathed agitatedly, how her breasts swelled from her ecstasy, almost as ecstatic as him; and it killed me to see her excited, but by herself, by what she awakened in whoever looked at her and admired her and by whoever discharged himself like that over her.

And I felt I was about to come, and, looking at my wife's defiled face and smelling her panties, I sped up, and then removed my finger from Marta's anus, and she complained with a purr, a mixture of pleasure and affliction, and I began to fuck her with a strangely angry, belligerent lust, and her “Mmm!” “Mmm!” were indeed louder then.

And, simultaneously with my change in eagerness and rhythm, I could see how David withdrew, and then, panting and frantic, with even more haste, said:

“Up. Get up. You’re going to come again.”

I looked forward for a moment, and held Marta by the hair, and then leaned forward and randomly squeezed those breasts that hung excessively from Ana’s empty bra, and I paused to caress that enormity, and it excited me, and she moaned, but always somewhat unsatisfied, with mechanical “Mmm!” “Mmm!”, perhaps envying Ana, surely blaming me that, despite my sudden involvement, our fuck was far from the madness my wife and David were experiencing. But I felt I was coming, I was close. And I did feel her then. I did feel her pussy encompassing me. And then I looked back at them, and saw that David was picking something up from the floor, and I saw that my wife, drenched, with streams of semen on her face, breasts, and clothes, was standing up, erratic, dizzy, overwhelmed... and he turned her around, and I saw that he had picked up some dark green panties, which had to be Marta’s, and positioned my wife, again to penetrate her standing, and from behind... and aimed again, with that cock that still wasn’t decreasing, and said to her:

“You’re still going to come again. You’re still going to come again... with my somewhat soft cock.”

And my wife, standing, waiting for him, obediently bent and again her legs trembled. And I couldn’t believe it... when David aimed again... again directed his member... there, behind her, and emitted a dry “MHM!”, and Ana was pushed forward, taking half a step... and gasped a pitiful “Ahhh!!”, and I knew then that he was filling her again... that he was penetrating her again... And then he brought one of his hands forward, the hand that held those green panties... and stuffed them in her mouth, while thrusting into her again... and she moaned a “MHMMMMmmm!” muffled by Marta’s green panties.

And I couldn’t take it anymore. It was impossible to endure so much kink. And I thrust into Marta vehemently, creating a din from our bodies colliding, and she emitted her neutral, though somewhat more audible “Mmm!” “Mmm!” “MMMmm!” and I continued smelling Ana’s dark panties while watching how Marta’s green panties hung from my wife’s mouth. And I saw how Ana lowered a finger to her clitoris, and I saw how David whispered to her:

“That’s it... That’s it... Come... Come even though you feel it’s somewhat soft.”

“MmhhAmmm!!!” was then screamed by my wife, muffled in Marta’s panties.

“That’s it, fuck...” David provoked her.

“Mmmhhh!!!” my wife whimpered, with teary eyes, her face stained, and rubbing her clitoris at full speed.

“That’s it, Anita... Come again!!”

“Mmmmmhhhh!! MMGodhhh!!” she screamed into Marta’s panties and it made me shiver and tremble.

And I saw how her tits shook, how semen dripped from her face... and I saw her teary gaze, looking at me; meanwhile, a drop of semen fell from her chin and another ran down one of her breasts.

And then I heard beneath me:

“Pull out, you bastard, if you come inside I’ll kill you.”

And then I withdrew, and she made no sound at the abandonment, and I began to masturbate quickly, while smelling my wife’s pussy through her panties.

And then I heard behind me some heart-wrenching “Mmm!!” “Mmhhh!!” “Mhmmm!!” and then a “MmEhm!!”, “I’m gohhNNa CohhME!!”, and I looked at her, and saw how she, standing, being fucked from behind, was rubbing her pussy with one hand and grabbing one of her breasts smeared with semen with the other, while her face still bore those humiliating white lashes... and I couldn’t take it anymore; I stopped my hand, and gasped a sonorous “Ohhh!!” that was liberating... and then another “Ohhh...!!” and I began to unload... to spray Marta’s buttocks, who remained still... And, while I was coming... I saw how my wife was falling apart, and heard how, with Marta’s panties hanging from her mouth, she repeated, screaming as best she could:

“Mmm!! Mmm!! Mmhhh! MhEmmm! I’m gohhNNa CohhME!!”

And I ejaculated over Marta while my brother-in-law panted in my wife’s ear:

“Of course you’re going to come, Anita... You’re going to come because of how well David María fucks you... Right?”

“MHHMMMMMmmmm!!!” she screamed.

“Tell-me.”

“MmhhHHHMMmm!!!” my wife writhed in a heart-wrenching way.

“TELL ME!! Tell me that David María fucks you well!!”

And then, while I was still trembling, between spasms, while I watched Ana’s swollen breasts, soaked in semen, while I saw her face tinted by those white lashes, while I heard her screaming into Marta’s panties, while I watched that pale, mediocre and sweaty body fucking my wife... while I saw how his shameless nakedness contrasted with her heels, skirt, and pink blouse... While she screamed, he insisted again:

“TELL ME!”

And she, letting the panties fall from her mouth, screamed:

“Yeeesss!!! Yeeesss!!! Oh God!!! You fuck me so well!! Ahhh...!!! Ahhh! I’M CUMMING!!”

And then David withdrew, pulled his cock out of Ana’s pussy, and she protested with a quick and angry, “Ahh!” “No!” “Bastard!”, and I saw how he moved his cock away, which fell downward, soaked, drenched and half-limp... but there was no turning back, my wife was cumming, there, standing, alone, holding one breast with one hand and rubbing her clitoris with the other; with her legs bent and her face stained; and I, resting my spent member on Marta’s sticky buttocks, watched how my wife was cumming, how she bit her lower lip, how she kept her legs bent, despite nothing invading her anymore... and she was cumming... there, standing... and then uttered a pitiful “Mmm...” “I-I’m cumming...” more subdued, more sensual... and I observed her: her breasts glistening from the semen David had outrageous poured, her blouse with thick stains, her bra overflowing with her breasts, her skirt at her waist... completely degraded... but feeling... feeling fulfilled, like never before, even if it was like this, in that aggrieved manner, alone, panting... and with her face smeared...

...And then she looked at me again, and squeezed her breast hard, suffocated, exhausted... finishing her orgasm... showing herself with her stained face and her soaked neckline and clothes... And she finished with a stifling “Mmm... Yesss... God...”; and then she released her breast, to immediately caress the other one, wetting it, feeling it with her fingertips, in an erotic display, which again was for herself.

And then I looked down and saw the viscous mess that was Marta’s buttocks, and I also saw the lower part of her back splattered, stained with all the semen I had released.

“Come on. Clean me up,” she said seriously, turning her face.

And I let Ana’s panties fall onto the bed. And I glanced sideways to see how my wife was slowly letting herself go to the floor... and I saw how David, who was caressing his tired member, and who seemed insatiable, landed with her.

I then looked at the bed and saw Ana’s white blouse, and began to clean Marta’s ass with it. And Marta let herself be cleaned. Patient. Tense. Surely despising me. But I didn’t care. And I began to feel a terrible dizziness. Suddenly unbearable. As if someone had hit me with something suddenly; and it was all the drunkenness, mixed with the incipient hangover and the orgasm... plus the tension experienced... assaulting me and coming together in my head.

After cleaning those buttocks, Marta got off the bed and went to the bathroom, while I knew that David was kissing my wife on the floor; and I knew it because I could hear the kisses... and I then let myself collapse onto the hot and messy sheets.

And then I heard the sound of the shower, the sound of water falling on Marta’s body, and instantly I heard David say:

“Wait... Don’t clean your face... I want to see you like this...”

“No way...” my wife protested, both lying on the floor, at the foot of the bed.

“That’s it... Hold it... It still goes in, huh... It’s not getting soft yet...” David whispered.

And I could hear, after that phrase, a gasp from my wife, a “Mmm”, short, but still heartfelt, and I couldn’t believe they intended to continue....

...And I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 48

Saturday, September 25.

2:38 in the morning.

A dark mane, olive skin… The darkness prevented me from discerning clearly. Until I made a conscious effort and saw a more vivid, more luminous flash: I saw she was wearing a pink shirt, so it had to be Ana lying with me in our bed.

I felt a strange tranquility, which for some reason I knew would be temporary, and at the same time I knew that something or someone had awakened me, and it hadn’t been her, although she had noticed I was awake.

I then heard a rhythmic sound coming from the other side of the wall. It was the sound of springs, a “squeak, squeak, squeak” of an old bed under strain, which made me understand that whoever was likely also under strain, in this case from David, was Marta, whom I heard moaning, her whimpers mixing with the creaking sound of the springs; and I imagined them, and then all the intensity of what had happened a few hours earlier came crashing down on me.

The headache was piercing. The dryness in my mouth, unpleasant. My throat burned and I felt sudden waves of dizziness. The option of getting out of bed and going to the bathroom to vomit was gaining strength.

I was surprised when Ana touched my bare thigh, and then moved her hand up to grab my shriveled and wrinkled member. I had expected calm, conversation, perhaps even guilt, even if reciprocal. This eagerness for more contact, more sex, surprised me. And it was undeniable that the moans coming from the other side of the wall were arousing, but how could my body be ready for more, not only because of the intensity of the physical acts, but because of the psychological demands we had been subjected to.

And then, under a minimal whitish glow, I saw how the sheets were pulled aside, and how a delicate hand, extending from an arm wrapped in a pink shirt, began to masturbate me, or at least attempt to awaken my member, while “Ahh…”, “Ahh…” mixed with the creaking of springs, hit us from the other side of the wall.

“Fuck… he’s been fucking her for two hours,” whispered the girl lying next to me, who was still trying to rouse my member, and who wasn’t Ana, but Marta.

I couldn’t even react. I didn’t even remove her hand. And then I turned my face toward the window, in a childish way, as if by doing so I could deny reality.

My chest swelled, I breathed deeply, in the most absolute darkness, while I listened to them, while I heard the moans of who was obviously my wife, and while I remembered fleeting, mixed images of what had happened right there a few hours before.

“They don’t stop…” Marta provoked, always with malice, and with that feminine voice, but rougher and more bitter.

“I see,” I responded, trying to clarify what I was feeling while I noticed how my member grew and how Marta almost curled up beside me, again pretending docility.

“You missed it, idiot… You’re such a… drunk,” she whispered in my ear, sadistically, while she had already managed to transform the fondling into masturbation. “You were so wasted… Or still are… He fucked us both. Thank goodness… because if it were up to you I wouldn’t even cum. When I left his room they were… negotiating… to see if he would also take her in the ass… and then I peeked in and saw that…”

“What the fuck are you saying…” I exclaimed, swallowing hard, and I felt how my heart suddenly pounded, but, lying on my back, I still didn’t move.

“Well, yes. You passed out. Want me to tell you what happened?” she whispered, knowing that I had no option but to crave knowing.

“Yes,” I replied while she continued touching me and while we continued to hear Ana’s faint moans and the creaking of that bed.

“Well… When I came out of the shower, Ana told you to go with her and David, because I wanted to sleep here for a while and then leave… and you said to her… how was it that you said it?” Marta smiled as she told the story, savoring it, as if there was a malicious gene for marking time when telling things in that family. “Yes… Let’s see… It was like… super sweet, you said something like… ‘Ana, go with him, enjoy yourself.’”

“Go to hell…”

“What? It was like that. I swear,” smiled Marta, who was kneading my member more randomly.

And I couldn’t remember anything. None of that sounded familiar. The last thing I remembered was seeing Marta go to the bathroom and seeing Ana and David give in and fall to the floor.

“It was touching,” Marta added.

I tried to remember and reflected on whether it could have been possible that I had offered that permission, and then a fleeting image assaulted me of the four of us in the bedroom and Ana saying something to me and David waiting for my response… And I became alarmed… And I began to think that it might be true.

“You should have seen how he fucked us. Well, you can still go now and take a look. But I think they’re winding down now…”

I swallowed hard and felt the impact of her hand on my member, her voice in my ear, and my wife’s moans in the distance. And my desire to know overcame my wish for her to use less cruel terms.

“It was incredible…”

“But weren’t you staying here?” I asked.

“Yes… I stayed here for a while. You were sleeping like the dead… and in the end… well, jealousy… because… Anyway. I went over there… and that was it. Incredible… Besides… when he was fucking her, I could rest, and when he was fucking me… Ana would look at me with this really strange expression… like she was imagining she was me. I don’t know. Very weird. Because she would stare at me… intensely… I don’t know. Actually, it made me pretty uncomfortable. I think she’s so into herself that when she sees me… she gets turned on because we look alike and she imagines she’s me.”

I sighed then. I couldn’t believe that bastard had fucked both sisters like that. Alternating between them. One of them my wife… And I finally pushed away that hand that was fondling my member.

Marta measured her words, knew exactly what she wanted to tell me and how. And it was obvious that Ana’s strange flaw was becoming common knowledge to almost everyone, as I also had the impression that David knew about it.

Marta didn’t protest when I pushed her hand away, and there was a silence that I felt as a relief. There was no sound coming from the other side of the wall either.

“I don’t believe the part about the ass… Or that… Ana would even consider it…” I whispered, lying on my back, with her on her side, turned toward me.

“Well, don’t believe it then. She’ll tell you herself. If you two actually tell each other things. Or maybe she’ll lie to you.”

“Go to hell,” I said sharply.

“Hey, don’t get mad at me, I…”

“And you?” I interrupted her.

“What about me?”

“You… Why are you getting involved in this?” I asked.

“Me? That’s what I should be asking you two. I’m leaving tomorrow and that’s it. I don’t care about any of this. It’s you guys… who are left with all this mess. I’ll tell you straight… My thing with David was already over until he came to me with this nonsense… and obviously… it’s given us another month or two of excitement… but that’s it. Besides, Belén thinks I don’t know that she knows, anyway… so…”

“And is David addictive?” I asked suddenly.

“What? In what sense? Sexually?”

“Yes.”

“Are you… afraid?” she smiled.

“It’s just a question.”

“Fuck, the fat bastard fucks like crazy,” she whispered, again with that vulgar language. “Especially, he eats pussy really well… The first pussy-eating of the day kills me. I don’t know if he puts in more effort or if I’m just more sensitive then. I already told you about the exchange of favors. But anyway, last night he was inspired when fucking too. He wore Ana out a while ago. Today the pig was really in the mood. Even earlier in the afternoon, before you or Ana arrived.”

“How lucky. We had a good day then,” I said sarcastically.

“Look. If you’re asking if Ana is going to run after him because he fucks well, that’s not going to happen.”

“Ah. Thanks.”

“But… I mean… I’m not one to recommend… a change… but I’m telling you that also, by comparison… because it’s not like you’re… a wild stallion… from what you’ve shown me.”

“I don’t have to prove a fucking thing to you,” I said seriously.

And then she fell silent. She didn’t look for a comeback. And I began to wonder if both things could be true. It seemed so obvious that the videos and spying on them was because of Ana’s vain madness, seeing herself reflected in Marta, just as David posed an absolute danger.

“Don’t you want to go see if they’re still fucking?” she asked then, sitting up on the bed. She was taking off her shirt, and I saw that she was no longer wearing Ana’s obscene underwear, and it seemed like she was starting to look for her clothes.

“They’ve stopped.”

“Really? You think so?” she whispered, and I watched out of the corner of my eye as she found her dark dress and checked it before putting it on.

“Yes. I think so,” I said, and I wanted to contain myself, while she dressed in the semi-darkness, but I couldn’t, it was eating me up… and I had to ask her again:

“Marta…”

“What?”

“Did that really happen with the ass? What did you see when you looked in?”

“Why? Have you never done it to her?”

“Answer me.”

“I’m done with this drama. Let her tell you herself,” she said, putting on her sandals, and then she went out the door without saying anything, and afterward I could hear the footsteps that revealed she was going down the stairs.

And then I heard the main door, and I knew she was leaving the house, and from the other side of the wall there was still nothing but silence. And, with a terrible headache and a devastating uneasiness throughout my body, I tried to stay awake, waiting for Ana to return…

…until I fell asleep again.


CHAPTER 49

Saturday, September 25.

11:44 in the morning.

“Are you okay? I told you I can drive if you want,” Ana said to me, sitting in the passenger seat.

“Yes, I’m fine.”

“Since you mentioned feeling dizzy...”

“Yeah. But I’m better now,” I answered, gripping the steering wheel and driving quite slowly, and the truth was that I felt nauseous and the midday light was torturing me, almost blinding me.

The car was filled with silences. I glanced at Ana from time to time and saw that she seemed more put together than I was. Both physically and emotionally. Or at least that’s how it appeared. And I began to reflect on the fact that I didn’t know what time she had returned to our bedroom; I only knew that around nine, when I had woken up, she was sleeping beside me. I also didn’t know if David had left or if he was still in his bedroom when we had gone. Everything had happened quite quickly and without needing to discuss it. It had been obvious to both of us that we needed to return to our apartment in the city; that we had many things to clarify and that we couldn’t clarify them in that house where everything was David, everything was Marta, everything was clothes worn by her sister imitating her, everything was memories of moans... and everything was sex and the smell of sex.

While I was turning this over in my mind, I could see Ana texting with someone on her phone, and it was common for her to use those moments when I was driving and there wasn’t really any conversation to use her phone, but considering what had happened, my paranoia was going into overdrive.

And just when I was about to be the one to start bringing everything out into the open, she was the one who began, and she did it without any preamble. She put her phone away, locked it, looked straight ahead, and said:

“I shouldn’t have gone with him. I should have stayed with you.”

I glanced at her sideways. We were traveling on a straight road, flanked by rather tall pine trees. It wasn’t really that hot, but I felt it. And I knew she was referring to that moment that Marta had told me about, the one in which Ana had supposedly asked me to go with them, and I had told her to go alone with him, without me.

“Well... I told you to go ahead and enjoy yourself,” I said then, searching for the exact words, to make sure that Marta hadn’t lied.

“Yes, but I’m not sure you really wanted that.”

“You’re not sure now... or you weren’t sure when I said it?”

“If I hadn’t been sure when you said it... I wouldn’t have gone with him, Sergio. I don’t know why you’re saying that.”

“Right...” I responded, and once again silence filled the car.

Saturday, September 25.

12:11 in the afternoon.

While I was grabbing the fuel pump, I watched Ana walking toward the convenience store at the gas station. Her composure continued to amaze me, and I also didn’t know to what extent I could reproach her for anything, especially since she had spared me from a major conflict regarding what I had done with Marta, and after all, she knew, because it had happened a month and a half ago, and because I myself had told her after spying on them from Lucía’s bedroom, that I did accept her doing it again with David. Really, I was the one who had crossed a line without warning, but even so, I still felt that I deserved explanations.

After filling the tank, I opened the passenger door to get my wallet, and then I saw it there, offering itself to me, Ana’s mobile phone. I immediately looked toward the store and saw my wife through the glass, choosing or buying something, and then I didn’t hesitate and began to look through her phone.

It wasn’t a huge surprise to discover that the person she had been texting with was David.

I quickly reviewed the conversation, nervous and disapproving, and soon saw that the tone was the same as always: provocative on his part, evasive and combative on hers. David, boastful and inciting, was asking for her impressions. She, surly and curt, was basically telling him to go to hell. And I felt some relief, but I was aware that this already had a lot of role-playing to it.

I was just finishing reading, and I glanced quickly to make sure Ana wasn’t coming back to the car, when I saw that David had written something else, and immediately I saw words that made me tense up, and, with trembling fingers, I read:

“What a tight little ass you have.”

“Go fuck yourself,” she had responded.

“Tell Sergio to do you there, so when we do it again, you’ll be more used to it.”

“You’re a moron, seriously...” had been her answer.

I sighed heavily. I exited that conversation as best I could. I looked up. I saw Ana coming out of the store. She was bringing snacks and some energy drink, obviously for me, to help with my hangover. I locked the phone, put it back where it was, grabbed my wallet and went to pay. When we crossed paths, we didn’t say anything to each other.

Saturday, September 25.

12:28 p.m.

I was driving. The sun was overwhelming me. The drink not only failed to calm my hangover but made my mouth feel even more pasty. I tried to remember moments from the previous night, but they were all just flashes. I had gaps. I knew I had gaps and I cursed myself for it.

Those attempts to remember were taking a toll on me. It was frustrating. And it bothered me tremendously not to have all the information. So I couldn’t take it anymore. I finally decided to bring it up. I blurted it out. I knew that saying it would open a can of worms, but I couldn’t bear it any longer.

I took a breath and said:

“Ana... Just tell me... Did you do it... from behind? Anal?”

“What! What are you talking about?” she was surprised, startled, turning toward me, and I was aware that it had sounded like an absolute outrage, but that didn’t mean I didn’t need to know.

“Just tell me,” I answered, gripping the steering wheel tighter and looking straight ahead.

“No. And I think it’s just great that... you check my phone,” she said, extremely annoyed and sarcastic.

“Did you try? From what I just read, it seems there were at least attempts.”

“Go to hell... Seriously,” she was getting worked up, and I knew her, and I knew she was about to counterattack by bringing up Marta, so I then sought more information that I didn’t have and felt I deserved to have.

“Fine. I’ll go wherever you want. But first tell me what’s this about the proposal. That thing about what’s best for both of us. The thing you said was all the same.”

Ana then fell silent. She seemed to be thinking, wanting to choose her words carefully. Until she finally said:

“I’d rather tell you tomorrow, or in a couple of days, Sergio. I don’t think now is the time.”

“I think it’s the perfect time.”

“Believe me, it’s not. We’re... all... on edge. By the way, you’re talking to me as if you hadn’t fucked Marta yourself,” she said, with surprising crudeness for her, and I made a face, having correctly predicted she would counterattack with her sister.

“Fine. Great, Ana. At your pace. Whenever you want,” I said afterward, and stretched my arm to turn on the car music.

Saturday, September 25.

6:48 p.m.

I was alone at home, as Ana had just left for the supermarket with our son and I had opted out of the everyday plan. The atmosphere was tense and I, perhaps for the first time since I had met Ana, was grateful for that moment of sought-after solitude.

I knew she had taken her mobile phone with her and I realized I would have preferred if she had left it at home, so I could see if David wrote to her again. It was then that I knew I couldn’t live with that sword of Damocles hanging over my head indefinitely.

Since David had proposed the idea of that pact to me, I had always thought, perhaps even unconsciously, that if I were to accept, it would ultimately be because of an explicit threat, because of something he would reveal to me that would finally frighten me. But no. I didn’t know if he intended to insist... but I felt it wasn’t necessary.

Sitting on the sofa in our living room, I began to think about what I did remember, trying to fill in my gaps... I began to remember my wife being penetrated from behind... with the two of them standing... with David thrusting into her... I began to remember her orgasm... with her face still stained with his semen... I remembered her moans, her desperation, her surrender, her trembling... I even remembered Marta’s admiration for that wild fuck, an admiration that was both recognition and knowledge of what it felt like... I remembered that my wife had gone with him to the adjacent bedroom... so he could keep fucking her... for hours; despite the contempt I knew she felt for him, despite the humiliation and the dishonor of surrendering herself like that...

...And I understood that even so, it was worth it to her... for the pleasure he gave her... And then I remembered what I had seen on her phone, her flirting about that attempt to fuck her in the ass, which I still didn’t know if it had actually happened... And I also remembered that all that ass business seemed to represent what I had sent to Belén in a voice note, so it wasn’t unlikely that David had played with that, fulfilling what was in my audio to Belén, perhaps even mockingly... It hurt me and I could imagine that yes, they had at least tried... I imagined half of David’s cock inserted in my wife’s anus... while her pussy remained free, open and soaking wet; I imagined Ana’s face, afflicted, anguished and fearful of feeling that in her ass... hesitant... not knowing if she wanted it all the way inside her ass, filling her up already, or if she preferred to experience that another day...

And then I picked up my phone and looked for Lucía’s phone number.

It broke my heart. But I called her. She was surprised and then told me she would think about it, but that, coming from me, it gave her confidence and even certainty that it might be a good idea to learn at David’s company before going abroad. She tried to joke about how to deal with David and I didn’t have the stomach to go along with her joke.

Then she thanked me affectionately for the call... and I almost hung up the phone in the middle of the goodbye.

Afterward, dejected, though seeking self-deception, or the consolation that I trusted that young woman would have the strength not to fall for David’s tricks, I wrote to my brother-in-law to tell him that I had fulfilled my part, and therefore, he should leave Ana alone. I asked him not to communicate with her under any circumstances.

He wrote back saying I had his word.


CHAPTER 50

Saturday, September 25.

11:14 PM.

After experiencing such incredibly intense events, the mundane became more mundane, the routine became more routine, and the unimportant became completely irrelevant. Although these patterns constituted deceptive calms, as we both knew they were, at that moment, compartmentalized, pools of false peace, since there was still much to clarify and much to bring out.

In the privacy of our bedroom, I was putting on the boxers I used for sleeping, while feeling Ana behind me also getting ready for bed, removing her earrings and looking for one of the loose t-shirts she often slept in. And I sensed, had been sensing for a couple of hours already, that she wanted to tell me something, that she wouldn’t take long to express something she was holding inside.

Already lying down under the sheets, I observed the almost naive beauty of Ana coming to join me. She approached wearing only panties and that white, worn t-shirt with the tender drawing of a cartoon dog sleeping on top of a red doghouse. And I couldn’t believe she was the same woman I had seen twenty-four hours earlier... It was curious, but the transition from extreme sexuality to angelic sweetness made me love her in a strange and exaggerated way, and perhaps I unconsciously revealed something in my expression, because as she got into bed, she added a quick peck on my lips, the first display of affection between us in all those hours.

A silence fell then, which I knew Ana would break before long... And so it happened:

“Sergio...” she whispered, and from her tone I knew she came in peace.

“Tell me,” I responded, and we both looked at each other, lying on our sides.

“Well... I wanted to tell you that I’ve been thinking and I believe that yes, I’m being unfair. So I want to tell you now... what I’ve... managed on my own. If you want. But first I want to close the chapter on what happened yesterday... but to close it I want to know how we’re going to approach it.”

“Okay, but approach it... how?” I asked.

“Well, how to approach the Marta and David thing. Look,” she sighed, somewhat tense, and I knew she was measuring her words, and her cheeks glowed, burning, illuminated by the light coming from the lamp on her nightstand. “David and Marta... I don’t want it to happen again... I don’t want it to happen again. And, from the day you’ve given me today... I deduce that you don’t either.”

“No. I don’t want it to happen again,” I responded, and I ventured to remove an eyelash I saw on her cheek, and I didn’t want to get into that “the day you’ve given me today” comment, although it hadn’t seemed entirely fair to me.

“Okay...” she whispered, seeming to doubt how to continue.

“I have no interest in knowing anything more about those two,” I said, reaffirming myself.

“Okay, then... both of us agreeing on that,” she continued, “I want to know if this is going to be remembered as a reproach, as something to throw in each other’s faces at the slightest problem, or as something erotic; as a crazy thing that was good, but that we wanted to stop.”

I remained silent then. I looked at her and felt that her question made sense, but I didn’t know how to respond.

“Sergio, I know it was very intense. I know I shouldn’t have gone with him without you. But you’re not far behind with what you did with Marta. This can remain as a mutual reproach or it can remain as...”

“Okay, yes,” I interrupted her. “It’s better that it remains as something erotic and that’s it.”

“Yes, Sergio, but you have to feel it. Not just say it.”

“No, no. Yes. It’s obvious that we both did something wrong. But I don’t feel... that... I mean, if I felt it was fair to reproach you for something, I would have done it already. And on the other hand, it’s evident that what happened last night is the most erotic thing we’ve ever experienced and will ever experience.”

“Well, that’s already related to the... management on my own,” said Ana, and I didn’t understand what she was referring to. “But anyway, I think we need to try to close the David and Marta chapter.”

“For me, yes. And how do we close it?” I asked, suspecting that she had something specific in mind.

“Well... do you want to know things? Because I do,” she said, serious.

“Things we haven’t seen... and that we want to know... what happened. You mean,” I whispered.

“Yes.”

And again another moment of silence. I looked at her. She looked at me. My chest was melting inside from how much I loved her. And I suddenly felt a fleeting flash of happiness. She caressed my cheek and I brushed the bangs away from her face a little, and again I felt that she wanted to tell me something.

“What...” I whispered.

She swallowed then, and said in a faint voice:

“Sergio... I know it’s a bit... an open secret... but... you have to tell me.”

“Okay. What?”

“You... want to see me with... other men... Right? That is, obviously... as long as they’re not David.”

My heart rate skyrocketed then. I let out a small breath through my mouth. And I didn’t need to search deep inside myself to remember what I had felt when Albert had come to our house... or what I had felt seeing her with David.

“Yes,” I answered, this being the first time I was confessing it not only to her, but to myself.

And, after my response, Ana first explained how we could put an end to the David and Marta situation, how to do it in an almost ceremonious way... And then she confessed what she had been hiding for so long, what she thought was best for both of us.

At first both proposals seemed crazy to me, but after further reflection, a motivation and stimulating eagerness to carry them out began to grow within me.

And I accepted. Not without smiling and expressing my doubts. And afterward we kissed in an affectionate way, but with a final hint of mischief.

And later, between caresses and jokes, I told her there wasn’t a single remotely normal member in her family. And then, after a long and heartfelt kiss, I wanted to assault that doghouse hiding her breasts; and she, laughing, told me to respect the poor dog sleeping in that doghouse, and also our son, who wasn’t sleeping too far away. And I felt a second flash of happiness.


CHAPTER 51

Friday, October 1.

8:18 in the evening.

I observed the nightfall through the glass window. Always attracted to views and perspectives that were novel to me. Blocks of buildings, many forcibly painted, all very tall, formed apartments, hotels, and office buildings, some embellished by modern applications of brise-soleil. 

Ana and I would be in that hotel room for just over two hours. The “closure,” a term we had begun to use continuously and conspiratorially, would last that long and only that long, as it hadn’t been possible to secure more time for intimacy; Javi had left school and gone to a friend’s house, where he would be playing, according to what he told us, one of his online games or video games, and we had arranged with his friend’s parents to pick him up at eleven. 

The closure. The closure to David and Marta would take shape there, where my wife and I were, between those four walls decorated with warm and welcoming furniture; breaking the stereotype that a hotel primarily focused on business travel must be accompanied by coldness and neutrality. 

Just over two hours. It wasn’t much time, but that would increase the intensity. Besides, the fact of booking a stay for what we had booked it for, and not even spending the night, was something we had never done before and gave everything an aura of fervor, necessity, and eagerness that excited us. In fact, we had already commented on the thrill we would feel at the moment of returning the cards or keys to the room at reception, barely two hours after having received them.

I then heard the sound of the bathroom door opening. It seemed Ana was coming out. I knew then that my wife was ready.

I approached as I heard her heels hitting the floor, coming out of the bathroom, and I saw her, and felt the impact. Nothing there was innocent or casual, everything was measured, orchestrated, fortunately this time by us. My wife was impeccably executing her own proposal; she complied with all the elements, which comprised a kind of fetishistic conglomerate, and which constituted the basis of that ritual that she had come up with and that I had ended up supporting with as much or more desire than she herself. 

“How do I look?” she asked, somewhat flushed. 

And I then extended my hand to gently brush aside her bangs, and she pulled back a little and said to me: 

“Shhh. No. How was it supposed to be?”

“What?”

“The thing about... whatever it was... and mushy...”

“Oh, yes,” I smiled. “First... torrid, then mushy.”

“That’s it...” she smiled too, somewhat nervously.

I then took a step back and contemplated the fetishistic conglomerate again, observed each element and perceived its purpose. Then I began to undress: I took off my jacket, looked at Ana, and then placed the garment on the valet stand behind me, and then looked at her again, and took off my pants, and placed them, and looked at her again. And with each review with my eyes, I focused more carefully on a specific element of that outfit. And yes, everything was there. Everything was on her, ready and willing to be used, for the last time, as a farewell, as a closure to David, Marta, and even Albert. It was a clean slate that would come embodied in cathartic sex. 

“You look... handsome,” she said then, surprising me, and I was now only wearing underwear. 

“That’s mushy, Ana...” I protested.

“Is it? Well, sorry...”

“You know what isn’t mushy?” I asked.

“What?”

“You right now,” I told her, and I observed her once more before we began to touch each other, to feel each other, and before the confessions began. And I looked at her high-heeled shoes, which were the ones she had been wearing when David had fucked her standing up; those that had taken small steps forward because of his thrusts. And I looked higher, and the next element was also for her and for David: it was the gray skirt that she had held up, raised, wrinkled at her waist, while David had penetrated her until she came... 

...And I looked higher, and I examined her white shirt, the one that had confused me, the one that Marta had worn while I had fucked her, and also while she had sucked my member in that shameless way; the one I had also used to clean her buttocks, buttocks where I had ejaculated. And Ana was even wearing the pearl necklace, Albert’s misguided and candid gift, so that we wouldn’t forget the innocent beginning of everything.

And I looked at her breasts and saw her nipples, marking the white shirt, and her areolas becoming minimally transparent, and that was possible, even while wearing the bra, because it was the obscene bra, the one with blue straps, the one that didn’t cover anything; which was the one Marta had worn when I had penetrated her in our bedroom, and the one Ana had also worn when David had fucked her in the living room, in that now distant month of August. 

Further down, hidden under the gray skirt, I knew my wife was wearing those matching panties, those crude ones... those whose opening had also been exploited by David.

And there was no time to waste: we kissed, there, standing, in a fiery, ardent way, and we were her and me; we weren't imagining other touches, that wasn't the game, but despite being her and me, everything was different. And there standing, she masturbated me frenetically, and I lifted her skirt and rubbed her pussy, and she scratched my chest, excited, between kisses, and I opened her shirt and devoured her tits, squeezing and licking them, immoderate. 

And it wasn't until she positioned herself in an armchair, turned around, on her knees, giving me her back, offering me her pussy guarded by the blue straps of her indecent panties, with her skirt raised and her shirt open, with her legs bent and her high heels still on, when I couldn't hold back from invading her and she couldn't hold back from asking.

There I fucked her. With fierceness. With lack of control. I filled her pussy with my hard member, while night appeared, in that hotel room, while I answered her questions and told her what it was like to fuck Marta, how I had made a mistake, how I thought I was fucking her and not Marta, and how... once I realized the error, I had remained inside her.

My wife panted, moaned, turned around, shook her hair, enjoyed herself and liked what she heard, especially when I told her how hot her sister was, and told her how she had eaten my cock, how she used her tongue, with faster movements than hers; and I compared their bodies, and told her that she had larger areolas and somewhat firmer breasts, but that Marta had a dirtier, rougher look, which made sex with her demand an aggressiveness with hints of spite, as if, when fucking her, you were taking revenge on her. 

Ana came, screaming in surrender, in that hotel room, without needing to touch her clitoris, with my cock inside, thrusting to the bottom, while I described to her the moment when I had penetrated Marta, not only with my member, but with my finger inside her ass; and how she herself had leaned backward, impaling herself on my finger in her ass, desperate to feel full and complete, seeking an orgasm that never came, dressed like her, imitating her, but unable to cum; having intended to be the offensive one, but ending up as the most frustrated, and, imitating Ana, having sought her sexuality, but ending up as the most lackluster and inconsequential. 

And it was afterward, on the bed, when the physical turn corresponded to Ana and the questions came from me. My wife, now dressed only in the obscene lingerie and the open white shirt, rode me, panting, and told me what had happened in Belén's bedroom, while I slept.

My wife, while she panted, while she moaned... while she rode me and sometimes leaned slightly backward, while she opened her shirt so I could see her breasts, while sometimes she leaned forward and her tits emerged enormous between the straps of her bra, while other times she leaned in and left her breasts within reach of my mouth, while I sucked and licked her nipples, while I clung to her warm buttocks and matched her riding with my hips, while I looked down and saw her pussy burying and unburying itself, while she made her hair wave and whimpered tender “Ahh...!”, “Ahhh!”, I listened to her...

... I listened to her... I asked her... and she told me... between gasps... and she told me how humiliating and yet pleasurable it was to feel David inside her; she told me what she had felt when he had cum on her face: the heat of his semen... the smell of his cock... She told me the excitement she had felt when she had seen my cock enter Marta's sex... She told me what happened afterward: how he had fucked her, in all possible positions, in Belén's bedroom. She told me that she had ridden him as she was now riding me... She told me that she had also put her tits in his mouth... She told me that he had insulted her... that he had called her a cock-teaser... and stuck-up slut... and that she had even slapped him at one point when he had gone too far with his insult... She told me how Marta had arrived, complaining about her moans, and how David had substituted one for the other, and then alternated between them, and she told me that she had touched herself while watching David fuck Marta... And she told me how Marta, seeing her pink shirt on the floor, had dressed in it, and had ridden David, looking at her, seeking a sick connection, which at first had excited her, but which afterward had made her look away.

And to my question of whether David had cum again, she answered yes, and to my question of where he had ejaculated, she answered that it was on Marta's breasts. And to my question about in what positions he had fucked her, she told me that he had fucked her on all fours, and in missionary, and both on their sides, and also standing, with her leaning against the wall. And to my question about whether she had interacted or even spoken with Marta she told me no, not at any time. And to my question about whether David had eaten her pussy she answered yes, and to my question of how he had eaten it, my wife, riding me and offering me a tit with her hand for me to continue eating, panted to me: 

“He ate my pussy... in a... brutal way... He almost, ah!, killed me with pleasure... and I came... twice in a row... while... ah...!, he was eating it...” 

And to my final question, about whether he had taken her anally, she, pulling back a bit, showing me her breasts reddened by my kisses and bites, answered: 

“Mmhm...! We tried... I was very turned on... but it wouldn’t go in... Mmhm...!, and he tried... again... and he put in... a little... Ah!, just the tip... Ahh...!, but it wouldn’t go in... and finally I told him no... Mh!, but now...” 

“Now?” I asked, panting with pleasure, imagining the tip of David’s cock inserted in her ass... in my wife’s anus. “Now what?” 

“Now... Mmm...! You’re going to give it to me!”

And then I dismounted my wife, and she positioned herself on all fours, and the moment of catharsis was approaching.

She, raising her ass, offered it to me, and to my question about whose ass that was, she, sheltered, with her face pressed against the pillow, tense, excited and somewhat fearful, whispered droolingly into the pillow with a childish voice:

“Yours...”

“Yes?” I asked.

“Yes... Mmm...! It’s yours... Fill it. Fill my ass...”

And yes, I took my wife anally. And the catharsis was consummated. And she, impaled through her anus, rubbed her clitoris until she screamed her orgasm with absolute shamelessness and scandal, crying out surrendered “Give me...!”, “Give me...!”, “Tear my ass apart...!”, which surely filled the entire hallway with immorality; and I slid my rock-hard cock through the most intimate part of her body, and she writhed, barely able to move, with some pain and with a pleasure that tore me apart... 

...And, as I ejaculated, and she felt it; as I, collapsing on top of her, filled her anus, her ass, with semen... she whimpered and told me that her ass was mine... provoking with her incitements that I poured into her body until the last white and thick drop that I had inside. 


CHAPTER 52 

Friday, October 1.

10:03 PM.

I hadn’t yet recovered from that intensely powerful orgasm when Ana returned from the bathroom, still dressed in her lingerie and shirt, and lay down on the bed beside me. 

She rested her head on my bare chest and then began to play with her fingertips along the trail of hair that ran from my navel to my pectorals.

The silence was peaceful. Positive. The satisfaction was absolute. We’d been planning this all week and it hadn’t disappointed. And I felt that everything she had confessed had been innocently exciting, and I fully trusted that she hadn’t omitted anything to avoid upsetting me. I firmly believed, and it all fit together, that what had happened in my absence was exactly and only what she’d described.

Ana then moved her hand, which had been playing across my body, back toward her buttocks, and I whispered:

“Does it hurt?”

“No...” she said, kissing my chest, then returning her hand to me.

“But you screamed... quite a lot...” 

“Well... do you know what it’s like to have that thing there? 

“Does it give more pleasure?” I asked, while stroking her hair. 

“I don’t know... No. It’s more the taboo... And the sensation,” she whispered in an extremely soft and innocent tone. 

And then she sat up, flushed, and, sitting beside me, began to remove her shirt, and her movements reminded me of when Marta had also taken hers off, once she’d realized she couldn’t climax and that I wasn’t going to ejaculate on her; and her gestures were similar, also the dance of her breasts, between the straps, jiggling from the mere movement of her torso as she removed her shirt.

She took off the garment and left it on the bed, beside us. And then she checked her pearl necklace, which she was still wearing.

“What should we do with all this, then? The shirt... the necklace... In rituals, things usually end up being burned...” she said. 

“I think if we burn this... the fire alarm will go off,” I smiled.

“Yeah, silly. Not here. I don’t know. We could throw it away when we leave. 

“I don’t know. We could also keep it. Save it. As a memento,” I said thoughtfully as she stretched out her arm and reached for her mobile phone, which was on the nightstand, quickly checked it, and then put it back down. 

Then she turned back and straddled me. And she looked into my eyes first, and then scrutinized my member, which was resting, diminished, dark and spent.

“We have about... twenty or twenty-five minutes,” she said, taking hold of my flaccid member.

“And?”

“Well... Do it to me again. But normal, okay. We can leave the other... the other... orifice... for special occasions,” she whispered docilely, playfully, with her bangs covering part of her face, and her tone and expression were innocent, but if I looked lower and saw her large breasts emerging between the straps, and her extensive pink areolas, and her nipples that remained hard, and her sex also emerging with its trimmed pubic hair between the straps of her panties... so close to my member... it all didn’t seem so innocent.

And I looked at her. And she was enjoying herself. She even seemed to be posing. And she was fondling my member. And I remembered the words she had just used, and then I said to her:

“‘Do it to me...’, ‘orifice...’, how refined... you’ve suddenly become.”

“You see,” she answered, and swept part of her hair behind her ear, in a subtly flirtatious way.

Then I cleared my throat and said in a slightly louder tone, though very calm:

“You like yourself so much... that what turned you on about Marta’s videos... was... seeing yourself. 

She remained impassive. And she looked at me, while continuing to play at awakening my member. And then, playfully, she shrugged. 

“I’m not going to tell you how hot you are,” I whispered, also playing my part, in my case pretending to resist her flirtation. 

“Well... I haven’t asked you to tell me how hot I am... I’ve asked you to fuck me again...” she responded. 

“Wait a couple of minutes. Tell me again about your plan on your own. 

“Again?” 

“I like how you tell it. I think it’s amazing how you played me. 

“What? I didn’t play you at all. 

“Yeah, yeah... I was joking,” I told her, and put my hands on her buttocks, pulling her body toward me, almost making her sex brush against my member, which was already awakening from her caresses. “We could send a photo now...” I continued and stretched out an arm to reach my mobile phone, which was on the other nightstand. 

“Stop... No...” she protested.

“Or if not... we could ask him for a photo,” I said, giving up on reaching for my phone, as I realized I couldn’t get to it without moving my entire body.

“We’ve already seen photos of him...” said Ana, who was playing with both hands on my member, which had already grown enough for her to start moving the skin back and forth.

“Or we could also ask him for a photo of his cock...”

“I don’t know...” Ana responded, reluctantly.

“Yeah... Maybe it’s not very serious,” I smiled, and I was beginning to shudder, as what she was doing was undoubtedly a handjob now. “Come on, tell me.”

“Are you sure you want to?” she asked.

“Sure that I want it to happen... or sure that I want you to tell me about it?”

“Well, both. Though I’m referring to the first one.”

“I’ve told you a thousand times that yes. That I want it to happen. That I want to see you with this... Rodrigo. It’s perfect, Ana... We don’t know him at all, he’s young, he’s discreet, there are references...” I smiled. “It drives me crazy imagining you with him... and moving on from that bastard David. And forgetting about Marta... about Belén... about Albert...”

After listening to me, Ana put one arm on her hip, and used her other hand to stroke my member faster. She looked at me, with that pose, and with that quick handjob that was intended to harden me... so she could mount me afterward... And her breasts shook rhythmically, as a consequence of her arm’s movement, from that cadenced and swift masturbation.

And then a drop of pre-cum emerged from the tip of my member, and she saw it, and spread that drop over my glans, moistening it and making me shudder. And she pulled back one last time, slowly, all the skin of my cock, from top to bottom, and then she felt her pussy; she touched herself there for no more than six or seven seconds... and, when she knew everything was ready, she began to move, to mount me... She separated the lips of her pussy with one hand and kept my cock pointing to the ceiling with the other, and then... letting out a heartfelt “Mhhh-hh...” she began to bury herself... without any difficulty... And I felt again the heat and moisture of her pussy surrounding my member. And she impaled herself, all the way down. And she completed the movement with a final circle of her hips, which made us both moan in unison. And then, after resting the palms of her hands on my chest, and beginning to move back and forth... fucking me... she whispered:

“Alright... I’ll tell you.”

“Come on... Mh!, from the beginning,” I moaned, bringing my hands to her buttocks.

“Wait, I’ll take this off. It’s a bit... slutty,” she smiled, impaled on me, and stopped her waist for a moment, and took her hands behind her back, to remove that obscene bra.

“Very slutty,” I smiled too.

And then, now without a bra, with her breasts free, she restarted her movement, and, while she rode me, slowly, in a heartfelt, and even tender, sweet fuck, as we had planned, she told me again about that war on her own, that thing that was best for both of us.

She told me that a colleague of hers at work had a friend, a certain María, and that one day the three of them had gone for drinks. She told me that she later told her colleague that she had found María an interesting woman, that she had a certain magnetism, and they started talking about her, about how attractive and elegant she was, but she thought that perhaps she wouldn’t see her again.

But they did meet another day, the three of them, but in the end, the colleague, the bridge between them, hadn’t been able to go, so she had been alone with this María. She told me that that day, as she couldn’t stop thinking about what was happening to us: about Albert and David, and, as she had no one to tell it to and as she didn’t know María, which meant she wasn’t embarrassed, she started to open up, little by little, until she ended up confessing everything to her, not with the intention of seeking advice, but to vent.

And she told me that, apparently, María, perhaps seeing her so vulnerable, or feeling indebted for her confession, or knowing that she could help her, told her that she had been in a similar situation for a long time. And she then told her about her husband, Pablo, and someone called Edu, and someone called Begoña, and someone called Rodrigo. And she told her that we should distance ourselves from David, just as Pablo and she had distanced themselves from this Edu... And then she told her that she and her husband had a purely physical relationship with this Rodrigo, and that perhaps that was the salvation, because, once involved, or having experienced consensual infidelity, it would be difficult for us to stop, and we ran the risk of leaning on David at the slightest moment of weakness... which would be fatal.

“So... she’s lending us this Rodrigo...? Ah...!” I moaned, once she had finished telling me.

“Yes... That’s it... Mmm...!” Ana panted, and her breasts bounced, and the fucking accelerated...

And with nothing left to confess, we surrendered to pleasure, and she came, taking one of her hands down to caress her clitoris. And I came shortly after, thrusting, from below upward, while squeezing one breast with one hand, and while sucking the other with my mouth. There, on her breast, I puffed out my orgasm, drooling on her nipple, and I felt how I came, inside her pussy, filling her, pushing with my waist, intensely and deeply upward.

And we stayed lying down for a moment. Embraced. Satisfied. Naked except for her deceptive panties. And we knew we had made the most of it, but that in just a few minutes we would have to leave that hotel. 

And in the end, we didn't burn or throw anything away. The shirt would remain as a kinky fetish from that night with Marta. Just as the pearl necklace would remain as a fetish of our wild times with Albert. 

As for the obscene lingerie: that open-cup bra, practically non-existent, and those blue panties that covered nothing, that left her pussy free and ready to be taken… it wasn't set aside or discarded, but rather reserved for our first date with this Rodrigo.


CHAPTER 53 (FINAL) 

Friday, November 6.

5:53 in the afternoon.

It hadn’t been easy. We’d also had some brief moments of indecision and hesitation. It hadn’t been simple to find a suitable date and coordinate schedules either; even for that Friday, Ana had finally needed to take the afternoon off work. 

We’d also considered the idea of simply having a drink with him first, to get to know each other before moving to greater heights, but that seemed almost more awkward, and also unfair to him, as if it were a presumptuous pre-examination.

And then... the location. It was curious that both Ana and I found the idea of a hotel too cold and even claustrophobic. And above all, it would make the goodbye more complicated if we weren’t convinced. So we decided on the house, which would be empty so late in autumn. And Rodrigo, although initially thinking it was a bit far, finally accepted. 

Another advantage of the house was that we could have wine... even dinner with him... get to know each other in the living room before going upstairs, if we all agreed and ultimately decided to go up to the bedroom. 

I was nervous. And Ana was even more so. I had gone down to the kitchen and was pouring myself a glass of gin. I looked out the window, and the dew was already falling, moistening the grass, tinted with a twilight glow. I gazed out at the garden and saw the pool, now covered with a tarp, and beyond that, David’s chair, which I thought about putting away so it wouldn’t spend the winter there, and also as a symbolic act, one more; the definitive changing of the guard.

With my glass in hand, I began climbing the stairs. The wood creaked, and I wondered how many times, especially in August and September, I had heard those creaks and guessed who was coming up, who was going down, who was leaving... and who was returning.

There was a nostalgic feeling, and the house felt strange without warmth, without bare feet, without warm breezes. It wasn’t cold either, just a neutral, bland temperature, precisely the temperature just before winter breaks.

I finally reached the top and took a sip of my gin, which tasted excessively bitter, just before crossing the threshold of that door; the threshold of our bedroom door. And I remembered all the wild things that had happened right there, on the other side.

And then I could hear the sound of Ana’s hair dryer as she primped in the bathroom. When, suddenly, my mobile phone began vibrating in my pocket. 

Since I had left some tasks somewhat unfinished at work, I assumed they were calling from the studio. I took out my phone, unhurriedly, but to my surprise, I saw it was Belén who was calling. 

First I was startled. And then indignant. I hadn’t heard anything from her since David had confessed his Machiavellian scheme to destroy our marriage, or at least deal it a severe blow.

I returned the phone to my pocket and entered the bedroom, crossing it entirely, and then placed my glass on the inner windowsill, letting my phone continue to vibrate.

My heart was beating hard. I wasn’t cold, but my hands were. And I waited in silence, as Ana had already turned off the hair dryer, for Belén to give up, as I had no intention whatsoever of answering her call.

When my phone stopped vibrating, I picked it up, and in addition to the missed call, I noticed a message from Belén, which I read and in which she asked me please to answer her call.

And I knew she didn’t deserve any explanation. She only deserved my contempt. But, so that she wouldn’t even think about insisting, I wrote:

—I don’t want to hear anything from you, Belén. 

And, while I read on my screen that she had just written me a terse “Let me explain myself, please,” I replied:

—I know how you tried to play me, Belén. Go to hell. Forget about me.

And I saw that she intended to keep writing to me. And I didn’t want her to distract me one bit from what I was feeling, from my nerves and what I was about to experience with Ana. So I silenced and blocked the phone, and then placed it next to the glass, face down. 

And I heard then, once again, the sound of Ana’s hair dryer. And I took a sip of my gin, and suddenly became aroused, because that excess of grooming wasn’t for me; imagining my wife, fixing herself up, down to the last detail, for another man... made my member throb suddenly, reminding me why we were there; making me eager to experience all the things I had not only imagined, but shared with my wife, in whispers, in our bed, during the past month.

And silence again, and then I went toward the bathroom just as Ana was coming out, and we met there, standing, face to face.

“Well? Good?” Ana asked, and I looked at her with more admiration than impudence, despite her voluptuous and erotic appearance.

I took another sip while looking at her high heels, her black leather leggings, and a grayish top, almost metallic, tied at the nape of her neck that not only left her back exposed, but, being so light and brief, partially showed, from the sides, parts of breasts that were clearly flowing freely.

—Do you think it's too... I don't know... New Year's Eve-ish? These sequins... I'm not sure... —she said, doubting sweetly. 

—Not at all. It looks good —I answered, while noticing her hoop earrings, a small silver watch, and a gray bracelet as well. 

—Isn't it... too slutty? —she asked then, turning slightly to show me her ass from the side, lifted by the heels and wrapped in those leather leggings. 

And, before I could answer her again, she turned back around and took my glass, taking a sip, seeking some disinhibition from my gin.

—Give me that... —I smiled afterward, reclaiming my glass, as I also needed to relax, and I knew I wouldn't tell her anything about Belén.

The silence was suffocating us. She checked the time on her elegant watch. We didn't know what to do. And I gave her my glass again. And then I said:

—So what's the plan... this outfit first... he fucks you naked... and then you put on the slutty bra for the second round?

—Wow... How crude... —she smiled playfully, and drank, looking at me.

—What.

—Well... "he fucks you like this...", "slutty bra...", "second round..." 

—Well... how do you want me to say it? —I asked her. 

And I spoke... and sighed. And then she murmured another doubt... Both of us tremendously nervous. So much so that we hardly knew what we were saying.

—If we don't like him... we'll kick him out —she whispered. 

—Well, kick him out... we don't need to be rude. We'll talk and that's it —I said. 

—Yeah... —said Ana, and we drank in silence, taking turns with the glass. 

—So yeah... —I sighed. 

—And where are you going to be? Are you going to watch... sitting down? Or will you join in...?

—I don't know, Ana... —I said, now laughing. 

And another silence. And Ana sighed deeply. And I saw her looking gorgeous, though it was strange to see her wearing makeup, as it wasn't usual for her. 

—Is he going to call? Does he know the house number? —I asked anxiously.

—Well... call, I think —she answered, and began walking toward the nightstand, where her phone was; I assumed to check if she had any news from him, or if her phone's sound was activated.

And then she reached it, picked it up, checked it, and I saw how she was reading something there. And, by her expression, I knew something bad was happening.

—What? What's wrong? —I asked, while approaching her. And I reached her. And, as she was sighing, and muttering a "…seriously… what an idiot…", she handed me her phone, and I saw, on that screen, that it had indeed been Rodrigo who had written to her, and I read that he was not only canceling the date, but he wasn't doing it because something had come up, but because, apparently, he wasn't sure; he wasn't convinced about doing it with anyone other than María, nor with a husband watching who wasn't Pablo.

—You've got to be kidding me... —I whispered.

—Pff... —Ana sighed, frustrated.

—Yeah...

—Fucking idiot... —she protested, somewhat childishly—. And now what? Couldn't he have said this before? 

And then I returned her phone. And afterward I reached my hands toward her. And I held her face, and caressed her cheeks... and she looked so beautiful... that I kissed her lips. And I tried to cheer us up. And I sought to make her open her mouth, and it didn't take long for her to accept; and we kissed, with tongue, and she put her free hand on my waist while I kept my hands on her cheeks. And I knew it was going to be difficult... and that sex between us, after a month of being anxious to experience that with that guy, was going to feel so inadequate that it might even be worse than simply leaving... When... suddenly... we could hear voices coming from the garden. 

Ana and I separated immediately, and I turned off the light as quickly as I could.

—What...? No way... —Ana whispered then, as surprised as I was. Although we already suspected who it might be. 

And then, in the darkness, but still illuminated by the glow of the sunset, my wife and I approached the window, intending not to be discovered.

—What a guy... Seriously... —Ana whispered then, already looking through the glass, seeing that it was David and Marta. Again. 

And we saw how they walked toward that chair, toward David's throne, him typing on his phone and dressed in work clothes, with a blue shirt and dress pants. And her, whom we also saw from behind, walking beside him, wearing what appeared to be a suit, with a skirt and blouse.

“But... is she still imitating you... the crazy woman?” I sighed, indignant, as I couldn’t see any other reason why Marta would dress like that.

And then they reached the chair. And my heart was pounding hard.

“But didn’t Marta tell you that her thing with him was over? We should have made sure she wasn’t going to come...” Ana whispered.

And then David sat down. Falling heavily onto his throne. And Marta remained standing in front of him. And I feared David would raise his eyes and look toward the window... and discover us again... and my heart was pounding, and my hands were trembling... When then... she turned slightly, and we could see her face... And it wasn’t Marta... It was Lucía.

“My God...” Ana whispered, shocked, terrified, with a trembling voice, suddenly tearful.

“No... It can’t be...” I gasped, while my wife moved away, and I then grabbed my phone and also stepped back a bit, and saw that Belén had written to me. And, trembling so much that I almost dropped my phone to the floor, I read:

“Sergio, I think David might be with Lucía. I think he has something going on with her. I saw strange things on his phone. Seriously, Sergio. I’ll die if it’s true. Tell me something. Please tell me if you know anything.”

“I can’t believe it... I can’t believe it...” my wife stammered, tearful and pleading, on the verge of crying.

And I swallowed hard, and my heart was exploding, and I was about to dare to look back at the garden, and I could feel Ana behind me, not even wanting to look again...

When then I heard my wife crying... And she said:

“David just wrote to me.”

“What!” I startled.

...And then I turned around, and looked at her, and a tear was running down her cheek at full speed. And, with her phone in her hand, she read aloud from her screen:

“Tell Sergio... thanks for Lucía... And, for you, an affectionate greeting from David María.”

“What...” I whispered, feeling a devastation that was tearing me apart, and I turned my eyes back to the window. And I saw David, seated, dropping his mobile phone onto the grass... and I saw Lucía... kneeling... between his legs...

And David, my brother-in-law, that bastard, was opening his blue shirt, and his belly emerged large, white and plethoric, and I could hear my wife, behind me, sobbing a heart-wrenching: “Sergio... for God’s sake...!”

And she was saying it while Lucía... kneeling between David’s legs... was brushing her hair away from her face, with femininity and sweetness... and was trying to open his pants... and I was dying right there... and I could hear Ana’s footsteps, approaching... and then I turned around, saw her eyes full of tears... and whispered to her:

“No... Ana... Don’t come... Don’t come closer... Don’t look...”

And I turned my eyes back to the garden. To them. And Lucía was already moving her head... up and down... And I crossed gazes with David, who waved at me... And I moved away from that window...

...And I wanted to die.
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