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CHAPTER 1

Monday, August 2nd.

11:45 at night.

Reclining on an old, creaky beach chair, I admired the stars. I felt the grass caressing the soles of my bare feet while I blamed myself for barely being able to locate Venus, Jupiter, and a bright point of light that might have been Arcturus.

Next to me, on a similar rocking chair, my brother-in-law David savored a gin and tonic with solemn calm. In the background, crickets and cicadas sang; various sounds that gave me the peace that his drink gave him. Above us hung thick air that only occasionally allowed for appreciation rather than cursing.

“Tomorrow we’ll take the boat out. The sea will be good,” he said, as if making a closed proposal, knowing that I would always adhere to his plan, as we both knew, one more year, that my two-week stay at my wife’s family house would be characterized by dolce far niente, in my opinion, more than deserved.

Moments of long silences alternated with others of my interlocutor’s incorrigible chatter. I raised my gaze, in a mixture of tiredness and peace, and my eyes got lost in the pool, illuminated by its submerged lights, and if I looked beyond, my gaze reached the house. “The house,” always called that by my in-laws, and in inheritance of term and enjoyment also by their four daughters.

“Four daughters. Nothing less,” I reflected while David told me how his company had done that year: “Always profits, more or less, less or more, but always upward,” he repeated almost more to himself. And while I was thinking about the four daughters of that house, precisely one of them, Belén, suddenly graced us with her presence, in a sudden and fleeting manner.

It was as if time hadn’t passed, a whole year since my last vacation there, and I could almost know exactly what would happen in that house at every moment. The automatisms. And so Belén, the oldest, the slimmest, with her dark, curly hair, not too long, glided along the edge of the pool in shorts and a sleeveless shirt that she wore with youthful grace despite being over forty, and dropped a couple of phrases, then planted a peck on the lips of her corpulent husband, who barely stirred, imperturbable, like some kind of lion king facing his domain.

She was starting her way back, ready for bed, when David muttered something that took me a few seconds to understand:

“She’s too thin,” finally resonated in my head.

“Bah, she looks great,” I responded, using a word that sounded strange coming from me.

“Her ass still holds up, thanks to the gym, but she’s losing her tits,” he analyzed his wife, as if it were nothing, and to my mind came the image of her sinewy arms, revealing a winter of considerable exercise.

“So Ana is coming on Friday?” he continued, asking about my wife.

“Yes, well, she’ll try to get away Thursday, but I don’t think...”

“Are they working her to death or what?”

“Well. August. Real estate. Imagine.”

David remained silent. I knew he despised Ana’s job and was biting his tongue to avoid bringing up the subject. He didn’t have, let’s say, a great relationship with my wife. I accepted it. He was my brother-in-law, not my friend. And it didn’t reach the point of becoming a major problem.

“I don’t know what she’s doing there,” he finally said, succumbing to the temptation of his own essence. “She’s a conformist. Look at you, they were screwing you over in that job and you set up... the...”

“The architecture studio.”

“That’s it, damn it.”

Another silence fell. I didn’t feel the need to defend Ana. There was nothing to defend: her previous company had done poorly and she had been working at a real estate agency for a few years, nothing to do with her career or her training, but once out of the consulting wheel, it wasn’t proving easy for her to return.

“You have to be entrepreneurial, damn it. Look at me,” he insisted, almost enervated. “I didn’t even study anything. All with these little hands. From scratch,” he said, looking at his hands as if he weren’t speaking figuratively and had built his logistics company brick by brick.

“Well, it could have gone badly... I’m not saying you were lucky, but...”

“At least she’s the hottest one,” he then blurted out, without having even listened to my previous sentence, swirling the ice cubes in his now empty glass.

I looked at him. There. Sitting half a meter away from me. In almost the identical position. Facing the pool. Facing the house. In swimming trunks and a t-shirt.

“What? You think that’s wrong?” he asked, shrugging his shoulders.

“No. Why would I think that?”

He then stretched his legs, digging one heel into the grass and crossing one ankle over the other, and continued:

“It’s just that even the twin is, but isn’t. I don’t know if I’m explaining myself.”

“Well, Marta is very careless. They’re like night and day,” I responded, referring to my wife’s twin, who looked quite similar to her: tall, with curly, dark, long hair, powerful yet graceful at the same time; but such a wild spirit, in her way of being, in her way of dressing, that one might not connect them if not aware of their relationship.

"That's it. Exactly... Day and night. The posh one and the hippie. Look, speaking of the fourth sister," said my brother-in-law then, crossing and uncrossing his legs.

"What?" I asked intrigued, while understanding what he was referring to, as our peace was being disturbed by the presence of Lucía and her brand-new boyfriend.

"What's his name again?"

"Lucía's boyfriend?" I asked with obvious redundancy, while they, each with a towel over their shoulder, and without greeting us, since they had already done so hours before, seemed ready for a night swim.

"Yeah, that surfer boy."

"Albert."

"Albert? His name is Albert? Well, it's Alberto to me then," he said, full of conviction, and within moments he called out to him, in a restrained shout, pronouncing a flawless final "o."

The young man, already shirtless with his hands on the pool ladder, looked toward us with a startled expression, while Lucía was already slipping into the water with obligatory stealth, given the hour, in keeping with the house rules.

"Come here. Alberto. Come here," said David, serious-faced, but I knew he was smiling inside.

The boy abandoned his girlfriend and the pool and walked toward us, submissive and expectant.

"I'm twice his age and it's my house. What the hell," my brother-in-law whispered.

"If anything, it's Belén's house," I told him as that blue-eyed, blond-haired boy, tanned, sculpted, and in the prime that only one's twenties can offer, stood at attention before two men, one drunk and one tired.

"Kid. Alberto. Do you know how to make a gin and tonic?" he blurted out.

"Yes. Of course," he replied seriously with a surprisingly masculine voice.

"Then do me a favor, would you," said David, extending his arm so the boy could take his glass.

The young man showed no sign of annoyance, neither at the order nor the sarcasm, and took David's glass, ready to enter the house and fulfill his mission. Meanwhile, Lucía, the youngest of the sisters, clearly an "accident" in quotation marks, as she was sixteen years younger than Marta and Ana and twenty years younger than Belén, observed the scene displaying her own personality in that behavior: apathy, silence, and indifference.

"Damn, Sergio. I didn't ask if you wanted anything."

"No, no, not at all. I'll be going to bed soon. I'm tired from the trip."

"Holy shit! Did you see that?" he asked, interrupting me, quite excited but in a whisper.

I looked at him then, and saw his eyes were directed toward the house, and all I saw was Albert going in and Belén coming out.

"What? What's happening?" I questioned, puzzled.

"Damn, what's happening? That kid just totally checked out my wife. And wasn't she going to bed?"

I looked at him. And then at Belén who was crouching at the edge of the pool saying something to Lucía.

"Checked her out? Maybe he just looked at her. How should I know," I said then.

"No, no. Trust me. Uff... this is good," David sighed, suddenly as restless as a child.

"But what's good about it?" I almost laughed out of curiosity and at seeing him like that.

Belén was then returning to the house and my brother-in-law cursed, talking to himself:

"No, no... stay... damn it... stay, Belén, so he can look at you again..." he whispered, and that was starting to give me a strange, uncomfortable feeling.

"You're out of your mind, David."

"Yeah... yeah... Look, when horny little Alberto brings me my drink... I might just work up the courage to tell you about my... our... past year. You're going to be shocked. But it's a secret. Don't screw me over and expose me because Belén would kill me."


CHAPTER 2

A light coming from the floor and a small vibration at my feet indicated that my phone wanted my attention. I let my arm drop to pick it up while pondering my brother-in-law’s secretive behavior.

“There’s a fight tonight,” David said precisely at that moment.

“Oh, really? Who’s fighting?” I asked, and while he listed some boxers’ names, unknown to me, I checked that it was Ana who had texted me.

It was curious, and at the same time wonderful, that despite being married for twelve years, from time to time, I still felt something stir inside me when I saw her name on my phone screen. Just as happened that time.

“What time is it? Are you staying up to watch it?” I asked my brother-in-law while reading that my wife had called our son, who was at summer camp, and was telling me he was having a good time. And David told me the time and said yes, he would watch it, just as another message came in, a long one, also from Ana, which constituted what we called the special message; once a week, either she or I would write a message with affectionate, sweet undertones, in a kind of strange routine. There was no obligation to respond, but there always was one, and I wanted to reply, but at that moment I knew I wouldn’t be able to concentrate enough to write what she deserved; so I told myself I would do it later, from bed, so she could read it the next day, before going to work.

“Thankss friendou,” I suddenly heard beside me, and my brother-in-law was receiving the glass from a silent Albert, thanking him in that comical way, or at least that was his intention, faking an English accent, who knows why.

The boy went back to the pool, to meet Lucía who seemed to be playing, bored, trying to hold her breath underwater for as long as possible, and I looked at David’s gin and tonic, hoping he would confess his secret before finishing it.

“Who was it? Ana?” he asked after a small sip.

“Yes. Nothing important. She talked to the kid.”

“How old is he now? Eight? Nine?”

“Eleven.”

“No kidding...” he responded, slouched there, and took another drink.

“Time flies.”

“I don’t know why you were in such a hurry. Look at me, no kids. No desire for them either. You missed out on the best part,” he declared, always so full of certainty.

“It wasn’t a rush. You know how it happened. And it turned out well,” I replied, though it wasn’t a lie that everything had precipitated unexpectedly: Ana and I had met through a mutual friend when we were both twenty-five; barely a couple of months dating and she had gotten pregnant due to a slip-up, but we were so clear about our feelings that we decided to get married and have the baby. In less than a year since meeting her, I was married and a father.

“You missed out on the best part,” he insisted, in a common trap of his, looking for me to argue. And I wanted to talk about his secret, not about me, but I gave in:

“Why?” I asked.

“Damn, because you missed those months when a couple devours everything.”

“Devours everything?”

“Yeah... those months... It can even last more than a year... when... you touch her, and she touches you, mind you, even with just a finger, and you go crazy... Those months when you fuck at all hours and everywhere... You know.”

I remained silent for a moment. I knew what he was referring to and had never reflected on it, but it was true that her pregnancy had interrupted that period, a period that had never returned afterward.

“Hey, what about your secret?” I said, as I didn’t want to keep talking about myself.

David then looked at his glass, against the faint light coming from the house, and then said:

“This guy’s a smart one.”

My eyes then went to his, and from there to the pool, and I saw how Albert joined Lucía, and how she pushed him away a bit, embarrassed by the presence of her two brothers-in-law.

“Youth,” I said.

“No, no, I’m fine with it. They could be fucking for all I care. Though Lucía is the weakest one. She’s pretty, but she lacks punch.”

“You’re really on a roll tonight with your sister-in-law rankings,” I smiled.

Another silence fell. His glass was getting emptier. And I feared his announcement of the secret would come to nothing. So I insisted.

“I’m too drunk to tell you about it,” he answered.

“Sober, you wouldn’t tell me either.”

“I don’t know...” he hesitated.

“It can’t be that big a deal.”

“It is. It is.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes. Belén isn't the goody two-shoes you think she is.”

“I've never thought of her as a goody two-shoes. Not at all,” I said, looking at him again.

“Well,” he repositioned himself in his seat as Lucía pushed Albert away again.

He took another sip. I didn't know what to expect from his confession. And suddenly something changed in the horizon, and I looked up and realized that the light in Belén's bedroom had gone out, so that now we were only illuminated, and faintly, by the pool lights and the porch bulb.

“Well,” he repeated. “It started with something silly, back in... November or December... We were watching a movie, a terrible one actually, but anyway... it was about a couple having problems, which I've never had with Belén, at least not in that sense... and anyway, they were having problems, so they went to a swingers club.”

“Come on,” I protested, distrusting him, as he was known for making up stories.

“Wait. What. Damn, it's not that weird. Don't be such a prude.”

“Fine, fine...”

“So anyway, we got pretty worked up with the movie and all the jokes. We didn't even finish it. And two weeks later we were in one of those clubs.”

“Come on...” I protested again.

“Damn, what's so strange about it?”

Another silence fell. I didn't believe any of it. And he continued:

“But anyway, we went to one of those clubs, and I was thinking: 'damn, I don't want to screw any of these old ladies,' because practically all of them, men and women, were fifty or older. So, I could see that the whole thing turned me on but I didn't want to sleep with anyone... And then, 'no, this isn't for us, whatever,' but I started to see how some guys were looking at her... and before I knew it I was hard as a rock.”

I looked at him sideways, showing my disagreement with his story.

“We didn't do anything that day. Well, that night. But we did get a contact and after that everything was simpler than you might imagine.”

I looked at him again and had no doubt it was all a lie. He was known for his pranks and this kind of nonsense. Once he had even faked a car accident and spent two days pretending to limp, and not content with that, he had started speaking poorly on purpose, and the damn guy faked it so well that we all ended up believing it. He didn't confess it was all a bad joke until he had Belén on the verge of tears. And another time he had pretended to take up boxing again, almost at forty and after twenty years without practicing it, going so far as to send Belén a fake document in which he sold his company, and for a terrible price.

“You don't believe me,” he said seriously.

“No.”

“Wait and see,” he mumbled and grabbed his phone.

I sighed then, detached from his story, and leaned back. I turned my gaze to the stars. There were so many visible that I decided when I returned home I would dust off a book I had about constellations and Greek stories; and then I focused on another very bright point, perhaps Vega.

And David was typing, I could hear him because he hadn't turned off the sound, so it crackled with each keystroke; and I was looking for Orion's belt, and then realized that I seemed to remember those three stars in a row couldn't be seen in summer.

And then I heard:

“Look. Read.”

David handed me his phone. Tense, but confident at the same time.

I straightened up, took his mobile and read that he had just written to Belén:

“What do you think of Lucía's boyfriend?”

“He's nice,” she had replied.

“He gave you a good once-over when you crossed paths with him downstairs.”

“Maybe,” his wife had answered.

“It wouldn't be bad if the once-over was real. You know.”

“You're crazy.”

“You've been fucked by worse guys this year.”

“He's my little sister's boyfriend. In case you hadn't noticed.”

“We could sound him out,” he had instigated. And I read in astonishment.

“Come on, come to bed. You'll wake me up later,” Belén concluded.

“Well?” David said then, taking his phone back.

I, dumbfounded, suddenly nervous, couldn't react. And then, my brother-in-law, whispering to himself, muttered:

“Damn... I have to get him to fuck you... You always thank me afterward. We could have such a good time with you... Albertttt,” he pronounced, looking toward the pool, and exaggerating the “t.”


CHAPTER 3

Tuesday, August 3rd.

01:52 in the morning.

I looked out the window of that bedroom where I remembered having stayed some other summer in the past; in others, I had ended up in the rooms on the other side of the house. And from that first floor I could see the two beach chairs on the grass, now empty. As empty as the lawn that extended about forty meters back, forming a spacious rectangular property. And empty too was the pool, as Albert and Lucía had gone to bed, and David would now be occupying the entire sofa, and the entire living room, with his presence and corpulence, watching what he used to call a “fight” or “boxing match,” depending on how purist he wanted to feel.

I barely pulled the curtains aside, but not before slightly opening the window, as I wanted to spend the night like that, feeling the breeze and listening to the tree branches swaying in the timid summer wind; it was a pleasure that compensated for the misfortune of being awakened by the light and the pounding song of the turtledoves that would await me the following morning.

But the silence inside the house was absolute. In the adjacent room, Belén was sleeping. Above was the attic. Below, the kitchen. The rest of the bedrooms scattered across the ground floor and other parts of the hallway, in a sort of chaos, where one hardly knew which bedroom belonged to whom, much less the origin of each piece of furniture, each bed, each vase, each painting, in a collection of remnants where nothing matched, yet somehow everything did.

I lay down on the bed and picked up my phone, knowing that I wanted and needed to respond to Ana’s message, but what was running through my head wasn’t the creativity necessary for a loving response, but rather my brother-in-law’s sexual confession. So much so that I considered informing her about the latter and leaving the former for the next day.

But what to say? Besides, it was a secret. And it probably wasn’t even entirely true… although I was beginning to have a feeling that there must be at least some truth to it.

Finally, I wrote my wife an elaborate paragraph, commendable considering my fatigue, in which I described the reasons for my love for her, based on casual moments, and I finished by writing something that made me feel a certain embarrassment and shame, mentioning how much I wanted her to be with me in that bed, naked and relaxed, so I could count her moles, placing a kiss on each one of them, until she fell asleep.

Tuesday, August 3rd.

02:28 in the morning.

It wasn’t the first time this had happened to me, and I attributed it to the perhaps absurd thought of being too tired to sleep. But deep down I knew there was a good chance that this time was different, and that the cause wasn’t fatigue, but rather uneasiness.

I chose to get it off my chest, so I took the laptop out of my suitcase and, from the bed itself, wrote Ana an email, something that wasn’t uncommon between us.

This way everyone would win: there would be the nice message on her phone, for both our pleasure, and she would have information about what happened with David, for my relief and perhaps her perplexity, mockery, or downright disbelief.

I tried to be subtle, as I didn’t feel entirely comfortable with that topic, so I adorned the core confession with a description, gossip-style, of Albert, and then I told her how I had seen Lucía and Belén, before finally, and in no uncertain terms, narrating David’s confession.

Tuesday, August 3rd.

11:22 in the morning.

Indeed, a calm sea had allowed David and me to go out with our in-laws’ sailboat. In-laws who always did the opposite of everyone else, seeking the city in summer and the village in winter.

My brother-in-law, moving from one side of the boat to the other, as if that small vessel needed the attention of a galleon to maintain course, was telling me about the boxing match; apparently in the main event of the night, one boxer had accidentally headbutted the other, opening a cut on his eyebrow, and the fight had been suspended.

“He was killing him with the jab. And the idiot kept headbutting like a mountain goat until he finally screwed it up. And he had it won,” David repeated, utterly indignant.

I listened to him while drinking a beer and letting the sea breeze hit the skin of a face that needed some color. And he immersed himself in his three hobbies: sailing, boxing, and chattering, while I felt in the pocket of my swim trunks that someone was trying to reach me, and I soon confirmed that Ana had written to me.

I thought she would be responding to my sweet message, and that if she were to respond to the David matter, she would do so by email. But after my sappy line about her moles appeared:

“He’s such a fraud! Don’t believe a word that idiot says. Come on, there’s no way Belén would do that.”

After her sentence, an emoji that I never used, but was common for her: a smiling face, but upside down.

“You didn’t tell Ana, did you?” David suddenly surprised me, almost as if he had superpowers.

“Tell her what?” I said, putting my phone away as he walked past me toward the bow.

“Damn, my year with Belén. By the way. I caught them in the kitchen today.”

“Who?”

“Alberto and Belén. Having breakfast... Belén is something else. I swear I didn't say anything else to her. I didn't even bring up the topic. But the clever woman seems to have slept on it and, well, she's made up her mind.”

I remained silent for a moment. The fact that he had brought up the subject so suddenly, and while sober, made me suspect that Ana was right and that it was all just a prank.

David then grabbed a beer, sat down next to me, and I feared he would add more fuel to the fire in his attempt to get my attention. To my dismay, I soon realized I wasn't far off:

“Sergio, do you know what it's like when some guy... often a complete moron, whether we like him or not is beside the point... Do you know what it's like when a guy screws your wife right in front of you...”

“Mmm... No. And I can't say I'm attracted to... such an event,” I replied, more skeptical than affected by the crudeness of his words.

“Nah, you have no idea. What would you know? And you know what's curious?” he said as he took short sips, occasionally shaking his head and squinting his eyes as if reliving moments, “that you love her more in that moment... than... than ever before. I mean. Imagine the moment when you've loved Ana the most.”

“Okay,” I responded, starting to feel a bit uncomfortable.

“No, not okay. Stop and think about it for a moment,” he pressed, sitting beside me.

“Alright, alright...” I said wearily. “There are many such moments.”

“Well, good for you. Come on, think,” he said and took a long swig from his bottle.

“Fine. I've got one,” I said, recalling a trip we had taken to the Pyrenees in a motorhome, and I remembered her standing, with her back to me, facing a lake, and the feeling of love that had overwhelmed me in that moment.

“You got it? Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Well, how much you'd love her while watching some guy doing her is triple that.”

After hearing that, I didn't know whether to laugh, throw myself overboard, or throw him overboard. But my brother-in-law wasn't laughing, and I was amazed that such a statement could have sounded even remotely serious to him.

I drank from my beer. He did too. And despite the discomfort caused by his words, something drew me to his conversation, like an unfounded curiosity, because I didn't believe him, but still I asked:

“But why would I love her more because of that? It makes absolutely no sense.”

“I don't know, but that's how it is,” he responded, staring into nothingness, as if his confession was essentially a way to unburden himself.

“Besides, she's not doing it as a favor to you. I assume she enjoys it,” I continued.

“What are you talking about, favors? A relationship isn't about giving and returning favors.”

“That's what I'm saying.”

“Of course she enjoys it. I'm not a psychopath. We both enjoy it, and so does the third party.”

And after saying that, he stood up and threw his empty bottle into a plastic bag. And he continued with his ritual of going back and forth, from bow to stern and from port to starboard, on our in-laws' well-maintained sailboat.

Tuesday, August 3.

11:31 PM.

From my beach chair, I could barely locate any stars, so I entertained myself watching the clouds that covered them pass by. I could hear crickets, but not cicadas, as it wasn't as hot as the previous night. What was similar to almost twenty-four hours earlier was my companion on the lawn, a David who was on his second gin and tonic, which, added to the beers from the afternoon, made me wonder if he might have a small problem.

That night he was slightly quieter, which allowed me to take out my phone and text with Ana. I had barely given any more thought to my brother-in-law's confessions, but my wife, along with announcing that she was going to bed, had brought up the subject again:

“... And don't believe anything that guy says. Remember the limp incident? He's crazy. Don't believe a word he says.”

After her message, I wished her good night and locked my phone just as the sound of footsteps startled me. I looked up and saw Albert approaching the pool, and then I heard David's hoarse, slurred voice, who seemed annoyed by the same thing:

“Why is this guy dragging his feet? I hate people who drag their feet,” he whispered, there beside me, watchful in the darkness like an owl.

Albert, who this time came alone, hung his towel on the fence surrounding the pool, took off his shirt, gave us a slight nod in greeting, and prepared to get into the water.

“Hey, Alberto!” my brother-in-law almost shouted, but without moving an inch from his throne and without letting go of his glass.

The young man then stopped his descent down the pool steps and looked at him, tense.

“Where's Lucía?” David asked him.

“She's watching a series... On the laptop... Upstairs.”

“A series? Is she stupid or what?”

“What?” Albert responded, bewildered and always frightened by whatever David might say next.

“I asked if she’s being silly today. Or is she on her period?”

“What? Her what? Oh, no, no. She doesn’t have her period,” Albert replied, standing about ten meters away from us, frozen in place with his feet on the steps, ankles submerged in water.

“You know that for sure, right? She’s fully operational...” David shot at him, then took a drink, while Albert, who stared at him perplexed, just shrugged his shoulders. “What a pain in the ass...” my brother-in-law muttered, and the young man took advantage of David taking another sip and not asking anything else to escape by plunging into the water.

And suddenly the only sound around us was the water being pushed aside by Albert with each stroke. I went back to searching unsuccessfully for stars. Then came another sound, David typing on his phone.

After the typing, silence. And no more than three minutes later, we saw Belén coming out of the house, dressed only in a solid pink swimsuit. She walked around the pool. She strolled. With exaggeration. With a sway that surprised me. And she didn’t look at us. Didn’t greet us. She looked toward the water and at that swimmer, who wasn’t aware that a brunette twice his age, wearing a swimsuit that clung to her body—highlighting, despite her husband’s complaints, quite prominent breasts and nipples, and especially a firm, perfectly round ass—was watching him.

“Well... Let the party begin...” David whispered then, finishing his drink, and afterward swirling the ice cubes with a grace and flair only comparable to that of his wife as she sat at the edge of the pool, dipping her feet in the water and tucking her medium-length curly hair behind her ears.


CHAPTER 4

Belén. Serious. Sober. Even cold on many occasions. Perhaps that was why this didn’t make sense to me. Although, essentially, in terms of facts, nothing special was happening: a woman who decided to go down for a swim in her pool before bed. But it was above all her body language that told me something was happening.

She finally caught Albert’s attention, who stopped his strokes, and Belén descended until the water covered her up to chest level, exclaiming “how cold...” and something else that I couldn’t make out from the distance.

And they began to talk, facing each other, in whispers and as if we weren’t there. And I was waiting for David’s comment, his gloating that everything was going as he had announced to me, and the attack on my lack of faith, but he said nothing, remaining as expectant as I was.

A slight phrase from her. A slight whisper from him. Her breasts soaking in the water, making the swimsuit transparent. His clean, young, and soaked back. And suddenly a movement, exaggerated, from Belén, bending her torso and wetting her hair, her head, then returning to a vertical position, facing him, but with her hair soaked and slicked back, and with her nipples hard and pointing forward.

I swallowed hard. We could see it clearly enough. It was beginning to be scandalous. I had never seen Belén that way, so sexual. She was attractive, she had always been, but I had never looked at her like that, not in that way. Fleetingly, her face crossed my mind, her expression, altered... by a man. My sister-in-law was exhibiting herself and I imagined her... screaming in orgasm... sweaty, with her mouth half-open... being fucked... And for the first time I felt a sudden erection with her as the cause.

David shifted in his chair, perhaps restless, and instantly Albert moved closer to his wife, and I thought that perhaps the boy wasn’t so innocent.

And I was divided in three. First, I thought that perhaps absolutely nothing was happening there. Second, I thought that perhaps my brother-in-law had told me the whole truth. And third, I thought that perhaps a bored Belén had conspired for once with her husband to mess with me.

“Look, look...” David whispered then, and I saw them, close, extremely close. With their faces in front of each other, and with their hands under the water. And I couldn’t tell what was happening. And then she said something in his ear, and I tried to understand that whisper, and I found myself thinking: “What if she’s telling him he has the green light? What if she’s whispered that she’s all his if he wants?”

And he, striking, blond, sculpted, didn’t back away. He was also seeking her out. In phrases sketched almost lip to lip. It wasn’t the harassment of a mature woman toward a young man. It was mutual flirtation. An overwhelming tension.

And suddenly she moved away a bit, and looked down, brazenly, and David whispered:

“He’s hard as a rock...”

And my brother-in-law, for once, wasn’t saying it as a joke, but with an underlying agitation.

And again a swaying from Belén. And then something in his ear. And then she moved away again. And then she looked for the ladder to get out. And I was expecting my brother-in-law’s complaint, but he said nothing.

Albert remained alone in the pool, and I thought that would be the end of it, but the boy proved again that he wasn’t one to miss opportunities, so he quickly got out, always as if David and I didn’t exist, and approached his towel, and offered it to Belén.

“Sharp kid...” my brother-in-law whispered again, while his wife dried her legs, her breasts, her hair... and returned the towel to Albert, who also dried himself and said something to her, and then they entered the house together.

“Damn...” I muttered.

“What,” David said, and drank, tense, from a glass that was just ice.

I remained silent. Nobody spoke. There, still. I was still shocked. I kept asking myself how this was possible and kept telling myself that I urgently needed to tell Ana about this. And I was in these thoughts when I clearly saw the light turn on in the window of Belén’s bedroom.

“No way... Seriously?” I said, turning my face toward my brother-in-law.

“Nah. They’re not fucking today. She’s cooking him slowly. We have to think about Lucía too.”

“Lucía? Cooking? I think he’s already cooked,” I whispered, overwhelmed, as I thought I saw not one, but two shadows passing through the translucent curtain of Belén’s room.

“What? You believe me now?” he smiled, while he surprised me by standing up, large, clumsy, somewhat affected by the alcohol. “I’m going to have my last drink inside.”

“In the living room?” I asked.

“Yes, are you coming?”

“No, no. I’m going to bed now,” I said, and he continued on his way, wandering, heavy, showing a slight belly under his gray t-shirt.

And he walked around that pool, and entered the house through the living room door, and seemed absolutely certain that there would be no show upstairs.

I, however, needed to know what was happening in that bedroom.


CHAPTER 5

Wednesday, August 4.

12:17 a.m.

I resisted such madness. I wouldn’t put my ear to that door. I wouldn’t press my ear against the wall from my bedroom. That’s what I told myself as I climbed the stairs to the first floor.

I reached the hallway. The darkness. And the silence. It couldn’t be. With Lucía in her room. With David in the living room. Belén, the serious one, the judicious one, the counterweight to her delirious husband. Impossible.

I entered my bedroom. Creaking sounds from my footsteps on the wooden floor. I turned on the crooked bulb of the lamp that presided over the nightstand. The breeze made the curtain wave slightly.

I lay down on the bed and grabbed my cell phone. I wanted to tell Ana everything, I considered getting my laptop, but I was too lazy to write all that down. And besides, write what? She would tell me that nothing had happened, or that they were playing a joke on me. And that was fundamentally what I thought too, that they had conspired to laugh at me, to entertain themselves. And I thought that Belén, a high school teacher who had already been there for more than a month, would be bored and had agreed for once to share in David’s nonsense. It was true that she had always been more of a victim, and besides, I saw her as too mature to engage in such games, but her active participation made me think that this time it couldn’t be just my brother-in-law’s doing.

While thinking about this, I realized I was making efforts not to make noise; deep down I wanted to know, I wanted to hear. It was absurd, but petrified on the bed I didn’t even move in case some sound came through the wall in front of me.

But no. Absolute silence. So I swallowed and typed on my phone:

“Come tomorrow. Even if it’s just for dinner and sleep.”

I wrote that to my wife, not really knowing why, and I knew it was truly absurd, that working until eight in the evening and being two hours away by car was too much to ask. I knew it didn’t make sense, but it seemed like a mountain to have to wait another two or three days. I also didn’t know if I needed her to tell her about this in person, out of mere necessity to see her, or for another more physical, purely sexual reason, undoubtedly ignited by Belén’s show.

I assumed she wouldn’t respond until the next morning, that she would already be asleep, but then my phone screen lit up. And that good news was immediately overlapped with bad, albeit logical news: Ana was responding that it was madness, that she would arrive very late and then would have a terrible early morning to get back to work on Thursday morning.

“Can’t you ask Luis to cover for you?” I insisted, albeit with little faith.

“In August? Impossible. No, Sergio. I’ll try to come on Thursday.”

I was unsure what to say to her, whether to say goodbye, insist, or take advantage of her being awake to tell her something about what I had just experienced. And then I received another message from her:

“Besides, why such a rush? Didn’t you want to disconnect from everything... be alone... etc?”

“Well, I’m a bit bored here to be honest. Doing nothing isn’t that fun.”

“Go to the village tomorrow. You know people there from last summer.”

I thought about it. It was true that I had a couple of acquaintances there with whom I could entertain myself. And the truth was that, above all, it wouldn’t hurt to disconnect a bit from my brother-in-law.

Finally, I didn’t keep her up any longer. We said goodbye and as I was lying on my back looking at the ceiling, I heard the sound of Belén’s bedroom door, and then the sound of whispers: the faint but clear voices of my sister-in-law and Albert. And I wondered how it was possible... and what they could have been doing in there for ten or fifteen minutes. And, as I listened to them and located them under the doorframe of her bedroom, almost next to my door, I suddenly had the image of Belén’s swimsuit, of her there, packed in, splendid, her breast showing, whiter than the rest of her body, from the side, also marking her nipple through the elastic pinkish fabric, and I remembered her firm ass climbing up the pool ladder. And, without feeling comfortable about it, though not guilty either, I became aroused.

And then an impulse made me pull down my swimsuit to the middle of my thighs. And that sound piled up with that of a door closing. And then I heard footsteps. And I was grabbing my member, which neither hard nor soft objected to the fondling, while I heard noise coming from the stairs, and I deduced that Albert was descending them.

That, the all or nothing, probably nothing, was ending, but I wanted that tension to last a little longer, so I began to masturbate, as if I had the power and competence to close that madness, that trap or that illusion. And my mind flew to the pool. And suddenly in my imagination Belén was flirting with Albert. And David didn’t exist. And Ana appeared. She approached me and I received her, standing, in front of that pool where Albert was venturing to kiss Belén. And she accepted the kiss, but I wasn’t disturbed, I simply enjoyed watching their tongues fly, and embrace, and join together, with the water covering them up to their necks. And Ana was also watching them, and when Belén climbed onto the boy and wrapped her legs around him, my wife got turned on, admitted it to me, and kissed me. And after the kiss she criticized them, and told me that her sister was a slut, that she was married and still wanted to fuck the kid... who was also her other sister’s boyfriend; and she asked me to lie down on the grass. And my masturbation accelerated when I imagined my wife, naked, riding me, but with her back to me, and facing them... as if showing them that their childish games were dull and mild, that fucking, sex, was what she knew how to do, that sexuality, beauty, was her, fucking me.

And I continued masturbating, but I had the lucidity and self-control to postpone my orgasm, and with my member rock-hard, large, dripping and falling heavily onto my belly, I wrote it. I typed excitedly, trembling, and narrated that fantasy to my wife, and sent it to her, knowing that she wouldn’t read it until the next day. And then yes, while reading it, rereading it and imagining it, I came.

A mess on my abdomen, white drops descending, threatening to stain the bed. Me trying to solve the disaster, going to the bathroom that fortunately connected to the bedroom. Afterward I took a quick shower, took a breath, and sighed, feeling that this sigh did mark the end of everything. And I noticed something I had never noticed before, which was that I loved masturbating while thinking about Ana, that it was always more pleasurable than with any imaginary woman, acquaintance, or internet video.

And then I returned to bed, checked my phone and saw that Ana had written to me. And something rose through my body. Again. And I read:

“Well, aren’t we worked up? Now I see why you want a visit...”

“Haha... no, it’s not that,” I replied.

“It’s just impossible, Sergio. Maybe Thursday.”

“Yes, yes. Don’t worry,” I wrote back, although deep down I wanted her to tell me what she thought of the fantasy I had written.

“Okaaay... Well, kisses,” I received on my phone, and I felt a bit frustrated.

“Kisses,” I replied.


CHAPTER 6

Wednesday, August 4.

09:24 in the morning.

Going downstairs for breakfast in that house always involved an element of intrigue and uncertainty. You could find yourself facing a table full of people, spreading butter and fishing for cereal, or in complete solitude, or even, occasionally, encountering some stranger whom you’d greet while still half-asleep without even asking their name or why they were there.

That morning, the long wooden table, which occupied a room with access to the garden through sliding glass doors, was quite full, as out of the five of us staying there those days, only Belén was missing.

“Are we going out today?” my brother-in-law asked as soon as he saw me, referring to the sailboat. Meanwhile, I looked suspiciously at the coffee pot and quickly confirmed that it was my turn to make more.

“No, I’m going to the village. I just wrote to... a friend... to have a drink at the port,” I replied. I could have invited him to join, since it was a mutual acquaintance, but I needed some fresh air.

The television could be heard in the background, the sound coming from the adjacent living room, just loud enough to tell they were watching a political program; and I could sense that David, always with ears everywhere, was half with us and half with the television.

Once I gathered everything needed to operate the coffee maker, I turned around and surveyed the table: the young couple having breakfast, withdrawn, sitting next to each other. Lucía, in a t-shirt and very short shorts, checking her phone, which rested on the table, while finishing a piece of toast. Albert, dressed only in swimming trunks, hiding behind a bowl of cereal. Across from them sat David, large, with a substantial cup of coffee, watching them, looking restless, as if he needed someone to engage him in conversation.

He cleared his throat then. He looked toward the living room, as if doing so would help him hear better, and then turned his gaze back to the young couple and said:

“Who do you vote for, Alberto? You do vote, right?”

The boy looked up from his breakfast, unconsciously pleading with his eyes for the torture not to last long. And then he whispered:

“No... I’m not really interested in that.”

“I’m going to shower and then we’ll go,” Lucía said then, standing up with an obvious desire to escape her brother-in-law.

“Are you going to the beach?” David asked precisely.

“Yes,” she responded dryly, leaving and taking the remains of her breakfast to the kitchen.

“So politics doesn’t interest you,” that large man insisted, as we could hear Lucía disappearing up the stairs, leaving her boyfriend alone to face the danger.

“No,” Albert hurried through his last cereal, barely lifting his head. And I, standing, sometimes looked at them and sometimes watched the coffee dripping, or looked through the glass doors, noting that the sky was still quite cloudy.

“Well. Maybe it’s because you don’t know shit about it. In that case, better not to vote,” David provoked. “I’ve always said they should make people take an intelligence test and a general knowledge test to be allowed to vote. Don’t you think?”

Albert swallowed hard. I turned around and looked at them again.

“Yeah, I don’t know. Could be,” he responded, not encouraging further conversation, and brought the spoon to his mouth, but couldn’t hide his tension.

But my brother-in-law wouldn’t stop:

“Hey, tomorrow when you come down for breakfast, or lunch... but inside the house... wear a shirt, okay? We already know you have a great body, I had one too, but if my dear mother-in-law had seen me without a shirt, she would have slapped me.”

“Yes, sorry,” the poor kid was tremendously uncomfortable.

“So you have no idea about politics, do you have any idea about anything?”

“Come on. Enough, David,” I protested.

“What? We need to get to know each other. What do you do? How do you make a living?”

“I study.”

“What do you study?”

“A vocational program.”

“What program? The circle of life?”

“Come on, David. Stop messing with him,” I said, and Albert took advantage of my assistance and stood up, head down. Then he carried his bowl to the kitchen.

There was silence. If the boy was smart, he wouldn’t return to the dining room but would go straight upstairs without saying goodbye, just as Lucía had done.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I snapped, exaggerating my disapproval a bit.

“What’s wrong is that I want to be an asshole to him.”

“Well, you’re nailing it,” I told him, turning my attention back to the coffee that I could soon pour.

“Do you know why?” he asked.

“Surprise me.”

“So he’ll fuck Belén with more enthusiasm,” my brother-in-law concluded.

Wednesday, August 4.

16:22 in the afternoon.

I forced myself not to dwell on David's madness. But I felt I didn't have Ana's luck. Because I didn't hate him. I couldn't even manage to dislike him. He was who he was, and despite his craziness, he didn't repel me.

I had thoroughly enjoyed my morning in the village. My acquaintance had been joined by his cousins. We'd had some beers. One of them had shown me his small dinghy. We ate at a family-run tavern. They introduced me to their charming cook who had spoken to me about Ana: “I remember when she was this tall,” she had told me, holding her hand about three feet from the ground.

Afterward, I sat alone on a terrace, having coffee, and I picked up my phone and managed to get a camp counselor to put my son on the line, who, though usually affectionate, seemed restless and in a hurry; he barely went into detail telling me much because apparently his friends were waiting for him. I felt then that his adolescence was approaching his mother and me like an unstoppable train.

The day was hot, heavy, and humid. It seemed like it might break into a storm at any moment. And I arrived at my bedroom with the desire to take a good nap. I undressed to get into bed and checked my phone before preparing to sleep, and saw that Ana had written to me. I told her I had spoken with Javier, our son, and then I started thinking about him, but about him in connection to what David had told me. While I had no doubt that Javi was the best thing that had happened in our lives, it was still true that that... lust... that... madness of the beginning of our relationship had lasted too short a time.

Naked. Lying on my back. I remembered those early days. Ana was, and is, a woman who draws attention. For having such defined features, for being so womanly, attractive, for her body language, for her way of being, for her way of carrying with such personality everything from the most casual clothes to the most elegant. And that thought led me to when we had been dating for a few weeks, and she had found a job at a consulting firm; we were nothing more than a couple of twenty-four-year-old kids, and I had accompanied her to buy somewhat more formal clothes for her first days at work... and we had ended up fucking in the fitting rooms of a shopping mall.

I thought that perhaps that had been our last and almost only act of madness. And more than ten years had passed.

Wednesday, August 4.

5:01 in the afternoon.

Lying on the bed. Looking at the ceiling. I couldn't fall asleep. Perhaps I wasn't tired enough, or the after-lunch coffee hadn't been a good idea. The truth was that it didn't help to hear David's voice in the background, and more faintly, Lucía's, whom I placed at the pool or in the garden.

I didn't rule out continuing to try to fall asleep, but I felt the need to know what they were doing, like a lethargic sheepdog, still observing his flock from time to time.

Completely naked, I stood up knowing that even if they saw me from outside they wouldn't see anything relevant, as the window was at the height of my stomach. So I slightly parted the curtain, like a nosy neighbor, and first observed calmly, and then came to savor the pleasure of seeing something that I found hard to understand was happening.

And what surprised me wasn't seeing David soaking, with his body hair covering chest and back, or even that Lucía accepted his company, something not too common, but what was happening beyond, in the garden.

I saw the portable badminton net set up, which we used quite often every summer, and there Albert and Belén were playing. And it wasn't the game itself, but... something, which again could be everything or nothing: the half-smiles, the silliness in the discussion of whether the shuttlecock fell in or out, the wet body of an Albert who wore only swimming trunks, the provocative body language of a Belén who was wearing a white sleeveless shirt, and who would be wearing bikini bottoms, but clearly, and obviously, not the top.

That woman, married, formerly formal and prudent, and over forty, said heatedly: “twelve, eight!” indicating a score, but what was really showing there were her nipples and her breasts under the cotton shirt; and Albert, liberated by having David far enough away, flirted and exaggerated his backhand shots, not missing a detail of that body, of that woman, also with wet hair, who allowed the vision of her breasts to shake freely every time she returned a serve, or every time she bent down to pick up the shuttlecock. I, stunned by the boldness, felt precisely the impact of seeing that drop of free breasts in a moment when she bent down with particular exhibitionism, and an even greater impact when she raised her gaze and saw me.

I immediately moved away from the window. And after doing so, I cursed myself: “Why?”, “why had I done that?” I wasn't doing anything wrong. She was the offender...

And I went back to bed, annoyed with myself, and especially with them. And I thought, now I had no doubt, that Belén was in on it. That look, so directly at my window, revealed to me that she was also playing with me.

“They're crazy. Both of them,” I said to myself, and tried to fall asleep once and for all.


CHAPTER 7

Wednesday, August 3.

5:48 in the afternoon.

“Shhh... Sleepyhead... Hey” I heard, and opened my eyes. All I saw was the white of the pillow, and what was resonating in my head was Ana’s voice. And that couldn’t be.

I felt something on my bare shoulder. A little shake. And I opened my eyes wider. And I turned around. And it was Ana. My wife, sitting beside me. She smiled, enjoying my surprise.

“What! You’re... here?” I asked, still not believing it. And I adjusted myself, sitting up a bit, and leaning back against the uncomfortable bars of the bed’s headboard.

“I escaped after lunch. Just like that, on a whim. My boss wasn’t there and Luis said he’d cover for me. I drove straight here.”

I listened to her. And looked at her. In a gray pantsuit and blue shirt, elements that gave her a sober elegance; and with her black eyes, her slightly painted lips and her hoop earrings that gave her a looser, less constrained, almost wilder appearance.

“I didn’t even bring a suitcase,” she said, taking off her jacket and placing it on the bed, without getting up from my side. And then I felt attracted to her in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time. Perhaps it was out of gratitude, happiness, or an accumulation of experiences over the last few days, so I put one of my hands on her waist and wanted to pull her toward me, to kiss her.

I noticed her surprise, the movement had undoubtedly been abrupt, but I managed to get our lips to meet, in a peck that didn’t develop into anything more, but I could smell her, her perfume and the aroma of her thick, long jet-black hair.

“Well...” she said, and moved away slightly “...Someone’s eager... aren’t we?” she continued, and smiled.

“I have to tell you...”

“Yeah... yeah... I already suspected you’re still on that topic,” she replied, and looked at me; I was completely naked, something common for me and perfectly known to Ana from approximately June to October, but I was covered by a thin sheet that covered me up to my belly.

“Well, a lot more things have happened,” I told her, looking at her, and suddenly my member throbbed, free, and rubbed against the sheet, and I realized then that I had a small erection, and felt an absurd blush, even though she was my wife, although I didn’t think she had noticed.

She remained silent. She didn’t seem very attracted to what I might tell her.

“But you came dressed like this? Aren’t you roasting?” I asked.

“Of course I’m roasting,” she said and began rolling up her shirt cuffs, almost to her elbows, and I could see her getting hot, and I enjoyed it, and then she shook the neckline of her shirt a little, airing her chest, in short movements, and my member throbbed again.

“And how are you going to go to the pool? Or the beach? What time is it?” I asked, simultaneously looking at the clock on the nightstand that showed it was almost six in the afternoon.

“Well, I don’t know what clothes I have here. Probably nothing. Otherwise Belén will have to lend me something. By the way, I’ve been with her, with David, with Lucía and with... the other one. So, with everyone, because they already told me that Marta is still missing. And well, what a welcome I got.”

“Welcome? To you? Why? Good or bad?”

“Well, I don’t know... Like they were kind of indifferent, you know? Lucía, well, she’s Lucía, I wasn’t expecting any emotion, but Belén... little more than ‘Hey, how are you, what are you doing here?’ not much more.”

I observed her. The bars were digging into my back. But I couldn’t stop looking at her. She was complaining about her sister, which was usual, and gesturing, in a tender, gentle way... I was enormously grateful for her visit, and it’s not like I had said words very different from Belén’s, but I assumed she could see the joy in my face.

“Come on, Adonis,” she said playfully, looking at my torso, and lightly caressing my abdomen. “Tell me, go on, you’re dying to.”

I filled my lungs. She didn’t move. Sitting, sideways, facing me, with her breasts marking her shirt, with her large eyes, with her hair that on other days was curly, today straightened, falling down her back.

And I told her. Lowering my tone, in whispers. I told her about David’s confession. What happened at the pool. That thing about “I want Alberto to dislike me so he’ll fuck Belén more eagerly.” And finally about the badminton.

She listened to me patiently. And her facial expression offered no clue as to what she was thinking. Until finally, in a low tone, identical to mine, she said:

“He’s messing with you. Belén doesn’t go to clubs... for swinging or whatever. She’s not fooling around with the boy, and I don’t think she played with him without the top part of her bikini, or anything at all.”

“I swear you could see from here... And... well, more than clubs... it’s like Belén hooks up with guys and David watches.”

“Psss. No way,” she said confidently.

“Look. I also think they’re probably messing with me. But I think they both are.”

And she made a face then, shaking her head, giving me to understand that she didn’t believe her sister was in cahoots with David.

“Damn it, Ana,” I said, raising my voice slightly, “you should have seen Belén in the pool with the kid. It was scandalous. God, her breasts were spilling out the sides of her swimsuit.”

“Really? Well... aren’t you just a bit horny?”

“No,” I protested.

“Breasts spilling out? Jesus. It’s not like she has that much.”

“Well, you have more,” I told her, and we fell silent.

It had been an improvised, casual, and surprising compliment. And Ana didn’t protest.

And my member throbbed again, indicating that my erection hadn’t subsided, and this reaction gave me the impression that my wife must have noticed. But she said nothing. And then I reached out my hand and brought my fingertips to one of her breasts, over her delicate blue shirt. And not only did she not protest, but she slightly narrowed her eyes.

“You have... quite a bit more than her... That’s clear,” I whispered, and continued drawing random caresses over her shirt, trying to awaken her nipple... I wanted to feel it, though it was difficult for it to show through her bra and shirt... And my member seemed to be asking me to replace the caresses with something more forceful, and it kept rising, bouncing, making the sheet ripple.

“Come on, enough...” she whispered, wanting to stop me, but she still allowed herself to be caressed, and even tilted her head slightly. “I’ll take a quick shower... ask Belén for some clothes and we’ll go out... we’re being antisocial in here.”

I stopped my caress. My erection was obvious. And I desperately wanted Ana to pull back the sheet... but she wasn’t doing it... and I hesitated to do it myself.

“Come on, get dressed...” she purred, affectionately, and stood up. And then she left me, heading toward the bathroom.

And I watched her ass, squeezed into her pants, and I sighed... hot and with contained excitement. And I heard her close the bathroom door, and I slipped one of my hands under the sheet and grabbed my member. I could still smell her perfume and her hair. I could still feel the touch of her shirt, of her breast beneath my fingertips.

And then I heard the sound of the shower faucet. And immediately after that sound of falling water, something startled me:

It was a knocking, faint but precise, on the bedroom door.

“Ana! Are you there? Can I come in?” I heard Belén shouting from the other side of the door.

I then heard how the faucet turned off and how Ana told her she’d be right there.

A few seconds later my wife came out of the bathroom, flustered and wearing only her shirt, with just two or three buttons fastened, and I assumed she was also wearing panties although her blue shirt covered her backside. And I released my member as she opened the door.

“Look, I have this,” I heard Belén say, although from my position I couldn’t see her.

“I was just going to ask you... because I don’t think I have anything here. I took everything with me,” my wife was saying.

“Yes, yes. That’s why I brought you some things.”

“Let’s see.”

“Nothing, just this,” Belén was saying, and I heard the unmistakable sound of a paper bag rustling. “This... some shorts, a t-shirt and these bikinis... though the top might be too small for you.”

“Well, I’ll manage. Thanks. Don’t worry,” my wife responded, and then they said goodbye.

Ana closed the door and came to the bed where I hadn’t moved an inch. She moved her blazer aside, opened the bag, and placed on the space left by my legs some flip-flops, denim shorts, a fuchsia t-shirt, and navy blue and black bikinis.

“Well, I thought she was nice,” I said while she examined the clothes.

“Yes, now she was. Nice... and quite perky, by the way.”

“Really?”

“Yes. I’ll give you that. I hadn’t noticed before.”

“That’s because Albert has her all worked up,” I tested.

“Yeah, come on, get dressed,” she said, and checked the time.

“Weren’t you going to shower?”

“I don’t know...” she hesitated, standing next to the bed.

I then stood up. And I wasn’t embarrassed by my erection. My member hung heavy and swollen. She was unsure whether to shower or not, and I was unsure whether to make a move or not.

I positioned myself in front of her and immediately saw that yes, there were panties, but there was no bra, as her shirt couldn’t hide two pointed prominences that crowned her breasts and marked the fabric.

I moved closer. Face to face. Letting my member, which was growing because of her, and which was pointing almost straight ahead, bump against her body, in a measured provocation.

“You don’t stop, huh...” she whispered, playfully, and I brought one of my hands to her cheek, and she welcomed the caress, turning her face toward that hand.

And I, emboldened by her acceptance and aroused by those nipples, brought my other hand there, and subtly caressed that breast, over her shirt, with extreme delicacy... and I felt her nipple under my thumb... and I tried to harden it, and she rested her face in my hand, and we looked at each other...

“How perky was Belén...?” I whispered.

“You’re such a fool...” she murmured, squinting her eyes.

“Was she this perky or more?” I asked as I removed my hand from that breast, and confirmed that nipple was protruding like a pointed crystal, excited, feminine, sexual... forcing against the blue fabric.

“More...” Ana responded.

“This Albert...” I said, bringing my hand then to her other breast.

“What...”

“He’s hot, isn’t he?” I asked while fondling her other breast over the shirt, not focusing so much on the nipple as on caressing that entire expanse, substantial in size, which made it fall a little, just enough, but which pointed upward in a splendid and vivacious way; and firm and soft to the touch.

“He’s... hot...” she purred, “well, like all of Lucía’s boyfriends.”

“This one more so.”

“Do you want me to say yes...?” she smiled, playing along with me, for the first time, as we had never played something similar.

I kissed her then. I felt her moist, fleshy lips... and I tugged at her lower lip while taking one of her hands and guiding it to hold my member. And she, feeling that hard shaft, grabbed it and her tongue awakened, vibrated, and we kissed, almost obscenely. And I squeezed her breast and she squeezed my cock... And our tongues played... and then she, without letting go of my cock and feeling her breast being grabbed, pressed her cheek to mine, and whispered in my ear:

“Yes... He’s very hot... He’s a kid... but he’s very hot.”

“Ana!” we heard then, from the other side of the door.

We separated instantly, like two teenagers caught in the act. My cock hard and dripping. Ana’s nipples marking her shirt. Her cheeks deeply flushed. Her eyes wide open.

“Shit...” she whispered, as I cursed Belén’s timing.

“Ana!” my sister-in-law insisted and my wife cleared her throat and walked a couple of steps toward the door.

“What? Tell me!”

“Does the clothing fit you? Does it work?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“The bikinis too? Are you sure?”

“Mmm... Yes! Thank you!” my wife shouted, restraining herself, there, in the middle of the bedroom, at the same distance from that closed door as from me, who, naked and with my member pointing at an Ana who had her back to me, sighed for my sister-in-law to leave as soon as possible.

“Hey!” Belén insisted. “David and I are going to the beach! Are you coming?”

Ana turned toward me then. And looked at my member as hard as it was shameless, and then at my head, which was vehemently shaking no.

“Mmm... Maybe in a bit!” my wife was saying, turning back toward the door. “Which one are you going to?”

“To the small one!”

“Okay! Maybe we’ll come!”

“Alright. Okay. Hey!” insisted a Belén who seemed to be doing it on purpose.

“What? Tell me!”

“Luci is coming too. Albert is staying at the pool! That guy, it’s like he bought a season pass!”

“What?” Ana replied.

“Nothing, just that Albert is staying at the pool, but Luci is coming!”

“Right. Okay! We’ll almost certainly go to the beach soon!”

“Okaaay!” Belén responded, and finally it seemed like she was leaving.

Ana turned then. And she saw me. Standing, in the middle of the bedroom, completely naked, and holding my member.

“My goodness... Sergio... The state you’re in... huh.”

“What...”

“And I can see what you’re thinking,” she said, approaching me. And if she wanted me to relax, she wasn’t doing well by approaching like that, offering me the vision of her breasts bouncing freely under her shirt.

“What do you see coming?”

“I see that I’m not going to the pool... to fool around with Lucía’s boyfriend,” she said, verbalizing something that was in my mind, but not as clearly as she might think. In fact, I hadn’t really thought about suggesting it to her.

“Why not?”

“Would that seriously turn you on?” she asked, running her hands through her hair, fixing it, in what seemed to me like a cynically involuntary provocation. And we weren’t touching, despite the short distance between us, and despite the temptation my member might cause her, or the temptation her breasts and nipples were causing me.

“I don’t know if it would turn me on. But I certainly don’t rule it out.”

“And here I thought I came here to... what was it... to undress... and have you kiss my moles...”

“That comes later.”

“Later than what?” she asked haughtily. “I just don’t understand... suddenly you get turned on fantasizing about Albert and me... you get turned on by... what was it... ‘Belén’s tits spilling out the sides of her swimsuit...’”

“Yeah... I won’t deny I’m a bit confused...”

“Well, forget about the confusion, come on...”

“Yeah...”

“That’s it. Only I can turn you on. And that’s that,” she said then, surprising me a little, and pleasing herself in a somewhat exaggerated way.

And then she turned around and headed to the bathroom, saying:

“I’ll shower in a minute and we’ll go to the beach. Come on, put that away and put on your swimsuit.”


CHAPTER 8

Wednesday, August 4.

9:47 PM.

Ana was finishing her dessert, a flan that danced on her plate each time she captured a small piece with her spoon. We were the last ones left, the others had already finished and were chatting in the living room adjacent to the dining room.

I looked up and saw her, wearing Belén’s clothes, those shorts and that fuchsia t-shirt, with her hair, still wet from the sea, swept back. And I realized she was watching me.

“What are you looking at?”

“At you, silly.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” I replied, and there was a silence, and she scrutinized me, looking very intently.

“You look handsome,” she said simply.

“Oh, do I?” I said skeptically.

“Yes, you’ve caught some sun these days.”

“Must have been today. Yesterday I looked completely pale,” I said, and she suddenly frowned, and made a curious gesture of intrigue, bringing a finger to her lips, signaling me to be quiet.

I immediately realized she was trying to listen to what was being said in the living room. I sharpened my hearing while she ate her flan with impeccable stealth, and I could hear how Belén, much more animated and chatty than was usual for her, was trying to convince those present to take a swim in the pool.

“Is David there?” Ana then asked me in a whisper.

“No, he’s in his chair, in the garden.”

“In his throne, like every year,” she specified.

“That’s right,” I whispered, while a debate was opening in the living room, and we could hear Lucía saying:

“I’m cold, I don’t know how you stand it. And if I go and don’t swim, the mosquitoes will eat me alive.”

And, to my surprise, and perhaps Ana’s as well, Albert was joining Belén’s proposal, not caring much that his girlfriend didn’t intend to join them.

My wife wore a puzzled expression and finished her dessert while we heard the sound of flip-flops echoing through the living room and Belén and Albert talking.

“Another show...” I whispered.

“What show are you talking about?” Ana whispered, leaning back a little, resting her back against her chair.

“You’ll see.”

“I’m not going to see anything. I’m going to bed,” she said, looking at her watch, and we could hear her older sister and her younger sister’s boyfriend heading toward the garden.

We remained silent. She looked stunning. She stared at me. I knew her, I knew she was tired and needed to go to sleep to work decently the next day, but at the same time she didn’t want to go to bed so early.

“What are you looking at?” she said then, copying my phrase.

“At you.”

“And what do you see?” she smiled.

“More than seeing, I remember.”

“And what do you remember?”

“I remember... this afternoon at the beach...”

She shrugged and looked at me strangely.

“I remember,” I continued, “that bikini. The one you’re wearing...” I said, observing how the blue triangles were visible under the fuchsia t-shirt.

“What about it?”

“That indeed... it was... and still is... too small for you. Your... breasts were spilling out everywhere.”

“Everyone’s breasts are spilling out everywhere lately...” she sighed, showing fake weariness.

“And how David was looking at you,” I insisted despite her terseness. And then she said nothing. She just looked at me. In silence.

“Take off your shirt,” I whispered.

“What? What for?”

“I don’t know...” I replied.

“You’re being very silly. And very horny, huh,” she whispered.

Another silence. Longer. And she ended up sighing again. But as if her sigh absolved her of guilt, she finally did want to indulge me, without me knowing exactly why, and she brought her hands to her t-shirt. And she took it off, over her head, and her breasts shook, despite being constrained by that blue fabric. Her nipples were visible; those triangles barely covered anything more than the areolas. It was almost obscene. The amount of skin, of breast, exposed, was an incitement to sin.

“Happy now?” she said, reclining, as if it were nothing.

“Let’s go to the pool,” I blurted out.

“No way,” she said, barely letting me finish the sentence.

And another silence. We looked at each other. She wanted to go to sleep, but I knew that at the same time she didn’t want it to be Thursday morning.

I was focused on her chest palpitating, on the bikini straps completely tense, making exaggerated efforts to contain everything. That bikini wasn't made for nor was it accustomed to covering and conquering my wife's voluptuous breasts.

“If... we go to the pool... tomorrow I'll drive you to work,” I proposed.

“What are you saying... No way.”

“I don't care. Come on.”

“But how can you not care about driving... two hours there and two hours back. Besides, if you take me and come back, you'll leave me without a car.”

“I'd leave the car at your workplace. And... I'd take... a taxi to the station... and come back by bus.”

“Bus and taxi. Well, taxi, bus and taxi. You're crazy,” she argued.

After another silence. I insisted:

“Come on...”

“But wait. What's supposed to happen at the pool? Why are you so interested?”

“Well... you'll see... whatever these people are plotting. Although maybe if you're there, they won't do anything.”

“Oh, excuse me, center of the universe,” she smiled.

“What?”

“Nothing, just that they're in cahoots to mess with you, because you're so important.”

“I'm not saying that, but maybe if you're there they'll hold back.”

Ana shook her head and looked at her watch again.

“Come on. After all, going to bed now... Let's go, even if it's just for ten minutes.”

“Five,” she said.

I looked at her again. Her dark eyes, her hair, matted, half straight half curly, her full lips.

“Five, and tomorrow you're not driving me, that's crazy,” she said, getting up from her chair and picking up her plate.

Wednesday, August 4th.

10:08 at night.

As soon as we had accessed the garden and reached the pool, we had seen Belén and Albert in the water, adrift, she supported by a kind of elongated float, he holding onto a ball large enough. And they were talking, calmly, under the perennial observation of David who not only was drinking, as was customary, but was also smoking.

I took advantage of Ana stopping at the edge of the pool and asking Belén if the water was very cold, to move away and find my place next to David, trying to ensure that our visit would last longer than the agreed five minutes.

My brother-in-law looked at me sideways but didn't say anything to me. His usual smell of alcohol mixed with that of tobacco, and I wasn't quite sure what to expect from what might happen there.

Ana then sat on the edge and put her legs in the water, while Belén and Albert continued drifting erratically. The silence was almost absolute, the dim whitish light, coming from the submerged spotlights of the pool, illuminated the three of them.

And then a phrase from Albert to Ana. And a clearing of David's throat. And Belén flowing, gliding, with a maroon bikini, moving away from the conversation.

That night, sitting next to my brother-in-law, I didn't remember to observe the stars, and, while looking toward the pool, I realized that we had gone there without any strategy, and that, if we wanted to discover or at least observe Belén and David's hypothetical plan, we should give Belén space. So it was necessary for Ana to move away, but I looked around and there was no chair and it didn't make sense for my wife to lie down on the grass at ten o'clock at night.

And Ana was letting herself be entertained by that boy, and I knew what he must have been seeing, what I had seen at the beach, what I had seen in the dining room moments ago, and perhaps that's why that boy had completely forgotten about Belén's existence. And I, then, at that precise moment when my wife let out a half-smile, entertained by Albert, doubted whether what I myself had instigated had intended to unmask Belén and David... or had sought precisely what was happening, Albert's approach to my wife.

A look from Belén to David. My brother-in-law adjusting in his chair. Another half-smile from Ana. Albert adrift, but facing and increasingly closer to Ana. And the vision he must have had, of that torso slightly leaning back and those breasts forming two splendid and restrained mountains, with nipples that crowned and constantly marked those blue triangles.

Belén had disappeared from Albert's radar, and I felt uncomfortable, and I felt how my brother-in-law was protesting, in direct and indirect glances, and I didn't want to look at him.

My heart was pounding hard. I enjoyed and at the same time was uncomfortable with that. I didn't understand Ana, or maybe I did, maybe it was simply her intrinsic need to be adored; a small defect that I had accepted from day one. Or maybe she wanted to show me that there was nothing special about chatting with a boy in her house's pool.

And suddenly something she said, and Albert's response, which wasn't verbal but physical, as the kid used his hand like a paddle, and splashed her, wetting that entire torso, in a friendly game, and she complained, asking him not to wet her anymore, while my brother-in-law pronounced:

“How nice, huh. You're a fucking loudmouth.”

I then looked at him. He was furious. And his wife was getting out of the pool. At the same time, Ana let herself slide from the edge and entered the water.

“What are you talking about? I haven’t said anything,” I lied.

“Right...” he responded, and took a drink, watching as his wife walked away, displaying a strange defeat, which became even more pronounced when it was confirmed that Albert didn’t even notice her departure.

David stood up then: heavy, coarse, ill-tempered. And I, tense from his accusation and somewhat annoyed with Ana, watched him walk away, leaving behind the garden and that pool where one sister had replaced another.

And ten, twenty, thirty seconds, during which I observed how they talked, with the water covering them up to their necks. And they whispered, in hushed tones. And my wife looked especially beautiful, with her wet face, with her soaked hair, and he was attentive to her, almost surrounding her, as if that pool were a boxing ring and he wanted to always keep her against the ropes.

And he ended up getting very close to her. And I, for the first time in my life, enjoyed a kind of pursuit of my wife. And it was absurd, since nothing was going to happen, but there was a strange taste of excitement, and also pride, for what she aroused.

Perhaps Albert’s boldness had produced rejection in Ana, or perhaps it was simply the cold, or that she considered that visit over without further ado, but the fact was that, moments after the insolent approach, my wife climbed up the ladder, leaving the boy alone, though still attentive to that body: he didn’t pretend and clearly saw that ass and those legs escaping up the stairs.

I got up from my seat with a strange sensation, on one hand I felt a certain pleasure, excitement, from what I had just witnessed, but on the other I almost disapproved of Ana’s attitude, and felt that somehow she had disturbed and broken our peace.

She was waiting for me, covering herself with a towel, on the porch of the house, and I suddenly thought about David and his complaint, and his suspicion didn’t affect me, although I could understand it, feeling that in his place I probably would have reacted similarly.

We climbed the stairs of the house. In silence. And then we reached our bedroom. I closed the door behind me, and she strutted a little, there, in the middle of the bedroom, with her back to me, and perhaps it was that innocent movement that made me say:

“You’re pleased with yourself, aren’t you?”

“What? What are you talking about?” she reacted, in word and gesture, and we stood face to face.

“Well... the idea was to see Belén with the guy... not you.”

“Me what?” she said, throwing the towel on the floor in anger.

“Ana, it was scandalous. Even David asked me if we were joking.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” she raised her voice. “First, I didn’t do absolutely anything. Second, this afternoon you tell me you want me to stay at the pool flirting with the kid and now you think it’s wrong, because you believe that, I understand, is what happened. Third, you and David can go to hell.”

“Don’t get like that. Don’t give me the usual counterattack.”

“What are you talking about, counterattack?”

“Yes. That I don’t care. That it’s true I suggested it this afternoon. But don’t deny that you... got into a competition with your sister to turn the guy on.”

“What? But what?” she was indignant. “Look, Sergio. You’re really messed up in the head,” she protested, almost confronting me. “You know what’s happening? That for whatever reason... you’re... I don’t know... horny or something, because you see things where there aren’t any. Suddenly Belén is hot...”

“No...” I interrupted her.

“Yes... suddenly Belén is hot. Belén sleeps with strangers with David watching... My tits are spilling out of my bikini... Belén’s too... Albert... who is Lucia’s boyfriend, I remind you!, wants to... wants to fuck us all... that I’m teasi-”

“No, Ana,” I interrupted again.

“But look at yourself, you’re hard, damn it,” she whispered, almost with disgust, looking at my crotch.

We remained silent. There, face to face, standing in the middle of the bedroom. Her anger couldn’t hide her powerful and sensual body. My disappointment couldn’t quell a slight excitement. Her wet body, her soaked bikini, her breasts, her face, even her attitude exuded a certain lust.

“And if I’m hard, so what?”

Ana sighed then, showing even more desperation and weariness.

“Well, you’ve been thinking with your dick for three days, okay?”

“That’s not true.”

“Look. Let’s do something. And we’ll end this topic. If you want to fuck, we’ll fuck. Now. If you want to jerk off, do it. Or I’ll do it for you. And in fifteen minutes I’ll be asleep and you won’t bring up this topic again... about Belén... and her... sex with others... or David... or the guy and me... or any more nonsense.”

“Fine, very well. Turn around,” I said, with an anger that might even surpass hers.

“What do you mean turn around?”

“Yes, turn around. And I'll fuck you right here. And release... And that's it. That's what you're saying.”

“Turn around standing right here? You want to fuck me like a whore? Go to hell, Sergio,” she snapped, and went toward the bed.

I, with a flush of anger comparable only to my desire, watched as she walked away from me, and I took off my shirt, and then pulled down my swim trunks.

Completely naked, I watched as she, with her wet hair and soaked bikini, lay down on her back on the bed.

“What are you going to do? Jerk off standing there?” she provoked me, hurtfully.

“Yes,” I said, using my hand to grab my member and confirm it had sufficient hardness and adequate size to begin.

“You're really messed up, Sergio.”

“Get undressed,” I asked her and began to masturbate.

“No.”

“You're such a bitch...” I protested, though I felt a small connection when I looked into her eyes.

“I'm not a bitch... You're just really horny...”

“...Both things...” I said, sighing, masturbating, looking at her, at her slender legs, the bottom of her wet bikini, those breasts overflowing everything... and her aggressive gaze.

There was silence then. She stared at me. Perhaps to provoke my explosion. And I gave myself pleasure, which was more relief than enjoyment. And I held her gaze.

“What are you looking at?” I finally said, without a hint of shame about her seeing me like this.

“That... you're making a fool of yourself... but... what a cock you have...” she whispered.

“Lucky you,” I responded.

“By the way... I brushed against it... accidentally... in the water.”

“What are you saying...” I almost panted, feeling the thickness and heat of my member in my hand.

“Yes...”

“When?”

“In the water... we touched accidentally... Quite hard...” my wife provoked.

“Go to hell...” I sighed, skeptical, and moved closer to her.

“What. It's true.”

And there was silence. And only the sound of my masturbation could be heard. And I didn't recognize myself. Though I didn't really recognize her either.

And Ana looked at my cock, how my hand exhibited and hid it. And my glans, pink, thick, shone. And I felt like I was about to explode. I felt it rock hard. And I looked at her. And she then looked at her watch, and said:

“Come on, cum already.”

“Where...?” I panted.

“On my stomach, if you want,” she said and I took the couple of steps necessary to jerk off over her body that lay there, provocative.

“And what should I think about while I cum?” I tested, and my member twitched as I heard myself.

“Think... that you're fucking me...” she whispered.

“Just that?” I complained.

“Yes. Isn't that enough?”

“No...” I protested again... and threw my head back, while I continued masturbating and the wet “click, click” of my member's skin rubbing, coming and going, could still be heard.

“Then think... imagine... or believe... that I'm sure Albert thinks I touched his cock on purpose.”

And I opened my eyes. And she sat up a little. And extended her hand, and brought it to my member. And I let go, leaving it to her, and she grabbed it; I felt the sudden cold of her hand, and how she squeezed it. And then she turned me slightly, and whispered:

“Come on, cum on the floor. While... you imagine that kid... fucking me in the pool.”

And suddenly everything changed. She, sitting on the bed, shook my cock decisively, but at the same time with a strange innocence. And I closed my eyes and let myself go, in her hands, feeling the pleasure of her hand squeezing... and shaking... back and forth. And everything changed because I stopped blaming her for her need to always be desired, and she seemed to stop blaming me for all the fantasies that suddenly altered me. And, sitting beside me, she moved closer, and caressed my bare buttock, and then came to rest her lips there, and kissed me there... with unusual tenderness, and she jerked me off, relentlessly. And the kiss on my buttock sounded clear... and, after the strange kiss, she, unfamiliar, extravagant, as I had never seen her, whispered:

“Imagine... him fucking me... in the water... And you watching us...”

And I felt her... how she masturbated me, and how my skin tingled, and my member wept... and I noticed her caressing my balls, as if milking me... in a sweet, marital favor, accepting my sudden obsession... and I imagined... Ana... wrapping her legs around Albert... and him thrusting into her, standing, in the middle of the pool, with water at the level of his belly... and my wife’s face, contorted with pleasure... and I imagined both of them looking at me... and Ana shaking her head while looking at me... as if telling me she couldn’t help it... that she couldn’t hide that pleasure... that enjoyment... that satisfaction of having that boy’s member inside her.

“Damn... it’s so hard...” my wife whispered, surprised, and jerking me then with a bit more roughness, even with a hint of anger... and I moaned an “Ohh-hh...” and then she, reading me, stopped her hand completely, and I felt an impactful, brutal climax that came from the deepest part of me; and I felt a torrent, starting from the balls she was holding, traveling through my member... until it burst forth in a clear and savage shot. And I gasped another “OHHH!” that overlapped a “Holy shit...” from my wife, who was surprised by the density and rawness of that thick lash, and my legs were trembling, and she squeezed me, and another, and another jet... My wife emptied me while I imagined those thrusts from Albert... his cock, underwater, penetrating my wife... and her writhing with pleasure... And you could hear the jets hitting the floor... my whimpers... and my wife affected, whispering:

“My... God... Sergio...”


CHAPTER 9

Thursday, August 5.

06:47 in the morning.

“Yes. I’ll drive you. I don’t mind.”

“No. Don’t be silly, come on…” Ana whispered, in a very low tone, due to the early hour; and hurried, looking at her watch, putting on her suit jacket and checking herself in the bedroom mirror.

“It’s no trouble at all. That way you can sleep a bit in the car.”

“I won’t sleep, I just had a coffee,” she replied, having indeed just come up from downstairs, after having breakfast in the dining room.

“Then you can rest. I can sleep all afternoon anyway.”

“Yeah, all afternoon… after spending the whole morning driving. No, come on.”

She refused, but I won. I got dressed quickly, still with sleep in my eyes, hair uncombed and without having breakfast, and prepared to drive her to work.

“You couldn’t be more foolish… honestly…” she finally resigned herself as we left the house and got into the car.

We knew each other well. We both knew we were fine, but there was also an undercurrent of strangeness. What happened the night before hadn’t been normal. We were as surprised by ourselves as we were by each other.

I drove in silence. We didn’t talk. The radio was off. There wasn’t even music to break the tension.

Dawn was breaking, with a lingering luminescence that created a glow and a surprising desire to live, to wake up early on other mornings; an old fantasy that never materialized unless out of obligation. Almost no one else on the road.

“At eight… thirty… or so we’ll call Javi, what do you think?” she asked.

“At eight? Maybe at nine. Just when we arrive. And that still seems pretty early to me.”

“They wake them up early, you know,” she said, and I looked at her as if to say there was no rush.

And another silence. We both knew that what happened the night before needed to be discussed, but she wasn’t saying anything, and I thought about Javi, and our life since having him.

Our silence was thick, so I ended up breaking it, but without telling her the reason for my thoughts, which was none other than David’s reflection. And I talked to her about how fleeting our courtship had been, and how brief our period of greatest… physical intensity had lasted.

Ana, with her hair somewhat pulled back, with her long, thick eyelashes, with her legs crossed and covered by her thin gray pants, and with her bust outlined by her shirt and jacket, listened patiently and looked straight ahead.

“Do you remember the fitting room thing?” I asked.

“What? No.”

“What do you mean, no? Shortly after… we started dating… when you had found a job…”

“Oh… right. Yes,” she replied.

I remained silent for a moment, to see if she would continue. And she did:

“But, let’s see… I don’t follow you. Do you miss it or what? Or is this a proposition to… do that kind of thing…?”

“No, no. I’m fine… It’s not…”

“Life has its phases…” she interrupted me. “And it’s… I don’t know. What do you want me to say? A bed is more comfortable…” she smiled.

“Well, it’s not about the place, I don’t know. It’s just the idea that that period probably didn’t last long enough.”

Another silence fell. But I could feel her… I felt that she was turning that over in her mind. Or everything.

“Hey…” said Ana.

“What?”

“So… Last night… among all the peculiarities of the evening… That thing about… That thing about… well, that you wanted to do it standing up… was that why?”

“What? No. I don’t know. It just occurred to me. That’s all.”

“You’re very creative…” she smiled, then giving me a sweet look and caressing my cheek with the back of her hand.

“Yes… maybe,” I replied, and I appreciated that contact, and I could feel her, smell her, and I took her hand, which I kissed in a strange way.

And there was another silence. And I still felt that we both had things to say to each other, even though hardly anything special had happened.

Five more minutes of silence, during which I thought about David and Belén, when it was she who spoke again:

“By the way… You came… a ton yesterday…” she whispered, referring to the seven or eight spurts I had shot onto our bedroom floor.

“Yeah…”

“Does it turn you on that much?” she asked.

“What?”

“Well, the thing with Luci's boyfriend and me.”

“Yes. I don't know. A bit of everything. And all this mess with them,” I replied, almost apologetically.

“There's nothing with them. Trust me. This thing about Belén with other guys is just David's nonsense. It's all David. There's nothing more to it.”

“But I told you what Belén had written to him...”

“I don't care. She was probably joking. There's nothing there. If... besides... last night you thought I was flirting with Albert... you could have thought the same about Belén.”

I looked at her then and made a face of disapproval.

“Trust me, she's my sister, I know her better,” she insisted.

“I don't know... Maybe...” I responded, almost giving in, knowing that, deep down, the logical thing was that it was all just my brother-in-law's nonsense.

“Well, there you go...” Ana said, filling herself with reason.

“You know David got angry?” I warned her then.

“Why?”

“Well, because... let's say... He didn't like that you... stole Belén's spotlight.”

“What spotlight... What nonsense... Seriously...” she protested, somewhat more irritated.

“You're vain, Ana, it's not a big deal.”

“I'm not vain. You've told me that before. And anyway, what would that have to do with anything?”

“Well, there you go,” I said, copying her phrase.

“Nothing there. I have no interest in becoming... I don't know... in being liked by that kid. That's the last thing I need.”

My wife sighed, and it seemed to me that she was faking her indignation or, at the very least, exaggerating it. But she was getting heated. And another silence fell. And then she struggled a bit with the seatbelt, which was pressing against her torso and wrinkling her clothes, and she leaned forward to turn on the air conditioning.

After her movement. And calmer now. She returned to her previous position, with the seatbelt almost wedged between her breasts and continued:

“What we weren't... was very smart.”

“Why?”

“We should have gone upstairs directly after dinner... and... watched from the bedroom window to see if David and Belén were really fooling around with Albert.”

“Yes, that's true.”

“But anyway, we... We wouldn't have seen anything. Because there's nothing to see,” Ana concluded, although it had been she herself who had once again cast the shadow of doubt.

We were consuming miles. The sun was gaining prominence. But we weren't managing to close any topic. And I, beyond Belén and David. Beyond imagining her with Albert... there was something else running through my head.

And, seeing that she was picking up her phone, as if ending our erratic and disjointed conversation, I blurted out:

“Ana... have you ever... liked someone? In all these years? Or fantasized about someone?”

“What? No. Not at all.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. And you?”

“No, I don't think so,” I replied.

“What do you mean you don't think so?” she said, forgetting about her phone and turning the interrogation around.

“No. I mean no. And you? Luis?” I asked, mentioning her office colleague.

“Luis? No way.”

“Well, I don't know. Someone,” I insisted, but I knew she wouldn't say anything.

And more silence. And she looked out the window. And she seemed to be debating whether to take off her jacket or not. And she was readjusting her hair, also unsure whether to let it down or keep it up.

And, suddenly, I heard:

“I don't know... Let's see... Last year... Something did happen to me... I don't know. Something... strange,” she whispered thoughtfully.


CHAPTER 10

Ana dropped that comment and I felt a tingling sensation that carried a kind of alert, as if I suddenly found myself in danger, but I didn’t have time to feel much more because she continued:

“Well, one day... late, at night already, last year, after work... I went to buy something for dinner... and I saw a man...”

“At that twenty-four-hour place?” I asked somewhat nervously.

“Yes, of course, there, next to the office. And... well, the thing is I saw a man, German or Swedish, I don’t know, who looked familiar because he’d come to the real estate office months before... for something about a villa... that he wanted to buy and resell... or something like that. And then I ran into him face to face... like in an aisle, between the shelves... and I was going to greet him... and then he looked at me... and... you know that moment when someone looks at you directly... and it’s the moment when you suddenly doubt whether it’s them or not?”

“Yes... it happens sometimes, yes,” I replied as I drove, listening to her and watching the road.

“Well, the thing is that since I hesitated, I didn’t end up greeting him, just in case, but there was like... the impression, or he... I knew that he was left with the feeling that I was going to say something to him.”

“Okay... And? But... How old was he?”

“Him? I don’t know. Late forties... fifty. And... nothing. Afterward, in the checkout line... I knew he was behind me... You know how you look out of the corner of your eye... And I felt like... he was watching me. I don’t know, and I felt... very exposed. Something strange. Uncomfortable. And then I turned around... I don’t know why, because I knew I wasn’t going to greet him... because I wasn’t sure.”

I glanced for a moment to my right: Ana, flushed from the heat, was remembering thoughtfully, and then she let her hair down, particularly absorbed in her narration, as if reliving it.

“Okay. You turned around and then what?”

“Well... I don’t know. We... looked at each other... And he... didn’t smile at me or anything. But it was his look... Like... I just don’t know how to explain it.”

“But... did he look at you... lustfully?” I asked, trying to make sense of it all.

“No... it was... like confidence, you know? Something like. I mean, the man was attractive... I don’t know. His look was... I’m even embarrassed to say it.”

“Come on, say it. It’s okay,” I said anxiously.

“Well, it was... Like he was telling me with his eyes... ‘If... if I want to... if I want to I could... fuck you.’ You know?” she smiled nervously and uncomfortable for having pronounced that last word.

“What? What kind of look is that?” I asked, extremely nervous but also trying to be funny, attempting to ease the tension.

“Yes... Like... He knows he’s good-looking. He thinks I’m going to say something... absurd... to start a conversation... So... He knows that... he’s just one sentence away from...”

“Okay, and then?”

“And... Nothing. Here comes the intense part,” she said, and I became exaggeratedly alarmed, swallowed hard, but remained silent, “and that is... I turned back to face forward, toward the checkout... and he... put his hand on my hip... But... almost, I don’t know, very very subtly...”

“But did he touch your ass?” I asked tensely.

“No, no, not at all. It wasn’t anything like that, you know? It was like something... between the two of us... but very subtle... in fact the touch was... almost nothing... and he touched, well I don’t know, half shirt, half pants, but definitely not my ass. Waist. And I thought he would say something to me... I thought he would say something... I swear... I thought he was going to say something... like... ‘come, let’s go to my place.’ I mean, it seems crazy, but in the moment it seemed almost obvious, you know?”

“Damn, and what did he say to you?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing, he removed his hand right away... And then I paid... And I left. And I didn’t look... I mean, as I was leaving, I didn’t look to see if he was watching me or anything.”

“And that’s it?” I asked.

“No, the thing is this. The thing is that the next day... I didn’t really have anything to buy, but I went back.”

“What?” I asked, so surprised that I didn’t even feel angry. And I looked at her.

And she was looking at me. Her jacket was uncomfortable, compressed by the seatbelt.

“Yes. I went back. And obviously I didn’t see him. But the fact is that I went back.”

“And did you see him again?”

“No.”

I heard that and didn’t know if I was feeling real pain or just shock. Such was my surprise that I was looking straight ahead when suddenly I heard a beep in the car, indicating that Ana had unbuckled her seatbelt for a moment to take off her jacket and place it on the back seats.

“And why did you go back?” I finally asked, trying to ensure the question didn’t sound accusatory.

“I don’t know. Look... I wasn’t going to do anything. Obviously. I wasn’t going to talk to him... I don’t know, but I went back...” she said as she rolled up the sleeves of her blue shirt.

And I looked at her, with the seatbelt wedged between her breasts, which projected powerfully forward, like two symmetrical swellings... and, out of the corner of my eye, perhaps more from imagination or desire than reality, I thought I saw her nipples pushing through bra and shirt... marking two peaks that would indeed incriminate her.

“And what if he had shown up and spoken to you?”

“Spoken to me?” Ana asked.

“Yes... if... he had suggested some—”

“No way, Sergio,” she interrupted me. “Not a chance. It’s just... I don’t know.”

“Then why did you go back?”

“I don’t know. I just can’t explain it,” she whispered.

“And have you... fantasized about him?” I asked, and my member gave a twitch, making a bulge in my swim shorts, and I realized that her confession had made me tense, but in more ways than one.

There was silence. Ana was taking her time to respond. And my member throbbed again. To the point that if she looked, she would see my swim shorts marked by that thick, elongated component.

“Tell me...” I sighed.

“No... I don’t think so...”

“You don’t think so?” I asked, and I looked down, and indeed saw that my member was pushing against my swim shorts, bouncing, unrestrained.

And I felt her looking at me, and my downward glance provided an unintentional clue... And I returned my gaze to the road, and heard her say:

“I don’t think so. I don’t know. Maybe sometimes.”

And I felt a touch. A caress. Over my swim shorts.

Ana had reached out her hand... and was caressing my cock... over the fabric.

She had revealed herself... And so had I.


CHAPTER 11

I was waiting for her comment. I felt it was imminent. But I knew there would be no disapproval, rather complicity. And while she resisted speaking, I let myself be caressed. And she moved her hand over my swimsuit, in long strokes, drawing a prolonged trace along my member, which wished there was no fabric in between.

I swallowed. My member vibrated. I pretended to focus on the road.

“And... this?” Ana finally asked, with a mixture of mockery and connivance.

“You see,” I responded.

And she continued with that strange rubbing, like an exaggerated fondling, lingering on the length; she did it with her left hand, while she also looked ahead. My member almost adhered to my thigh, and struggled to rise, but couldn’t because the leg of my swimsuit prevented it. And I longed for her to slip her hand in and relieve me, not only to add more friction and to truly feel her hand, but for her to position it upward.

“And you?” she whispered then.

“Me what?”

“If you have... thought these years... about someone... in some... moment of solitude,” she said, in a somewhat strange way.

“I suppose... I don’t know. Sure.”

“About Belén?” she asked.

“Belén? No, no...” I smiled. “Not about Belén.”

“Who then?”

“I don’t know... And you? Anyone else? Luis?”

“Luis? My coworker? You’re crazy...” she responded and continued with that journey of her fingers, which the more subtle it was, the more it killed me.

“Why not? The guy isn’t bad looking.”

“Well... I don’t know...” she responded, and I noticed that the inside of my right thigh was getting wet as a result of some viscous, hot drop that was emerging from the tip of my member. And I looked down for a moment and saw that it was visible, and that one could see with sufficient clarity the exact point where the different bulge of my glans began, and how from there backward the rest of the shaft vibrated... even through the swimsuit the change in relief was noticeable. But she still wouldn’t decide to fully relieve me.

And, suddenly, another twitch, minimal, but which carried upward not only my swimsuit but her hand. As if pushing it, as if lifting it.

“My goodness... Sergio... how you are...” she was surprised in a phrase that was becoming common. “I thought... with what you released yesterday... you’d relax.”

“I am relaxed,” I answered, and looked for a moment toward her, and saw her splendid breasts, creating a figure, a curvature tremendously attractive, almost obscene. I had never noticed that the seatbelt, wedged between her breasts, encouraged a greater separation, a larger size and a visual impact as erotic as it was hypnotic. And I looked back at the road, but I couldn’t help it, and extended my right hand, in a wandering way, somewhat groping, until I reached her breast, which I fondled over her shirt, and felt a mixture between the softness of fabric and the firmness of breast, in a touch that made my member bounce and again move my swimsuit and her hand.

“Careful...” she worried because I might neglect my driving, but she didn’t remove my hand, which continued caressing her shirt with a softness similar to her fondling over my swimsuit; and I remembered that it had been years since we had touched each other like this, in an improvised way, in the car, and I came to remember one specific time, long ago, when we hadn’t lacked desire, after a dinner, but Javi was sleeping in the back seats, and we had finally stopped the boldness almost before it began.

“I’m going to stop there,” I said then, seeing a rest area announced on the highway.

“No, come on, Sergio. What for? We’re already tight on time,” my wife was saying, but neither did she stop her subtle caresses nor did I.

“I need to pee. I swear. With the rush I didn’t pee when I got up,” I told her, and it wasn’t a lie at all.

I then stopped the journey of my fingers over her breast, as I was forced to use that hand to downshift, and she also abandoned me, and adjusted her shirt a bit. The tension was evident. And it was all strange, despite it being her, despite being husband and wife for years.

I took the exit and stopped the car in an open area, guarded by trees at the edges, and about thirty meters from where cars passed, very occasionally, and at considerable speed.

I got out of the vehicle and my erection was noticeable, to the point of knowing that it would be difficult to urinate in that state.

I told her I’d be back soon, walked a few meters away, crossed the parking lot until I skirted a concrete table, surrounded by grass and intended to function as a picnic area; and I went even further away, enjoying in an almost dreamlike way the pleasant temperature and the light air that hit my face.

In a field, and among trees, I closed my eyes and began to urinate. And I felt tremendous relief and felt even more like in a dream. And I wondered if what my wife had confessed to me had bothered me. And I had no answer.

Once I finished, I turned around and began walking back to the car. It felt strange to be there, in a wooded area, but in the middle of nowhere, at that time of the morning, under that twilight luminosity.

To my surprise, Ana was waiting for me outside the car, standing, leaning against her door. And she was looking at me. Somewhat anxious. But I wasn’t quickening my pace. She looked stunning, with those gray pants, those high heels, the blue shirt outlining her chest, her slightly painted lips, her thick, dark and striking mane, competing in wildness and rebelliousness with her eyes.

“Come on, let’s go...” she said, and sighed, when I reached her.

“What...” I protested, shrugging my shoulders, while she looked at her watch and I realized that there was an extra unbuttoned button there, probably as a consequence of my recent caresses on her chest.

“Just that... come on... Look what time it is already,” she tried to rush me.

“You’re being very bossy, aren’t you?” I said, pressing against her, even placing my hands against the car, surrounding her.

“Not bossy, but we’re running late,” she said, but she let herself be encircled.

And I pressed closer. Something was driving me. And I almost pressed my chest and pelvis against her body.

“Yes... Very bossy... Very... Germanic...” I smiled, and she made a kind of grimace, confirming that she had understood my joke, which carried a proposal to return to the subject of her confession.

“I’m not sure if he was German, I already told you. I think he was.”

“In the end, you haven’t told me if... in moments of solitude... as you call them... you thought about him.”

“Maybe...” she answered, and I lowered my hands, and took hers, each of my hands holding one of hers, and I moved back a little, and we looked at each other, and what our bodies were doing was almost childish, cuddly, but our gazes were not.

“Maybe? Come on... what did you think?” I urged, wanting her to finally confess her fantasy with him, her touching herself thinking of him; and, without letting go of our hands, I moved closer, very close, so close that my pelvis bumped against hers, and my chest against her chest, and our cheeks came into contact, and I felt her cold face, but she seemed to radiate heat. And I kissed her cheek, in a loud kiss, tender, almost like after school, on a spring afternoon, of first love. And I smelled her, and it was her, but it wasn’t; it wasn’t because of what she had to confess.

“Alright...” she whispered, in my ear, face to face, and she squeezed my hands, with more strength and complicity.

I moved back a little, without letting go. And I looked into her eyes. And I saw a hint of desire, mixed with blushing.

“Well, I thought that... I imagined...”

“Where?” I interrupted her.

“Where what?”

“Where did you... have your feast... in solitude,” I asked her, because I wanted to visualize her.

“Oh, well... at home, of course. In our bed.”

“Oh, very nice,” I responded ironically, as if that constituted a more flagrant betrayal.

“Yes... well... I thought that... I imagined... that in the checkout line... while he was touching my waist, him being behind me... he pressed against me.”

“And you felt his cock against your ass...”

“Wow... how crude...”

“What.”

“No, yes, I don’t know... I don’t remember, I mean, I don’t think I imagined that, but yes... his touch, his presence, behind me... and what he was saying to me... what he was whispering...”

“What...?” I asked, and I released her hands, and her arms fell limp, and we weren’t touching despite being very close.

“Well... he whispered that... we should go to his place... In my imagination he lived in the building next door,” she smiled.

“Why complicate things...” I smiled too.

“Of course...” she responded, pleasant, jovial, but the tension was palpable.

And then there was silence. She wasn’t saying anything else. She didn’t seem to dare. And I had the impression that it was all true and that she remembered perfectly well what she had fantasized about.

I looked at her face. Her full lips. Her neck. Her somewhat pronounced collarbone. Her neckline accentuated by that unbuttoned button. The glimpse of a blue bra, like the shirt. And more silence. And more tension. And my member throbbed. And then my hands went gently toward her: one to her neck, the other to a breast. And I kissed her. And she turned her face, tilted her head, and let herself be kissed. And she opened her mouth... and stuck out her tongue, and I felt its firmness and its wetness, her fresh breath that merged with mine, and her lower lip, which was always a gift, in every kiss, and she purred, again in a mixture between familiar tenderness and unexplored lust; and the kiss ignited more and then she allowed me to squeeze her breast, although she wasn’t using her hands, she wasn’t touching me, she was letting herself be touched, letting herself be kissed... and it seemed that she was letting herself be unbuttoned... but at the second button of her shirt that I undid, she subtly broke the kiss and whispered in my ear:

“What... are you doing... You’re crazy...”

And I moved away, a little. And I looked at her. And I couldn’t contain myself: one, and two more buttons, and her shirt, tucked inside her pants, but almost completely open. And she remained still. Looking at me. Piercing me with her gaze. Resting her ass and back against the car. With her dark eyes. Accusing me, but not covering herself. And I then moved her shirt aside more, calmly. Each part to one side, adjusting the shirt almost to her armpits, and the garment was pushed aside, beyond the cups of her bra. And I saw and felt the impact of her torso, of her breasts impressively filling those cups, that lace that dutifully contained her substantial breasts. And she didn’t cover herself. And a car was coming, you could hear it, approaching at full speed on the nearby highway. And she looked for a moment in that direction, although by the time she had turned her head, the car had already passed.

“Continue...” I said.

And she then looked down, at my crotch. And I deduced that it was clearly visible there. But I didn’t look. I brought a hand to her face. And I caressed it, in a way that she would appreciate the caress and hoping she would look at me.

“Well... we went up to his place... and...” she said, looking at me, and trying to find the precise words, “and... he... he did it to me in the living room... and then in his bed...”

“And how was he?” I asked and stopped caressing her face, changing to caresses on her cleavage, which was pulsating.

“Well... Imagine...”

“Did he fuck you well...?” I asked, now fondling the lace of her bra cups.

“Yes...” she responded, in an almost childlike whimper, and I was tempted to pull those cups down... to see her breasts once and for all.

And I pressed myself closer to her. And Ana put her hands on my waist. And I couldn’t take it anymore. I kissed her on the cheek and brought my hands to those blue cups, and pulled, slowly, carefully, downward.

“What... are you doing...” she said, in my ear, and brought her hands to my head, to my hair.

But I continued. I closed my eyes. I lowered my face, bent down, and kissed her neck, and then bit there a little, and pulled more on that bra, and fondled flesh, and caressed her breasts, which emerged, partially freed, above that bra that was being violated.

“Stop...!” she protested again, and I covered her a bit, and moved away. And I looked at her. And I saw that her breasts were now only partially covered, that more than half of her areolas were visible, enough for her nipples, hard, pointed, to be visible, just making contact with the edge of that delicate lingerie in form and texture, but substantial in extension.

She looked at me. She knew her nipples were exposed freely. And she accused me with a wild look, but didn’t cover herself.

“And... how did you touch yourself? In our bed. How did you position yourself.”

“Seriously...?” she asked, surprised by the question and somewhat overwhelmed.

“Yes.”

She then looked away for a moment, as if visualizing herself.

“I... rub my clitoris with my left hand...” she said, feigning composure, looking at me again, but now almost with cockiness, “and... I insert a little... almost nothing... the finger... middle finger of my right hand,” she confessed and brought a hand behind her, to pull out part of her hair that was matted against the collar of her shirt; but she continued, phlegmatic, almost smug, without covering those breasts that overflowed and were partially exposed above her bra.

“So...”

“What,” she interrupted me, and looked left and right.

“So... you put your middle finger in your pussy... while imagining how he was fucking you...”

“Yes.”

“Damn...” I sighed, and I looked at her, and imagined her writhing, on our bed, imagining that man fucking her... and I felt jealousy, and arousal... and an uncontainable desire to pull that bra down completely and attack her.

“Damn, what...” she said, apparently somewhat liberated by having confessed.

“And... did you feel guilty afterward?”

“After touching myself in reality or... after doing it with him in my imagination?”

“Well... now that you mention it, both things.”

“Well. In reality no... It’s... my body. And my imagination. And it’s nothing serious. Or it didn’t seem so to me... And in... the fantasy, let’s say... that... after he fucked me... I imagined coming back home, to you and Javi... and acting as if nothing happened...”

“What a bitch...” I whispered.

“You see...” she said, and she surprised me, because finally she did reach out her hand, toward me, and I moved closer, and brought my lips to hers, and kissed her, without closing my eyes, and she used one of her hands to feel my member, in constant struggle with my swimsuit.

“My goodness, Sergio... you’re so... ” she whispered in my ear, between kisses. “Your swimsuit is soaked...” she told me, in something that was half confidence, half provocation.

“Your fault...” I almost panted, against her cheek, pressed against her, feeling her body, feeling even her nipples against my chest, piercing through my t-shirt.

“And you know what was... the most intense part?” she provoked, and I took her hand that was rubbing me, and guided it inside my swimsuit.

“What...” I responded, at the precise moment when she managed to slip her hand in, and she grabbed me, gripped me firmly, and I kissed her cheek, and smelled her perfume, and one of my hands fiercely pulled down one of the cups of that bra, and I squeezed her breast... and felt all its power, all her femininity, all her sexuality, in my hand, and I felt her nipple against my palm and she squeezed my cock harder, roughly, and our faces pressed together, and she whispered:

“The most intense part was that... I imagined that... in bed... he saw my wedding ring... and... when he saw it... he... insulted me...”

“What... did he say to you?” I panted against her cheek, rubbing against each other, and my pelvis moved minimally, in movements that were nothing but pure instinct, and I squeezed her breast... and felt how she was no longer just holding me, but jerking me off.

“He... called me a pig... said I was married... that I was a whore...” Ana whispered in my ear, and I couldn’t take it anymore, I released her breast, moved back a little, put a hand on her cheek and she tried to kiss it; I didn’t recognize her like this, didn’t recognize us... And I said to her:

“Turn around.”

“What.”

“Come on, turn around,” I repeated, and looked around me.

“Why? Are you... are you going to fuck me here?”

“Yes... I’m going to fuck you here.”


CHAPTER 12

I don’t know which of us put more passion, more wetness, and more aggression into the kiss that followed. But it wasn’t normal. Not like this. Not with her. My wife almost moaned and grabbed my cock eagerly. And I squeezed that breast with a mixture of lust and anger, difficult to justify.

And I turned her around.

I broke the kiss and made her turn. And she placed her hands against the car. And she swayed her thick hair. And she looked nervously from side to side, while cars passed in the distance at full speed.

I pulled down my swimsuit. My cock wasn’t pointing forward, but upward. The head was not only completely exposed, but soaked with a shiny, viscous liquid that covered everything.

“They’ll see us... Sergio...” she protested then, but there was no real risk, and she knew it, and I, with my swimsuit pulled down almost to my knees, brought my hands toward her, and embraced her, searching for the button and zipper of her suit pants.

“Sergio... We’re crazy...” she whispered, but she didn’t move her hands, which remained pressed against the car, and she didn’t put any impediment to me opening her pants and pulling them down, along with her panties, to the middle of her thighs.

“Spread your legs...” I panted, behind her, in her ear, with one hand on my cock and using the other to move her hair away from her face.

“Sergio, no...” she protested, in a complaint that wasn’t real, because while disapproving she took one of her hands back, managing to reach me, with accuracy and cunning, grabbing my member again.

I lifted the lower part of her shirt a little and caressed her buttocks, enjoying their fullness and their touch, so soft that it made me even gasp with desire. And I almost pressed myself completely against her, as she wouldn’t let go of my cock and held it firmly. And I wanted to know more:

“What was he like? What was he like?” I asked, at her nape, squeezing her naked buttocks, each hand on one cheek.

And she made me move back a little, and turned her face, but without letting go of me. And she looked at me in a way I’d never seen before, unknown.

“Describe him to me...” I insisted, while she, offering me her ass, but with her face turned toward me, began to masturbate me, skillfully, and continued looking at me.

“He was... tall. Big, with some beard... blue eyes... blond...”

“And he fucked you... and you liked it...”

“Yes...” she said, and swallowed, and half-closed her eyes, and squeezed me until it almost hurt.

“He put you on all fours in his house...”

“Yes...”

And after hearing that I freed myself from her, and made her turn back against the car. And, once I turned her, I pulled her pants and panties down further, until they ended up almost at her ankles, and I myself separated her legs, and her heels scraped the gravel, in a sordid, aggressive sound, like I felt, like I felt both of us were; and I lifted the lower part of her shirt again, I contemplated her beautiful naked buttocks again, which fell suggestively, striking, firm... and I grabbed my cock, and pressed myself more against her, almost crushing her against the car.

“Ana...” I panted in her ear, while aiming to penetrate her.

“What... God... We’re crazy...”

“Ana... You came back... You came back for me to fuck you...”

“No...” she gasped and lowered her head, and I moved her hair aside again, pulled her shirt collar away a bit, drooled on her newly exposed nape, almost snorting there, and moved my pelvis, with bent knees... seeking to penetrate her.

“Yes... You came back for me to fuck you...”

“No... Come on, put it in me...” she implored me, slightly moving her waist, herself seeking to be invaded, there, against the car, with one of her breasts overflowing the bra and the other almost in an identical situation, but more covered, with her shirt open, with her pants and panties at her ankles... and with her pussy craving, craving me... in what was a torrid, furtive and unknown desire between us.

“Come on, Sergio...” she insisted, in a purr; and I, tense, even more from the unbridled excitement than from the context, wasn’t able to hit the mark.

I then lowered one of my hands to feel her pussy and manage to aim better, and she whispered:

“Relax...”

“I am relaxed,” I rebelled.

“No, you’re not...”

“Well... sorry if I don’t do this very often...” I told her while still trying to make my way, but I couldn’t quite find the exact spot.

“Are you blaming me?” she protested, pushed me away a little, and turned around.

The open shirt, her breasts almost out of her bra, her pants and panties pulled down... My cock pointing at her, head-on, rock hard. I couldn’t contain myself. I approached, I hunched over, I attacked her. It wasn’t me. I kissed her neck. I kissed her cleavage. I gave another pull downward on that bra. Her breasts were finally freed, completely and entirely, exposing extensive, rosy areolas, mercilessly exposed. She protested, with a moan that didn’t stop me, and I hunched over more, and grabbed one breast with one hand, and my mouth went for the other with an extravagant eagerness. And I felt her nipple on my tongue, and the delicate and smooth touch of her breast that I shamelessly moistened... and I squeezed the other breast, and felt an urge to bite there... imagining her desire for another man, for that man... as if by feeling her dirtier, by feeling her unfaithful in thought, I concluded that she deserved vilification and humiliation on those breasts.

“Ahh...” Ana moaned, running her fingers through my hair, tangling them there... while I devoured her breasts...

“Ahhh... Sergio!” she protested when I squeezed harder and when I bit, and then I’d ease up a bit, and instead of biting, I’d lick with my whole tongue, in laps I’d never given before.

“And he sucked your tits, huh...?” I whispered, as I degraded them and made them red.

“No... I don’t know...”

“And how was his cock? Like mine?” I panted against her breasts, going to bite the other one, which I felt equally hard, and which I was glad was dry.

“Yes... like yours... or bigger,” she whispered, holding my head, pressing her breasts together with her elbows, letting herself be devoured.

“Bigger? Thicker?” I asked, while lowering one of my hands, searching for her pussy.

“Yes... Thicker. I imagined it very thick...” she provoked me, and then my fingers reached the entrance of her pussy, and I felt thick, exalted, exaggerated lips, already parted. And she flexed her legs slightly; she was melting, and I had barely touched her.

I inserted a finger. And it entered without any difficulty. All the way in. And she neither gasped nor sighed, she was so insultingly open. And I exhaled a “fuck...” shocked by her excitement, not knowing how much of it was because of me and how much because of that man.

“Ana...”

“What...” she moaned, while I drove that finger into her and used my other hand to caress her face.

“You sucked his cock... Did you imagine sucking his cock?”

And my wife, in front of me, impaled by that finger, but barely feeling it, turned her face slightly, and sought my thumb... and she looked at me, aroused, and lasciviously bit that finger, and I looked at her reddened breasts, swollen, glistening with my saliva, and then I looked into her eyes, and she whispered:

“Yes... I imagined sucking it...”

“Yes...?”

“Yes... and...”

“What?”

“That... I came imagining him coming in my mouth...”

“Fuck, Ana...”

“He came in my mouth and insulted me... He called me a whore... a married whore...”

“Fuck, Ana...” I sighed. “Turn around, fuck, turn around!” I gasped; I couldn’t take it anymore, and I made her turn, I was going to fuck her, I had to fuck her; and she let herself be moved, and again she offered me her buttocks, her pussy, and positioned herself against the car, and lowered her head, obscured beneath her mane of hair.

And I grabbed my cock and lifted her shirt a bit to rest my member on her naked buttocks, to rub my member there, before fucking her.

And then I heard the sound of a car, but this time it was different, it was a more subtle sound, but closer. And I looked to my left, and a car was taking the turn, toward us.

And I felt dread at being discovered, but that didn’t diminish an uncontrollable desire; and I grabbed my cock, and I shook it: once, twice, three times... And the car was getting closer.

“Oh...” I gasped.

“Sergio, no! What are you doing!”

And I exploded. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I didn’t understand why I had done it. But I couldn’t control myself. Just four strokes and an overwhelming climax enveloped me. And I trembled. Convulsed. There. Behind my wife. And I felt an immense pleasure even before anything erupted from me. And another “Ohhh-hh!” and then yes, the disgrace, the inevitable, a long, thick lash landed on her back, on her shirt, in a vertical, thick, whitish streak. And a “Sergio, no!” was protested as soon as she felt the wetness and heat seeping through her shirt... Just as another jet, almost identical, fell heavily and parallel, in another white streak that soaked her. And the car was approaching, slowly; I could hear it. And the third jet emerged with less force, sliding from my member and watering her buttocks. And she no longer protested, she just let herself be soaked, her skin and her clothes, and I... guilty and scared of being discovered... began to pull up my swimsuit, still wrapped in the last sparks of my orgasm.

I then looked to my left and saw how the car stopped, about twenty meters away. And if its driver or whoever was inside looked, they wouldn’t see anything relevant of me anymore, but they would see the exposed legs of a woman, and a man, pressed against her, crushing her against a car.

“Fuck, Sergio, move away...”

“If I move away they’ll see us...”

“Who? What are you saying?”

“Some people over there,” I said, and I looked in that direction, but nobody was getting out of the car.

“Fuck, Sergio. I don’t know... Seriously? But clean me up,” she choked out.

“I don’t have anything. Do you have paper? Tissues? In the car?” I asked.

“No, God... Sergio... I don’t have... I’m soaked...” she whispered, desperate, with her head down and keeping her hands against the car.

And then, in a fit of shamelessness, though feeling I had no other choice, I took off my T-shirt, moved away a little... and began to clean those buttocks... and that back... that shirt... with it, creating a viscous mess on the blue fabric that almost seemed more flagrant... and then I looked down and saw white drops, scattered, that had splashed onto her underwear and pants. But I said nothing, nor did I look toward that car; I simply crouched down and helped her cover herself. I pulled up her pants, and she must have felt it when the silk of her underwear came back into contact with her skin and with her sex, must have felt that there was something wet and foreign on that underwear, but she didn’t protest. And she moved a little away from the car, and from me, and, always keeping her back to me, without turning around, she adjusted her bra, covering her breasts, and buttoned her shirt, while I looked again at that car, from which a man was emerging, talking on the phone, with no apparent suspicion or interest in us.

“Damn... Sergio... I have to go to the office like this,” she sighed, and the stains on the lower part of her shirt were certainly scandalous; there were several spots where the shirt was a much darker blue than it should have been.

“And what about me...” I said, seeing myself with a bare torso, there, at eight in the morning, in the middle of nowhere.

“You... You’ll just have to deal with it...” she said then, but without too much hostility, and I could see that she felt there was something delirious about it, a shared mischief, that prevented her from getting completely angry.

We got into the car. And soon I was driving, shirtless. And Ana was uncomfortable, feeling the wetness on the lower part of her back, and who knows where else.

“I’m going to kill you...” she sighed.

“Let’s stop by home. And change.”

“No, Sergio. I’m already half an hour late. If we go to change, I’ll be in real trouble. I suppose this will dry.”

“And me?”

“And you what? You’ve got some nerve!” she smiled. “You figure it out... and learn to control yourself.”

“Well, I’ll just put it back on. I don’t think anyone on the bus will suspect anything.”

There was silence then. I was driving. I looked at the clock. It was true that we were really late.

“You’re coming tomorrow, I suppose,” I said, knowing that the possibility of her getting away that same Thursday, after not having worked Wednesday afternoon, seemed impossible.

“Yes, damn it, Sergio, seriously, I’ll kill you,” she protested again, leaning forward, trying to prevent her lower back from contacting the seat.

“Did I come a lot or what?”

“A lot? You have... a... fountain down there... Sergio...”

“Serves you right... For telling me those things...” I said, and looked at her.

And she shook her head. And smiled. And she loosened her shirt from her pants a bit, again wanting to avoid the contact of her skin with that thick paste that was making her uncomfortable.

And then, with another smile, which was almost laughter, and which made my chest swell, she whispered again:

“Seriously... You’re such a melon... I could kill you.”


CHAPTER 13

Thursday, August 5.

10:20 PM.

Having just found Cassiopeia, and almost completely certain that that point of light was Antares, I was enjoying the twilight, peace, and solitude from my chair in the garden. And it wasn’t even a particularly sought-after or intended solitude, but rather how things had naturally unfolded practically since I’d dropped Ana off at work.

I hadn’t heard much more from her, nor had she heard about my tortuous and exhausting bus journey. I also hadn’t given much thought to all that business with David, or whether he might be angry with me. I had been napping, resting, escaping from my own mind; nor had my wife’s fantasy about that German man disturbed me; I was convinced it had been something momentary, almost childish, a timid and harmless rebellion against the inevitable monotony of marriage. I too had occasionally fantasized about some client who had come to my studio, or about some colleague; some occasional and forgettable tribute.

I had even eaten dinner alone in the house. I knew that Albert and Lucía had gone out with some of her friends. I hadn’t heard anything from David and Belén.

I looked at my phone, it was strange that Ana had gone so long without giving any sign, so I wrote her a terse “where are you?”, simultaneously hearing and feeling movement in the house, and then I could see the porch light turning on.

It wasn’t long before my brother-in-law made his appearance, wearing his blue sweatpants, almost as classic and aged as the house itself, and a gray t-shirt. He was walking toward me, skirting the pool, illuminated by that artificial, whitish light, with a beer in his hand. And he didn’t need to say anything, it was curious, but just by his walk I knew he had nothing against me, despite the evidence that I had let the cat out of the bag.

He gestured to me, pointing at his bottle, and raised his voice:

“Want one?”

“Yes, sure!” I answered, after clearing my dry throat.

My brother-in-law turned around and went back to the house, crossing paths with his wife, who, dressed in a white swimsuit that fit her body impeccably, was coming with swimming goggles in one hand and a yellow towel in the other.

“Were you sleeping this afternoon?” she almost shouted then, so I could hear her.

“Yes, for a while!” I answered, as she placed her towel on the fence surrounding the pool and started putting on her swimming goggles.

“We were going to let you know about going to the beach and having a drink! I wasn’t sure…! The door was closed…!”

“Yes, well… I don’t know about sleeping! Resting for sure!” I raised my voice from my position, wondering whether to stand up.

Belén then asked me about Ana and I told her she would come the next day, to spend the weekend, and then she got into the water, and began to swim with a peculiar, trained skill, which first surprised me, and then relaxed me.

I could hear her arm strokes and her gentle kicking, until those hypnotic sounds were overlapped by the sound of David’s flip-flops, who passed the pool and came up to me. He offered me the beer, I thanked him, and then he sat down next to me and said in a low voice:

“Damn, I get lazier every year, this summer I haven’t even brought up the refrigerator from the basement yet.”

And then silence fell. We simply watched Belén swimming. My brother-in-law seemed calm, with cheeks that revealed heat and flushing. I then asked him about his afternoon and he told me they had gone to the beach and afterward had some beers with a married couple. I deduced that he would have had four for each one that Belén had drunk.

I knew him. He didn’t hold anything back. I knew he would want to get it out as soon as possible. And so it was:

“Hey, Sergio. Why the fuck did you tell her?”

I remained thoughtful for a moment. There was no evidence, so I considered playing dumb. And it was he who continued:

“Look. And don’t deny it. Because it wasn’t normal. Ana likes to be liked, every time… someone new appears she has to make a scene… but it was excessive.”

“What do you want me to say…” I finally said, after a small sip. “It doesn’t matter anyway. After all, she didn’t believe it.”

Another silence fell. David looked at his beer and swirled it a little inside the bottle. Belén touched one edge of the pool and pushed off again to make another lap, in that pool no more than twelve or thirteen meters long.

“Look,” he continued, “I don’t care, as long as all this doesn’t come full circle and end up with Belén. Because if Belén finds out I blabbed, she’ll really give me hell.”

“Ana isn’t going to say anything, because she simply doesn’t believe it.”

“That she doesn’t believe it… what can I tell you… I don’t buy it,” he said suddenly, with his usual animosity toward her.

“Come on, don’t exaggerate,” I protested at his tone.

“What’s the problem? Should I care whether she believes it or not?” he bristled, but in whispers, without raising his voice.

I knew that their reconciliation was a lost battle. They didn't fit together; there was nothing to be done. But it did bother me that he intended to speak about her in such a derogatory tone, especially in my presence.

“She’s obsessed with exercise. What a woman...” David whispered then, referring to his wife, who was swimming in a perfect loop, like a metronome that rocked us.

And I thought about Belén, and about him. And it was all so absurd, and so impossible, yet at the same time so possible, that I ended up whispering:

“But what’s it like?”

“What’s what like?”

“That. I mean. Look. You go to a hotel with some guy... does he come to your house?” I asked, in a very low tone.

“Are you trying to get turned on or what?” he laughed. “I’m not going to tell you.”

“No, jeez. I don’t mean the... act itself... but...

“The logistics?”

“Yes, that’s it.”

“I don’t know, man. The location is irrelevant. And the logistics couldn’t be simpler,” he said, also in whispers, and he drank from his beer, and didn’t say anything else, but I knew he was struggling to contain himself.

“Well, honestly... I don’t really see the appeal. And how’s it going with Albert?” I asked.

“You don’t see the appeal, you say?” he asked, almost more annoyed than surprised. And I nodded.

“Look,” he said, settling more comfortably in his chair, and glancing briefly at how his wife was swimming before looking at me, “I’m going to explain it to you in a very simple way. You’ll understand it very easily.”

“Let’s hear it.”

“Look. When was your first time masturbating? At what age?” he asked me, surprising me a little.

“Well... Mmm... I don’t know. It would have been... around... twelve... Something like that.”

“Okay. Now remember that moment. The first one. Or the first few, I don’t care.”

“Okay. Yes. I more or less remember it,” I replied.

“What do you remember?”

“Physically?”

“No, no. Look. You, and everyone else... The feeling you have in those moments is like... ‘damn, what a discovery, so I can do this whenever I want,’ right? I mean: ‘I have the ability, by myself, to feel, to give myself, this pleasure.’”

“Okay. Yes. True. It’s true I thought something similar,” I replied, captivated by him, as was usual when he started theorizing.

“Like a discovery we could say, right?” he clarified.

“Yes.”

“Okay. When did you lose your virginity?”

“Well... first year of college.”

“Seventeen? Eighteen?”

“Eighteen already.”

“Okay. Well, similar. It’s like leveling up. Another stage. You say: ‘okay, from now on, for the rest of my life, I’ll do this, and I’ll feel this, which is awesome, right?’ That’s two levels.”

“Yes, okay. I see where you’re going with this.”

“Do you? Well, it’s that simple,” he said, repositioning himself in his chair again, and then taking another long swig of his beer, finishing it, and I sensed he was about to let loose completely.

“That simple? Third level?” I prompted.

“Yes, that’s it...” he whispered. “When I... saw Belén for the first time... with a hunk... I said: ‘holy shit, this is another level.’ It’s not better or worse than masturbating or fucking. Well, it’s better than masturbating. But let’s say it’s... another thing entirely. So much another thing... that afterward, fucking almost tastes like... I don’t know, too little taboo, too... normal.”

“Really?”

“Yeah... you still fuck and all that... of course, but damn... Look, Sergio, come closer... do you know what it’s like to see your wife... spread-eagled on your bed... with some stud’s cock... going in and out... and she looks you in the face...? Damn... that’s incredible, man. You have to experience it... It’s just... what you feel... it’s like when you fuck her, you feel it, but when they’re fucking her and you’re watching... you focus more on her... you see her more... maybe with you she gives it her all the same... but you see how she gives even more, that she’s more... slutty... that she’s hotter... and also the face of the stud, who looks at you like... ‘damn... your wife is dying of pleasure here.’ Fuck, Sergio, that’s enough to shit yourself.”

I swallowed hard. My gaze drifted to the pool while I felt my brother-in-law's warm, alcohol-laden breath on my face. I could hardly believe he was telling me all this, especially with Belén right there... Though I wouldn't have been surprised if it weren't David. I looked back at the pool and saw his wife's impeccable swimming, her ass, wrapped in that white swimsuit, almost breaking the water's surface, suggestive, firm, attractive...

“Yeah... well... When you put it that way...” I managed to whisper.

“One night... this young guy...” he continued, his face close to mine. “The youngest we've ever been with... He destroyed her, man. They went until dawn. I'd sleep, wake up, sleep, wake up, and the guy was still going 'bam, bam, bam,' like a fucking jackhammer. Belén was wrecked. She slept for two days straight afterward. That's fucking amazing. And afterward, she's even happier... Happy isn't the word. Grateful... I don't know, calmer, at peace.”

I listened to him while watching Belén swim, and inevitably my imagination ran wild, picturing her giving herself to another man. I felt somewhat guilty, and even guilty on David's behalf, as I found what I was hearing—and what I was imagining—tremendously inappropriate.

“And with little Albert, let's see,” he continued. “It's very complicated. It's always been with someone... very planned out. The truth is this kid's situation is a bit crazy... I think Lucía doesn't give a damn about him, they probably won't even last the summer, but fuck, they're dating as of today... like it or not... And to approach him directly... like 'hey, fuck my wife while I watch.' I don't know, maybe it has to happen naturally. One night... Look, maybe tomorrow we could get wasted with the kid and see what happens.”

“Tomorrow night?”

“Yeah.”

“Nah, Ana's coming again. She'll be here for the weekend,” I replied, ruining his plan.

“Is she working again next week?”

“Yeah, yeah. August... it's rare she can take days off.”

That slight change of subject gave me a breather. It wasn't that my slight arousal was close to becoming visibly tangible, but I felt I preferred not to let things go any further. However, it was then the swimmer who made it so my mind didn't have to imagine; my imagination gave way to my eyes, which fixed on Belén as she emerged from the water and then dried her dark hair without making any fuss, but she couldn't prevent either her ass from diligently marking the swimsuit, or her nipples from revealing, through the white fabric, that the water at that hour was sufficiently cool.

And she was approaching us. And my brother-in-law didn't seem to show any disturbance or guilt.

“Hey, David. Let's go tomorrow, then. To Laura's kids' thing,” said Belén, standing in front of us, with her hair, usually curly, now straight from the moisture, wrapping itself in her towel.

“Psss,” my brother-in-law protested. “But there's nothing in the village.”

“Don't be difficult, David. There's a toy store that's really good. You know that perfectly well.”

“Buy them online. I'm taking the boat out tomorrow.”

Belén protested. David did too.

“Toy store? How old are they?” I tried to mediate.

“Mmm... Nine and eleven,” Belén answered.

“Well... I have experience,” I told her.

“Really? Would you do me the favor of coming? This guy is such a... slacker.”

“I'm on vacation, Belén,” David protested.

“And me? And him?” his wife interrupted, indignant.

“Well then, looks like you're it, buddy,” David smiled, giving me a little nudge on the elbow.

“No, seriously. I don't mind,” I said, and Belén suggested meeting at eleven in the morning to head to the village, and I accepted, and soon she was leaving, wrapped in her yellow towel, asking David to please not wake her when he came to bed.

“She always gets what she wants... That's how she is,” David whispered as his wife walked away. “Hey, I have fights recorded.”

“Yeah?” I asked, as my phone lit up.

“Yeah, my fights... on VHS... since I only have the old VCR here, I can only watch them here.”

“You know you can convert them to digital, right?” I said while seeing that Ana had written to me, and I didn't really pay attention to what my brother-in-law was answering, as I read on my phone:

“Oh my God, Sergio... I'm going to kill you... I'm so turned on... I was smelling... semen... in the office all day. I think even Luis or Diana must have suspected something.”

I swallowed hard. I imagined her for a moment in the real estate office, aroused, with her shirt still stained... and with those drops on her panties... And I said to David:

“I'll watch those fights with you another day... I think I'll go to bed now...”

And after saying that, without looking at him, I stood up, ready to go to my bedroom, and typed:

“Really? Very turned on? And thinking about what? Tell me.”


CHAPTER 14

Countless times over the past twelve years, I had felt enthusiasm, even eagerness, upon receiving a message from Ana, although almost always it had been because I was immersed in a situation of waiting for a paragraph that was, let’s say, romantic. This time was markedly different; I climbed the stairs of the house, heading to the bedroom, and noticed how the screen lit up, how my phone received that message from my wife, and I thought about the few times, all of them very distant, when I had felt tension before reading a message from her that was more or less sexual in nature.

I entered the room and felt it was incredibly stuffy, and I cursed myself for not having ventilated it. I then opened the window, plugged in the mosquito repellent device, placed my phone on the bed, and began to undress.

I conceived that the occasion deserved a certain ritual, so I didn’t prepare to read my gift until I was settled: on the bed, completely naked, feeling the breeze that came through the window making the curtain wave slightly, and illuminated by the yellowish light of the bedside lamp.

Once established, feeling the warm sheets on my ass and legs, and feeling the headboard bars uncomfortable against my back, I took a breath, felt my pulse slightly altered, and began to read.

My wife told me that she had been uncomfortable all day and blamed me, amid laughter, endearments, and tacit arousal, for having left her hanging at that rest area. She also told me that she hadn’t wanted to leave her desk much but that she had to go to her colleague Luis’s desk, and that he had stood up then, and, to go around her, had gently placed his hand on her waist, on the lower part of her back, where her shirt, “right there.”

“It would have been more than dry by then... Ana,” I typed then, refuting her, concluding that she was probably exaggerating.

“Yes, well, dry yes, but the texture remains... strange, like cardboard. Maybe he noticed it,” she responded, and I was waiting for her to tell me more, but after that, nobody wrote.

And, when I wanted her to raise the level of lust in her next text, Ana wrote, but to ask me about my day.

“Nothing relevant,” I told her, with a clear eagerness to return to the previous topic.

And nobody wrote again, so I couldn’t contain myself any longer:

“Since I left you hanging...” I typed.

“What.”

“That... you could touch yourself... thinking... about the German...” I ventured.

“Now?” she asked immediately, and I, without her face present, couldn’t gauge her level of alertness or surprise.

“Yes. Why not? Did you only touch yourself that one time?” I wanted to confirm.

“Yes, just once,” she responded.

“Well... tonight... you could repeat it... I’d give you your time... and then you write me your impressions,” I pushed.

And after writing that she didn’t respond. And I didn’t know if she had immediately taken me at my word or if she had chosen to ignore me. However, either way, there was something that didn’t quite fulfill me in that proposition. There was something about that German that didn’t completely satisfy me.

I looked at my naked member, tilted toward one leg, dark, and my balls resting on the sheets, warm, between my legs, and I did feel a small thrill of arousal, but I felt that I needed something more.

And, suddenly, I found myself typing:

“The problem with that German... is that I can’t picture his face.”

“I don’t really remember much about him either,” Ana responded immediately.

“I’d prefer someone... I don’t know... that I could actually imagine,” I wrote, in what was more of an introspective thought.

She then put an emoji of a figure doing something similar to shrugging. And then I wrote:

“You could touch yourself thinking about Albert.”

I had just thrown it out there. And it didn’t seem like an extraordinary madness to me either. After all, it was just imagining, and, obviously, it was more visualizable and perhaps also more arousing, given everything we had been through these days, than imagining a blurry German.

Ana didn’t respond. I really doubted that she would tell me to get lost and that my double or nothing would end up being the latter.

“What do you think,” I insisted, and then I saw on my screen that she had started typing.

“I don’t know... Sergio. Let’s see... okay... I can try...” I read, and said nothing. I waited.

I then looked at my member which seemed to have swollen slightly; imagining my wife, touching herself... thinking about that boy, had a superior quality for me. So I gave her time.

I stood up. I went to the bathroom. And I brushed my teeth thinking about why we had never done these kinds of things. And I wished that Ana was thinking the same as me, and that she had the same desire to make up for lost time.

I returned to the bedroom. I looked at my phone. There was nothing new. And I went, completely naked, to the window; I moved the curtain aside, and saw how the pool and garden rested in peace. And I saw the two chairs, David’s and mine, alone, but alive, like a kind of double totem, almost a magical genesis of everything.

And I went back to bed. And I waited a little longer. And my phone finally lit up.

“Done,” Ana had written.

“Already? Tell me, what did you think about,” I typed, slightly nervous, lying back on the bed, with my legs slightly apart, my member resting, with an explicit eagerness to begin to act.

“Well... in the end... I thought about us. About us finally doing it next to the car.”

“Oh, really?” I asked, disappointed.

“Yes... Uff... it was great. Super exciting.”

“So you moved on from Albert, then?”

“Yes. I don’t know...”

“Well...” I typed.

“Don’t you want me to tell you what I thought about?” Ana asked.

“Yes, yes, of course,” I replied, and let her write.

I set my phone aside for a moment and held my member, which looked even more disappointed than I was. And immediately I felt a bit bad, because I knew I couldn’t demand that pace from her, that the car incident had already been crazy enough and that I should appreciate that she had chosen to think about me.

Once I knew she had finished elaborating, I read her message, and found that in her narration my wife described how we had finally gotten into the car, and how we had done it there, and how we had both had an orgasm... and she related, blushing but making an effort, how we kissed, how we bit each other’s necks, and, finally, in a notable act of daring, she had narrated how my member had filled her completely and how I had emptied myself inside her, something she had found particularly exciting and pleasurable.

“How was that?” she asked afterward.

“Good... Very good. We should have finished it properly. That’s clear,” I replied, and then nobody wrote anything, and then we ended up, indecisively, saying goodnight and saying goodbye.

And I remained thoughtful, looking at the ceiling, restless, and aroused, but not because of what I had read, but because of what could have been. And I didn’t blame her for disappointing me, but rather loved her for her modesty and candor.

And I turned off the bedside lamp. Refusing to think about her, and Albert; and refusing to remember David’s stories. I refused to touch myself and to imagine, as if by doing so I could contain that which was germinating within me.


CHAPTER 15

Friday, August 6.

12:26 in the afternoon.

Seated in a metallic silver chair on a terrace, with a steaming cup of coffee within reach, facing the seafront promenade, I tried to appreciate the smell of the sea, knowing that happiness can only exist in the present and in full presence. How many times during winter had I longed for that smell and that tranquility.

My interaction with Belén wasn’t completely relaxed, but not to the point of feeling genuine discomfort, so I could inhale fresh air and enjoy the silence in her presence.

I leaned forward slightly to add sugar to my coffee and glanced sideways at my morning companion: my sister-in-law Belén, as absorbed as I was, with crossed legs, smoking with poise and placidity, gazing at the sea. The third chair was occupied by a bag of toys, evidence of our successful mission.

She looked beautiful. It was curious how all the sisters had quite a few moles, some very pretty, very black; perfect circles that gave them personality. If Ana had one near her lip and another in the center of her cheek, which I used to tease her about because it looked fake, like a clown’s makeup, Belén had two on each side of her face, creating an almost artificial symmetry.

That morning she was wearing a knit dress, but a summer one, with horizontal colored stripes that molded to her body and completely freed her toned arms. Her dark curly hair, which fell just brushing her shoulders, was her signature feature, as was her frankness, her directness, or her seriousness—elements that made me think she hadn’t conspired with her husband in that childish game of teasing me or pulling my leg. And she didn’t need to cross her legs or exhale cigarette smoke with nonchalance for me to see a sexuality manifested in her forms and body language. And that sexuality contained such self-assurance and confidence that at times it made me think her encounters with other men might be true.

And at the precise moment when my lips announced that the coffee had reached a tolerable temperature, I heard her say:

“So, how are things going with you two?”

I then placed the coffee cup on the silver metallic table, matching the chairs, and told her certain updates, which were more about our son Javier than about Ana and me, because about us there was hardly anything to tell. And I felt strange talking about my family unit like this, and about our lives, because we never directly asked each other such things, perhaps because I had very rarely been alone with her, and only in intimate contexts does one ask, and, above all, answer, with certain depth.

“And how are you two doing?” I asked once I had finished my exposition.

“Well... how do you see us?” she answered immediately, surprising me.

“You and David?”

“Of course. There’s no one else,” she responded seriously, and I feared she was asking me how their marriage looked from the outside.

“Well, good, I don’t know. David is the same as always.”

“And me? Am I the same as always?” she asked, and I felt uncomfortable.

“What... Sorry... I didn’t underst—”

“No, forget it. I’m sorry. I think turning forty hasn’t been good for me,” she said, without looking at me, and leaning slightly toward the table to bring the ashtray closer.

“I think you look fine. The same as always,” I managed to respond.

“Really? But no, well. I don’t know why I bother. Because that one... It’s not like he takes much care of himself... He has a belly... you should see it,” she said, undoubtedly referring to David.

“He’s been putting on weight lately, yes...” I sympathized, alluding to her husband’s neglect, and looking for a smile from her, which didn’t come.

“And how much he drinks,” she said, looking at me.

“Yes, that’s true,” I held her gaze, and then she took another drag and looked toward the sea.

“I mean...” she continued, “he doesn’t get silly, that would be the last straw. The truth is he knows how to drink, he always has, and he knows when. But still... it’s a lot.”

“Yeah... he knows when... but sometimes the problem can be how much...” I said, uncomfortable, not really wanting to criticize David, and taking refuge in my coffee.

A silence fell then. We both looked toward the promenade. There were hardly any sounds attacking us or elements distracting us. I knew Belén would continue, and I didn’t want to get defensive, but she wasn’t making it easy.

“And Ana... does she have an issue with me?” she asked, after half a minute of dead calm.

“Ana? No. Why?”

“I don’t know. She seems a bit... distant. She used to be more... affectionate,” she said, and took another drag, which sounded hollow, perfect.

“Really? Well... It’s complicated... for her, since she’s been at the real estate agency, and can’t come like when she was at the consulting firm. We’re... I’ll probably be here for two weeks... You guys... I don’t know, but more than a month... right? And she only comes on weekends...”

“Nah, that’s not it,” she interrupted me. “There are people you see once a year and within two minutes everything’s the same as always.”

“Ana’s relationship with David doesn’t help either,” I said then. And she looked at me, directly, and said:

“David is an idiot. I don’t know why I married him,” she commented humorously, and after that phrase she did smile slightly, and her smile was contagious, as it felt good to me, like a sudden relief, perhaps because of how hard it had been to get it.

“You should know… You should know why you married him…” I said, maintaining my smile.

“Well, you know what? I think I married him… for the sex.”

I knew then that my gaze toward her was changing. She had to notice it. My uneasiness. My astonishment. And she took another drag, looking at me, and concluded:

“Yes, for the sex. For how he fucked, I mean. Well, for how he fucks.”

And she said it in an eminently serious way; so solemn that it somehow oppressed me. And then another drag; and then she decided to release me, like the smoke, diverting her eyes from me and taking them back toward the sea.

And I took advantage of the silence, and of her gaze getting lost in the distance, to observe her, to look at the contours of her dress, the firmness of her breasts, her almost feline features, like those of her sisters, but she always with that indecipherable quality, of involuntary mystery. She possessed attractive attributes, perhaps not as striking as Ana’s, but she was undoubtedly a very desirable woman; perhaps, or surely, and because of her personality, more as a lover than as a partner.

And I was thinking that this Belén, the real one, the one I had in front of me, didn’t resemble the one from the dalliances with Albert. And I wondered why, what was happening there, what was the loose end, when she said:

“Hey, thanks for coming with me. I’m completely lost… when it comes to toys… Kids…”

“Yeah. Well. You’re welcome… I am… I’m used to it,” I responded and had the sudden temptation to ask her why they didn’t have children.

And then she, after a brief silence, and as if reading my mind, blurted out:

“Aren’t you going to ask me why we don’t have… little devils of our own?”

“I’m discreet,” I smiled, taking advantage of her strange and casual noun.

And there were thick silences between sentence and sentence. And she alternated almost tenderness with a drier, tougher, almost masculine attitude.

“Oh. Wait. I’m going to say hello,” she said suddenly, and stood up and crossed over to the promenade, with her smoking cigarette. And I saw her curves, which were more than David lamented about, and I saw her ass, perfectly lifted, despite her flat sandals. And she threw her cigarette to the ground before not only enthusiastically greeting a girl who was with her partner, but she even rewarded the casual encounter with a hug, which I felt was especially valuable, considering her usual composure.

I finished my coffee then and took my mobile phone out of my pocket. And I saw that Ana had written to me and that David had sent me a voice note. And I wanted to delay reading more from my screen, because doing so meant returning to reality, and leaving Belén behind, and leaving that morning which was exactly the type of setting and in some way the effect or pleasure that I had gone there to seek that summer.

I looked at my watch. Belén was talking with that couple. The fresh morning air had long since changed to a thick gust; and finally I returned to my phone, and wanted to start with my wife, who had written:

“Did I disappoint you a bit yesterday? You wanted me to have thought about the guy, didn’t you? Sorry…”

And after her phrase there was an emoticon of a face looking upward. And I filled my lungs. And I felt love. And I read her next message:

“I want to see you… And to be at the house… I hope to be there around nine or a bit after nine, for dinner.”

And I was going to answer her, but I decided to first check what my brother-in-law might want, in case it could be something urgent, some errand or something he wanted from town. I brought the phone to my ear and listened:

“Hey champ, the sea is fucking awesome, sorry for sticking you with the pain in the ass. I’ll be around all day, but I’ve roped in little Albert, well, almost forced him, to put up with me for a while since he’s got a free house anyway. So, a few drinks with him in town at seven thirty. You’re coming whether you like it or not, don’t mess with me. At the bar from last year, the one you crawled out of on Ana’s birthday. At seven thirty. Come on, man, see you there.”

And he said goodbye just like that, assuming the date was set. And I hesitated for a moment, as I definitely wanted to be at the house when Ana arrived, but I concluded that I would have time to drink with them for a while and, incidentally and in a way, be a lifeline for the guy.

So I accepted.


CHAPTER 16

Friday, August 6.

8:50 PM.

His walk wasn’t completely unsteady, but I had seen his reddened eyes, just before he’d gotten up to go to the bathroom.

“You’re going to kill him...” I whispered to David, who was wasting no time refilling Albert’s wine glass as he had to evacuate all the liquid he kept consuming.

“Shhh... These kids drink more alcohol than you and I do every weekend,” my brother-in-law smiled.

“He doesn’t seem used to wine,” I countered.

“But this is nothing, Sergio. It’s like water.”

“Like water... sure...” I responded, sitting across from him at the last table in the last bar on the oldest street in town. “By the way, whatever happened to... disliking the kid... so he’d do it to Belén with more enthusiasm,” I finished saying, in a phrase that revealed I wasn’t completely sober either.

“I can turn that around in no time. When the moment comes... I can make him want to kill me in two or three sentences.”

I looked at him then, took another drink, and had no doubt he was right.

The conversation with the young man was proving quite entertaining. He didn’t seem to be overflowing with culture, but he had some interesting responses. I couldn’t deny I was enjoying it and felt curious about the trick David would soon deploy, but I knew I’d have to leave shortly. I checked my watch and said to David:

“Don’t pour me any more. I’ll finish this one and head to the house. Ana should be arriving soon.”

“Wait, wait. This is about to get fun...” he replied, confirming that my calculations were correct.

We drank in silence. I scrutinized my brother-in-law, who was leaning his elbows on the wooden table. From a distance came the repeated arguments of locals. The heat was suffocating at the end of that narrow cave.

Albert emerged from the bathroom. Disoriented. And made his way to his stool. His cheeks matched his eyes. His blond hair, swept back, revealed a recent refreshing.

He sat down and drank half a glass in one gulp, before even looking at us.

My brother-in-law then put his hand on his shoulder and asked about Lucía. He wanted to start slowly, inquiring about where they had met. By the third bland question and answer, he couldn’t, or wouldn’t, contain himself:

“You must be fucking like crazy these days...” he smiled.

And, when I expected surprise, or at least evasion, Albert returned the smile and said:

“Well... she told me at the beginning of summer... that in the house... there was a custom of keeping quite...”

“Keeping what?” David grew impatient.

“Well, that. Being silent.”

“Silent... Damn...” he said before drinking again. “But you have fucked in the house... A few times...”

Albert listened to him, staring into nothingness, as if reminiscing, and, without further ado, confessed:

“In the shower.”

“In the shower?” David asked loudly, somewhere between surprise and laughter.

“Yes, well, ultimately the shower is where most... it’s... It’s where you hear the least.”

“So the noise gets masked, right? With the water...” David smiled, delighted and amused by the young man’s revelation.

Albert drank again. And David almost immediately served him another glass, while saying:

“To mask the noise... Did you see that, Sergio? This little Albert is a strategist, right there in front of you.”

“I see, indeed...” I couldn’t help smiling. Not so much for the boy’s trick, but for my brother-in-law’s contagious happiness.

And I looked at my watch again, when I heard:

“Hey, Albertt,” said David, emphasizing the letter t. “Tell us... We’re family here... Your greatest sexual adventure. But one that wasn’t with Lucía. It would be wrong to tell us about that.”

“Not much...” he responded, slurring his words badly between his teeth.

“Come on, damn it. With someone we don’t know. We want to know what wild things the new generations are doing.”

“I, seriously... not much,” he stammered, and I finished my glass.

“Come on, Albert, you’re a player, damn it. I was like you, though now all you see is a fat forty-something.”

The boy glanced at him sideways, smiled, and said:

“No, it’s just that... yes, things have happened to me... but don’t think...”

“Whatever it is, damn it.”

“No, I’m saying don’t think they were... me... doing it with someone.”

“Let’s see, let’s see. Come on, tell us, damn it.”

“I have two things... but I don't know...” he hesitated, and grabbed his glass erratically.

“Okay. Come on. Tell us the first one. Sergio and I want to learn a little from you.”

“I don't know...” replied Albert, taking refuge in another sip.

“Help me out, Sergio,” David said then.

“No, well... If the kid doesn't want to... Can't you see he's embarrassed?” I said, wanting to defend him, but immediately realized I was putting more pressure on him.

“How could he be embarrassed? Come on, damn it,” David raised his voice slightly and put his hand on his shoulder again.

“Okay. Let's see. The first one... It might not be that... crazy. Well, a friend's mother...”

“Damn! A friend's mother. This is starting strong,” my brother-in-law laughed. “What was that line from that movie? 'Before you had my curiosity, now you have my attention,'” David smiled, and Albert didn't even seem surprised.

“Yeah. Well. No, no. I didn't do anything. She probably doesn't even know I exist.”

“So then?”

“Well, in high school... we went to do a group project at a friend's house... Well, not a friend, a classmate. Really nerdy guy. The typical thing of getting close to the smart kid... you know? But his mother, damn...”

“The mother was hot,” David stated more than asked in a whisper.

“Smoking hot.”

“Okay. And?”

“Well... I wasn't paying attention to anything. The nerdy kid and a female classmate were doing all the work. And I don't know... I remember I wasn't even that interested... but I went to pee... And for some reason... I started looking around... in the bathroom.”

“Snooping around.”

“Yeah. And well, you see... It's embarrassing.”

“What embarrassment, my ass. Damn, Sergio, this guy keeps cutting off... he maintains the dramatic tension like Hitchcock.”

“Yeah... and I need to get going...” I answered, checking my phone in case Ana had called or texted me.

“Come on, continue. You can't leave this half-finished now,” David insisted.

“Well... in the laundry basket in the bathroom, there were some panties, okay? The mother's, because he doesn't have sisters, and I took them.”

“Nooo!” my brother-in-law roared with laughter. And he looked at me, opening his eyes very wide.

“Damn...” I whispered, smiling, and prepared to pour myself a little more.

“What a... dirty little son of a bitch...” David laughed, and Albert, even more flushed, shrugged his shoulders.

“And you must have jerked off a thousand times with those damn panties, huh,” my brother-in-law half-provoked, half-joked.

“Quite a few...” the boy smiled. And he drank again. And, after a brief silence, he said:

“Until my mother found them.”

“Nooo...!” he laughed again, and looked at me again. “And? But did you smell the panties, what did you do with them?”

“Pfff...” the poor boy sighed.

“Come on!”

“Yes... I smelled them.”

“Damn, what a pervert...! Well, good. And what did your mother say?”

“Nothing, she thought they were from a girlfriend and gave me a lecture about sex, about... protecting myself... I don't know... And she washed them.”

At that moment David laughed again. And then repeated in a low voice, “she washed them... damn, she washed them, what a bummer.” And I could no longer avoid laughing and covering my face with both hands.

“She washed them...” my brother-in-law said. “She washed them and they lost their appeal... Right?”

“Yeah...”

“No pussy smell... No party... As you kids say now... right?” David laughed.

“More or less...” he responded, looking flushed, but at the same time not completely refusing to laugh at himself.

“Come on, tell us the second one,” my brother-in-law said, giving him no quarter.

“I really need to go now...” I said.

“The second one is better,” Albert clarified.

“Is it?” he said and put his hand on his shoulder again.

“Yes... You won’t believe the second one...”

“Son of a bitch... He IS fucking Hitchcock!” David laughed.

“What?”

“Nothing. Start, come on,” my brother-in-law ordered him and gestured to a waiter to bring another bottle.

“Let’s see... Well... in the last year of high school. On a field trip, okay?”

“Okay,” David replied, and then said to me in a low voice: “Why does he say ‘okay’ all the fucking time? Is that the trend now or what?”

I didn’t know how to respond to that whisper, which wasn’t really a whisper at all, since Albert had heard it perfectly.

“Well...” the boy continued as another bottle of wine arrived. “We were having drinks in a hotel room, before going out. And then the English teacher showed up, who... along with the head of studies... and the Spanish teacher, I think, and I don’t know who else, they were the... adults who were there. Anyway, the English teacher came in to scold us.”

“Was this English teacher hot? English as in the language or as in the groin?” my brother-in-law asked, making a terrible pun.

“She was hot, yes. Well, she is, I guess. Thin, blonde, tall,” Albert replied, ignoring David’s jokes.

“Age?”

“Thirty-something, I don’t know.”

“Like the underwear mom?”

“No, younger...”

“Of course, the mom had to be in her forties for sure. Well, go on.”

“Nothing. She scolded us. And she really laid into the guy who was repeating the year. They were always on his case in class. And so, we left, so he could take the heat. Well, it was his room too,” Albert continued, not seeming too uncomfortable telling his story. And David drank, listened to him, and furrowed his brow, then looked at me, sitting across from him, and whispered: “promising, promising...”

“And then... we went downstairs. We called a taxi... okay? And I started feeling sick... Well, I don’t know... the vodka... running through the hallway, the elevator... I don’t know. And then I start throwing up, but really badly. Really, really badly...”

“Drink, Albertttt. Your throat’s getting dry,” David interrupted him. And the boy did as told. And afterward, he choked a bit, starting to cough.

“Don’t die on me. You’ll ruin the story,” David laughed, patting him on the back.

“No... Ah,” Albert stuck out his tongue. He composed himself and continued:

“So there, waiting for the taxi and me throwing up everything on the sidewalk, there was a tree I think. And then... a taxi arrives and the driver says I can’t get in.”

“That’s happened to me quite a few times...” David said.

“Yeah? Well. My friends didn’t insist much either... and they left without me. So anyway. I stayed there throwing up for a while. And then I went up to crash in bed. And as I’m going down the hallway, I see the door to the room where we’d been drinking, kind of ajar. Almost closed, but open. And I think to myself: ‘I’ll grab my bottle and take it to my room.’ The truth is I didn’t care about the guy repeating the year or if he’d gotten in a lot of trouble or what. I didn’t even remember him. And so... I go in... lights off... And moaning.”

“Noooo...!!” David exclaimed.

And I looked then at Albert who was nodding. And I poured myself another glass.

“No-fuck-ing-way...!” my brother-in-law was surprised. “The kid was fucking her. The English teacher!”

“Yeah, man...” Albert whispered.

“The scolding turned into passion?”

“You bet...”

“But what did you see? What did you do?”

“Well, I peeked in... And I also knew I was drunk and that... I might be making more noise than I actually thought I was making.”

“A strategist, man,” my brother-in-law whispered to me. “The fucking Rommel of dirty deeds.”

“And so, I peeked in, very carefully. And well... there was no doubt. There he was... the repeater... on top of a girl. And blonde... Well, actually I recognized her without a doubt by her shoes.”

“She was getting banged with her clothes on...?”

“I don’t know, I don’t remember... but she was wearing a skirt. I mean, I didn’t see her face. I saw him naked on top of a blonde girl, and her shoes.”

“So, no sheet covering them or anything?”

“Nothing at all. Just on the bed as they were. And him on top. Missionary position, you know? And she had her legs wrapped around him. That’s why... I mostly saw her shoes.”

“And was the bitch moaning a lot?” David inquired, engrossed.

“My God...” I whispered, somewhere between shock and laughter, and took another sip.

“Not much... A little bit...”

“And what did you do? Did you jerk off right there?”

“What? No, no. I stayed... I don’t know... half a minute... And then I left. I swear I didn’t tell anyone about it. I didn’t want to get her in trouble, I actually liked her.”

“Damn! You didn’t tell anyone in class? Look at this guy, what ethics he has, huh! What do you think, Sergio?”

I smiled and David immediately said:

“So you just left and that was it?”

“Yeah, I left and went to sleep.”

“You sure you didn’t dream it...”

“No, no. No fucking way.”

“What do you think, Sergio? Should we believe him? A bit cliché, isn’t it? Teacher... Student...”

I shrugged my shoulders just as Albert said:

“Belén is also a teacher, right?”

“Yes,” said David, “she is also a teacher. Why? You want to fuck her?”


CHAPTER 17

“What? How?” Albert stammered, and I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Belén. My wife. If you want to fuck her,” David insisted, with an imposing seriousness.

Albert remained wide-eyed. And he looked at me. At me. But not seeking salvation, rather confirmation that what this man was saying wasn’t a joke. I, undoubtedly tense, didn’t know what to say, what to express, what gesture to make.

David then made a gesture, as if addressing someone behind me. And he stood up, dragging his chair, without concern for the noise he was making; and soon a man was approaching our table to greet him.

A handshake, and then a hug, more effusive from my brother-in-law than from that man, and by the second sentence he said:

“Here with the boy. He’s dating the little one. Can you believe it? Not long ago she was just a kid. And now she’s got a boyfriend.”

That man looked at us, I recognized him vaguely, and indeed he greeted me, with much less enthusiasm than David was displaying.

“Of course, you already know Sergio... Look at us, the three of us. We’re... the brothers-in-law squad.”

“Yes, yes... Good squad...” the man responded, with an obvious desire to leave, once he had fulfilled the formality.

My phone lit up then, while that poor man was trying to escape, and while Albert was probably internally praying for David to forget his last question; and I read on my screen that Ana was telling me she was already at the house, and asking where I was.

I immediately felt bad for not having been there to welcome her. The truth was that I thought she would let me know a bit earlier.

“Coming now. David got me caught up,” I typed.

I looked up and saw that man slipping away, and David taking his seat again. There was a silence, the three of us drank, and I glanced sideways at Albert, who seemed to want to hide under the table.

“What? What do you think? You’re hesitating a lot...” David smiled, not letting go of his prey. “Wouldn’t you fuck Belén? Is she not good enough for you?”

“What...? No, no. The opposite,” the boy responded, with his cheeks inflamed.

“Is she hot or not?” my brother-in-law drank and raised his voice.

“Yes, yes. She’s good. But this is... this is a joke, right?”

David smiled. And looked at me. He seemed to have the boy right where he wanted him. And he was relishing it. And he wanted me to see it.

“What’s Belén like? Let’s see... What do you think of her? Tell me,” he set the trap, also taking advantage of his drunkenness.

“Well... Well... she’s good,” Albert stammered.

“She’s good. She’s good... Don’t they teach these kids adjectives in school or what?” David exclaimed in my direction. “We used to study lists of a thousand adjectives in elementary school... Didn’t we, Sergio?”

“Well, actually I don’t remember...” I replied, expectantly, and took another drink.

“Do you know what an adjective is, Alberto?” he intimidated him.

“Yes... Sorry... Yes, yes, let’s see... She’s pretty... She’s...”

“What?”

“She’s... She’s like... I don’t know... Mysterious.”

“Mysterious, he says... Holy shit!” David laughed, and I was surprised that he had used that term, because that was exactly how I had always seen her.

“Well, yes,” Albert reaffirmed.

“How do you see the sisters? Tell me. This guy’s wife. What do you think of her? And Lucía?” David subjected him to a third degree, seeing that the boy, although timid, wasn’t refusing to step into any puddle.

“Well, Ana... is... the most... I don’t know. She’s very... striking, I don’t know... Belén, like I said, mysterious. Lucía is the most normal.”

“Lucía neither feels nor suffers,” David countered. “Well, in the shower she does feel, right?” he smiled.

“No, I don’t know. She’s normal. She’s calm.”

“You don’t know Marta.”

“Marta? No, I don’t. I know she’s Ana’s twin.”

“Marta is...” David thought. “What is she, Sergio?”

“Marta is the inconsistent one,” I responded.

“Damn, Sergio. Very refined there,” my brother-in-law nodded. “Well, Alberto... I’ve given it some thought, I think Belén is too much woman for you... so the fucking... complicated... but... apart from jerking off with mothers’ panties... you’ve already told us you like to watch... I’ll tell you straight, man to man: Do you want to watch Belén and me fuck?”

“What? No... No, no,” the boy responded, and I couldn't help but whisper, “my God...”

“It’s all about organizing it properly, you know,” David shot back, staring at him intently.

And Albert avoided that gaze, and again looked to me with his tender blue eyes, begging for help, asking me if David was just messing with him or not. And again I didn’t know what to tell him, what to express, because not only did I have doubts, but I was beginning to think he was actually serious.

I looked at my phone; it was almost ten. And I saw that Ana had written to me again:

“Don’t worry. No rush. I’m absolutely exhausted from the week. I’m going to bed now. I think I’ll skip dinner.”

“No. Seriously. I’m coming right away,” I wrote.

“No. No. Don’t worry. Luci told me the three of you are together. Let yourself be distracted, haha,” my wife responded, and I wasn’t completely sure if I should take her words literally or if she was annoyed.

And I was lost in these thoughts when I heard David say:

“Look, if you want to see me fucking Belén, it’s very simple: go to the bar and order two plates of calamari and that stale tortilla they have, and I’ll tell you how we can make it happen.”

I looked at them. Albert hesitated.

“Tonight. You’ll see how easy it is. It’ll be our secret. The three of us,” David whispered, leaning toward the center of the table, as if he felt like a team captain, rallying his huddle.

And Albert, after one final moment of hesitation, finally stood up, completely drunk, stumbling as he rose, and began making his way toward the bar.


CHAPTER 18

Saturday, August 7.

1:38 in the morning.

Just past the entrance hall of the house, next to the living room, at the foot of the stairs, the three of us were looking upward, and I couldn’t believe they were actually going to do it.

The silence was sepulchral. And everything was spinning. The darkness was making me drowsy. I felt halfway between drunkenness and a hangover, as if in a dreamlike limbo where I wasn’t quite leaving one state and entering the other.

“Are you sure about this? Don’t screw it up,” my brother-in-law whispered.

“Yes. Yes,” Albert responded, in a state of constant inebriation for hours now, affected and tipsy, but without completely falling apart.

“I don’t know what kind of mood the boss will be in...” David pondered to himself.

“Let’s see... Let’s see...” the young man responded, with a hint of anxiety and expectation that seemed to overcome his nervousness.

“If Belén finds out, she’s going to kill you both. Well, she’s going to kill you,” I said to David, and he became thoughtful.

None of the three of us took the lead or decided to climb the stairs.

“Are you seriously going to do this? Are you going to do this to Belén? This is insane...” I whispered to my brother-in-law, playing with the uncertainty and his Machiavellianism; because sometimes I thought nothing would happen, that it was all a bluff taken too far, and other times I thought not only would it happen, but I didn’t rule out that Belén might be aware of everything.

My brother-in-law didn’t respond, and I got tired of waiting.

“Well, I’ll leave you two to your story.”

I was the one who began climbing those steps. Trying not to make noise, but that wooden staircase was merciless to silence. I reached the hallway. Behind the first door would be Ana sleeping, oblivious to everything. Behind the second, Belén, the enigmatic Belén, who might know nothing, or who might know everything.

I entered my bedroom. The window was open. There was enough twilight clarity to reach my wife without bumping into anything. I took off my shoes. I set them down carefully. I walked stealthily. Indeed, my wife was sleeping, dressed in a dark brown nightgown and barely covered by a sheet that only partially covered her legs.

I undressed, and I didn’t need to strain my ears to hear thunderous footsteps on the stairs. There were four feet, but they seemed like even more. Despite the noise, I made an effort to undress in silence.

“They wouldn’t dare...” I whispered as I took off my shirt. And I wondered at what point everything had changed. And I thought about why that change. How did this fit with Belén doing it with other men. How did this fit with my brother-in-law’s supposed plan for his wife to end up invaded by Albert.

I leaned over Ana. She had her back to me. On her side. Turned toward the window. And I wanted to brush the hair from her face, but my balance betrayed me, my drunken clumsiness prevailed, and I wasn’t very subtle.

“Oww...” Ana protested when she felt my erratic hand on her face.

“Sorry...” I whispered and landed on the bed, positioning myself behind her, completely naked, letting my chest make contact with her back, and I wanted to embrace her from behind, but she curled up a little, just as I heard whispers outside the door.

“They wouldn’t dare...” I thought.

I then heard footsteps. And more whispers. I couldn’t believe it.

And I heard the door of the adjacent bedroom open. And my wife’s purring.

“Are you angry?” I whispered to her, my heart racing at a thousand beats per minute, with almost my entire being with David, Albert, and Belén, instead of with her.

“No...” she murmured, and I heard another sound, and footsteps, and I wasn’t sure if they were coming from the bedroom next door or from the hallway. And I wasn’t sure whether I had heard the door of that room close or not.

I filled my lungs. A forceful stream of air was expelled from my nostrils. Tense. Contained. And Ana was curling up, allowing herself to be enveloped and pushed by me. But I wasn’t completely with her. I enjoyed the smell of her nape, her hair, the feel of her back against my chest; my member was pressing against her silky nightgown, which concealed her buttocks, but I wasn’t entirely in that bed.

And silence. And more silence. And I didn’t close my eyes, as if that would help me hear better. And I looked toward the window, and the curtain hung straight, motionless, describing a thick early morning.

And minutes passed. And it seemed that Ana was falling back asleep. And my member was also becoming drowsy. But my pulse wasn’t quite returning to normal. And I heard a sound, of a bed, of a spring, undoubtedly coming from Belén’s bedroom.

I pulled my face away from Ana’s nape. To hear better. I remained motionless. And another sound. Of an old spring. Of movement. A revealing creak.

“They wouldn’t dare...” I thought.

And a moan.

I heard it. A pure moan. Clear. That clashed frontally with the muteness of that night. A woman’s moan. An extended “Ahhh...” gasped with strange tenderness, with complacency. A moan from Belén.

And another creak. And the sound of movement on a bed. And a squeaking noise, from an ancient spring. And my heart was beating hard, and a vein in my neck was pulsating, bothering me. And another creak, which didn’t seem to come from the bed, but from wood, from the floor. And an “Ahh...” just as faint, just as pure, and I couldn’t believe it, but at the same time I did believe it. And then more silence, but my mind was already flying. My mind was already picturing David lying down, covering Belén... and Albert, following the plan, taking advantage of the trap, the half-open door... An Albert inside the bedroom, lagging behind, trembling, even more than me, glimpsing through that whitish and indefinite light, how David penetrated, thrust, and made Belén moan.

I imagined Albert standing there, not daring to touch himself, not daring to approach, while David spread Belén's legs to reach deeper. Perhaps the boy could even see that cock entering. Perhaps David was making sure Belén wouldn't look toward the door, or perhaps not.

“Ohh…” I heard from the other side of the wall… in a rougher moan, but equally feminine. And another creak, from the floor, not the bed, made me think that perhaps the boy was venturing to move closer.

And I feared Ana would wake up. For some reason, I didn't want anything or anyone to interrupt that almost magical moment of scattered sounds, indecipherable creaks, and Belén's moans.

I had little doubt that what was being reenacted in the bedroom next door was what Albert had experienced during that field trip. The uncertainty now was more about whether Belén was an innocent gift or if, on the contrary, she was a false offering; as scheming as her own husband.

And silence. And I wanted more. I wanted certainties. I wanted rhythmic moans and creaks. And I wanted whispers. I wanted to locate the voices. I wanted absolute confirmation that there weren't two bodies there, but three.

But more silence.

And minutes passed. And I heard nothing. And my face returned to Ana's nape. And I inhaled her hair. And I felt her clean, pure, in contrast to the sin supposedly being perpetrated in the bedroom next door.

And more silence.

And I wanted. And almost begged. And my restless member was hitting somewhere down there, at some point on the lower part of my wife's nightgown. And I hesitated to lift that silky curtain… and I hesitated, disappointed, whether to wake Ana.

But I knew it would be selfish.

And more silence.

And I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 19

Saturday, August 7

9:28 PM.

“No, seriously, Sergio. I don’t believe you... It’s just impossible... It just doesn’t... fit, not at all. Tell me again.”

“Again?” I asked Ana, who had been turning it over in her mind for hours. Coming back to the topic again and again.

“Yes. It’s just... Really... I’m shocked... It can’t be...”

I looked around: the small beach, shaped like a tiny bay, was practically deserted. Ana and I had been going from cove to cove since early morning, and we’d had the idea to buy some food, a bottle of wine, and have dinner enjoying the nightfall in this final, peaceful spot.

Both of us sitting on the same towel, each with our glass of wine. Dinner finished. And my wife murmured, looking at the horizon:

“It’s just... That thing, about Belén... Besides...”

“What about Belén? She never struck me as a nun anyway,” I countered.

“No, I don’t know... Yeah... But that... Let’s see... But what exactly did you hear?”

“Again? I don’t know... That... That they were fucking, that’s for sure.”

“But were all three of them there?” she asked, turning her face toward me.

“I don’t know. I already told you I think so. I’m not completely sure.”

“But also...”

“What?”

“I just... don’t understand any of it. How... does... what happened last night fit with everything before? Is Belén still flirting with or teasing the boy?”

“No. I don’t know... we’ve barely seen them today. I’m not always with them either. And yes, yesterday I thought the same thing, I don’t know how last night fits with what was happening before.”

“It’s just...” my wife continued doubting. “Let’s see... teasing Albert... I don’t know... the watching thing... the couple swapping...”

“It’s not swapping.”

“Well, that. David watching Belén with others.”

“Yes... It’s true that it’s quite a... jumble,” I reflected with her.

“But could it be true?” she wondered.

And there was silence, only altered by the distant breaking of waves. I was dressed only in swim trunks, still damp, as it hadn’t been long since we’d been swimming, but I wasn’t cold at all.

“My God, Sergio... and there I was thinking... that we were crazy... because we almost did it in that place, next to the highway... And look at them...”

“Yeah...” I responded, finishing my glass and carefully setting it down on the unstable surface of the towel. And I looked at her. There, next to me, with her red triangle bikini, still damp, like my swim trunks, like her hair that fell down her back.

Perhaps it was because of all that dampness, or those curves, or everything I’d been experiencing that week, but I couldn’t help moving closer, leaning toward her, and placing a kiss on her cheek, tanned by the setting sun. And then I placed another on her full, salty lips. And I kissed her more. And she responded to the kiss, and simultaneously we opened our mouths, and I felt her tongue, alive, active, and one of my hands went to her neck, to her wet hair, to draw her toward me... And then my other hand flew to her chest, and I felt the touch of her wet bikini in my palm, and I squeezed a little, and lifted that generous, splendid breast, barely contained by the fabric. And she then brought one of her hands to stop that fondling, gently, and then broke the kiss.

“Stop...” she protested in a low voice.

“What...”

“Stop it,” she whispered to me, face to face, almost lip to lip.

“But there’s nobody here...”

“Yeah. I don’t know...”

I moved away a little. She also set down her glass and I observed her with more perspective and attention.

“I don’t know if you should wear that type of bikini...” I whispered to her, which was more of a compliment and provocation than a protective intention.

“Yeah, well... I put it on for... now, as evening falls, when there wouldn’t be people,” she responded, sweet and enticing, in another whisper, allowing me to scrutinize how her breasts crowned her torso in an impressive way, and how the red triangles tried to keep it all contained.

“You know what Albert said about you?” I brought up.

“What?”

“That you were... of the sisters... the most striking.”

“Really? What brought that up?” she was surprised, but still letting herself be observed.

“Well, David... gave him a questionnaire about all of you... About the four sisters. Well, he doesn’t know Marta.”

“This David María guy... He's such an idiot...” she whispered, using his middle name, something not entirely unusual in contexts where she wanted to belittle him.

I reached for the wine bottle and poured some into her glass, then into mine. Night was approaching and the humidity from the sea made the sand stick to our feet and weighed down Ana's hair, which exuded peace, but at the same time, quite the opposite.

“But attractive in what way?” she asked, before taking another sip.

“Ana... In what way do you think?” I whispered, caressing one of her thighs.

“I don't know...”

Another silence fell. We were both a yes, but no. There wasn't much more to discuss, but she didn't want to drop the subject, and probably neither did I. And I looked at her, and desired her, almost as if she weren't my wife, as if she weren't the usual Ana, perhaps because we were away from our routine, perhaps because of that intense week.

“Shall we go in the water?” I suggested.

“Now?”

“Yes...” I answered, and changed from caressing the outside of her thighs to decisively seeking their inner side.

“You... are very clever,” Ana smiled.

“Come on... why not? Or right here.”

I could feel Ana hesitating. And I tried to convince her by going for her again, first kissing her cheek, gently turning her face so our lips would meet, and I sought that contact, moist, lip to lip, without needing to seek tongue, rubbing our mouths together, carefully, tenderly, from bottom to top... but my hand couldn't contain itself... and went from caressing thigh to feeling bikini bottom... and Ana finally withdrew her mouth with diligence. And I abandoned the bottom and returned to her thigh, and we looked at each other, in a mixture of love and curiosity, like two kids facing a game, a riddle, something to investigate and discover.

And my wife finally verbalized what our eyes were saying:

“It's just... I really can't believe Belén... I just need to know now.”

“Know what? If she does it with other men... or if Albert watched yesterday...?”

“Everything... Now I just need to know everything. I think it's true. Look. There are just too many things now...”

I observed her. Anxious yet calm. Believing and disbelieving. And I felt in my hands the touch of the goosebumps on her thighs, and my gaze returned to those red triangles, and her nipples matched her rough skin, marking the red fabric, attacking, rigid, those triangles, which were being assaulted right at their exact center.

Those two protrusions compelled me to touch. And my hand caressed one of her breasts, and then my thumb attacked that hardness.

“Stop... Come on...” she whispered sweetly.

“What...”

“Don't get me worked up...”

“Why not?”

“Well because... You already left me hanging... on Thursday.”

“Well... We're more comfortable here than standing up... against a car... in a rest area. Here I'll definitely finish.”

“Better we finish the wine. And then we'll see if we finish at the house... right?”

“Yes? Okay... We'll see, then...” I smiled.

Saturday, August 7.

10:48 PM.

Ana and I were watching TV, lying down, cuddled up on the sofa in the large living room of the house. Meanwhile, Lucía was tinkering in the kitchen and Albert was helping her, or at least keeping her company. In passing, I had seen that Belén and David were at the pool.

It felt strange to have all six of us there at the same time, because it was like feeling everything and nothing. Feeling that there was a big elephant in the room, but at the same time feeling that perhaps there was neither elephant nor room.

Albert arrived, leaving behind the noise of plates coming from Lucía, greeted us discreetly, and reclined on the sofa next to us. I had barely seen him since the night before and he gave no hint of whether something had happened or absolutely nothing. There was no look or gesture that seemed to express or hide that something had really happened.

“Hangover?” Ana suddenly asked him in a low voice, after a minute of uncomfortable calm.

“Well... No complaints. Did they tell you or what?”

“A little...” said Ana.

And a silence fell, only disturbed by the television and the sound of glasses and plates, in the distance.

Ana, wearing a white sleeveless t-shirt that covered surfaces but not contours, was leaning against my chest, and I was looking at the guy, and I had the feeling that he wanted to look. I felt that he wanted to observe my wife, but at the same time wanted to hide it. Perhaps it was my imagination, or my own excitement, but he seemed to want to treat himself to the sight of my wife reclining there, with her bare legs and the red triangles showing through the worn cotton t-shirt.

And then Ana repositioned herself. And I felt her uncomfortable. Strange. And she kissed me on the cheek. And the kiss made a sound. And I felt that something strange was happening.

“My God, it’s so hot...” she whispered.

“Yeah... Today has been one of the worst days,” said Albert, who appeared serene, or was pretending to be; answering my wife’s disconnected phrases quickly; more talkative than usual.

“I slept terribly last night,” Ana said.

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes... tonight we should leave the window open and the bedroom door slightly ajar... to create a draft.”

I swallowed hard. I couldn’t believe it. And I looked at Albert, who had heard it perfectly. But he was pretending not to notice, or so it seemed.

“The door slightly ajar...” I whispered quietly, but inside, that phrase was an exclamation of astonishment and bewilderment.

“Yes... Shall we go now?” she said, leaving me behind as she stood up, unhurriedly but decisively.

Albert looked at her. I looked at her.

And I followed her lead. I got up from the sofa. And Ana was saying goodnight to Albert. And my heart was about to leap out of my chest.


CHAPTER 20

My wife went ahead, and I followed behind. She almost floated, ascending step by step, while I felt heavy, dazed, bewildered.

The sound of the television faded away at the same speed with which Ana reached the top and then our bedroom. I still didn’t know if it was a joke. And if it was, I didn’t know for whom, or for what purpose.

I entered after her. I watched her, looking for information, seeking clues. She turned on the light. She went to the end of the bedroom. She closed the window.

Behind me, the door. What to do with it? How to know? I left it half open.

And my wife returned from the window and reached the center of the bedroom.

“You’re crazy... Ana...” I whispered without thinking.

“Do you think he got it?” she asked immediately, and I moved closer.

“Damn, of course he got it,” I responded, both of us standing, face to face.

“I don’t know... He doesn’t seem very bright to me... What do we do? Do you want to?”

I couldn’t believe she was seriously asking me this. I walked around her, went to the window, slightly parted the curtain, and saw Belén swimming in the pool, and David on his throne, and Lucía heading toward the empty chair, the one that was practically mine by usufruct.

“I don’t know, Ana...” I replied and moved away from the window.

“What? Are you chickening out? You criticize so much... that we don’t do anything...”

“It’s not about chickening out. But it’s... crazy...”

Ana then moved away, going toward the entrance, and I thought she would close the door, but what she did was push it close to the frame, without closing it. And, once she did that, she turned off the light.

I sighed and expected to find darkness, but I could see, enough; a whitish glow, from the moon... or from the pool... or from the porch light... or from the streetlights across the street... but I could see. Anyone who dared to enter would be visible. My wife and I would be visible if we decided to do something.

“Belén is downstairs, right? In the pool,” Ana asked, moving away from the door and coming back to me.

“Yes. Belén is there. And David. And Lucía,” I replied.

And, after doing so, I questioned myself about why she always asked about her. Why that fixation... And I wondered if she really wanted this out of pure transgression, pure morbid curiosity... because I excited her and this would be a giant step in our sex life... if it would be to make up for lost time since we hadn’t done anything crazy for years...

...Or if it was simply because she couldn’t be less than her sister Belén.

“Are you brave enough or not?” my wife asked, taking off her white t-shirt and letting it fall onto the bed.

I turned around. Besides the luminosity that came through the window, there was a sliver of light coming from the hallway that slipped through the nearly closed door.

I looked back at Ana. She was nervous. No matter how much she tried to suggest that I was the one who was overwhelmed. There, in the middle of the bedroom, she was a curvy, powerful shadow, dressed only in the red bikini, and I finally said to her:

“I am. But all three of us need to be brave...”

And I approached her. And whether it was because of the glow, or because of how she was illuminated, or because of the need to release tension somehow... but something inside me led me to put my hands on her face. And I kissed her gently on the cheek. And then on her lips. And I felt her warm breath and a lingering taste of white wine coming from her mouth. And then we heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs.

And I felt the nervousness in her lips. Because she heard the steps just as I did. And I pressed my face to hers, and felt her hot cheeks, and she put her hands on my waist, without force.

And the taste of that wine smell returned to me. And I whispered:

“You’re drunk...”

“No...”

And more footsteps were heard, closer, and, as if by reflex, her hands squeezed my waist for an instant, and then loosened again.

“Drunk and... nervous...”

“Sh-shut up...” she whispered, and one of her hands went to my swimsuit, and felt my member throbbing beneath the fabric, affected by her perfume, by her skin, by her kiss... And I felt that hand different: indecisive, erratic and trembling like I had never felt it before.

That body deserved all my attention and concentration, but I heard sounds coming from the pool that distracted me, and a creak on a nearby step that distressed me.

“Are you... sure...?” I whispered, and licked and bit the earlobe of an Ana who whimpered at my maneuver. A maneuver that had flowed on its own, emancipated from me, as I didn’t know whether I wanted to let myself go and attack, or if I wanted to come to my senses and plan a joint retreat.

“… I don’t know…” she sighed, still rubbing me over my swimsuit, but with an unfamiliar agitation and clumsiness.

And we felt the next creak already on the landing. On the other side of the door. And we didn’t need to confirm it. I knew it. She knew it. And suddenly I thought that whether or not that boy had the courage to enter was something that now depended only on him. And I sought calm, isolation. I sought her lips, and managed to make her tilt her head and reward me with her tongue. My intention was to reach a familiar space, to feel more serene, but the kisses were different, her tongue was different; there was a latent anxiety, an implicit convulsion in each touch, in each caress, in each breath.

I opened my eyes then, and it felt strange to kiss her like that and touch her with my eyes open, but, with my back to the door, I wanted to sense if there was indeed an increase in brightness that would announce the visitor.

And after two or three kisses and some rubbing sprinkled with adolescent clumsiness, she tried to get rid of my swimsuit, but wasn’t able to deal with the knot in the cord. And I didn’t want to blame her, I wanted to understand her, but I found myself dragged along by her tension.

“Take it off… Take off your swimsuit…” she whispered in my ear, and it wasn’t a confident phrase, it was a headlong rush, something she wouldn’t admit.

I moved away slightly and took off my shirt, and then my swimsuit. Being completely naked, I looked back: the door remained ajar, motionless. But I could almost feel him on the other side.

“He’s going to think we’re crazy…” my wife whispered again.

“Who?” I asked, turning back toward her.

“Everyone…” she answered.

I looked at her then. I could see even her beautiful moles detailing her aggressive face; features that contrasted this time with her timid gaze. I wondered whether to tell her that we didn’t have to do it. But she already knew that.

And I saw that she was looking at me. And looking lower, at my member, which throbbed freely, semi-erect, almost pointing forward.

And tension. And anguish. And silence behind the door.

“What do we do…” she asked, flustered.

“I don’t know… Lie down…” I said without thinking.

“On the bed?” she whispered.

“Of course,” I tried to settle it, but no phrase, neither hers nor mine, sounded even minimally decisive.

My wife went in search of the refuge of the bed and I turned my gaze back toward the door. The petrification and muteness made me assume that behind it there would be patience, but I was aware of the difficulty of locating sounds in the night; I couldn’t be completely sure that the boy hadn’t abandoned us and opted to go to his sheltered bedroom.

Ana didn’t lie down. She sat on the bed and waited for me. And I felt that we needed momentum. That there was desire, but that the tension was so much greater that it blocked us, so I walked until I was standing in front of her. And my wife looked up. At me. And I looked down. And I was going to touch myself. To masturbate while looking at her, inciting her. When she whispered:

“No… come in…”

I didn’t respond, and brought one of my hands to my member.

“Has he gone?” she asked, sitting in front of me, with that demanding red bikini illuminated by the glow coming through the window.

“He hasn’t gone. He’s waiting to come in,” I replied, feeling the thickness and temperature of my member in my hand.

“Waiting for what?” she whispered, looking at me, with glassy eyes, with a hint of cockiness.

“To hear you moan… That’s the signal David gave him,” I murmured, in a faint voice.

“Oh, really?” she believed me. “And… are you going to make me moan?” she challenged me, rearranging her hair, and leaning back a little.

“Yes…” I said, starting a slow stroke, but one that made my cock grow at quite a speed.

And then a creak was heard, of floor, of wood, coming from the hallway. Clear. Distinct. Almost a crash in contrast to the absolute silence of the night, as no news had filtered through the window from the pool for some time. And I pulled the skin of my glans all the way back, showing that thick, pink tip…

… And Ana let out a frightened snort, but it almost immediately gave way to a look of unusual daring, and she brought her hands to her bikini, though not to the knot at her neck or back, but to those triangles, which she herself intended to overflow, in an almost crude maneuver, strange for her, but which I understood and interpreted as an attempt to search for a lustful and cynical alter ego that would free her from guilt and responsibility.


CHAPTER 21

After more than ten years of marriage, I didn’t recognize her in this context. Never, ever, had she looked at me with such sinful obscenity. Never, ever, had she offered me her breasts as if she were the one affected by the display rather than me.

Those red triangles were slowly pushed aside with heart-stopping deliberation, and her breasts spilled out of that fabric with abusive majesty. Suddenly there was no support, no containment, just a red knot at her neck, a red knot at her back, and her breasts overflowing and demanding restraint.

She tilted her head. The light hit her from one side, illuminating her lips, her moles, and that gaze that wanted to command but was false confidence. I could feel it, her wanting that boy to come in and simultaneously suffering at the thought of him doing so. She swallowed, overwhelmed, but she displayed herself. I watched her tension, her extensive areolas, her rigid nipples. And when I thought she couldn’t reveal greater lust, when I thought her transformation and my surprise couldn’t be greater, she brought one of her hands to one of her breasts and, looking at me, began to caress herself, gently, slowly. And then it was I who swallowed hard.

Me standing, her sitting; my gaze was on her, on those lascivious caresses on a breast that welcomed the fondling; and my ear was trained on that door, which still wouldn’t open.

My body then took control, and stepped toward that lustfulness caressing itself in the half-light.

And I removed my hand from my member.

And my cock pointed rudely at my wife’s face.

The proposal was clear, and I even made my member twitch without using my hands.

Ana then stopped caressing her breast and shook her head. And whispered:

“No... I’m the one who has to moan...”

After her statement, she rose with light grace and began removing her bikini bottoms, and her breasts danced with the movement, and I was captivated by her beauty and poise. Once her bottoms were discarded and her sex exposed to the light, she sat back down, that dark, trimmed hair making contact with the sheet; and I desired her while simultaneously longing for the increase in brightness that would indicate we were not two but three, when Ana was the one who broke another barrier, surprising me again, as if determined to transgress all possible limits at once; sitting, facing me, she shook her hair with a quick movement of her neck, tilted her face slightly, and lowered a hand to her pussy.

“Fuck...” I exhaled in a whisper. And I suddenly looked back toward the door, but while everything was changing in front of me, nothing changed behind me.

I turned my gaze back to my wife, who was caressing her clitoris with impossible tenderness, with her ring and middle fingers, and then her mouth parted... and then her free hand went to hold one of her breasts, which she lifted slightly and squeezed, and my cock throbbed, aroused by such shamelessness and ostentation.

“What... are you doing...” I sighed.

And she didn’t answer, continuing with her delicate rubbing at the peak of her pussy, and with the crude constriction of her breast.

And that lustfulness was too much for me. As was the unbearable wait for that kid. So I lowered my hand and stopped my wife’s hand that was caressing her pussy. And she, surprised, allowed herself to be moved aside, and her breast was also released. And I then leaned down and brought my hand to feel that pussy, and the tips of my fingers hovered over those protruding, moist lips; and I leaned more over her, seeking a more tangible wetness, and soon I felt a wet sex, but not too open. A pussy that mixed wetness from arousal and yet resistance from nervousness.

And I didn’t want to force that entrance any further, but instead used the sufficient moisture on my fingertips to seek another step with my wife; I brought those fingers to the full lips of that half-open mouth... and slid them across her lower lip... and she must have felt her own smell and touch... And I wanted her to suck, to taste herself, but, frozen, she didn’t, she simply looked at me and let herself be smeared... And I, again, seeing her aggressive yet anguished face, couldn’t contain my desire, and I pushed her subtly, wanting her to finally lie down for me, and she accepted that hand on her neckline guiding her toward her complete collapse.

Lying on her back, looking at me, almost completely naked except for that overflowing bikini top, she was an almost disturbing bundle of nerves, and I couldn’t understand how such a body could fear anything.

“Are you...” she began to whisper.

“What?”

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked, serious, trying to verbally recover from her trembling body.

And I leaned in more, seeking to land on top of her. I got onto the bed. And the bed creaked. Wood creaked, springs creaked. And more distant wood creaked. And I could sense a greater brightness, minimal, almost imperceptible, so much so that I didn’t know if Ana had noticed it... A faint brightness, but new, coming from the door.

And I felt my heart beating with unusual force, and then I knew that Ana had also sensed the change in light, and what she did was close her eyes and turn her face toward the side opposite the door.

I supposed I was less nervous than she was, but that didn’t mean I possessed composure or serenity. However, seeing her so overwhelmed and evasive, a small protective instinct awakened in me, so, lying completely on top of her, and alert to what might be happening at the bedroom entrance, I placed a loud kiss on her cheek, and then slightly moved the hair from her face.

She received my affectionate kiss with rigidity and allowed my naked body to collide with all of her. Her open and bent legs offered me entry if that was what I sought, but the rest of her body language was one of indecisive tension.

Then she opened her eyes, but her face on the pillow, turned toward the wall opposite the entrance, revealed to me that perhaps she wanted to feel, but not see. And I, lying on top of her, chest to chest, could feel a rebellious heart, mine, and another overwhelming and powerful beating, hers.

I wasn’t turning around either, but the increase in luminosity was unmistakable. Another kiss on that exposed cheek. Another caress in her hair. And an instinctive movement of my waist, back and forth, which provided me with a strange friction; my member rubbed against some indeterminate part of her lower abdomen, and then another identical movement, but lower, which allowed me to feel her bristly pubic hair scratching that firmness which, even without being completely hard, was trying to enter.

She wasn’t looking at me, nor was she looking toward the door, but her hands did act, and I could feel how they descended, and one of them reached my member, grabbed it, and I felt her hot and trembling hand, but her trembling didn’t seem to prevent her from positioning it, with the clear intention of invading herself. All of her was a no, but yes. And my temptation to turn around and discover the boy was also convulsive, as I both wanted and didn’t want to.

She was rubbing the tip against herself. I gave her space. But the softness was unmistakable. My desire was one thing, but my tension was another. Nor did her defensive posture and rigid body help me.

We could assume we weren’t alone. And that was pressuring us in an unbearable way.

“Come on...” she whispered, restless and intolerant of my lack of hardness.

“Wait... Move aside...” I told her in an almost unintelligible tone and she let go, and I held my member and sought a slow and determined masturbation, at the precise moment when we heard another creak of wood, of floor; a sound that undoubtedly came from inside the bedroom.

And Ana exhaled, and still with her face toward the side opposite that sound, closed her eyes. And her body trembled beneath mine. And I turned my neck. My temptation was now at its maximum. And I wanted to see that kid. To know if he was just watching us. If he dared to do something more... If he approached or if he was content to observe us from a prudent distance, if there could be any prudence in such an intrusion.

“Put it in...” Ana whispered, almost in a desperate moan, distracting me from my maneuver to discover Albert. And I abandoned my attempt to see him, and turned back to her, to penetrate her, and my face brushed against her face, and my chest contacted her chest, and I began to rub the tip of my member over that wet entrance that wasn’t entirely receptive.

And another creak, which I located more or less at the same distance as before, and I again felt my wife’s extreme trembling.

“Is he coming in?” she murmured in my ear.

“Him or me?” I asked.

“I already know you’re not...” she responded, slightly hurtful.

And I kept trying. And I felt an inhuman heat, and pressure on the tip of my member...

“Come on...” she insisted.

“What...”

“Come on... fuck me” she whispered and we had both heard the creaking of the floor, and we both knew there was a bit more light. We both knew we were three.

I exhaled. I pushed, and she raised her legs a little, so I could penetrate her better, and then she whispered again:

“Come on, Sergio... If David and Belén were able...”

“Able to what? Don’t fuck with me... Ana” I protested, dialoguing with her in close whispers, from mouth to ear, feeling her burning cheek and her constant trembling.

And then I sought a motivation that would excite me even more, although my maneuver would expose Ana: I began to crawl downward, kissing her neckline, and then bringing my hands to her breasts. I kissed her belly, and I knew that if she turned her face she would see Albert. I was exposing her and offering the boy a clearer vision of my wife. And then I brought my mouth to one breast, and licked, sucked, squeezed and almost bit. And she put her hands in my hair. And then I went to the other breast, and used my tongue to taste a splendid and hard nipple, and I pressed her breasts together with my hands, and poured saliva on her exquisite and very wide areolas, and I felt my cock stiffening; and then yes, one of my hands went to my member, and I felt it sufficiently hard, and I went back up and kissed my wife on the mouth, without letting go of myself, and sought the entrance... And I pushed, I sank in, accurate, at last, and a faint “Hmmm” from Ana, and a wave of heat, indicated to me that my cock was making its way.

And I pushed more, pressing my ass and my whole body downward, toward her; and more heat, more wetness, and another “Hmm-mm” from Ana, longer, even more alive and moaned in my face, indicated to me that she felt me, and that, despite the maximum tension, it gave her pleasure. And I put it in all the way, and I imagined Albert seeing how my body sank into Ana’s, how she moaned slightly, how she brought her hands to my buttocks, how I kissed her on the neck, how she surrounded me with her legs; and that made me feel strangely bad and good, because after all it constituted an assault on our intimacy, a consented exhibitionism and at the same time an inexplicable morbid fascination.

“Hmm... All the way in... Sergio...” she whispered, commanding, in my ear, which repelled me, but also motivated me to push harder. And there was movement. And there was a slight sound of springs. And another wood creak, louder...

“Do you want... to look?” I panted against her cheek, with my cock buried deep inside that pussy that was now indeed receiving me with ease.

“Hmmm...” she moaned with tension and indecision, but still without opening her eyes, and still with her face toward the wall.

“Hey, do you want to look?” I insisted, and then we heard a strange sound, distant, which took me a couple of seconds to place: the sound of footsteps on the stairs, and Belén’s voice. And a nearby sound alerted us even more: footsteps, very close to our bed. And Ana and I motionless. And my body on top of hers. And our hearts pounding. Exploding. Our chests mixing, our pulses, our trembling. And a “Shit...” sighed by Ana, and the boy was moving away, and Belén was approaching... And I opened my eyes and felt more light, the door was opening, and then darkness, the door was being pulled closed.

I turned around. I didn’t see anyone. And Belén’s voice. Closer.

“Close it... close it...” Ana said then, in a louder tone. And I pulled out of her. And I got off the bed. And, with my hard cock, bouncing with each step, I approached a door that was pulled to, but not in the way we had left it. And Belén was passing in front of our bedroom, perhaps talking on the phone since no other speaker could be heard, and I closed the door just as she entered the bedroom next door.

I turned around. I sighed deeply.

“What? What did you see?” Ana said, and I looked up, and saw her sitting up.

“Just now? Nothing. I know Belén passed by. I think she was talking on the phone.”

“With my father, for sure,” she said.

“At this hour?”

“Yes.”

“Damn, Ana...” I continued sighing, with my semi-erect member and bringing my hands to my face.

“Yeah... My God...” she whispered and stood up, at that moment apparently more composed than I was. And I went to meet her, and when we were face to face a nervous smile escaped from me. And we hugged.

And I felt her chest against mine. Still her heartbeat, and her sweat. And Belén could be heard talking, on the other side of the wall.

“That was... intense...” Ana finally whispered.

“Did you see anything? Did you look at him?” I asked.

“No. Did you?”

“No, but...” I sighed, “...he was inside. He was in the room.”

“Yeah... My God... What... what madness... really...” she said, shaking her head, holding onto me, in a strange embrace, as if we wanted to feel each other and reflect together.

“Well... He didn’t see... the fuck of the century, exactly,” I smiled slightly, remembering that perhaps I hadn’t been inside her for more than thirty seconds.

“No... that’s true,” she replied, and I looked at her, and saw her magnificent breasts, her still tense gaze, but slightly liberated. And then I lowered one of my hands to her belly, and then to her sex, subtly caressing her pubic hair.

“No... Sergio.”

“What?”

“With Belén next door and awake too, no...”

I took a breath. I accepted her refusal. I was still in shock.

“You were scared shitless...” I smiled, changing the subject, and abandoning those caresses.

“And you... had a soft one...”

“Damn, Ana... how could I not have a soft one... this is insane...”

“Yeah... pfff,” she sighed and moved slightly away from me. “And now... when we see him...”

And I didn’t know what to answer to that, when we heard an unpleasant sound that petrified and alarmed us. It was knuckles on the door. Two dry, rude knocks.

“Sergio!” David’s voice was heard on the other side of the door.

“Who! What!” I raised my voice, nervous.

“Are we going out with the boat tomorrow or will you help me with the pool robot?” my brother-in-law asked from the other side of the door.

“What...” Ana whispered to me.

“The pool cleaner is broken... He calls it the robot...” I told her in a low tone, and then raised my voice so David could hear me:

“The robot! We’ll look at the robot tomorrow!”

“Okay! Good night!” he said goodbye. And I sighed. And I could feel Ana sighing, stressed.

“Albert is going to think this entire family is out of their minds,” she finally whispered.

And then I removed my hands from my face and looked at her, as if wanting to tell her that the boy probably wouldn’t be far off the mark.


CHAPTER 22

Sunday, August 8.

11:28 in the morning.

In the mornings, everything seemed less serious. Everything was more trivial. Lighter. The sun, the heat, the laughter by the pool; even David hitting that small broken blue device, not as a last resort but as his first approach, exuded an ethereal lightness.

I knew Albert had witnessed what he’d witnessed, though I wasn’t absolutely certain he’d done so two consecutive nights; so I was tempted to confirm it with David, even though I knew he wouldn’t spill in this context. We’d have time in our respective chairs later.

That Sunday morning, while my brother-in-law busied himself fixing that old contraption, I exchanged knowing glances with Ana, who had claimed a lounger and was chatting with Belén. I didn’t see in their conversation the distance my sister-in-law had mentioned to me two days earlier. Besides, the fact that Albert and Lucía weren’t present also helped ease the tension.

And the morning’s lightness gave way, a few hours later, to an almost improvised barbecue in the garden, which ended up better organized than many planned ones. The sun crowned the event with harshness and punishment, falling vertically on our heads, on our swimsuits, on Belén’s summer dress and on Ana’s shorts and t-shirt. But we weren’t just four people there; a friend of David’s, a friend of Belén’s, Lucía’s friends, Lucía herself, and Albert were also there; although there was a certain physical separation, marked by the different generations, forming two groups.

Because Albert was there, the glances between my wife and me increased in frequency and complicity. Even when someone was talking to us, we reserved space and time to remember our mischief through our visual connection. And after looking at her, I couldn’t believe what had happened, and even less that that boy had witnessed, perhaps, or most likely, for two consecutive nights, what everything seemed to indicate he had witnessed.

David and Belén seemed to pretend that nothing sinful had happened that week with that boy. Just as Ana and I were trying to do. And there was no sign from Albert. His only peculiarity was that he seemed slightly separated from Lucía’s group of friends. At times he would move away a bit and fiddle with his mobile phone.

And we all acted as if nothing had happened, and it seemed like nothing was going to happen. That Sunday would pass normally. But it didn’t.

Once we had all finished eating and beer was having more success than dessert, I observed how Belén had approached Albert and was talking to him, quite closely, both standing in the garden. And there was nothing strange about it, but there was. And Ana felt the same as I did. I saw her watching them, observing them with unsuccessful discretion. She didn’t miss a detail of that strangely intimate conversation amidst so many people.

I approached my wife. I stood beside her. I took a sip of my beer. And I waited for her to say something. But she said nothing. And we both watched that close conversation, that loose yellow dress of Belén’s, that swimsuit and exposed, polished torso of Albert’s. Both drinking and talking, exuding seriousness in their tone.

“Such... good vibes, huh?” I finally whispered.

And she said nothing. She crossed her arms and shook her plastic cup, which also contained beer. She couldn’t take her eyes off them.

And I wanted to provoke her. Ask her what she was thinking. Ask her what she thought that complicity might mean, when I was approached and kidnapped by my brother-in-law, who took me to his domain, about two or three meters away, and there made me interact with his friend, not because he wanted to build bonds, but because he needed a larger audience.

Separated from my wife, I fell victim to a David who was showing us photos on his mobile phone of a car they would bring him the next day. I already knew the story, but his friend was asking questions about the vehicle in an exaggeratedly involved manner.

“And it’s a convertible, right?” I ended up saying, half laughing inside, as David wouldn’t stop repeating that word.

“Yes, yes. It’s a convertible,” David said proudly.

“But is it second-hand?” his friend asked afterward, and I got ahead of my brother-in-law, repeating another of his favorite phrases:

“Nearly new. Not even twenty thousand kilometers on it.”

“That’s right,” my brother-in-law said, ecstatic.

And he continued showing photos. Until he said:

“Are you coming with me tomorrow to pick it up? I need someone to drive me and Belén is a pain in the ass. Will you be around? Or is Ana?”

“No, no... Ana’s leaving tonight. She works tomorrow,” I replied, not realizing that, without meaning to, I was practically offering to drive him.

And I let myself be swayed by David, by his car, by the industrial park where we’d have to go pick it up, and by his stories. Until I remembered that something much more important was gravitating around that garden. So I turned around and looked for Ana, and couldn’t find her, and looked for Belén, and couldn’t find her, and looked for Albert, and I could see that now, who he was talking to, apart from the others, was my wife. And she was listening to him and responding: barefoot, in shorts, and without a shirt; wearing the top part of a black bikini. And my heart accelerated. And I didn’t understand anything.

I observed them from my position, with the sound, or noise, of my brother-in-law in the background. And I looked toward that conversation, less fluid than the previous one; more forced than the one Belén had with him. And my wife was adjusting her hair in front of him; and I knew that black bikini, similar to the red one, was aggressive at the pool, but almost prohibitive in the garden, and certainly not entirely suitable for family gatherings. And I understood less and less.

I found myself wondering if she was trying to find out what he had seen the night before. But it seemed crazy. Why force that when we could play the role of innocent or at least semi-innocent about what happened. After all, he was the one who had sneaked into someone else’s bedroom. And it was Lucía who finally put an end to my tension, going to meet her sister and her boyfriend. Making everything change.

I then returned to my brother-in-law, his car and his friend, but soon felt the need to leave that sunny spot, and I went toward the house, intending to calmly serve myself a coffee, and perhaps organize my thoughts and try to understand my wife.

I ended up on the living room sofa, alone, savoring a strong coffee that tasted not only of coffee but of summer. I could hear the voices in the background, coming from the pool. I didn’t even want to turn on the television. And I tried not to think about anything, but there was too much to think about. And I had barely begun reviewing what I was experiencing when Ana entered, with her shorts and now with her shirt on, and sat down beside me as if nothing had happened.

“What are you doing here all alone?”

I looked at her then, with puzzlement.

“What?” she said, annoyed.

“Well...”

“Well, what?” she said, turning toward me.

“Well... can I ask what you’re doing?”

“What am I doing about what?” she bristled.

“Well... Nothing... I don’t know. Going to talk to the boy?”

“What’s the problem? Can’t I talk to him?”

I looked at her again, as if to suggest that this required an explanation.

“I think it’s better to act normal. That’s obvious,” she said, full of conviction.

“Anyway...”

“Anyway what? What’s wrong with you?”

“Shhh,” I whispered, worried that someone might hear us.

“Shh. What?” she protested.

“Look, Ana. You see him talking with Belén and a minute later there you go... without a shirt too...”

“Well, this is unbelievable,” she rebelled, standing up.

“Unbelievable what, Ana? I’m starting to think the worst.”

“The worst about what? Look, I’m done. I’m going to shower and go home. I want to take it easy.”

“You’re leaving now?” I asked, looking at my watch. “What are you going to do at home at... seven in the evening?”

“Just be quiet for a while. I’m running around every day,” she said seriously and began walking toward the stairs.

I let her go. I felt she had jumped from topic to topic because she had no defense. Her theory about acting normal was downright absurd. And I thought that if she wanted to spend that Sunday evening alone at home, it was her problem.

I continued with my coffee, again not wanting to think, but wanting to think. My wife’s attitude only offered me two paths. So, a few minutes later, I stood up and prepared to go to our bedroom.

I opened the door and heard sounds coming from the bathroom. I looked around the room and saw her suitcase half-packed. I approached the window, looked out, and saw everyone there, in the garden and in the pool, and again those two groups divided by age ranges.

And I saw Lucía kissing Albert. In a normal, affectionate kiss, like a post-adolescent couple. And it seemed strange to me, when it shouldn’t have. And the boy, always displaying that impeccable torso, along with his medium-length blond hair and blue eyes, made me remember that he seemed to constitute a tempting Ganymede, so tempting that I immediately went to the bathroom.

Once there, I heard the shower water falling decisively. The shower door offered me Ana’s contours; a powerful, carnal silhouette, despite the opacity of the glass.

“What’s wrong with you?” she said, aware of my presence, her voice overlapping with the sound of the water.

“Well... I’m going to tell you clearly,” I said, on the other side of that glass.

“Tell me clearly, go ahead,” she added, turning off the faucet.

“Well, I think either you like the kid or your rivalry with Belén is becoming delusional...”

“Is that all?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Fine. Very well,” she pronounced, and the sound of falling water was heard again.

“Damn it, Ana.”

“What?” she said, turning off the shower again.

“Aren’t you going to answer me?”

“To that nonsense? You want me to respond to that nonsense?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I don’t respond to nonsense.”

“Fine. Great,” I said and heard the shower running again.

I left the bathroom, and then the bedroom. I hated when Ana got like this. She was the one having suspicious behavior, or at the very least strange. Not me.

I went to the garden. I spent time with Belén and her friend. With David and his friend. It was difficult at first, but I finally managed to forget about my wife and her absurd, childish behavior.

And out of pride, I didn’t go looking for her. I waited for her to come say goodbye, if her hasty retreat wasn’t just a bluff.

And time passed. And I watched how the kids played in the pool and how David chained one beer after another. And finally I went to the house, climbed the stairs, reached the bedroom and saw that neither Ana nor her suitcase were there.

I then grabbed my cell phone. There were no messages from her either. I felt bad; the tantrum was absurd. There wasn’t even enough substance for us to waste a summer afternoon like that.

So I wrote to her:

“Did you leave? Are you okay?”

And she punished me with no response. For hours. It wasn’t until she was at our house, late afternoon, when I received on my phone:

“Yes, I’m fine. Nice and calm at home.”

And I hesitated. I wanted to keep calm, but I also wanted to know. So first I told her that I regretted we had lost that afternoon. But then I couldn’t help writing:

“Can you tell me what’s wrong with you? Tell me the truth.”

“You want me to tell you?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure?”

“Damn it, yes.”

And then I saw that she was typing, typing and deleting. And I was getting desperate. And my mind was spinning, trying to guess what could be happening that was so inexplicable.

Until, finally, I read:

“What’s wrong is that last night was super kinky. And I feel bad precisely because of that. Happy now?”

I stared at that screen for a moment. I reread her message three times.

“You don’t have to feel bad,” I replied.

She didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to approach the subject.

Until finally she was the one who wrote:

“Maybe Tuesday afternoon I can get away and spend the night there.”

“Are you sure, Ana?” I asked, knowing what she was referring to.

“Yes,” she replied.


CHAPTER 23

Sunday, August 8.

11:40 p.m.

Sitting in my chair, with a defeated David beside me, I was looking at the stars and remembering the story of Zeus, Ganymede, and the constellation of Aquarius. And I was thinking that Zeus seemed more like Ana, which would explain her attitude, when my phone lit up, and it was precisely my wife, from whom I hadn’t heard anything more, who had sent me a message.

I wasn’t entirely sure that our reconciliation had been completely effective. She was prone to revisiting conflicts once they were, for me, already resolved. So I prepared to read with a certain distrust.

And I read:

“Even at the risk of you coming back with that thing about, what was it, my ‘rivalry’ with Belén, I’d like to know if anything else happened for the rest of the day. If you saw anything strange. Thanks.”

“Nothing new on the western front. Just my brother-in-law drunk, who’s about to fall off his chair,” I replied.

“Very well. By the way, I talked to Javi. He told me he spoke with you.”

“Yes, we chatted for a while before dinner. Seems like he’s having a good time.”

“Yes. Well. Good night.”

“Good night,” I responded, genuinely surprised by practically all her sentences, as I thought the waters might have calmed, at least a little, but it seemed evident that wasn’t the case.

“Who is it? Who are you texting?” David then mumbled, as if coming from the great beyond.

“Ana.”

And then my brother-in-law, with a voice as slurred as it was solemn, said:

“I caught the kids talking about her tits. Ana should tone it down a bit.”

“Why don’t you tone it down?” I snapped, immediately annoyed, looking at him.

“Okay, okay… I’m just saying maybe you should keep her on a tighter leash… you know,” he said, completely drunk.

“I don’t have anything to leash,” I clarified, and stood up, and began to walk away from there, with a feeling of weariness, of him and of that entire family.

“Hey!” David almost shouted, as I was walking away. And I turned around, and heard:

“Tomorrow we’re going to get the car, right!”

I swallowed then. Took a breath. Contained myself. And said:

“To get the cabrio.”

“To get the cabrio!” he repeated, in a more rushed and shrill tone than mine.

And I turned around, resumed my path toward the house, and whispered to myself:

“What an idiot…”

Monday, August 9.

11:05 a.m.

Once again my inability to stay angry with him. At least not for more than fifteen or twenty minutes. Deep down he was like a big child. Not that he didn’t have malice, sometimes he did, like practically everyone, but there was something childish in his behavior that prevented me from crossing him off permanently and irrevocably.

And that morning I was doing him the favor of taking him in my car to the damn dealership. And he was unusually quiet; I knew him, and I knew that not annoying me was his way of asking forgiveness for his behavior and for his comments from the night before.

I took advantage of his silence to withdraw into myself and think about Albert; I tried to put myself in his place, and imagine what I would think or feel if, at barely twenty years old, I had been offered such a voyeuristic spectacle by my girlfriend’s in-laws. And I then wondered whether to take advantage of David’s desire for forgiveness to find out once and for all if Albert had only seen us or if he had seen them too.

“Hey, David,” I broke the silence with a soft tone.

“Tell me.”

“What happened on Friday in the end? Tell me the truth,” I questioned with weight, and my brother-in-law took a breath, suddenly comfortable.

“Seriously, you don’t know? Didn’t you hear her?” he asked, enjoying himself.

“I heard something, yes,” I responded without being surprised by his statement. That was just like him.

David repositioned himself in the passenger seat, marking time, pretending to be recalling, but what he was doing was playing with the pause.

“You see… We changed plans.”

“What? What plans?” I asked.

“Well… in the end… what happened was that I watched and he gave it to her.”

I turned my face toward him. Neglecting the driving for a second. I couldn’t believe it.

“You heard right. In the end it was all pretty simple. I said to Belén: ‘look who I brought you.’ The kid was scared shitless and drunk as hell… and Belén all bossy… told him… something like ‘lie down and don’t make noise.’ And bam-bam… she rode him till he was drained.”

I was stunned. My heart was racing. And I looked back at the road and kept wondering if it could be possible. If they would be capable... And I thought that maybe it wasn't so complicated after all, why would Albert refuse such a gift... Could it be possible that Belén's moans had been caused by that boy...

And then David burst out laughing:

“What a face, man! What a face you just made...!”

“What? What's going on?” I asked, confused, while my brother-in-law kept laughing and covered his face, his cheeks turning red.

“What? Don't mess with me, David...” I sighed.

And he, with a smile on his face and eyes watery from laughter, gloated:

“What a face, dude. You were really getting into the story, huh. Don't tell me you got a hard-on?”

“No, what are you talking about. Come on, don't screw with me. What happened?”

My brother-in-law composed himself, took another breath, cleared his throat and said:

“Nothing happened, damn it... The kid was going to come in, yeah. I didn't think he would. He's got more balls than he seems. They might be tiny and tucked up against his ass, divine youth, but anyway, I told him to go jerk off or have Lucía do it for him... You see... I just wasn't feeling comfortable with the whole thing. And Belén would have noticed, damn it. If I showed up drunk with the kid hiding behind a lamp... Can you imagine...? She would have kicked our asses... Did you really believe I'd brought the kid to watch while I did it with Belén?”

“Yes... why not... Since you're into that scene, as you say...”

“Yeah... but it's not the same, damn it. What turns us on is when someone else does her. I don't gain anything by having some kid staring at my ass while I'm doing it with Belén.”

“Do you look at the guys' asses when they're doing Belén?” I asked.

He looked at me and smiled:

“I look at everything... More at her, obviously. But anyway... What I want is to create desire, you know?”

“No,” I hesitated, but I had a feeling where he was going.

“Create desire. You know.”

“Okay. And wouldn't letting him watch create desire?”

“No... No... That would just complicate everything. The plan is for him to fuck Belén and for me to watch. No more twists, no strange preludes, no half measures. You know how I've created desire?”

“Surprise me,” I replied, looking ahead and sighing occasionally.

“On Saturday, when you and Ana were out all day. I was upstairs and I heard little Albert and Lucía in their bedroom, fooling around; it was siesta time. They weren't doing anything. And 'boom,' a light bulb goes off in my head, and I remember his other fantasy, that one about his school friend's mother, remember?”

“Yes... How could I forget...”

“Yeah... Well... And this is true, okay. I swear on everything sacred. So, I peek into the bedroom and say: 'Alberto, come here a second.' The kid gets up from the bed with a face like 'what the hell does this old man want after yesterday's prank...' and I tell him: 'go to the laundry basket in the hallway bathroom, Belén left you a gift.'”

“You've got to be kidding me,” I interrupted and glanced at him.

“You heard me.”

“And what did he say? And Lucía?”

“Lucía didn't hear it, damn it. He didn't say anything... but the panties flew...” he laughed.

“What are you saying? Come on. And does Belén know?”

“That? Yes, she knows. Of course she knows. See? Creating desire. In both of them, not just the lover. You have to cook up the wife too...”

“Damn, David...” I shook my head.

“Of course, Sergio... Belén knows the kid is jerking off with her panties... They're gray ones... like... silk... nothing special... but kind of sexy. She says she doesn't care, but I know just thinking about it gets her all hot.”

“Seriously... David... You're messing with me... Don't screw around...”

“I'm telling you, man... That's where we are... I think it's going to be this Friday.”

“What is?”

“Damn, what do you think? Friday is when he's going to fuck her.”

“What? This Friday?” I glanced at him again to see if something in his facial expression would reveal he was pulling my leg again. “But we're all going to be at the house. And Lucía too. On top of everything.”

“Nah, look. Friday there’s a fight night. There’s a match. A crappy one, but still. And not too late either, it starts around one. I’m going to grab Alberto and sit him right next to me on the couch. Lucía will go to bed. We’ll down four beers each, and I’m going to tell him straight up.”

“Tell him what?” I asked as I turned down the air conditioning, feeling overheated.

“What do you mean what? I’m going to say: ‘kid, the next match is yours’” —he laughed— “It won’t take twelve rounds, or fifteen… but still…”

“And then what? You go upstairs and he screws Belén? With Ana and me… in the bedroom next door…? And with Lucía how far away… ten meters?”

“No, no. Downstairs. In the basement.”

“In the basement? On that crappy half-broken sofa?”

“On that crappy half-broken sofa,” he said, savoring it.

I glanced at him again from the corner of my eye, my hands sweating on the steering wheel.

And he continued:

“I’ll tell him: ‘Little Alberto, go downstairs.’ And then I’ll send Belén a message, and Belén will come to the living room and there we go. Well, that’s more or less the logistics. Belén is being a bit silly… Well, she’s been worse before, so yeah… She knows it’s going to happen.”

“But does Belén know about this?”

“Not exactly… but on the contrary… when I tell her about that sofa… she’ll get even more turned on. The sleazier and seedier I make the encounter, the more she gets into it…”

“My God, David…” I shook my head, my pulse and body temperature seriously altered.

“What? You want to watch too? I’ll text you… you leave Anita sleeping… and you watch the show…”

I looked at him in astonishment. I believed he was capable of anything.

“I’m kidding, man… It’s bad enough the kid sees me with a hard-on, jerking off while watching them… let alone having you see me too… and then you losing your mind and wanting to join in…”

“No, no…” I sighed, and considered asking him to swear that everything he’d just told me was true, but I decided against it because I didn’t want him to see how involved and desperate I was to know.

“Hey, don’t get mad, okay,” he said then, surprising me. “Don’t get mad about what I’m going to tell you… but… you know when I knew for sure it was going to happen? That it’s really going to happen?”

“When?”

“When Ana got all… divine… and… feisty… on Saturday after the barbecue. I’m not saying at all that your wife wants anything with him, okay. But…”

“But what?” I said, annoyed.

“Well, that Belén maybe needed that little push… Look… you know as well as I do about their absurd ego battles that have been going on for ages.”

“And?”

“Well… Ana heats things up, but doesn’t cook… and Belén’s pride… of saying… ‘I finish what you only tease…’ I don’t know, okay. But… there’s something there… There was some kind of push thanks to Ana,” he concluded.

And I looked at him, and he said something about connecting his phone to my car’s Bluetooth to play some music group or other. As if nothing had happened. As if he hadn’t just dropped a ton of outrageous statements that would take me quite some time to unpack and digest.


CHAPTER 24

Monday, August 9.

12:06 p.m.

“Silly… do you forgive me?” I read on my phone, while David circled around his convertible on display; getting in, getting out, touching it, and chatting with one of the women from the dealership.

Ana was giving in. Deep down I knew she would, because other times the blame might have been more evenly distributed, but this time she had nothing to hold onto. I replied that there was nothing to forgive, and then I saw on the screen that she was recording a voice note.

My brother-in-law then approached me and whispered:

“She’s hot, huh.”

“What? Who?”

“Come on, the chick… You don’t think I know this damn car by heart already. I just came to pick it up, everything’s already signed.”

“So you’re just wasting her time for nothing.”

“No, no, not for nothing,” he smiled.

I then looked for her; “the chick,” as he called her, about thirty feet away, was talking to another guy from the dealership. There was no doubt she was striking: blonde, tall, in a navy blue skirt suit. One couldn’t help but suspect she was meant as some kind of tacky but explosive attraction.

“I’m actually having a blast. She acts like some aggressive executive but she’s totally trashy. I asked her if the car could fuck by itself and she went pale. I repeated it and she ended up saying yes…” he laughed.

I listened to him and was glad I hadn’t witnessed such an embarrassing scene.

And then the woman turned around and looked at us. She had some papers in her hand and I heard a “Coming!” from my brother-in-law beside me, serious, formal, impeccably disguised.

I took advantage of my solitude to check that Ana had finished her voice note and brought my phone to my ear, and then heard her hurried voice:

“Hi, Sergio… I’m on my coffee break, a bit late… got held up… but taking advantage. Listen. You must be freaking out. Me too. But this isn’t normal. By the way, let me know if you’ve seen more weird stuff this morning or if that idiot David has told you more, or whatever. Look, yesterday I mentioned going back tomorrow night, and you don’t seem very convinced. It’s crazy… but… Saturday was incredible… but it was a disaster… the boy must think we’re… such… klutzes… I don’t know. What do you think? Well, let me know. Kiss.”

And I immediately typed, almost without thinking:

“Yes, I more or less got what you meant yesterday. That you want to repeat what happened Saturday.”

After writing that, I could see on my screen that she was typing and deleting, typing and deleting. I took a deep breath then. I thought that yes, she seemed to be confused, even more than I was. And I wondered what could be so serious to make her overthink it so much. So I got tired of waiting, moved a bit away from people, and called her:

“Hello.”

“Hello.”

“Tell me. Let’s get this over with,” I said.

“Look, Sergio. The thing is… what I was writing is that he messaged me on social media.”

“What? Who?”

“…Albert… This morning. He sent me a friend request. I accepted and he wrote to me… saying… what a shame you have to work during the week or something like that.”

“You’re kidding,” I whispered, surprised.

“Well. It’s not that big a deal, right? After what he’s seen…”

“Well… Strange, strange… Not exactly norm—”

“Do you want to or not?” she interrupted. “Does it seem too risky to you? I don’t even know what’s going on between him and Belén.”

“Yeah… I don’t know, Ana… It seems like we need to make an appointment for the guy…” I joked, having no idea what I wanted, while also being aware that Ana didn’t have all the information I had. Information I wasn’t sure whether to reveal right away.

“I don’t know…”

“He seems like your toy… the family toy…”

“Doesn’t it turn you on or what?” she asked seriously and somewhat annoyed.

“I don’t know, Ana…”

“Didn’t you say we weren’t doing anything? That we’d wasted our… beginnings… blah blah.”

“Yes, Ana… but… Look. I’ll tell you something. I’d like to have these vacations in peace. I have one week left… And I don’t know… It’s true that it’s… exciting… knowing that he’s watching… but I don’t know.”

“You don’t know what.”

“Well, maybe it would be easier in a month or so... calmly... now that you have him under control... I’m sure he’ll break up with Lucía soon... and... we leave Javi with your parents... and we write to him like ‘come over for dinner, whatever...’” I said, and it sounded certainly far-fetched.

“Nah, Sergio. You’re crazy. I’m not bringing anyone into our apartment. It’s at the house... in a... relaxed way... like... being on the couch and suggesting he come upstairs... I mean... Look... I admit I’m scared too, okay... I’m telling you this and maybe I won’t dare later... but I don’t know... Well... Do you want me to go tomorrow?”

“Of course I want you to.”

“Well, that’s settled then. Hey. Look. Do you really still not know if Albert saw Belén with David?”

“Yes. I do know.”

“See? I knew it. I knew he had seen them before, that’s why he dared with us afterward.”

And I hesitated to tell her the truth, to tell her she wasn’t understanding me, but I let it go.

I let it go because without rivalry there would be nothing. And I was keeping my voice calm, but I probably felt even more anxiety and excitement than Ana.

Monday, August 9.

4:14 in the afternoon.

If nostalgics of the past are right about anything, it’s in their romanticization of the peace and rest of small-town life. Lying on the bed, I felt my body heavy and the awakening from a deep sleep. The breeze came through the window and the sound of the tree branches swaying in front of the house provided a sense of well-being that was delightful.

As large as the house was, I knew I was alone. I went to the bathroom, splashed water on my face, stretched, and began to walk down the stairs at a lazy pace, in search of the kitchen and a good coffee.

I assumed Albert and Lucía were with friends and knew that Belén and David were out for a drive with the new, or rather semi-new, car.

I approached the coffee maker, and there was coffee in the pot, but I hesitated, suddenly feeling it deserved a greater tribute, so I decided to indulge in the pleasure of making a fresh one in the Italian press.

And everything seemed calm, and it was, but it was increasingly difficult to pretend that nothing was happening. To pretend I was in control. I was no longer the calm and impassive man of eight or nine days ago. Perhaps it was David’s fault, or Belén’s, or Albert’s, or Ana’s herself, who kept surprising me with her active attitude. Or my own fault. But the fact was that my wife had plans for the boy on Tuesday and supposedly my brother-in-law had others for Friday. It was madness. Perhaps a blessed madness. And I was skeptical, but at the same time I felt as if it were a drug, like an intermittent reward that I was beginning to need.

And the coffee made me feel more, and made me review everything with greater clarity. And I began to think that no one seemed to consider Lucía, although she always seemed so distant, so indifferent, that it even gave the impression that if she knew about Albert, she wouldn’t even care. She seemed to be with him out of mere entertainment and he seemed to be with her more for the pool than for her. And then I also wondered if everything David had told me was true, and I realized that at least one thing I could discover for myself.

And I went up the stairs and I wasn’t entirely confident. And it was another act of madness... And it was probably a risky invasion of privacy... but at the same time... too tempting.

I walked down the hallway on the upper floor. The chances of being discovered were nil. I would hear the outer gate, I would hear the front door, I would hear the footsteps on the stairs... so my only concern was to leave everything as it was once I had discovered what I intended to find.

I noted how the door was slightly ajar so I could return it to its position when I left. And then I pushed it, and saw the chaos of a bedroom shared by two carefree young people. The unmade bed, clothes on the floor, backpacks, shoes, and a thick smell of adolescent sweat.

My idea wasn’t to conduct an exhaustive search. I would simply look in two or three key places, trusting in Albert’s clumsiness.

I tried to guess which side of the bed each one slept on, to figure out the corresponding nightstand, but there was no sign. So I approached the first one, opened a drawer, and saw some earrings. I closed it immediately, went around the bed and headed to the other nightstand. And as I walked, I thought that perhaps I had been too optimistic; after all, if that were true, Albert wouldn’t want to be discovered by Lucía, so he would have made at least some effort to prevent that from happening.

I reached the other nightstand and saw nothing. Absolutely nothing. Both drawers empty.

I took a breath and went to the next target. I saw two backpacks on the floor, this time there was no mistake, one was pink, like corduroy, so I went for the dark one. And I sharpened my hearing just in case, and tried to notice how the zippers were positioned, although I knew it was impossible for anyone to remember that.

A towel. A damp swimsuit. Swimming goggles. A sunglasses case...

I then went to the closet. And there too, nothing but piled up and wrinkled clothes. And then I reached up looking for something on the top shelf, and put my hand there, and felt around, but there was nothing.

I turned around then, and saw that chaos. But it was a limited chaos. And I knew they weren’t there. That my brother-in-law had probably been messing with me. Again.

And then I went to the bathroom. And I looked at that shower tray, the one where, according to Albert, he had done it with Lucía, masking the sound, as David had said. And I looked around there, but I didn’t find anything either.

And one last look at the bedroom. And I felt disappointed. It seemed that David wasn’t really doing anything, just introducing temptations into my mind, and I was passing some of them on to Ana; and that essentially we were the ones committing the crazy acts, while he was just messing with me, and then I saw something gray peeking out from under some checkered underwear.

I approached. The wood creaked. My bare feet circled that garment that was slightly hidden, partially under the bed, which revealed an encouraging attempt at concealment. I crouched down. I squatted. Like an investigator. Like a CSI, inside the perimeter, facing the crime scene. And I mustered up the courage to lift that male garment, which didn’t promise much cleanliness, and I moved that underwear aside, and I tensed up, because it was my last chance, not only to find them, but for all of this to be real, my last chance for it not to be all a deception… and my heart accelerated, and I sighed, and there they were, exactly as David had described them: gray silk panties, which weren’t particularly grandiose in themselves, but contrasted with Lucía’s cotton ones, which I had seen piled up in the closet.

And then everything happened very quickly. The eagerness to know, to confirm, overcame decorum and squeamishness. Or perhaps it was an inner fire. A morbid fire. But the fact is that modesty disappeared, and I grabbed them, with just three fingertips; I lifted them, felt them especially soft and delicate, and now with both hands, though with equal delicacy, I tried to shape, to disorder that silky, grayish bundle, and as I did so, suspicions turned into certainties: The feast was evident. The heartless outrage. The powerful stench.

Dried stains. Others more humid, to the point of further softening the fabric. The smell of heavy, deposited semen. It didn’t seem that the desecration had been occasional, but repeated. A lascivious bacchanal poured over the lingerie of his girlfriend’s older sister. An orchestrated and provoked defamation, which made me throb, tremble, and feel an almost guilty morbid sensation in my groin.

I sighed. I exhaled, and tried, as far as possible, to leave that garment in the same semi-chaotic and semi-hidden situation under Albert’s underwear. And the two garments semi-hidden under the bed.

I then went to my bedroom, affected. Affected by the morbidity of the desecration and affected because finally there were certainties in at least part of everything my brother-in-law had told me.

I lay down on my bed. Feverish. Tense. And I remembered where it all came from. Where we were coming from before Albert being an eyewitness to my sex with Ana. The origin was Belén in the pool provoking him. And then Ana’s story with the German. The origin wasn’t Albert as a voyeur, but Albert as a lover. The origin started with Albert discharging all that, but not on a pair of panties.

I took my phone and felt my fingers trembling. Ana had to know this. But I quickly concluded that I would want this confession in person.

Even so, I still had to express my morbid curiosity, my uneasiness, my anxiety, somehow. And share it with her:

And I wrote:

—Ana, I know it won’t happen, but the morbid part was also imagining you with Albert. I know what’s possible, even if it’s crazy, is for him to watch us, as already happened once. But the really morbid thing is imagining you with him… like it was with the German guy.

I reread my text. More than hot and desperate, it sounded strangely solemn to me.

I waited. My heart kept pounding. Restless. I could still feel the touch of silk on my fingers. I could still smell that rancid, thick semen.

And fortunately, I soon had news from my wife on my phone:

—I’ll write to you tonight… —she replied.


CHAPTER 25

Monday, August 9.

9:34 p.m.

Sitting at the kitchen table, I was enjoying the solitude and a tomato rice dish while occasionally glancing at my phone, hoping for news from my wife. Everything felt scattered. I think neither she nor I knew what we wanted to happen amid that accumulation of fantasies, realities, and unfulfilled desires.

I was lost in these thoughts when Lucía appeared, always in her own world. She greeted me halfheartedly. She was wearing an orange cotton t-shirt, long and visibly well-worn; I couldn’t remember, but perhaps it had once belonged to one of her older sisters. And always detached from everything; one might think this indifference was deliberate, a clichéd teenage attitude, but no, she had always been like this, even as a small child.

“Is there any pizza left from yesterday?” she asked, looking inside the refrigerator she had just opened.

“No idea. I didn’t see any,” I replied.

She then grabbed some eggs, closed the fridge, and took what remained of a loaf of bread. She began pouring oil into a pan, and judging by the amount, it seemed she was planning to make fried eggs.

“Wow, quite a hearty dinner,” I said, trying to establish a rapport we didn’t have.

She didn’t respond.

Curiously, the silences with her weren’t uncomfortable, probably because they were intrinsic to her nature.

“And Albert?” I asked after a while.

“He’s upstairs,” she answered, without offering any further explanation.

My mind then flew to the possibility that he might be taking advantage of his solitude to make use, for the umpteenth time, of Belén’s delicate and already mistreated underwear. Then I returned to the kitchen, to Lucía, and thought that her answer didn’t surprise me much, since it seemed that when one was upstairs, the other was downstairs. When she was with friends, he was on his phone. They certainly didn’t appear to be hanging on each other.

“You two seem to lead somewhat... separate lives... don’t you?” I said, indiscreetly.

She shrugged. She was passing her hand a few inches above the pan, trying to determine if the oil was hot enough.

And I watched her: barefoot, with her long, thin legs. And always indifferent. It seemed like nothing mattered to her. Not even my indiscreet questions.

“It’s just that... I like someone else,” she suddenly blurted out as she cracked an egg against the edge of the counter.

Her statement came out of nowhere. I was initially surprised. But that was her way. With that youthful lightness of saying things randomly and to anyone, without overthinking.

“Oh, really?”

She shrugged again.

The sound of eggs frying interrupted our conversation, if that’s what you could call it. I was finishing my dinner when I noticed Ana was writing to me.

I unlocked the screen and read:

“Are you there?”

“Yes. Are you just getting home now?” I typed.

“Yes, well. I did some shopping... I’ll tell you later.”

I responded with an emoji of a figure with open arms, indicating I didn’t understand her riddle, then looked up and saw Lucía spooning oil over the eggs with sufficient skill and ease.

“But are you in the bedroom?” she asked.

“I’m having dinner. I’ll go up soon,” I replied.

“Ah.”

“What?”

“Look. I’ll send you an email, okay?”

“But... to tell me what? I’m a bit lost.”

“To tell you what I’ve been thinking about all this.”

“Okay, okay. When I get the email, I’ll go up and read it,” I wrote as Lucía sat down across from me with two impeccably fried eggs, with their crispy edges and a shine almost as orange as her t-shirt.

And she was dipping bread into the yolk of a perfect egg. In silence. She was a girl, but at the same time a woman. She maintained those aggressive, dark features of the family. Her eyes were even slightly almond-shaped, but perhaps with fewer moles than her sisters. Full lips and a more natural slenderness than Belén’s. I then directed my gaze toward the window and saw how the smoke from the frying was dissipating and mixing with the clean night air. Then I looked back at Lucía and inadvertently discovered that her breasts moved freely under her t-shirt; I realized there was no bra there, and I felt guilty, so I looked away and said without thinking:

“Well, Albert seems like a nice guy.”

She shrugged again.

“Maybe you should try more seriously with him,” I insisted.

I didn’t know why I was defending that kid. No one had asked for my opinion. And before I knew it, I launched into a symposium like a man who believes this world is no longer his, about how “today’s youth seek ephemeral stimuli and have no constancy in anything, neither with their partners nor with life in general.”

Lucía barely showed any signs of listening to me.

“Just so you know, he cheated on me,” she said suddenly, but with the same tone of indifference.

“What?” I said, surprised.

“I don’t care, but still.”

“Wow...” I whispered. “And with whom?” I asked again without thinking.

She shrugged for the umpteenth time, until she finally uttered:

“You don’t know her.”

And I watched her, observing that weariness and how she separated one egg from the other with her fork. And then she scratched her face. And then she placed a piece of bread on the plate, on top of the half-eaten eggs, and she stood up with the plate in her hand, and said as she was leaving:

“I’m going to watch TV.”

Monday, August 9th.

10:22 at night.

In my underwear, illuminated by the bedside lamp, lying on the bed with the laptop on my legs, I was finally about to read Ana’s email.

I didn’t know what to expect. Whether more doubts or concrete proposals. I certainly wanted the latter. I also knew that I, after her confessions, would have to let go of a lot of baggage; I knew I had to tell her everything that I knew and she didn’t.

I saw two paragraphs. I began to read the first one:

“Hi Sergio. First, I want to say that I haven’t talked to him anymore on social media, which I thought you would ask about. And second, I’d like you to tell me if anything else happened at the house. After all, he’s seen us and he’s seen them. It’s all so weirddd... I think the next step they take will already be for what you already know. Hasn’t that idiot David told you anything? It seems incredible and impossible to me that Belén intends to do it with him, but there are already too many things and they all point in the same direction. That’s why I think we don’t stand a chance, and with me only coming on weekends... well, even though Saturday was a disaster, we can’t compete with them when they’re with him every day.”

I paused in my reading, very surprised by that “compete.” Ana seemed to make the mistake of acknowledging that there was a lot of competition between sisters, something I had already told her and that she had taken so badly.

I continued with the second and final paragraph:

“And if they end up doing that crazy thing, well, it’s their business, I don’t know. And besides, you’ve told me that what really turns you on is imagining me with someone else, and that between the German and Albert, you prefer Albert. So, well, I know Saturday was such a disaster and that it would be nice to have an opportunity to not leave that impression, and that it was super kinky, but that spiral makes no sense, so it’s better to forget about it. And if what turns you on is fantasizing, then tomorrow we’ll fantasize somehow with the boy and that’s it. Or is that not enough for you?”

I felt a bit disappointed. I expected more forcefulness. More conclusions. Although I knew that text was completely futile because she was missing so much information.

I picked up my mobile phone and wrote to Ana:

“I’ve read it.”

“And?” she asked immediately.

“Well... what if we fantasize now and tomorrow we’ll see what happens?”

“Mmm... I don’t know. Okay... How?” she asked.

“Well... I’m going to call you... and to start, I’m going to tell you something about some panties,” I wrote, eager for her to know everything once and for all so we could discover together what she wanted, and what we both wanted.


CHAPTER 26

Monday, August 9.

10:53 PM.

My wife had listened with maximum curiosity and unease. She had only let out an occasional “my goodness” now and then. I had gone from least to most important, first telling her about my chat with Lucía, the most innocuous part, but with the relevant information about her relationship with Albert. And then I had dropped the three bombshells: about Belén’s underwear, about David’s plans for Friday, and finally I had told her that Albert had only seen the two of us, even at the risk that this might cause her to abandon any hint of morbid craziness that could benefit me.

“My goodness...” she whispered again on the phone.

“You see...”

“My goodness... But didn’t you tell me that he had seen them?”

“Apparently David was joking... And then he ended up admitting that no, he hadn’t gone in after all,” I lied, but I didn’t feel bad, because finally she knew everything and there were no more secrets.

“Well... for someone who hadn’t seen Belén and David... how quickly he took us at our word to see us, don’t you think?”

“Yes. I don’t know... Also David... I guess he left him completely wanting more.”

“My goodness... And the underwear thing... You guys are outrageous... What perverts...”

“Me? Well, don’t include me... I only picked them up for a moment to make sure...”

“What filth... My goodness...” she repeated, whispering in my ear, thinking to herself. And she kept turning it over in her mind, asking me various questions about “whens” and “whys” that I answered as best I could.

“Well... And with all this... I don’t know if anything changes,” I finally said.

“I don’t know... The fact that Belén knows about the underwear and doesn’t care just blows my mind,” she returned to the subject.

“Apparently she doesn’t just not care...” I responded.

And, after a silence, she said:

“What changes? Well, I don’t know? At least he doesn’t have anyone to compare us to,” she whispered, and I could feel her smile.

“And that relieves you? That seems silly to me.”

“I don’t know...”

“But why did that turn you on so much? I was more nervous than anything,” I confessed.

“Well... I don’t know... I mean, I was as nervous as you or more... But it was so... exhibitionist... you know? So... like... forbidden. It’s not just saying someone sees you doing it in the heat of the moment, you know? I don’t know. The fact that we had provoked it ourselves... And besides, the boy, well, he’s handsome. I don’t know. It was everything... And someone we know. It’s not... that. It’s not just anyone seeing you... Imagine last week if that guy who parked nearby had caught us... Well, you don’t know what he’s like, or who he is... And feeling him there... so close... It’s like... imagine if he had dared to come closer... or to say something. That’s it! It’s that... uncertainty that... he could... say something or show himself at any moment... you know?”

I listened to her attentively, and relived that moment, but afterward I didn’t say anything, so there was silence, but I could hear her breathing, restless, on the other end of the line. Until she was the one who spoke:

“Well, and for you... The idea of imagining me with someone else, with him, I mean... what would that be like?”

“How clever,” I smiled. “You want me to talk, don’t you?”

“Of course...” she laughed.

“Well, I’ll start and you continue,” I proposed.

“Ugh, okay. Let’s see,” she got a little overwhelmed.

And I hesitated for a moment, we were moving from real confessions to having to imagine. And I didn’t know if that would be enough now, considering what we were experiencing, but I finally said:

“Let’s see, well... the other day... when I was... on top of you... And we already knew he was in the bedroom. Imagine that... I had pulled out of you... had turned on the bedside lamp... and had told him to close the door. What would happen?”

“Already? It’s my turn already?” she said nervously.

“Yes.”

“Well... what would happen is that you, naked, as you were, would move aside. He would go to the door and I would sit on the bed, naked. And he would approach me and get undressed too.”

“How's his cock?” I pressed immediately.

“Wow... Well... I already told you I brushed against it... Good... very... nice cock...” she said seriously, without apparent qualms about pronouncing that word.

“Describe it to me.”

“Damn, Sergio...” she protested, hesitating, while I freed myself from my underwear with my free hand.

She didn’t respond. Perhaps she was searching for words. We had never tried anything like this before.

“So... what are you wearing?” I asked her.

“Right now?”

“Of course.”

“Well... nothing. I’m in my underwear.”

“Which ones?”

“Well... the gray and black set...”

I tried to remember, but couldn’t picture it.

“I don’t remember that one,” I said.

“Yes, the... one that’s dark gray with black lace.”

“Ah, right, right,” I responded, as that underwear finally came to mind, those substantial cups that delicately yet powerfully contained Ana’s breasts.

“And you?” she asked.

“Nothing. I’m naked.”

“Well...”

“What?”

“Nothing. Just... how quick. How... prepared,” she said, and I could hear her smile.

“Yeah... well... We were at...”

“Yes, yes, let’s see,” she interrupted me. “Yes, let’s see, well... Albert’s cock... is... big, thick. It’s... beautiful. Perfect.”

“Better than mine? Bigger?”

“Mmmm... Not better. Or yes. Let’s see... He’s standing in front of me. And... he’s not fully hard yet. So I don’t know if at... maximum action... it would be bigger than yours. But it looks promising... Your turn now. Continue,” she said, and I was surprised, as I could tell she was letting herself go much more than I expected.

And I continued:

“Well, I approach you both. You’re sitting, facing him, who’s standing. He looks at you. He desires you. And you look at him, with equal desire. And then he looks at both of us, not sure what he can or cannot do. What is he looking at? How is he looking at you?” I asked my wife, passing her the turn.

“Well... he looks at my face. And then... he looks at... my tits... And I feel uncomfortable, observed... but at the same time I see him so excited... so eager... And then I stand up. Right in front of him. And... I touch his chest... and I feel it hard, taut, and his... little squares he has... and he... trembles a little, because I’m tickling him... but he doesn’t touch me, not yet, and then I... yes... move my hands... toward him... and I caress... his cock... and he, then... caresses me too... my tits... We’re very close... and I... I would kiss him... but I don’t know if you want me to. Do you want me to?”

“Whether I want it or not, he takes one of his hands to your face, and turns you slightly, and joins his lips with yours. It’s a chaste kiss, but at the same time loaded with lust, like a prelude to something that’s about to explode. He caresses one of your breasts and guides you with his other hand so you continue kissing. Meanwhile, his cock grows between your hands. Before you know it, it’s rock hard, with the skin pulled back, and you can smell his scent, the smell of his cock. And it drives you crazy to feel something so hard, so young. And you start to feel the urge to... put all of that in your mouth. Would you do it?”

“Wow...” Ana sighed, clearing her throat, and I was already slowly masturbating while we talked. “Well... I look at you... and I see in your eyes that you want me to do it... that you want me to put his cock in my mouth, but again he moves first... and... he kisses me again, but it’s not just a peck anymore, he really kisses me... we... we make out... He kisses... incredibly... and I feel his tongue, and those thick lips he has, and I feel the caresses on my breast, and I want to look at you while we kiss... and...”

“And how do you feel while you’re kissing him?” I interrupted her, and sped up my masturbation.

“I... I feel... bad... and good at the same time. I don’t know... I feel... dirty... and that turns me on even more.”

“Are you touching yourself?” I asked her.

“Well... No... Do you want me to?”

“Yes...” I responded.

“Alright... Let’s see... Oof. Whose turn is it?”

“You were finishing with how he... moves ahead of us. And really kisses you.”

“Ah... Okay. So... We're kissing... And I don't know what I want. But then he tells me to sit back down on the bed. And I obey. And... his cock, hard, big, is right at face level. And I look at him, his blue eyes... his blond hair... He looks so handsome... and I know what he wants... And I know you want it too...” said Ana, and she fell silent, waiting for me to continue.

“Okay, so... you... start to... caress your breasts... like you did the other night with me. And you do it, and you look at him. And you feel your breasts, firm, large. And you feel dirty, for enticing a kid like this, and that only makes you more excited. And you open your legs wider, like by instinct... and you feel your pussy touching the sheets... and you know you're wet... and you brush your hair aside, and look at his cock, rock hard, big, pointing at you, just inches from your face. And you tease him... but you want him to make the move, to decide himself... Does he dare...?”

“Fuck... Sergio...” she gasped excitedly.

“What...”

“He... He dares... He moves closer... and... I feel the tip of his cock on my lips... And I smell it... and it's so... big... so hard... and he's so excited... that... I can't stand it... and... I take it in my mouth... I take his cock in my mouth... and he... grunts... a little... and I feel his hands on my head... and I close my eyes... and... I... I suck his cock... I'm sucking this... this boy's cock... knowing you're watching me...”

“And how does that make you feel...?”

“I... I feel like a whore... like a... complete... slut... But I can't stop... I'm sucking it... and... touching myself...”

“How are you touching yourself now?”

“Yes...”

“And what else do you feel?” I urged her on, still masturbating, watching precum already leaking from my member pointing toward the ceiling.

“Well... I feel... I feel that... that I want him to put it in me... that I want him to fuck me... Do you want that? What happens next?”

“What happens is... I move closer. And I'm amazed watching you suck him off. How your head moves back and forth. And the boy whimpers, and guides you with his hand on your head. And your torso rocks, back and forth... and your tits swing... and then he leans down a bit, and touches one breast, and then the other, he caresses them and lets them go, and you don't stop swallowing, and touching yourself, and saliva drips from the corner of your mouth... and you seem so filthy... that I know what you want... so I tell him: fuck her.”

“Fuck, Sergio...” she sighed.

“What...”

“I'm going to cum... You keep going... Tell me how he fucks me...” Ana panted on the phone, and I would have preferred her to speak, but I accepted:

“Okay... so... He pulls away... Takes a step back... And you... feel a bit frustrated... because you wanted to keep sucking him... and you look at me, and I see saliva and some precum on your lips, dripping down your chin... And he tells you to turn around. And you obey. You climb onto the bed. And get on all fours. And I walk around the bed. To see you from the front. To see the exact moment when Albert puts it in you. And you look straight ahead. And you brush the hair from your face, and caress one breast. And you whisper to me: 'What's he waiting for?' because you're desperate. And you wiggle your ass... wanting him to fuck you. And I look at him. Standing behind you. And he's masturbating. Because he wants it even harder when he puts it in you. And he gets on the bed. On his knees behind you. And you can already feel him. And you feel your pussy open. So much that it embarrasses you, and you whisper to me... asking me to forgive you... and I ask you why I would need to forgive you... and you tell me: 'forgive me if I cum as soon as he puts it in me...'”

“Fuck, Sergio...” Ana interrupted me on the other end of the phone. “God! I'm cumming now!” she panted and I could hear her broken breathing.

“Cum... Cum... Ana, while you imagine how that kid is fucking you... how he puts it in you... and how you writhe with pleasure feeling his big cock inside you...”

“God... I'm cumming...!” my wife panted, rapidly, into the phone... “Ah... Keep going...”

“You feel his cock inside... and he pulls it out. And puts it all the way back in. And you feel invaded. And your pussy opens for him, and you're embarrassed by how turned on you are... and he grabs your hair. And he looks at me. As if thanking me for letting him fuck you... And he keeps fucking you... and spanks your ass... And you moan like a bitch... and look at me... and writhe with pleasure... and you...”

“Stop, stop...!” Ana gasped, in a thread of a voice.

“What?”

“Whew... I... I already came,” she whispered, somewhat embarrassed.

“Really?”

“Yes... Whew... And you? Were you touching yourself?” she asked, more relaxed. With a clearer voice.

“That’s what I’m doing, yes...”

“Well... Should I continue and... you finish?” she asked.

“No... well... It doesn’t matter,” I replied.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

And then there was silence. I took a breath. And then I said:

“Hey...”

“What?” she asked.

“It’s... maybe it’s a shame that on Friday... he’s going to do it with Belén... and not with you.”

And there was another silence. She hesitated. Until finally she whispered:

“Are... are you saying that seriously or... is this still part of what we’re joking about in our fantasy?”

And I didn’t know what to answer.


CHAPTER 27

Tuesday, August 10.

11:30 in the morning.

My brother-in-law emerged from the water panting as if he’d swum the entire length of the beach and then some. And I, from my towel, couldn’t help but notice him and had to agree with Belén about how he’d let himself go; his belly was a testament to neglect that contrasted with legs that hadn’t completely lost their tone. His body hair covered his chest, stomach, and even scattered parts of his shoulders and back. On his head, not all was lost yet, though a bald spot was beginning to show. And I remembered the photos, framed and scattered throughout the house, from when he was young and athletic, and he was barely recognizable.

He sat down beside me, letting out a groan and hesitating whether to lie down or sit. Finally, he sat, emitting another small huff and said:

“Where’s Belén?”

“She’s talking to that guy. Must be a friend of Lucía and Albert,” I replied.

“Who? Where?” he looked left and right.

“Over there, man,” I indicated, pointing diagonally toward the shoreline.

“Oh! No, damn, that’s the neighbors’ son. How the kid has grown. How tall he is...” he said, observing him. And it was true that he was quite tall, but looked very young. “I bet he has a long, pale dick like an asparagus,” he whispered and cleared his throat, delighted with his remark.

And I listened to him, and watched them. Belén was radiant, eye-catching, in a blue striped bikini that revealed more buttocks than breasts, as if she always sought to showcase more below than above. She had a precise and elegant arch to her legs and her curly hair looked somewhat wild and at times even a bit old-fashioned. I thought that if I took a photo from my position, there, tanned, slim, in her bikini, and chatting casually by the shoreline, she could almost look like some kind of postcard from the seventies.

“Damn... how that little jerk-off is looking at her...” David whispered, sounding harsh and even miserly, pulling me from my naïve and artistic daydream.

I glanced at him sideways. My brother-in-law was almost licking his lips watching his wife talk to that boy. And I was about to sketch a small grimace, as if to laugh at his fantasy, but then he readjusted himself, under his swimsuit, as if looking for space... and that was so unpleasant that I lost any desire to smile.

“Do you see it too or not?” he asked, without taking his eyes off them.

“I don’t see anything... By the way... how’s your plan for Friday coming along?” I asked, in a forward escape.

“Good... It’s going... I need one little detail... which might happen today... since it looks like the weather’s going to turn bad this afternoon.”

I knew his phrase contained his worn-out trap. That he always left breadcrumbs for his listeners to pick up. But this time I didn’t mind playing along:

“What little detail?”

“Well... you know I told you I need little Albert... to really give it to Belén, right? Well, we’ve been... getting along too well lately... So this afternoon I’m going to rile him up a bit.”

“But let’s see,” I said. “If afterward on Friday you’re going to watch boxing with him... what’s the point of... making enemies today.”

“Nah, those things aren’t forgotten. Even if we reconcile by Friday... when he’s giving it to her, he’ll surely remember all my jabs... Listen to me: In moments of tension, grudges always surface.”

“Oh, really? You don’t say... Is that a theory or a quote?” I asked, laughing inside.

“It’s an irrefutable truth,” he replied.

Tuesday, August 10.

4:12 in the afternoon.

I listened to the sound of rain hitting the windows of my bedroom. My contentment under the sheets was indescribable. The nap had been impeccable in both duration and depth. Fresh air was coming in and I felt my feet slightly cold for the first time in weeks.

I rolled over and saw on my phone that Ana had written that she was eager to see me and would arrive in a few hours. I knew there wouldn’t be any craziness, that once she had learned that Belén and David hadn’t been seen by Albert there was no battle to win, so I almost completely ruled out inciting her again for him to watch. And I knew that, despite my comment, made as a consequence of being turned on, the idea of her doing it with Albert was impossible, that neither she nor I truly wanted it; and that it was an insane madness, only suitable for Belén and David, and at which one could only be astonished and conspire. I could sense that we would have sex that night and that we would fantasize about Albert, but nothing more.

I replied telling her that I was eager to see her too. And she immediately responded, and we talked about Javi, as I had called him in the morning. And then we agreed to meet at a restaurant with views of the beach for dinner, since we wanted some privacy, a restaurant she would go to directly from the office, without stopping by the house.

I let her continue working and stretched. I put on a t-shirt and swim shorts and went to urinate. And then I began to descend the stairs in search of coffee. I knew there were people in the house, you always know these things; and, as I was taking the last few steps before reaching the ground floor, I heard:

“Sergio! Come on, let's play a game.”

It was David's voice. Relentless, always present, coming from the kitchen.

I didn't quicken my pace in the slightest as I walked through the living room and saw Lucía and Albert sitting on the sofa, each absorbed in their mobile phones with the TV playing in the background. I said hello and they barely noticed, then I reached the kitchen where Belén, David, and a couple who were friends of theirs—with whom they had eaten lunch at the house—were sitting at the table.

“Come on, the more people the better,” said David, and I saw a board on the table that appeared to be an old Trivial Pursuit game.

“...Seriously?” I sighed, approaching the coffee maker.

“Yes, man, come on,” he insisted while arranging some cards.

I looked out the window, and the day was certainly dark, giving the impression that it could start thundering at any moment.

“Is there any coffee left?” Belén asked.

“Yes, but I can make fresh if you want,” I said and offered some to the guests, whom I knew by sight, and a conversation about coffee developed on the surface while underneath, the game discussion continued, as I could hear David muttering: “With Albert we'd be six.”

Belén offered to help me with the coffees. The female guest, short and with a sweet expression, asked for hers with milk, and her husband, thin and unassuming, busied himself with organizing the cards since David had gone to the living room in search of a sixth player.

“How can you not want to play, damn it,” I could hear my brother-in-law saying in the distance, and I knew he would manage to bring Albert even if he had to drag him by the ears.

And, indeed, a few minutes later, Albert appeared sitting in one of the chairs, and a “what color do you want” was pronounced by my brother-in-law, his voice overlapping with the sound of spoons stirring sugar into the coffees.


CHAPTER 28

Tuesday, August 10.

4:48 in the afternoon.

He didn’t give him a moment’s peace. It was total harassment. His attacks targeted both Albert’s inability to answer any question, no matter how obvious or simple the answer might be, as well as his evident deficiency when it came to reading correctly.

“I can’t understand anything when you read like that, damn it. Read properly,” David would order him to repeat, and Albert would stumble even more when trying to enunciate the question.

The rest of us present continued the game of questions and answers, pretending that nothing was happening. And after David’s: “Damn it, you’ve got to be kidding me that you don’t even know that!” I had been about to defend him, but I remained expectant, hoping that Belén would be the one to do it.

The humiliation was relentless:

“Let’s see, little Albert, question, even you should know this one: In what language is most of the Bible written?” my brother-in-law asked, and those of us present squirmed uncomfortably in our chairs, feeling bad for the boy, suspecting he wouldn’t know this one either.

“Well...” Albert stalled for time, in a thin voice, and David cleared his throat, and I almost preferred that he not risk saying something ridiculous.

“Come on, say it. I’m going to set an hourglass for you. Do we have one of those?” my brother-in-law asked.

“No, we don’t,” Belén replied.

“Well... I can’t think of it...” Albert responded, growing less and less confident, having gone from guessing randomly to “I don’t know,” and now for a while he’d been saying “I can’t think of it.”

“Come on, you’ve got to be kidding me,” David pushed, eager for him to say something outrageous.

“I don’t know, Jewish?” Albert almost asked with his answer.

“Jewish? For fuck’s sake... It’s Hebrew, isn’t it? You idiot...”

“Well, he wasn’t that far off,” said their friend, the conciliatory man, almost willing to give him credit for it.

And things only got worse. Albert grew increasingly red-faced. And nobody came to his rescue. And once, after another insult from David, he dared to whisper:

“If this is how it’s going to be, I’d rather stop playing.”

“What?” my brother-in-law asked aggressively.

“Nothing...” Albert replied, as if his pride wouldn’t allow him to quit.

And the game continued, and I knew what David was trying to do. I looked to Belén for some sign of mercy, but she opted for silence, and I thought she would remain that way, but that’s not what happened.

“Let’s see, this one. It’s easy. You got lucky,” David said. “Which Italian volcano is considered the most dangerous in the world?”

Albert’s silence was deafening.

“You’ve got to be kidding me... Look, kid. Just name an Italian volcano. Any one. There are two really famous ones... And I’ll count it as correct.”

And more silence. And his cheeks were burning. The embarrassment was certainly uncomfortable for everyone else at the table, or so I thought, until Belén said:

“My goodness... You seriously don’t know even one...? I’m shocked.”

And I looked up: Belén, sitting straight, upright, wearing a dark tank top, was looking at Albert and shaking her head.

“I can’t think of it...” Albert responded.

“Well, it’s okay,” said the short woman then, and I was stunned by Belén’s lack of mercy, wondering if this was coincidental or if she too wanted an angry Albert, not just David.

“Well... That’s what we’re dealing with,” my brother-in-law said, and began talking about the new generations; about their pathetic cultural level, and expounded a theory about how educational systems were becoming increasingly mediocre because governments wanted citizens who were easily manipulated. “Without culture we’re dead. Dead!” David repeated, who didn’t have a university degree, but whose curiosity had given him knowledge in many ways.

And the two games continued: the board game and the one that consisted of trying to provoke rage in Albert. And Belén touched her hair, vainly, and caught up to me, with both of us just one color away from winning. And if there was anyone who wanted someone to claim victory once and for all, it was Albert, who looked at David with hatred, and wasn’t looking too kindly at Belén either.

And, just when I thought the humiliation was finally coming to an end, there was one more turn for Albert, and David read:

“Question. Let’s see,” he said, with a card in his hand, and cleared his throat, and looked at the boy, and looked at me, and looked at Belén. “Let’s see: Besides polyester... which is synthetic... and cotton... which is a vegetable fiber, what natural fiber is women’s underwear usually made of?”

I swallowed hard. I knew he wasn’t reading from the card. That he had just made up the question. And Belén didn’t flinch. And the boy had to know that what David was doing was figuratively placing Belén’s gray panties on that table. Those panties that had been receiving severe punishment, in the form of thick semen, from Albert for days.

The boy didn’t respond. And then Belén said:

“This one... You should know this...”

And it was a macabre game. And the four of us knew what it was about. But Albert wasn’t reacting.

“Damn it. Panties. Haven’t you ever touched a pair of panties?” asked David, provoking him.

“Yes...” he finally responded with something.

“So?”

“Well...” he hesitated.

“Come on. You know this one. Don’t you?” said Belén, in a provocative yet honeyed tone, and I couldn’t believe it.

And then Albert said something and his voice overlapped with the roaring sky. A thunderclap from a summer storm that had covered his word.

“What?” said David.

“Silk. He said silk. That’s correct,” said the man, discreetly, saving him. He did.

And finally my sister-in-law won the game, and Albert certainly gave the impression of leaving furious. And not just with David, but with Belén too.

“He’s leaving all fired up...” whispered David afterward, as we were cleaning up, and Belén looked at him, and I saw a strange connection between them. A connection I had never seen until that moment.

Tuesday, August 10.

10:17 at night.

“Do you want dessert?” I asked Ana.

“I don’t know. Maybe more wine,” she laughed.

“But you finished it all by yourself...” I said smiling, looking at the empty bottle of rosé.

“I don’t know... Well, dessert... order whatever you want... I’m going to the bathroom for a second,” she said, slightly affected by the alcohol, and stood up, heading for the restaurant restrooms.

And I watched her, with her dark skirt and white blouse, elegant, graceful, in work clothes, but certainly striking. And with her dark hair falling down her back. The jet black of her skin contrasted with the white of her blouse and awakened the deepest instincts.

I had used dinner to confess to her the developments that had occurred in the house in the last few hours, sometimes feeling, curiously, a bit bad, as I had even quoted my brother-in-law’s literal phrases; and the truth was that I didn’t feel he deserved special protection, but they were, deep down, a kind of intimate confidences.

A waiter approached and I ordered an ice cream cake and two small spoons. And while at it, I asked permission to leave my car in the parking lot that night, as I preferred to take Ana back to the house in hers, and I would come back for mine the next day, walking the scant three miles that separated us.

I then heard some heels, and I noticed the firm step of Ana’s long legs, and that determination contrasted with flushed cheeks, more restless.

She sat across from me, and sighed, making her bangs wave, flushed, as the night was thick and stormy, and I couldn’t help saying:

“You look... hot...”

She looked at me, and made a strange face, as if surprised by the term I used, and then answered:

“Yeah... Well... You could have dressed up a bit more. Did you order?”

“Yes, I ordered. It’s just that... I didn’t have anything else, honestly,” I answered, and it was true, as I had barely managed to find some jeans and a decent shirt among so many swimsuits and beach clothes. “But yes. You look hot,” I insisted. “In fact, dressed like that, you remind me of the girl from the dealership. In brunette, that is.”

“Oh, really? My goodness... poor girl... Having to put up with David María... saying sleazy things...”

“Yeah... That’s true,” I responded, not feeling entirely comfortable with her war against him.

“And how’s the car? Just for show, right? To flaunt... I mean really... A convertible...”

“Yes, it is a bit showy,” I responded, playing along, and joining in the criticism.

“He’s such a show-off... I mean really... Everyone has to know how much money he has...” she insisted, and I couldn’t disagree, because she was right. And the only one who could stop so much animosity was the waiter, interrupting her as he brought the cake.

Soon we were eating in silence, from the same plate, each with our own spoon. And it was finally she who said:

“Do you think they’ll do it...? On Friday?”

And I wasn’t sure what to answer. The truth was that I wasn’t sure of anything. So I finally opted to provoke:

“Well... I don’t know. Why? Are you jealous?”

“No.”

“Are you sure?”

“No, look. For starters, I don’t even believe it,” she whispered, legs crossed and leaning forward, cutting another piece of ice cream cake with her spoon.

“Well, you’ve seen the thing with... the underwear... and Belén’s attitude this afternoon...” I told her, watching her, my eyes occasionally drifting to the cleavage visible through her blouse.

“Yeah... but it’s just... It’s really intense, you know,” she said, still unable to get over her surprise.

“Well, you’ll be there Friday. If anything happens, you’ll find out. We’ll find out,” I said, trying to build tension.

“Yeah... Can you imagine? Us in the bedroom... hearing Belén leave... and knowing they’re going to the basement... I can barely even imagine it. Actually... well... what’s also mind-blowing...”

“What?” I interrupted expectantly.

“That... in the end what’s also mind-blowing... is that yes... the thing with Belén’s underwear... but really the most intense thing, as of today, is what we’ve done ourselves. It was crazy. Too much. We lost our heads...”

“Yes. That’s true,” I replied, as I had reached the same conclusion some time ago. “And what about tonight?” I asked.

“Tonight... Nothing...” she smiled.

“Nothing?” I inquired casually.

“Well... Something...”

“What’s something?”

“Well, you and me... and by the way... yesterday after work I stopped by a place... Well, you’ll see.”

“So you bought something...” I said, and she didn’t respond. “For you or for me?” I asked.

“Well, for me... But ultimately it’s for you. Well, for both of us.”

“I see...” I whispered, suspecting some nightgown or lingerie, which wasn’t very common for her, though it had happened occasionally. “And... hey... but that thing about you and me...” I hinted, afraid she wouldn’t even want to fantasize.

“Mmm... What do you want?” she asked playfully.

“Well... it wouldn’t be bad... What we did yesterday on the phone, but in person.”

And she listened to me, finishing the last spoonful of cream and chocolate, then rolling up her sleeves slightly.

“Like what? Tell me.”

“How clever you are...” I smiled, as she always wanted to pass the ball to me, to make me verbalize it.

“No, no. Tell me,” she said seriously, wiping her mouth with a cloth napkin.

“Well...” I hesitated, looking at her: her dark complexion, the beautiful moles on her face, her full lips, then I looked at her neckline, her breasts outlined by the delicate blouse. “Well... I’ll tell you if you unbutton one button.”

She smiled. She had heard me perfectly. But she said nothing. And then she extended one of her hands and placed it on mine resting on the table. We held hands. Then she looked left and right, letting her hair partially cover her face, just before bringing her free hand to a button on her neckline. The button was delicately undone, allowing that formal neckline to transform into a suggestive cleavage. Just enough to glimpse the beginning of a beige bra and part of her contained breasts.

“Happy now?” she whispered, somewhat flushed.

“Well... what an adventure,” I smiled ironically. “There’s hardly anyone here”—and it was true, there were only four or five occupied tables, all at a considerable distance.

“Come on, tell me,” she insisted, still holding my hand.

“Well, for example...” I hesitated, searching for words. “For example... tonight... fucking you... while you imagine it’s the boy fucking you.”

She looked at me. Her eyes were shining. She was sweet, but also aggressive. I had felt the impact of my words on her body. In her hand, in her gaze, even in her cleavage.

“Mmm... Could be, yes,” she said, feigning seriousness.

“Could be?” I provoked, seeking more interaction.

“Yes. Could be.”

“Will you be able to?”

“To imagine it? Yes...”

“And does it turn you on?” I pressed further, taking advantage of my state of intoxication, but especially hers.

And she tilted her head, squeezing my hand a little tighter. And her thick hair fell, and her breasts pulsated. She was all contained rigidity.

“Well... Yes...” she confessed.

“And... how would it be? How would you imagine it while we’re doing it?” I whispered, leaning forward slightly, still holding her hand, and my lips touched hers in a chaste and quick kiss that contrasted with the slowness and lust of our words.

“Well...” she hesitated, after accepting and being surprised by the stolen kiss. “Well... imagining him while doing it with you... Difficult... I suppose I... I couldn’t see your face... to... orient myself and be able to imagine, right? I don’t know. Would there be something to blindfold me?”

“To blindfold you? There might be something around the house...”

“If not...” she continued hesitantly.

“What?”

“Well... If we’re not face to face... It could work too,” she whispered.

And then I visualized it. I extended my free hand and caressed one of her breasts, over her white blouse, as it rested on the table. And she allowed herself to be touched. And I whispered:

“Yeah... If I... fuck you on all fours... You wouldn’t see my face. Could you imagine him that way? Could you imagine it’s him fucking you?”

And she looked at me. With glassy eyes. And she let herself be caressed. And I could feel the heat, the blush, and the sweat on her.

“Well... yes...” she exhaled.

“And if... while I’m fucking you like that... on all fours... I lean over you... to hear you say...”

“Hear me say what...”

“Hear you say... ‘fuck me... Albert...’” I whispered.

“Oh... my... God...” she exhaled again, overwhelmed.

“What?”

“That... that’s so hot... isn’t it?” she responded, swallowing hard as her cheeks flushed.

“Does it turn you on?” I asked then.

“This... Or the boy?”

“Both things...”

“He’s just a kid...”

“He’s just a kid... but last night you came... touching yourself... imagining him fucking you...”

She stared at me intently. Hesitating. The excitement was evident.

“Is he hot or not?” I insisted.

“He’s hot. Yes...”

“And he’s going to fuck Belén...” I pushed then, not knowing if that would turn her on or have the opposite effect.

“Yeah... It seems so. Could be...” she said neutrally.

“And with her husband watching... What do you think about that? You’d have to be a bit slutty, huh...”

“Quite a bit...” she exhaled, and a waiter interrupted us, asking if we wanted anything else.

And she pulled back a little, and covered her cleavage, closing her blouse slightly, discreetly, without actually buttoning it. And I asked for the check, and then watched as Ana became flustered, how she thought or imagined... and how her eyes kept sparkling.


CHAPTER 29

Tuesday, August 10.

11:01 at night.

It wasn’t easy to contain myself while driving to the house. Ana, beside me with her legs crossed, radiated a restless heat. I felt her as an epicenter of tension; an agitation that overwhelmed her and overwhelmed me.

An occasional glance at her unbuttoned neckline. An occasional caress on her thigh, which she didn’t prevent. And occasional knowing looks, which were meant to ease the tension, but achieved the opposite.

We didn’t say it, but it was obvious that we both hoped there wouldn’t be too many people in the house, or at least that Belén and David wouldn’t be in the bedroom next door. Because with them so close, we wouldn’t do it. In our favor was the fact that it was still somewhat early; working against us was the night, warm but stormy, which wasn’t appealing enough for them to be in the garden, much less in the pool.

We parked in front of the house and I saw one of David’s cars, but not the new one, so I thought they might be out, although there was also the possibility that he had parked it inside, in a small garage next to the basement. What was evident was that someone was home, as from the front garden we could see the living room light on.

I took Ana’s large cloth bag, which served as her small overnight luggage, and we prepared to enter. I could hear my wife’s heels hitting the few steps that led up from the garden to the front door. The dim light coming from the house cast a glow that almost made her white shirt shine, creating an attractive focal point that one couldn’t help but long to feel and touch. And I ended up embracing her strangely, from behind, before opening the door. And I felt her scent. And I kissed her cheek. And she shuddered and whispered a “come on, let’s go...” that was meant to sound calm, although it didn’t sound too convincing.

After crossing the threshold, we heard sounds coming from the living room, from the television, and we both wanted to know exactly who was in the house before going upstairs. We peeked in and saw Albert, alone, lying on the sofa, which was positioned lengthwise, perpendicular to the TV.

He greeted us without making too much fuss. He seemed somewhat passive, perhaps drowsy. I placed Ana’s bag on an armchair, and she asked him:

“How are you? And Lucía?”

“Lucía? With them,” he replied, turning his face slightly and focusing on Ana.

“Who’s them?” my wife asked.

“With her friends. I preferred to come back.”

Ana then dropped her jacket and purse on top of the cloth bag, near me, while listening to him. And I could sense how she detected a smell, just as I did.

“And David and Belén?” my wife asked.

“Well... I think Lucía told me they were having dinner at some friends’ house.”

“Hey, have you been smoking?” she then inquired, revealing that she had noticed that smell, that smell of smoke, and not tobacco.

“Yes,” he answered, serious, without sitting up.

“Well... at least smoke in the garden.”

I listened as she, standing, and he, lying down, maintained that tense conversation. It certainly didn’t seem relaxed. And it even seemed strange to me that he had spoken to her on social media considering that complete lack of trust.

He didn’t respond to her last comment. And she sat down on the other sofa, facing the television. And I understood her fatigue, but I preferred to go upstairs as soon as possible, lest the house fill up with people.

And she, with her legs crossed and somewhat reclined, insisted again about not smoking inside, and I thought that this might explain the reason for his apathetic state, and he finally told her yes, that he would smoke outside. And I was a bit surprised by my wife’s reproach, as it wasn’t that unusual to occasionally see David, Belén, or especially Marta, smoking that stuff inside the house.

“There are a lot of rules here,” he said after a silence, when the subject seemed to have already died.

His phrase suddenly externalized irritation. More anger than apathy. And I thought that perhaps his bad mood came from the afternoon game, or perhaps from having argued with Lucía.

And Ana could have cut him off, and said that if he didn’t like the rules of the house he could go to another one, to his own for example, which was what his phrase had practically begged for, but she was conciliatory, telling him that there were actually even few rules.

I ended up lying down on the sofa, next to Ana, and she immediately reclined on my chest. I didn’t want to be there, I wanted to go up to the bedroom, but I agreed to let the wine settle for a few minutes.

The only sound surrounding us was that of the television, which was broadcasting one of those series that always seem to be there, and always seem to be the same. And the smell of weed was fading, or so it seemed to me, as I was now only inhaling the aroma of Ana’s hair and perfume.

I soon began to caress her hair, tenderly, but with a contained tenderness, as my eyes were almost constantly lost in that exaggerated neckline, so much so that I could easily see part of her bra, so much so that, thanks to my position and her breathing, I could almost see areola from time to time.

And the silence between the three of us continued. And he couldn’t see us unless he made a flagrant contortion, turning diagonally and backward, so my temptation to perhaps unbutton one more button, or to caress over her shirt, became increasingly difficult to control. But then it was she who acted first, crawling up a bit, and bringing her lips to meet mine.

The kiss was silent. But then our mouths opened. And it was strange. It was forced. She had sought it. And it was inappropriate. But I didn’t deny her. I followed the path and option she was setting. And I felt her warm tongue. And her scent. And my hand got lost in her hair. And it was exciting. It was morbid. Because we didn’t want to make noise. As if we were the almost-teenagers. And then I understood her. And I touched one of her breasts, over her shirt. And she purred, subtly. And face to face. And another kiss. And so much heat. And her perfume killing me... And me knowing, remembering, that she had masturbated, had come, twenty-four hours earlier, thinking that the boy who was lying two meters away from us was fucking her.

Albert had to at least sense that something was happening. It was impossible for the sound of kisses or the minimal creaking of the sofa not to alert him. But he wasn’t turning around. And I imagined him tense, not wanting to look, even though he had already seen much more.

And another kiss. And we lost ourselves in feeling each other’s lips, in slow kisses. And only afterward did our tongues participate fleetingly. But that fleeting participation was the discharge, the mini-climax, the sporadic reward. And my member began to throb from those kisses that were lust and restraint. And then I thought about how I wished his relaxation from that joint would lead to disinhibition, giving him enough courage to turn around. And I thought about how I wished he would look at us, but this time perfectly illuminated. And I thought that perhaps that was what Ana was seeking.

When then she pulled away from me a bit, and whispered to me:

“I’m going to the kitchen for a second.”

She adjusted her shirt a little. She fixed her hair. She looked at me and stood up. And she began to walk toward there, and I felt the need to go with her. So I also got up. And I followed behind.

I was watching her, and she knew it. And Albert had to know that something was happening. That there was some tension. But he wasn’t saying anything.

We arrived at the kitchen and Ana opened the refrigerator. She leaned slightly forward, took a bottle of water, and said:

“Isn’t there an unopened one?”

“Water? Make yourself a drink,” I said without thinking.

The tension was unbearable. I wanted to go upstairs as soon as possible, since every minute without going to the bedroom meant a risk that Belén and David would arrive. But at the same time, it was evident that the fact of the three of us being alone, down there, made us feel and experience a suffocating morbid fascination.

Ana didn’t say anything. She simply returned the bottle to the refrigerator. And then she opened the freezer, to check that there was ice, and I told her there was tonic water up above, pointing to the cabinet.

And we could hear the sound of the television in the distance, coming from the adjoining room. And my wife was taking an empty glass. And I, a couple of meters from her, limited myself to observing her, and she not only allowed herself to be observed, but even seemed to enjoy it.

And perhaps due to my excitement I saw lust everywhere, but I had the feeling that there was more eroticism in my wife preparing that drink than in any other situation of pure and explicit sex.

She had her back to me. Her heels. Her skirt. Her hair falling backward. Her rolled-up sleeves. The swaying of her hair with each movement. Her delicate hands. Her body language as she served herself... And I understood that desire was that, that desire was what she provoked in me when moving to do banal things.

Finally she turned around. She leaned her ass against the counter, with her perfect gin and tonic in hand, looked at me, and took a small sip.

“How is it?” I asked in a whisper.

“It’s... very good...” she responded.

I smiled. I didn’t know her with that bearing. I didn’t know her with that malice. And moreover, it was a mature, aggressive malice, with an undertone of secrecy: for I could sense her desire, but not her plans; nor did I know how much was rebellion against our routine, how much was rivalry, how much was buried lust, and how much was provocation to test me.

She took another sip of her gin and I wanted to approach. I wanted to feel her. But she made a gesture, as if indicating that I shouldn’t come any closer.

She drank again. She shook her hair. Her moist, shining lips. Her half-open mouth. Standing, facing me, five feet away. She let me look at her, and listen to the sound of the ice in her glass, which mixed with the sound of the television, but she didn’t allow anything more.

She then untucked, in two or three measured movements, her shirt from inside her skirt. She did it with her free hand, and without looking at me, but she looked at me afterward. Her eyes gave off a false serenity, and at the same time a feminine pride, a pride that came from knowing what she provoked, in me, and in any man who saw her like that.

And she wanted to provoke me more. It was her game. She tilted her head. In a precise incitement, without overacting, and then her free hand went to her shirt. And she looked at me. And one. Two. Three. Four buttons. All the remaining ones were unbuttoned. And the neckline became an open shirt, but closed at the same time; a narrow channel, no more than a few centimeters wide, that showed collarbone, chest, bra, and belly. If Albert came in he would see the excess. He would see that open shirt and that beige bra, lacy and substantial, which if I knew it I didn’t remember it.

“Ana...” I whispered. And she drank. Looking at me.

“What... do you... want...” I whispered again, but so tense and mumbled that I wasn’t sure if she had heard me.

And then I heard a noise behind me, and I turned around immediately, as if by reflex. But I saw nothing. Perhaps just the TV. And I sighed. And my heart was beating hard. And I turned my gaze back to the front and saw my wife again, who was looking at me, and drinking again, her composure suggesting that only I had mistakenly suspected someone was approaching.

And her gaze inflamed me, so much that my member vibrated beneath my pants. And she sipped from her glass again, and, with the movement, I could see something more, more of her bra, more of her cleavage.

And then I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Turn around...” I whispered to her.

“What...? No...” she said.

“Turn around... And...”

“And what?” she provoked, with lasciviousness and a conceit that finished igniting me.

“Turn around... And I’ll fuck you...” I whispered to her again, and I imagined possessing her against the kitchen counter.

“You’re crazy... No...” my wife refused, and she scrutinized me, with a hint of disapproval, of reproach, as if my excitement were murky, crude, and unjustified.

And I couldn’t stand it anymore, and I brought my hands to my belt. And she outlined a “what... what are you doing...” as I opened it, and did the same with the button, and lowered the zipper.

“You’re crazy... Stop...” she gasped, pretending to be indignant, while I lowered my pants and underwear, a little, and looked back for an instant, while offering her the vision of my member, hard, swollen, pointing forward.

I returned my eyes to her. Who, with arms half-crossed, was taking short sips of her drink. And she was looking at me. And looking at my cock. And I could feel how her skirt was too much, how her shirt was too much, and how everything was too much. Only that alcohol seemed to counteract what was happening, calming her a little.

I grabbed my member with one hand. I pulled the skin back. I felt the power. The heat. I exhibited it. I showed it to her. I tempted her, and insisted:

“Turn around...”

She didn’t respond. And she pretended she could handle what I was offering her. And then she whispered:

“Fine. One second. But don’t touch me. Don’t come closer.”

And I didn’t understand what she intended. But I didn’t have time to try to guess. She placed the glass on the counter. She lifted her hair a bit at the back, airing her neck. She cast one last look at how I was holding my cock and minimally masturbating, and then she turned around.

She turned around with cockiness, with parsimony, gifting me with her long legs, especially shapely in heels. She showed me her ass wrapped in her dark skirt, and then she brought her hands to the skirt, and began to pull it, to lift it, to gather it upward. And I saw leg, and more thigh... and I looked back for an instant, knowing that if that boy chose to get up and come, he would see me masturbating, watching how Ana was showing me her buttocks... And then I returned my eyes to my wife, and saw more thigh... and she showed ass... more and more... and soon enough to notice that there were no panties there, but a thong, a thong the color of the bra, a resplendent thong, with lace, and one I surely didn’t know.

And when her skirt was completely gathered at her waist and I could see both buttocks clearly, adorning and engulfing the thong between them, I couldn’t help but approach, and surround her, though I complied and didn’t get close enough to touch her, and I whispered to her:

“And this thong...?”

And she said nothing. Nor did she turn around.

“And this thong... for sluts?”

And she raised her gaze. Forward. And brushed the hair from her face. And she felt me close, almost touching her, but she didn’t turn around.

“What is it...? For the boy? To turn him on?”

And then she turned around. And I gave her space. And she looked at me fixedly, as if she hadn’t liked my aggressive phrase. But I insisted:

“Do you want me to stain it...? For him to jerk off with it?” I provoked more, between whispers.

“Move away...”

“No...” I responded.

“Move away...”

“You want him to jerk off with it... tell me... Or you want him to see how I fuck you... with it on...”

“Shut up...” she protested, murmuring, face to face.

“I’ll shut up... But grab it...” I said, releasing my member.

And she moved her head. And she put her hand on my chest. Separating me a little. And then she closed her shirt a bit with one hand, and then extended the other, and I immediately felt a discharge, an almost magical touch, and very cold... Ana was running the tips of her fingers along my member... And I let my head fall back, and closed my eyes... and then I felt more tension, more flesh, more contact, and more cold... coming to feel how she was taking it... how she was grabbing it... forcefully, with an almost despotic boldness... as if she were still blaming me for being so excited.

I turned my eyes back to her. And one of my hands went to her shirt, which I pulled aside a bit and fondled one of her breasts over her bra, feeling the soft cup of her lingerie, elegant, refined, yet substantial... and, while feeling how she tugged at my cock slightly, initiating a strange masturbation, I whispered to her:

“What a slutty little set you’ve bought yourself...”

“Stop... shut up,” she gasped in my ear, and our faces came together, cheek to cheek, and I felt her warmth above, but the coldness of her hand below, and we felt an indescribable desire, and I couldn’t conceive that this was the same Ana as always... And our faces turned to find each other... and our lips made contact, and then our tongues... and we devoured each other’s mouths while she gripped my cock and I grabbed her breast. We writhed, we groped each other, pressed together... and I finally broke the kiss, inflamed, burning, and whispered to her:

“What... What do you want...?”

“I don’t know...” she hesitated.

“Tell me...” I insisted, and I felt how she squeezed my cock harder.

“That...” she gasped in my ear

“What?”

“Tell him...” she finally whispered.

“Tell him what?”

“Tell him... To come upstairs... And watch you fuck me...”

“Yes...? Are you sure? Again...?” I asked, feeling how my member throbbed, even moving her hand, and hardened.

“Yes... Tell him...” she gasped against my face.

“Yes? And how do I fuck you...?”

“However you want... and let him see it clearly,” she said, serious, commanding, and then she moved away a bit. And removed my hand that was still fondling her breast over her bra. And released my member, which vibrated freely and abandoned.

And she turned around. Giving me her back. And fixed her skirt. And took a sip from her glass. And then buttoned up a couple of buttons. And left the kitchen. Without looking at me.

I pulled up my pants. Stuffed my member inside them as best I could. Took a deep breath. And I could hear Ana’s heels climbing the stairs. I felt I couldn’t take it anymore. That we probably couldn’t take it anymore. I approached the counter, grabbed her glass and drank what was left in it in one gulp. And I turned around. I had to go to the living room and present the offer to Albert. And I didn’t know how.

The last time it had been Ana, and she had blurted it out indiscreetly, but informally, and Albert had done the rest. But now I found myself obligated to verbalize it with all the letters. Whether because of this or something else, I felt that the madness was even greater than the first time.

I turned on the kitchen faucet. I splashed some water on my face. I looked at the clock. Time was pressing. I gathered my courage and began walking toward the living room.

A multitude of phrases sprouted from my head. Each one more direct and at the same time more unutterable than the last.

When I arrived, he was in the identical position, though now he had his mobile phone in his hand. He didn’t say anything to me. I didn’t say anything to him either. I ended up sitting on the sofa, as I had about ten or fifteen minutes before, and then I said:

“Will they be long? David and Belén? And Lucía?”

“What? Oh. Well... Lucía for sure. Belén and David, I don’t know,” he replied.

And I knew it was the perfect opportunity. That Ana was right. Even though we were having heart attacks from the tension. That the opportunity opening up to us, to do it right, and to redeem ourselves, was unique.

And the seconds passed. And my silence betrayed me. Because I wasn’t moving. And he had to know there was no reason for me to be there.

And then I dared. I couldn’t hesitate any longer. And I cleared my throat. Took a breath. Stood up, and said:

“Well... Albert... I’m going up to the bedroom. We’ll do like last Saturday.”

“Saturday? What Saturday?” he asked, surprised, without letting go of his phone, but looking at me.

And I didn’t know if he was trying to punish me, forcing me to spell it out in so many words. But I had no alternative. So I said:

“I’m... telling you... to do the same as last Saturday night. We’ll leave the door ajar again.”

“What? The door? Why?” he asked, puzzled.

And my life flashed before my eyes in a split second. The guy had no idea what I was talking about.

My mind flew back to that night. How could it be?

And the guy was saying something else. Insisting that he didn’t know what I was talking about.

And I thought and realized that, if he hadn’t been the one who had entered our bedroom, if he hadn’t been the one who had seen me fucking Ana, it could only have been someone else. And that person was David.


CHAPTER 30

I was completely frozen. I didn’t know what to say. Or whether to say anything else. He looked at me without understanding while I tried to hide my shock, but my mind kept racing back to that night, to that moment… and my hair stood on end as I visualized David there.

With great difficulty, something inside me managed to make my body turn around and begin its escape. I didn’t even know if Albert had continued talking, and I started climbing the stairs. It felt as if I was suddenly living in a dream, and I was feeling so many things that I couldn’t fully feel any of them. For some reason, I didn’t feel anger—it was as if I had been left without energy.

As I reached the first floor, I could gradually identify some feelings; I felt stupid, because it had seemed naive and avoidable. And I kept turning it over in my mind, unable to know if that intrusion into our intimacy had been casual, a mere opportunity seized by my brother-in-law, that bastard, or if on the contrary I had been David’s puppet for almost two weeks.

I opened the bedroom door in a state of shock. So dismayed that I hadn’t thought about Ana, about what to tell her, about how to say it…

And perhaps I should have stopped to think before facing her, but something in me sought immediate refuge, and I entered the room and saw Ana, who immediately whispered:

“What? Is he coming?”

She was asking me this while I closed the door behind me, and I noticed that luminosity, that yellowish glow coming from the bedside lamp; the rest of the lights were off, and I looked more closely at her, who was no longer wearing the skirt or the high heels. Barefoot and wearing the white shirt, she asked me again, and I didn’t know what to say.

“What…” I said, trying to buy time, and moving away from the door I had left behind me.

“Is he coming now… What did he say? Why are you closing the door?” she whispered, tense and agitated.

“…Well… I think he’s going to wait a bit,” I said without thinking.

“For what? For them to arrive? It has to be now.”

I approached her. Without any particular intention. If all night we had been in absolute harmony, suddenly we were in two different worlds. I wasn’t recovering, I was a different me, but she was the logical continuation of the restless woman from the kitchen.

I couldn’t help it. She initiated it. And before I knew it, both of us standing in the middle of that room, we made contact. My hands on her waist, in response to hers on my chest. Her uneasiness. My pretense. And her face came closer to mine, and I let her logic prevail and carry us both; and our lips touched, and I felt her lips warmer than before, and part of me wasn’t with her, but the other part wanted to taste them, and feel her nervous shiver before seeking her with my tongue. And my body gave in to sensations that my mind couldn’t process. And our tongues played lightly, as if seeking a pause, but which was agitation in itself. And it was her, aroused but timid, who broke the kiss, and whispered:

“There’s too much light like this… I’m going to turn off the bedside lamp… and… open the bathroom door… and turn on… that… the bathroom light… so it illuminates, but just a little… okay?”

“I don’t know…” I whispered, and in my mind flew a “tell her, tell her now,” but I couldn’t say it out loud, knowing she would explode. I didn’t even want to imagine what she would be capable of if she knew that her hated brother-in-law had deceived us like that.

“But what exactly did he say? Did he get very nervous?” she asked me, in a low voice, with her hands again on my chest.

“What…? Nervous? No… He’s… Yes, he was surprised. Really,” I said as best I could.

“But he needs to come now…” she whispered, desperate, but at the same time too tense to really express what she wanted to happen. And an impulse came from me, perhaps due to my inability to tell her the truth, and I hugged her, and she returned the embrace. And it was strange, as I stroked her hair and then we separated a little and I felt her caresses on my face, making me shiver. They were like weak endearments, a naive wrapping, a prelude to daring. Like a shared youthful adventure. And, suddenly, she whispered:

“I love you, Sergio…”

And I wanted to move away, to look at her, but my desire to feel her weighed more, and I hugged her again, and smelled her neck; I inhaled. And I loved her. My sigh under her hair was my “I love you too.” And she knew it. And then another “Tell her” came from my mind, but I couldn’t. And I moved away then. And she whispered again:

“Tell him to come up now… We don’t have time…”

She was trembling… And I raised my hand, which was on her waist, and felt one of her breasts, over the shirt, and felt hardness, but at the same time a feminine softness that struck me, and I caressed that breast that was only covered by the delicate shirt, and felt nipple, and my member immediately throbbed, and she said:

“It… was a bit tight…”

And I looked at her. And I felt her. Confident, but insecure. Determined, but frightened.

“I'm still wearing the thong...” she whispered, letting herself be caressed. “Does it... excite you...?” she asked afterward, in a strange way, pronouncing a word that sounded odd coming from her, and I couldn't believe she was asking such an obvious question, or that she thought I needed any incentive.

“You're what excites me...” I answered.

And I knew then that we didn't need him... that it was true... that she excited me... And I wanted to stop it. I wanted to stop everything:

“Ana...”

“What...”

And I hesitated... And I caressed her. And I didn't want to, but I wanted to.

“Go downstairs... Come on... and tell him to come up now,” she whispered, and gently moved my hand away, and then she moved away from me, and went to the bathroom, and once there she turned on the light, in her pursuit of finding ideal and more discreet bedroom lighting.

I took a breath. I was trembling. Almost as much as she was. It felt like deception not to tell her, but I didn't want to see her explode. And I didn't want to know anything about Albert, but at the same time the opportunity to do something incredible was unbeatable, and simultaneously most of the time it did seem that Ana was yearning with all her lust for it to happen.

Before I knew it, I found myself on the stairs again, this time heading down, and I had no idea what to say to that young man.

I tried to calm myself. It was something that had never happened, but a few minutes ago I believed it had. I felt like I was in a fog. The thick heat. The night. The wine. The revelation about David. That disturbing version of Ana... It was all a combination that had me overwhelmed, smothered... For minutes I hadn't even felt like myself.

I reached the living room. I leaned against the wall. Albert was in the exact same position. Reclined, almost lying down, along the sofa. And then, without sitting up, he turned his face toward me and said:

“I'm just preparing it, okay. I'm not going to smoke it here.”

And I didn't respond. I didn't understand him. Until I saw what appeared to be a joint resting on his gray tank top, on his abdomen. And he turned his eyes back to the television. And I noticed his blue swim trunks, and his medium-length blond hair, and his blue eyes, and his toned, tanned shoulders. He was half boy, half man, perhaps with the best of both stages. He seemed confident, relaxed, but at the same time energetic, as if with a kind of hidden anger: for having argued with his girlfriend, for putting up with David for two weeks, or from mere contained youthful vigor.

“What?” he said then, shrugging his shoulders, pulling me from my reverie, turning his face toward me, somewhat aggressively, seeing me standing there, always about to say something.

“Well... Listen, Albert...” I began to say, without being very clear about what. “Friday... in the end... with David... what happened?”

“Friday... Oh! Right...!” he exclaimed, as if he finally understood me. “That's why you're talking about leaving the door ajar. Okay. Okay,” he said, and smiled, almost laughing.

I scrutinized him. And he sat up a bit, and continued:

“Nothing, Friday... he was just messing with me, David. As always. He told me about... that... about watching... with... Belén, well, with his wife... but it was all just teasing, of course.”

“It was teasing...” I repeated, robotically.

“Yes. Yes. I just didn't know what you were referring to before...”

“Right... Well...” I mumbled, and I didn't know what to tell him, or what I wanted to happen. The conversation was a dead end, especially not knowing which exit to try to take. And he, seeing that I wasn't saying anything else, reclined again. And I, with my heart in my throat, finally whispered:

“Good night...”

“Good night,” he responded, checking his phone for a moment, as if nothing had happened.

And I turned around. It was too much. I couldn't force it like that. I would tell Ana that he had rejected the proposal. I couldn't tell her about David.

And I began to walk, again toward the stairs, and then I heard:

“But... Sergio...”

“What...?” I responded to Albert.

“A moment ago, well, before, you asked me about Saturday. Nothing happened on Saturday. He didn't even jokingly propose it again or anything.”

And I turned my eyes back to the living room. And he was sitting and placing the joint on the coffee table. Unconcerned. And I focused on his body, on him, and I deliberately searched with my gaze for his swim trunks, and saw a bulge there, and I knew I was looking for it because deep inside me I felt excitement knowing that Ana had masturbated thinking about him. And I looked at that bulge, that outline under his swim trunks, and remembered that my wife had imagined it, that she had even described to me how she thought it might be... and that she had masturbated imagining that she was taking that bulge that I was seeing at that precise moment... that she had come imagining that she was taking that... first in her mouth and then in her pussy.

Albert raised his eyes. He was waiting for my response. And I couldn't stop thinking that my wife had climaxed imagining him fucking her. And then I said:

“Right. So nothing happened on Saturday.”

“No,” he said, beginning to turn, to lie back down on the sofa.

And then I didn't want him to escape. I didn't want the retreat. I could feel my wife upstairs, restless. Waiting for me. Waiting for him. So, taking a deep breath, I continued:

“Well... That thing with David and Belén. About watching them. He was just messing around. You know how he is. But we're not. I'm going upstairs. You come up in a couple of minutes. And watch us. Ana and me.”

I could feel the impact of my words in his gaze, in his face. And I could feel the impact of my words in my own body. I was projecting confidence, but I wasn't sure of anything. He, stunned but serious, must have known by that point that I wasn't one for jokes like David. Hence his astonishment.

And I turned again. And I was leaving. But I wasn't running away. I climbed the stairs with a feeling of certain liberation, although my uneasiness and nervousness had increased even more.

I had told him. He had believed me. But from there on, everything was uncertainty.

I opened the door, but this time I didn't close it behind me, instead leaving it slightly ajar against the frame. The light was dim and came from the bathroom through more than just a crack, illuminating the bedroom creating a tenebrous chiaroscuro, but at the same time strangely warm and welcoming.

Ana, legs crossed, sitting on the bed, with her mobile phone in hand, looked at me, hesitated, and then finally stood up. I approached her and she moved toward the nightstand and placed her phone there. Then she turned, feigning calm, and murmured:

“Well? Is he coming?”

“Yes,” I exhaled, without attempting to disguise my stress.

“What... do we do? How should we position ourselves?” she asked, serious, tense, and she didn't know that if he came, it would be for the first time. She didn't know, at least not as well as I did, that this could go wrong in a thousand ways.

“I don't know...” I answered her, and we moved away from the bed out of mere restlessness to move, and we went to the center of the bedroom, not knowing what to do. And once there I took off my shirt, out of pure suffocation. And she, in front of me, standing. And silence. And anxiety. And I continued with my maneuvers, with my forward escapes, perhaps wanting to give the impression that I knew what I was doing, and I took off my shoes and began to remove my pants as well.

And I wanted to hear footsteps. And at the same time I didn't want to. And I wanted her to say she couldn't, that she didn't dare, and at the same time I even wanted her to take initiative.

And it was when I was already just in my underwear that we began to hear footsteps, neutral, neither timid nor determined, coming from the stairs.

And I turned around, by reflex, as I couldn't yet see anything more than the door left ajar. And then I turned my gaze back to the front, and saw that my wife was closer to me, as if she wanted us to experience the impact together, or perhaps because she preferred my body to stand between her and that door that was about to open in a matter of seconds.

And I looked at her. And I felt her heart racing. But so incredibly erotic, or more so, than when she had fixed herself that drink in the kitchen. And I saw that her breasts marked the shirt, that her nipples tore with impeccable symmetry through the fabric, and that her gaze was a mixture of uneasiness and desire.

And I could hear my breathing. And footsteps. And thumps on the steps. And then, Ana whispered:

“Fuck... I don't know if I can...”

And her phrase sounded desperate, but at the same time contained a hint of self-encouragement, and her voice overlapped with the sound of footsteps in front of our door.

And I turned around. Because I wanted to see him. I wanted to see Albert, entering, this time for real, this time being him, and this time sufficiently illuminated. And I turned my head, and I saw him. He entered. With sufficient stealth, but with plausible boldness. He entered serenely. Focused. And closed the door behind him. And his blue eyes and blond hair met, three or four meters away, with me, in underwear, blocking his view of Ana, in shirt and thong.

And I, once I made sure it was him, turned my gaze back to my wife, and saw her blushing, attacked, not even knowing where to put her hands, when I heard, behind me, Albert say:

“Holy shit... You guys are serious.”


CHAPTER 31

This was nothing like a few days ago. And not just because it was him this time, but because the sufficient lighting and the very direct invitation suggested an interaction, both visual and even verbal, that we had no idea where it might lead us.

Ana, after hearing him, pressed herself closer to me and whispered:

“What... should I do... go down?”

Her hint of a proposal contained a surprising offer, raw and carnal, and I imagined her actually doing it, actually going down and seeking my sex with her mouth, with that boy behind me, and my member throbbed, pushing against my underwear.

I looked at her, tried to read her, wanted to know again how much was lust, how much was challenge, how much was competition, and how much was provocation. And her gaze was warm; and I could feel her trembling. And I looked at her body, and her shirt appeared even more prominently marked by her nipples. And she was breathing lightly but deeply, with her mouth slightly open; when I heard a step behind me. And then I extended my hands and touched her, caressed her breasts over her shirt, and then pressed them together in a strange way, with an indecisive fondling, but I felt that touch, that hardness yet delicacy. And then I stopped that contact and looked at her again. And she was trembling. I had never felt her so exposed. And I loved her. I loved her sweetness. And I was impressed by her struggle, and her desire to be something more.

“I’ll go down... but he shouldn’t look... For now,” she whispered to me, very close, face to face, and then kissed my cheek, tenderly yet hurriedly.

And I placed one of my hands on her waist, but her body was descending, slipping away, and then I heard another step breaking the sepulchral silence, and I saw how the boy approached, timid and curious, trying to see beyond me, trying to see how my wife was kissing my bare chest, and then seeing how she descended further, until she was squatting and kissing my navel.

I wanted to fulfill Ana’s request, but how could I tell him not to look when he was there, four or five steps away. I looked at him while feeling kisses on my abdomen, and I saw an Albert who was squinting his eyes, almost panting from concentration. And then a kiss on my navel resonated and I could feel his astonishment, as he swallowed hard, and then her embarrassment, as she closed her eyes.

I felt that Ana was trying to double down by exposing herself so flagrantly. As if she wanted to win almost before starting, because why else offer herself like this instead of seeking a more usual sexual encounter. And a protective instinct assaulted me while she continued to sweetly kiss my belly; I felt that this was not only unnecessary but bordered on the macabre. I didn’t understand this self-punishment she was inflicting on herself.

“Fuck... She’s going to... suck you...” Albert then whispered, not finishing the sentence, looking at her with glassy eyes, and lowering his gaze slightly, not caring about anything happening above my wife.

His phrase shocked me. His body language was timid, but his phrases came out dry and harsh. And I felt something that had been buried in my mind for some time, which was that he probably didn’t deserve such a prize.

“Ana...” I whispered then, looking down, intending to find in her gaze something that would let me know that she, deep down, didn’t want this.

And she then opened her eyes. And looked up. At me. And finished kneeling. And shook her hair. And moved back a little. And my member, excited, horizontal, was marking my underwear. And her gaze didn’t express a call for help or mercy, but tension and daring. And then she looked toward Albert and said quietly:

“Sit on the bed, if you want.”

“And what do I do?” he immediately responded, I understood referring to whether he was also authorized to show himself in some way.

“I don’t know... Whatever you want...” she hesitated a bit, but trying to project composure.

And he wasn’t moving, and she turned her gaze back to me, and brought her hands to my underwear, and I couldn’t believe her courage; and I looked at her, and saw her so beautiful, with her face so aggressive yet sweet and harmonious, with her dark hair falling down her back, with her full and splendid lips, with her bust hidden but evident... And I felt her so erotic, daring to do that, that I grew bold, I grew bold because I felt my merit, the merit of having married her. It was strange. Perhaps even absurd. But something was coming out of me, like a torrent, similar to falling in love, but more directed at ego and self-recognition. How to express modesty when my life had brought me there, with her.

“Sit down... You’ll be more comfortable,” I then said to Albert.

And Ana didn’t finish pulling down my underwear, but abandoned her maneuver. And he wasn’t sitting down, while my wife slipped her hand through the opening of my underwear, and I felt her trembling and cold hand, almost frozen, taking hold of my semi-erect member.

And an anguished “Fuck...” was sighed by an Albert who couldn’t decide whether to sit down, while my wife, immaculately white in her shirt and crude in her shameless bet, kneeling in front of me, pulled my cock out through the gap in my underwear.

Everything was madness, but especially strange, as it was a contained frenzy, and I didn’t know what had brought us there. I could feel my wife’s hand, icy and trembling, pulling my member through the opening. And I didn’t feel shame, but again something akin to vanity. I looked at Albert, who was watching the maneuver, who was looking at my cock, which was coming out hard, straight, thick, reinforcing my self-esteem.

“Turn... a little...” Ana whispered to me then, somewhat self-conscious, with my cock just inches from her face, and with the clear intention that he wouldn't see in a completely explicit way what she was about to do.

I complied and took a step to the side, and she followed me, on her knees, in such a way that she was almost giving her back to Albert. And he didn't move, didn't sit down, and silently accepted that Ana didn't want to give him a complete and absolute view.

And I looked at him again. And I saw him astonished. Amazed. And I felt him overwhelmed. And I grew confident. And I felt Ana squeezing my member with one hand. And then she brought her other hand to gently caress my balls. She hesitated or was savoring the moment. And Albert swallowed hard. And the silence and heat were unbearable, and I, with my hands on my hips and feeling my hard member, whispered, emboldened, raising my face:

“What. Better this... than watching your teacher...”

And Albert didn't answer me, nor did he look at me. He only had eyes for that woman who, on her knees, and in a white shirt, was pulling back the skin of my member with one hand and caressing my balls with the other.

“Hey...” I insisted, breaking the silence again.

“Ugh... Fu-ck... yeah...” he almost gasped, complicit, and somewhat absent, in an overwhelmed pant, and finally chose to sit on our bed, while Ana, timid but brave, leaned forward, brought her mouth to me... and placed a kiss on the shaft of that hot mast she was holding.

I then felt her warm lips on my member and didn't know whether to try to watch how she was taking each step or to look at that boy, not to see the impact and excitement on his face, but because I was beginning to glimpse an impression derived not so much from what we were doing, but from her, from her herself.

Ana placed one hand on one of my thighs and raised her gaze, and looked at me with the clear intention of announcing that that long and hard thing pointing at her was going to be attacked by her mouth. And I then caressed her face, and it wasn't submission, despite her posture and my fraternal touch, but an initiative, hers; her challenge, her competition, her decision.

She then placed her other hand on my other leg, and shook her neck, and waved her hair, and tilted her head. Nervous, but proud. And I also played, first with my thumb on her lips, and then with the collars of her shirt, lifting them a little... and then I looked at Albert, who, sitting on the bed, was looking at her, only at her, and was leaning his torso forward to see more. And I then noticed his crotch, his sex, which was explicitly marking his swimsuit, creating an elongated and vertical prominence.

And I wanted the boy to see. And he surely craved it. But Ana had wanted to give him a rear, incomplete view. And I placed one of my hands on my wife's head, thus explaining to her that she was winning, that I already desired it, and her face approached, her face, her mouth, came closer, without using her hands, but she didn't open her mouth, instead she touched me, with her cheeks, with her sealed lips, almost affectionately, against my member, and a “fu-ck...” impatient, came out of the boy's mouth, while she rubbed her face, slowly, against that shaft and that exposed glans that was already leaking.

“What...” I whispered, addressing Albert.

“Fu... ck... Tell her to... suck it already...” he almost begged, somewhat childishly, and he made as if to cheat and stand up to see.

And it was by surprise, just before I sought more interaction with him. It was by surprise that, while I was watching his astonishment, a warmth intoxicated me, a thick breath that made me tremble, a humid mouthful that made my legs flex a little. An indescribable pleasure, and my hand went with her head, forward, toward me. And the watery sound, and her accurate tongue, tracing circles, and my cock inside her mouth and a moan that I couldn't contain. Ana was sucking my cock, in the presence of that kid. Kneeling, her head was subtly moving, back and forth. With her hands on my thighs, she needed only her mouth to kill me with pleasure. Watering with her saliva, massaging with her lips and striking with her tongue. And I half-closed my eyes, while Albert brought one of his hands to his crotch, and gave himself a caress there, strange, obscene, over his swimsuit. A short but shameless groping, which he seemed not even aware of doing.

“Do you like it...?” I panted, addressing Albert, with a strange need to make him participate.

“Fu-ck... yes” he responded, and I could feel his chest pounding and a maximum restraint not to stand up, nor undress, nor touch himself.

“Is she hot...?” I asked, while feeling that heat, that pleasure, and that back and forth.

“Fu... ck... yes...” he exclaimed, and I could see how his member hit his swimsuit in an involuntary spasm.

“You... wrote to her... She told me that... you're friends... now...” I whispered, panting, while playing with Ana's hair, while the blowjob continued, and referring to their recent friendship, at least virtual.

“What... Oh... Yes” he responded, with more interest in that back and forth, in Ana's head and torso going back and forth, than in the conversation I was proposing.

“Why did you write to her?” I asked, and immediately felt something squeezing me, a small pinch, quick and short, on my thigh, which I instantly interpreted as a protest from Ana.

“What... Oh... I don't know...” he panted and my heart accelerated when I could see how he again brought his hand to his crotch, in another obscene touch, while looking at my wife.

“You don’t know...”

“No...” he answered, and once again I knew that his stunned expression wasn’t just because of what he was seeing, but because it was Ana. That amazement revealed adoration, impression, and recognition. I felt compelled to show her off, but I didn’t want to break what she had asked for, so what I did was lean forward, reach out my hand, and place it on my wife’s shoulder, then on her back, over her shirt, and then I began to slowly pull upward, trying to make the shirt stop covering her ass and her thong, so Albert could see and confirm that his astonishment was justified.

“Fu... uck...” the boy repeated incessantly, letting himself be overwhelmed, and his eyes moved toward the lower part of Ana’s back, knowing that my maneuver was intended to let him see her buttocks.

And my wife was focused on creating circles with her tongue, taking half of my cock into her mouth, and she closed her eyes, and almost whimpered in minimal sounds, while allowing me to gather her shirt from above and gradually offer her ass to the voyeur who was about to explode.

And I knew the exact moment, the precise instant when Ana’s buttocks and thong were uncovered, because Albert whispered an unintelligible expletive, and his eyes closed for a moment, as if wanting to savor the impact, and then he whispered, to himself, but aloud, a desperate and slightly despotic: “Fuck... f-fuck her...”

And Ana then withdrew her mouth. And a thick thread, a mixture of saliva and pre-cum, formed a lewd bridge between her lower lip and my soaked glans. And I could feel the coolness of my cock’s freedom in contrast to the dense claustrophobia of her mouth. And I looked at her. I looked at my wife. And she was the same as always, but she wasn’t. And I released her shirt. And her ass and thong were covered again.

And I was waiting for her signal. I wanted to fuck her. And I wanted him to see it. I wanted him to see what it was like to invade Ana’s body. And she couldn’t deny her excitement. Her face, her gaze... And I lowered one of my hands and felt one of her tits over her shirt and felt her hard breast and her nipple erect and cutting like never before, and then she cut that liquid bridge with one hand, and wiped her chin and lips a little, and deposited that moisture on her shirt, cleaning herself, in an imperial, arrogant indecency, and she turned toward him, looked at him, and I knew she was noticing that bulge, that young monstrosity that she herself had imagined, in her mouth and in her pussy... And at that precise moment, just when I was expecting my wife’s initiative, we heard a noise coming from downstairs, the unmistakable sound of the house door opening, and someone entering, clumsy and heavy. And my heart skipped a beat. I had no doubt it was David.


CHAPTER 32

A suffocating anxiety ran through my entire body and, for the first time in a long while, it wasn’t at all linked to arousal. I felt panic at the thought of being discovered. I suddenly understood the illicit nature of everything happening in our bedroom. I took a step back and tried to hide myself, attempting to tuck away that elongated hardness where it couldn’t possibly fit, in a hasty and ineffective movement, like a teenager caught in the act.

And Ana stood up, and in an equally senseless movement covered her torso with her arms, although there was nothing to cover, as not a single button of her shirt had been undone. And, while I was positioning my member upward to try to hide it somehow under my underwear, I saw how Albert didn’t move and I heard David’s footsteps on the stairs.

“Go...” my wife then whispered, extremely nervous, turning toward Albert.

And he remained petrified, frozen, and all three of us knew that either he left immediately or he wouldn’t be able to leave at all, as David’s clumsy footsteps approached heavily, slow and erratic in speed, but relentless in persistence.

The boy finally managed to stand up, just as I heard the sound coming from the impact on the last steps, and I gestured with my hand for him to stop.

“Wait...” I whispered, accompanying the movement of my hand, feeling how my member was shrinking at full speed.

And David, undoubtedly him, now standing behind our bedroom door. And the three of us, standing, completely still, our breathing choppy, and our hearts beating with extreme intensity. And there was no lock. We were at his mercy, delivered, exposed to his imprudence. And one, two, three knocks on the door.

The sound was unpleasant, accusatory. And his decision to have gone directly to our door made me suspicious that he might know something, although at first glance it seemed impossible. And we didn’t know what to do, and the reflex was to pretend we weren’t there, although that might perhaps encourage him to enter.

I turned around. I didn’t even want to breathe, to avoid being discovered. Ana and Albert followed my lead in the ruse. And I could hear movement behind the door. I could sense his hesitation. And I anticipated another knock on the door, but it didn’t come. Even without a lock it wasn’t common to just enter, but if he did, he would see an undeniable presumption of interruption of something shameful, even more than inappropriate.

He was retreating, after clearing his throat. I could tell he was drunk by that sound so characteristic of him. And then again the noise of footsteps on the stairs, this time moving away, going toward the ground floor. I exhaled. I released the air and realized I had been practically half a minute without breathing.

We couldn’t risk any more. As soon as I could locate him in the living room, Albert had to leave.

And another sound. Disconcerting. Sharp. I didn’t know where it was coming from. A melody. A phone. Close. Somewhere in the bedroom. The three of us turned our faces while we continued to hear the footsteps moving away. It was my mobile phone, ringing from some pocket of a pair of pants lying on the floor.

“You’ve got to be kidding me...” I sighed. And Ana didn’t move, she continued with her arms forming an X, absurdly since if anything was exposed it was only her legs. And Albert, restless, seemed to be waiting for one final order.

“Answer it...” Ana whispered, stepping aside, worried that David might hear the melody and discover there was life behind our door.

With my member now shrunken and hidden behind my underwear, I took the necessary steps to reach my pants, find the source of the sound and grab a phone that displayed my brother-in-law’s name on the screen.

“It’s him. It’s David,” I said, and the rhythmic melody sounded even more unpleasant and thunderous after the phone had been taken out of my pants.

I hesitated. And he persisted. And I didn’t know if he was already in the living room or if he had stopped halfway down his descent. And finally I chose to answer the call.

“Hey. Listen. Are you in the house?” I immediately heard David’s slurred voice, before I could even say anything.

“Yes...” I answered, and I turned toward the boy, and I wasn’t sure whether to tell him to leave, but I still couldn’t know the exact location where my brother-in-law was.

“Listen, you have to do me a favor, damn it...” I heard an extremely drunk interlocutor on my phone.

“Damn it, David... Come on... What do you want?” I asked desperately.

“Are you in the bedroom? Do you have money there?”

“Yes. I have money here. Why?”

“Well, come down for a moment, damn it.”

I brought a hand to my face. I wanted to get more information out of him, but I realized he had hung up. I feared he might come back up and immediately said to Ana:

“Did you hear?”

“Yes... How could I not... Damn drunk...” she replied.

“Look, I’ll get rid of him and to hell with it,” I told my wife, looking for my wallet in my pants, and then grabbing a T-shirt.

I opened the door slightly. I peeked out. My intention was to discover where he was and then tell that kid to leave. But I didn’t see him. I began to descend the stairs, and with each step I tried to find him, until I heard him coming toward me, with David beginning to climb up.

“What the hell is going on?” I asked him, in a whisper, as I met him on the stairs.

“Can you pay the damn taxi driver? I don’t know where my wallet is. I’ll pay you back tomorrow.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me... David...”

“What do you want? It’s not a big deal...” he squirmed, shirtless, disheveled, with a very flushed face. “I’ll pay you back tomorrow.”

At that precise moment I heard the sound of a horn, and then I looked at my brother-in-law, who was urging me with his eyes.

“For God’s sake, David...” I protested, and he went down the last few steps to let me pass, and I, with my wallet in hand, barefoot, in underwear and a T-shirt, passed him and headed to the vestibule with the intention of ending this absurdity once and for all.

I went out to the garden. The night was warm. The twilight bathed the greenery with a captivating glow. The lawn was peaceful, but across the street I could see the taxi driver with an expression showing anything but calm.

I approached. He lowered the window. I asked him how much I owed, and the man, after telling me, whispered, as if in confidence:

“Your friend is very stupid, huh...”

“Yeah...” I replied.

“But really, really stupid...” he sighed and shook his head while receiving the money.

I crossed the garden again. My bare feet reached the vestibule. I looked at the stairs and heard sounds coming from the living room, so I went there and found David lying down, with his arm over his face, one foot on the sofa and the other on the floor.

“It’s done. I’ve paid him,” I said, with the clear intention of immediately returning to the bedroom.

“Belén is an idiot,” he then whispered.

He sat up a bit and I heard footsteps hitting the ceiling. And I could assume it was Albert, moving from my bedroom to his, or at least that’s what I thought I could guess, and I wondered why it had taken him so long to leave.

And David began to talk, or to try to, as his drunkenness was remarkable even for him, and he was talking to me about Belén and her friends, but I was only listening to try to figure out what was happening upstairs.

“I’m sick of her wanting to ridicule me. Her form of humor... if you can even call that shitty laugh of hers humor... is to make fun of others.”

“But is she coming?” I asked him, suspecting that perhaps he might fall asleep on the sofa and therefore our madness could continue.

“How the hell should I know? I was sick of her shitty friends,” he raised his voice and brought his hand to his face clumsily, displaying significant dizziness. “Do you think it’s normal... that she tells me...” he continued talking and I again felt footsteps on the ceiling, and I stopped paying attention to him, as I only cared about those footsteps that seemed to be making the reverse journey, from Albert’s bedroom to Ana’s, and I could hear a door closing.

And I turned my eyes back to David, who wouldn’t stop ranting about his wife, and for the first time I saw the man who had slyly spied on us, and I felt tremendous revulsion, and I imagined him in our bedroom, taking advantage of the opportunity, and watching how I had sex with Ana, and it made my stomach turn.

And he kept talking and I knew I couldn’t tell him at that moment that I knew, that I knew about his treacherous and vile attitude. And I just wanted him to shut up and fall asleep there, because then, who knows, what he had interrupted could be resumed.

“But do you think that’s normal, damn it?” he asked me.

“Forget about Belén. Go to sleep... Here. That’s it,” I urged him, while my mind tried to understand the sequence of footsteps, that going and that coming back.

And the more he criticized Belén, the more my senses went to the floor above, the more I tried to listen from there and the more conjectures I made about the reason for that journey. And I wondered if they really were both back in our bedroom, and, if so, why.

“What does it matter... Forget it. Lie down. Tomorrow you’ll see it differently...” I pretended to advise him, when I only wanted him to shut up and fall asleep so I could go back upstairs, and I wondered why I wanted to go up, what I wanted to be happening... and then I got scared.

I was scared of what my body felt, of how I vibrated when visualizing what I wanted to be happening. And I began to feel guilty. And I knew it was unfair, but I couldn’t deny it. And I wondered who had planted the seed of that idea, of that fantasy, and I immediately realized that the culprit was right in front of me.

And while David wouldn’t stop, I wasn’t imagining subtle acts, I wasn’t imagining surrenders or a usual infidelity, but a brutal encounter, hard and above all desired. I imagined Albert possessing my wife in a savage way, I imagined myself opening the door and the boy penetrating her hard, thrusting into her, with her on all fours, and her raising her face, looking at me, and asking me with her eyes to understand her. And I heard her moans, embarrassed for feeling so much pleasure, but at the same time uncontained. And I imagined myself approaching and looking at Albert, and him not meeting my gaze, because all he cared about was her. And there was no eagerness to humiliate me, from either of them, but simply sex, the outbreak of a desire that, having been hidden, had ended up exploding.

I got aroused. I trembled. And I imagined myself circling around them, watching how that boy’s cock drilled my wife’s beautiful pussy. And how he pulled it out completely, how his cock emerged from her drenched in her secretions, how her pussy looked open and orphaned, and how he thrust into her again, making her pant... And I realized then that perhaps she had already known, before I did, what I wanted. I truly thought she knew better than I what I wanted. And, when it came to guessing what she wanted, I was sure my wife only wanted to fulfill the challenge, to take that risky step of him watching us do it, to feel proud of her courage and her sexuality... Nothing more. Not to go as far as I would. But... then I remembered that she had masturbated thinking about him, that she had come imagining that kid fucking her... and then I thought there had to be something there, that perhaps she and I didn’t desire such different things after all.

I had to stop imagining so my member wouldn’t grow any more and arouse suspicion in David, who fortunately was now interspersing more silences between his ramblings.

And two, three, four minutes, and he fell silent, lying on his back, always seeking support and stability by keeping one foot on the floor. And then he opened his mouth, but this time not to speak, but to emit a hollow sound, a sound similar to a snore... and that was my signal to leave him and begin stealthily climbing the stairs.

My heart was pounding with uncomfortable intensity. And I was clear about what I wanted to see when I entered our bedroom, although a strange feeling of guilt assailed me, and at the same time I still found it hard to understand that I wanted to see Ana... giving herself to another man.

And I found myself pressing my ear to the door. And I couldn’t believe how desperately I wanted to hear my wife moan.


CHAPTER 33

My ear pressed against the wood. My sick desire for something I wanted yet also feared. It was a new sensation, a new kind of arousal, and therefore I didn’t know if it was responding to a temporary, ephemeral madness, or if on the contrary this excitement would change my life from that night forward; but, whatever the case, I found myself there, glued to the door, searching for gasps, sounds, surrender, sighs. Anything. But I found only silence. A silence that compelled me to want to know more. My hand on the doorknob. I opened the door. The heat enveloped me, along with a strange, different smell. The lighting was the same. I closed my eyes for a moment, wanting then with all my might to hear noise... sounds... sheets... kisses... something. My member twitched in a guilty spasm. My hands were cold and my neck trembled slightly.

I closed the door behind me and looked toward the bed, where I saw Ana’s legs. I moved forward. She was alone. I felt disappointed. I saw her, lying on her back, reclining, with one leg crossed over the other, wearing the shirt and nothing else, with the collar now unbuttoned, and smoking... smoking something that wasn’t a cigarette.

I looked at her and saw her grown, relieved, relaxed. I thought it was because the storm had passed. Later I would discover that wasn’t the reason.

“What happened...? Where’s Albert?” I asked, as I approached her.

“Well... he brought me a joint... and... this...” she answered, pointing to an ashtray that was on our nightstand. And she took a long drag, without showing any reaction on her face. Everything about her seemed like a pose.

And I watched her. Observed her. And she didn’t seem to intend to say anything more. And she finally put out whatever it was the boy had apparently brought her.

“And...? Did he leave?” I finally insisted, standing, placing my wallet next to the ashtray.

“Well...”

“What?”

“And what about that idiot David?” she asked, changing the subject.

“He’s sleeping on the couch. I don’t think he’ll come up until daylight. Look, Albert came, he left... Did you talk about anything? I don’t understand any of this.”

“And Belén?”

“I don’t know. What does it matter now?” I said, annoyed by her evasiveness.

She rested her head on her hand. Reclining. On her side. With her elbow bent. I thought I saw one more button undone on her white shirt.

“Are you going to tell me what happened? If anything happened at all,” I said, and quickly took off my T-shirt, as the heat was unbearable, and after doing so, I saw how she stood up and headed toward the bathroom.

“Where are you going?”

“To wash my face, may I?” she said with attitude, and I went after her, stopping her before she left the bedroom.

“Are you going to tell me what’s with all this intrigue?” I asked, grabbing her by the arm.

She pulled away, turned around and said:

“Fine... We talked a little. He asked if I smoked, if whatever... He brought me the joint. He got all... understanding or whatever...”

“Understanding?”

“Yes, like... mature... When he’s just a kid... you know? Like talking about this... and about sex... and about watching and whatever... as if he were, I don’t know, some... expert... or like downplaying it... and... then...”

“What?”

“Nothing. He tried to kiss me.”

“What! And?” I asked, extremely tense.

“What do you mean ‘and’? I pushed him away and told him to leave. And he left.”

I then took a step back. I wanted to see her with greater perspective. Her breasts outlined against the shirt. The neckline was now provocative. Her nipples incessantly marking the exact, turgid points beneath the fabric. Her long legs, toned, powerful yet slender, her aggressive gaze, her dark hair, her perfect beauty marks... Her undisguisable arousal.

“I don’t believe you...” I said.

“What don’t you believe?”

“You just pushed him away? He didn’t kiss you... even a little?”

“I’m telling you no,” she responded, and I understood her calm, haughty look: it wasn’t relief after the storm, it was ego fulfilled by feeling so utterly desired.

I then approached her again, placed a finger right at her neckline, tried to open another button, but finally brought my hand to one of her breasts and felt, over the shirt, one of her tits, and she uttered a “what are you doing” that was more protest than play, but I didn’t stop, and I felt the texture, and lifted that tit slightly, and felt the firmness of the breast and the hard peak of the nipple.

And she pushed my hand away.

“Stop...”

“Damn it, Ana...”

“What?”

“Is he in his bedroom? Go. Go and kiss him. Just a…”

“What are you saying,” she interrupted in a whisper.

“You heard me. Just one kiss. I want to see you.”

“Are you out of your mind? And what was that about earlier, by the way?”

“What about earlier?”

“Earlier... When you... got all cocky. That stuff about... why she had written to me, and whether we’re friends... that I’m hot... what was that crap?”

“I had to feel him out a bit.”

“Feel what out?”

“You should have seen how he was looking at you...”

“I don’t know how he was looking at me, but...”

“What?” I asked and placed a hand on her waist.

“That... Instead of... all that talk... you should have...”

“What...” I pressed her and looked at her breasts again, barely restraining myself from ripping open that shirt once and for all, and not in a subtle way.

“Well... instead of... feeling him out... as you say, and all that... cocky talk... You should have kept quiet... and... fucked me... You should have picked me up... and fucked me...”

I looked at her. She was provoking me. I didn’t know what she was trying to do.

“Is that what you wanted...? For me to fuck you... right here... in the middle... in front of him...?”

“Yes, of course... That was the plan, wasn’t it?” she whispered, and one of her hands moved to my hip, then reached my thigh, over my underwear.

“Tell me... how should I have fucked you in front of him? Standing up? On the floor?”

“First standing up. And then on the floor.”

“Oh, really?” I whispered.

“Yes...”

“So right here... standing up... fucking you like a bitch and letting the kid see everything...” I said in her ear, squeezing one of her breasts over her shirt with some force.

“Ow...” she protested.

“Kiss him.”

“No...” she gasped, against my face.

“Go and kiss him. He’s hot... He turns you on... He saw you sucking my cock...”

“No...” she sighed, moving her hand to my crotch, feeling, over my underwear, a member that was already bouncing upward.

And then we heard a sound behind the door. And again we froze. And again my breathing stopped and my heart pounded. But this time it was different. And someone knocked on the wood, twice, and I moved a little away from Ana, and someone entered, just like that. It was Albert.

And he saw us. Again the two of us in the middle of the bedroom. And he closed the door behind him, and said, somewhat hurriedly:

“Hey, Ana. Sorry about before, but...”

And I couldn’t take it anymore. I approached my wife, turned her face toward me. And I kissed her. I joined her lips with mine while Albert stopped his apology, and Ana opened her mouth, and let herself be kissed... And I felt that I couldn’t stand another minute without fucking her.
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The kiss was strange, and she tilted her head, allowing my tongue to play with hers, my hand on her neck, beneath her hair, but there was a certain passivity in her, still emboldened; she seemed to be forcing me to earn her. She moved her neck, reciprocated, moistened my mouth, offered me the brush of her lips, but there was an undertone of haughty absence, not as if it were a favor, but as if she were telling me with her body language that I was enjoying and craving the kiss more than she was.

Behind us, Albert was saying something about David, probably afraid of being discovered, since he didn’t know that my brother-in-law was lying half-dead downstairs. And I continued kissing my wife, but almost as if I were saying goodbye to our intimacy, because after the kiss the boy had to participate again; he had to see us, had to hear us, feel us.

Before pulling away from Ana, and while sensing Albert’s presence behind me, I took one of her hands and tried to guide it to my groin, over my underwear, but she freed herself and wrapped her arms around me, forcing a lustful kiss, and her tongue was electricity, her mouth was avidity, but she still wasn’t fully offering herself.

Albert’s participation had to happen immediately, but I couldn’t resist trying to discover my wife’s true state, so after my tongue left her mouth, and while she wanted to take control, kissing and tracing my lips with her tongue in an obscene and almost overacted way, I lowered one of my hands to her sex, to her thong, and searched for the exact point, the precise epicenter from which heat and moisture emanated, and my heart pounded as I felt wet silk... I felt the lips of her pussy pushing against the delicate fabric, and I felt with astonishment an almost shameful wetness... And she played and commanded from above, but below she couldn’t pretend or hide.

“And... this...?” I whispered, shocked and momentarily forgetting that the boy was watching us, sliding the tip of my index finger over the thong, over her pussy, between two thick, soft lips.

And she didn’t respond. She remained almost hanging from me, but finally cut off her lewd maneuver on my lips, and moved her face slightly away, cheek to cheek with mine, and I knew she was looking at the boy while letting herself be touched.

“You’re soaking wet... Is it because of me?” I whispered in her ear, while my finger continued tracing, drawing a vertical line over the silk.

And she still didn’t answer, embracing me, and looking at him.

“Damn, Ana... Your pussy is spilling out of your thong...” I almost panted, increasingly shocked by that wetness.

And I could feel her body tremble at my accusation.

“I’m sure it’s not because of me...” I teased her.

“Shut up...” she whispered, and I abandoned that incursion, and brought my hands to her waist, under her shirt, and took hold of the straps of her thong.

And then I heard Ana, in a louder tone than her recent whisper, saying:

“Take off... your shirt.”

That order was for an Albert who behind me seemed more inhibited than minutes ago, perhaps because of having bothered Ana with his attempt at contact, he didn’t want to make a false move. But I was more focused on continuing to discover my wife, before he could participate, so I hesitated to pull down that thong, but what I finally did was the opposite, and what I set out to do was pull upward: I pulled that immoral thong upward, carefully, little by little, seeking to make my wife’s pussy mark and moisten the fabric even more brutally and mercilessly.

“Ah...” Ana moaned in my ear, feeling the silk pressing against her pussy... and I could almost detect a drop of pre-cum leaving my member, as a consequence of that incredibly erotic complaint.

And I pulled a little more, upward, and I cursed not being able to see how that pussy was being attacked, I cursed not being able to see how her lips magnificently overflowed the delicate fabric. And another gasp, a longer “Ahhh...” that she finally buried in my neck. And I continued. And then she whimpered:

“Ouch... You’re digging it into my ass...”

And I reduced the pressure and felt movement behind me: Albert was either approaching or standing beside us. I wasn’t sure, but I could sense it, and I wanted to say goodbye to Ana, before pulling away, feeling that soaked thong one last time. And I did, I passed my finger between her lips, and felt the silk so undone, so violated, that I involuntarily swallowed, trembled, and couldn’t contain myself from seeking more, and my hand ventured, without warning, to discover it, I had to know how that pussy really was, so it slipped in, from her belly and downward; and I was searching for a shamefully open pussy, but the first thing I found was trimmed pubic hair, curly, matted, and wet...

...and I trembled again, because I had never felt her wetness reach so far, and a guilty, embarrassed “stop...” left her mouth and landed in my ear, because she didn’t want to be discovered, didn’t want to experience the mortification of acknowledging how she was; and my hand didn’t obey, but descended further, and she kissed my neck, and I felt her teeth; she was holding onto me like this, knowing that my hand wouldn’t stop, and my hand wanted to part her lips before checking that pussy, before reaching the hollow, but it wasn’t like that, it wasn’t like that because her lips were already parted, exposed, creating a soaked, tender and fleshy diamond, and my heart was pounding and my middle finger was positioning itself to enter, and I felt a small bite, and she embraced me more tightly, and my finger entered, slid in, alone, getting soaked, sinking, feeling barely anything more than heat and wetness. That pussy had never looked so extremely open, never so wet, and a: “Damn... Ana” was sighed by me, involuntarily. And I wasn’t accusing her, I was simply shocked.

With a finger inside her, she pressed herself closer to me and sighed: “St-op... ah...” I considered inserting another finger, but ultimately decided to obey, releasing her. My finger emerged soaked, and I moved my hands to her waist as we kissed again, lip to lip, face to face. Then she broke the kiss and whispered in a tone inaudible to Albert:

“Take off... my thong... And give it to him.”

I immediately understood her challenge, once again her competitiveness. And I responded:

“What a slut you are... Give it to him yourself...”

She pulled away after hearing me, slowly abandoning me, and then I could finally locate Albert, who, shirtless, wearing only his swim trunks, stood a couple of meters away, completely flushed, overheated, and seemingly always on the verge of saying something. My gaze returned to my wife, who was backing away from us, and I expected her to follow through with my suggestion, but her hands weren’t going to her thong, but to the buttons of her shirt.

She looked at me with glassy eyes as she unbuttoned the first one. She looked at him with fiery eyes as she unbuttoned the second. And I, knowing the impact her breasts would have, felt my heart beating harder and harder. Another button, just steps away from us. And the last one. Faster. With more arrogance. And a “fuck...” was sighed by Albert, and her nipples pressed against the shirt, her areolas almost visible through the fabric, suggesting a brutal power despite her breasts still being covered. I thought she wouldn’t do it. That she would play. That she would call me over. That she would order him to sit down or come closer. But she did it.

She did it. And I swallowed hard as my chest felt like it would explode. She brought her hands to her shirt and opened it. And a “holy shit...” was uttered by the boy; it was murmured, almost protested, upon seeing those large breasts that hung heavy yet pointed upward; an Albert who sighed that upon seeing those exquisite breasts and those rosy areolas, symmetrical, perfectly round and extensive, and those colossal nipples that crowned her breasts with heart-stopping majesty.

And I felt the impact on myself, but especially on him. And I felt the vanity in her. A vanity about herself that had surpassed my own pride in having her. And the boy sighed a “fuck... I can’t... I can’t...” and trembled, and looked with tearful eyes at the grandeur and femininity of Ana’s torso... and he brought his hands to his swim trunks, and pulled them down to his ankles, and his cock emerged into the light, with all its rawness, with all its impact; it emerged hard and pointed until positioning itself horizontally, aiming at the one responsible for that desperation; a young, dark cock that contrasted with the whiteness of the tan line in that area, and his member appeared consistent, thick, powerful, so much so that it surprised me, as if that roughness, that masculinity, didn’t match his youthful and almost delicate body and gestures. And he brought his hand to his cock while staring at my wife’s breasts...

...And I looked at Ana, and I focused on her face, on her eyes... and she couldn’t hide that his cock had impressed her.
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Ana’s near-total exposure caused the boy to suddenly lose all shame. That frontal impact of her uncovered torso, her wonderfully perfect and large breasts, produced in him a carefree hypnotic state. He looked at her with his mouth half-open, looked at her while gripping his cock; suddenly he didn’t care at all about what he projected, or whether we would be discovered, or if what was happening was right or wrong.

My wife then looked at me, and I saw in her gaze a mixture of composure and agitation. The serenity from the satisfaction of awakening such desire, and the agitation from the splendor that Albert was already beginning to display while observing her. Ana suddenly had it all: satisfied vanity and heightened excitement as a consequence of her spectator fulfilling not only what she already knew, but what she had imagined.

I looked to one side and saw how the boy sat down on the bed. Keeping his swimsuit at his ankles and with his thick cock pointing toward the ceiling. His balls rested on our bed. His grooming was careful and his glans crowned everything with an outrageous width, an exaggeratedly pronounced change in contour.

I could hear him swallow, I could feel his coldness and at the same time his heat. I saw his flushed face. And he put one hand back to support himself while the other returned to squeeze his member. And then my gaze went to my wife, who was rolling up an already rolled-up shirt, in what was nothing more than a haughty exhibition, feigning indifference, as if it were normal to see that young, hard cock rising for her.

I chose to approach Ana, to take the necessary steps to reach her, but I didn’t want to block that boy’s view as he seemed about to explode in just seconds. I thought only my footsteps would be heard, but my steps overlapped with the sound of the skin of the boy’s cock, moving up and down with contained smoothness. A moist and morbid “click, click,” a sound that until that moment I had only heard coming from myself.

And I positioned myself behind my wife and felt an uncontainable eagerness to exhibit her, but at the same time I knew that when the moment came, I wouldn’t be able to settle for just that.

“Come here…” Ana whispered, restless, when I was already behind her, and she moved all her hair to one side of her face, always remaining positioned in front of the boy.

I then gathered the lower part of her shirt and slipped my hands under the garment until I touched her buttocks. The goosebumps on her ass revealed to me that this wasn’t normal, that her state was one of unease, that she could pretend composure with her words and exaggerated gestures, but her skin didn’t lie, and she was almost anguished seeing that boy masturbating… looking at her.

I hesitated to whisper to her to calm down, but I feared Albert would hear it, and I didn’t want him to know about that state. And what I did was enjoy the feel of those goosebump-covered buttocks. I caressed that warm and restless texture with my fingertips. And I buried my nose in her nape. In her hair. I closed my eyes. Inhaled. And I felt a strange erotic charge in her scent, as if she radiated more sexuality than ever. And she brought her hand back to touch my hair, and I then showed my face, over her shoulder, and saw how Albert only looked at her, and how he kept his mouth half-open, and his masturbation became random, sometimes speeding up and sometimes stopping… giving the permanent impression that he could end his tension at any moment.

And the exhibition had to take place. That somewhat sickly pride that I didn’t recognize in myself. So I pressed my chest against her back, and felt her shirt, somewhat damp with sweat, against my torso, and I encircled her with my arms. And she seemed to want to make a gesture of turning and kissing me, thus seeking refuge, but I wanted her facing him, completely, so I brought my hands to her shirt, and opened it more, giving Albert once again the perfect frontal view. I moved aside shirt, moved aside hair and made my wife raise her face slightly. And the boy had to stop his masturbation, and uttered another “fuck…” and from the tip of his cock emerged a very white drop, pure and wasted, that remained still, at the top, at the peak…

…a drop that crowned an extremely swollen glans that didn’t understand anything, while its owner trembled, sitting on our bed; and he trembled even more when one of my hands went to one of Ana’s breasts, and caressed it first, and lifted it afterward, and then released it. And then with the other hand: I offered him her breasts, in an obscene maneuver, and I felt Ana shivering from embarrassment, but at the same time comforted by the sexuality I exhibited for her. And the feel of her breasts was so impactful that my member soaked my underwear almost constantly, and my cock throbbed wet with each caress, with each lifting of her breast and, every time my hand enveloped her breasts and tried to encompass them so the boy would be aware of the abuse of femininity that was her body, Albert almost gasped with such shameless and impure excitement that it bordered on the grotesque.

“Touch yourself…” I then whispered to Ana, and she turned her face and sought my ear, and there she outlined, in a tone inaudible to Albert:

“No…”

“Touch yourself,” I insisted, and moved away a bit.

“…Bas-tard…” she whimpered, overwhelmed, because she knew of my eagerness to exhibit her, and there would be no greater exposure than not only showing herself, but acting in front of him. Acting, moreover, alone.

“I can’t take it anymore… I can’t even touch myself…” we then heard a voice that came out, hoarse and desperate, from an Albert who brought his hand to his face, and who afterward struggled to free his swimsuit from tangling his ankles; and he moved restlessly while his cock, rock-hard and raised, seemed like a foreign element.

“Then… cum…” Ana whispered, who saw in his weakness an excuse to continue, and who lowered her hand toward her sex… so much that she slipped it under her thong, with the clear intention of masturbating, there, standing, in front of him.

“No...” he protested, knowing that a premature orgasm wouldn’t be in his best interest.

“Come... and then continue,” she challenged him, already rubbing herself beneath her thong, with her legs slightly bent and unsupported, as I wasn’t giving her any support.

And Albert hesitated, while I chose to remove my underwear, becoming completely naked, and then positioned myself beside Ana, observing how she worked her thong, how her fingers vibrated beneath the silk... and how they looked at each other... And I couldn’t feel more aroused. And my cock couldn’t get any harder, seeing how the boy couldn’t even touch himself, yet couldn’t stop looking at her, and seeing how my wife parted her lips, occasionally brushing her hair aside and how she also looked at him, while her delicate fingers traced circles over a clitoris covered by a soaked thong.

And then he grabbed his cock. And I feared that everything would end like this. And Ana looked at me, with her eyes nearly closed; standing, erect, always somewhat embarrassed, yet simultaneously arrogant, and with her breasts rhythmically shaking as a consequence of the movement of her hand, rubbing her pussy... And she then let out an incredibly erotic “Ahh...” demonstrating that she was killing herself with those caresses over that pussy that one could imagine was undone and desperate... And I hesitated to explode at the same time as the boy, but then I decided to position myself behind her again, and I lifted the lower part of her shirt, and placed my cock against her ass, and I felt her tremble... and another “Ahhh...-hh” was moaned by my wife... and I thought about coming right there, at the same time the boy masturbated... at the same time she gasped... but then he surprised us, and stood up, and approached us, with that cock that bounced with each stride. And he came, straight ahead, toward us, toward Ana.

And then she, between sighs of pleasure, whispered:

“Don’t co-me... Ah-m... Don’t come... cl-oser...”

And he obeyed. He stood still. Standing. In front of her. Completely naked. Without touching himself. Without approaching. Without touching her. But within reach of being able to do so. And I, over Ana’s shoulder, observed him, with reddened eyes, with his lips almost trembling... with a look of madness... out of control...

And my wife then stopped that obscene rubbing, turned her face, and, positioned between the two of us, whispered to me:

“Take it off... And give it to him... Give him the thong...”

I, stunned, couldn’t believe that in that context she intended to continue competing, that she planned to win that war at that precise moment of madness, that she could remember Belén and wanted to prove that she was more, that her underwear was more obscene, that she was wetter... or that her pussy would smell even more like a woman...

And she turned her gaze back toward him, leaving me behind her with that delirious task. And her madness ignited me, in a mixture of disapproval and lust, and I pressed myself more against her from behind, and brought my hands to the straps of her thong, but not to pull it down, instead I moved it aside, pushed it to one side, and discovered her pussy that fell wet and open between her legs, and I whispered in her neck:

“I’m not going to give him anything... I’m going to fuck you... Here. Standing. In front of him.”

“Ah... really?” she said, turning her face toward me.

“Yes...” I concluded. And with one hand I lifted the lower part of her shirt and with the other I grabbed my cock. And she not only didn’t object to my command, but she shook her hair again with indifference... and bent her legs slightly again, accepting that I would fuck her, standing, and in front of him.

And, when I thought my wife couldn’t say or do anything that would turn me on more, I heard how she pronounced, forward, toward Albert, with firmness and decision, and while separating her legs a bit so I could penetrate her:

“Stop. Don’t come any closer. And don’t touch me. Look at me and come if you want. But don’t touch me. Or get me dirty.”
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She was giving orders from the front while I had to fulfill from behind. In that moment, my wife was displaying such grandiloquence that, without feeling intimidated, I felt obligated to rise to her level.

I looked down and could see her buttocks and that pushed-aside thong. I longed to see her sex, but it was no longer appropriate. I longed to kneel behind her… and devour that ruined pussy that I knew was soaking wet, but it was no longer appropriate. She wanted me, she wanted me inside her. And then I heard Albert say something I couldn’t understand. And she didn’t respond to him. And my cock was a stone mast, perhaps not as vigorous and striking as that boy’s, but sufficient to fill her.

With one hand pushing aside her shirt and thus revealing her ass, and with the other masturbating myself and feeling my roughness and hardness; I began to bend my knees, behind her, to manage to enter.

“Put-it-in… what are-you-doing…” my wife then whispered, turning slightly, desperate with my delay.

And she spread her legs a little, and I slid the tip of my member, brushing against her sex, but I couldn’t achieve the right angle. And I looked ahead, and Albert, half a meter away from her, simply watched her, with reddened eyes, and obeyed without touching her. And I looked at the floor and saw Ana’s shoes, and thought that with her in her heels I would more easily achieve my invasion, since being taller I had to bend my legs considerably to penetrate her while she was barefoot. And I hesitated to ask her to put them on, but I knew I couldn’t risk it, as everything was tremendously unstable, anything could cause this not to happen; something internal or external to us.

I couldn’t control the external, but I couldn’t make the internal mistake of pulling Ana out of that madness. A madness that didn’t cease with us so close, and precisely what she did immediately afterward shocked me and showed me that she was still even more immersed in the greatest eccentricity, because not only did she utter a desperate and panting “come on…” but she also took her hands behind her and pushed her thong aside even more with one hand, and grabbed one buttock with the other, thus making her pussy open even wider; and I had never seen her like this, and I rubbed the tip of my member between her swollen, fleshy lips, and I felt them so soft, so exposed, that it made me shiver with lust, and I raised my gaze, and saw the boy, who seemed to be grabbing his cock, although it didn’t appear he was masturbating, and then I whispered to Ana, from behind:

“Lean on him. Bend over and I’ll put it in better…”

“No… I’m not touching him,” she responded seriously, in a whisper, but deliberately audible to him.

And then I decided completely, and bent my legs more, and held her by the waist, to steady her, and she kept her thong pushed aside, and then I managed to push a little… and I was about to sink into her… was finally about to fill her… And Albert, just centimeters away, would see her face, and would enjoy seeing in her expression the impact of the intrusion, seeing her at the precise moment when she was about to be invaded… when a sound startled me.

It hadn’t been Ana who had come to her senses. It hadn’t been the internal element that could stop us, but an external one. A sound. A click. Distant. Coming from outside the bedroom, though I couldn’t locate it. A noise that made my body freeze completely. I immediately thought of my brother-in-law. On the stairs. And neither Ana nor Albert said anything, they didn’t even seem disturbed. And I imagined David discovering us and my heart stopped. And Ana moved her body, but not fleeing from me, rather trying to impale herself on her own, and I thought that perhaps she thought I was playing at delaying the moment. And again the sound. The click. And I felt enormous relief, because they were drops, it was rain hitting the window glass and the skylight in the hallway.

And that rain saved me, but at the same time made me see reality, the reality that we could be discovered. That David could wake up. That Belén or Lucía could return.

“Fine… fuck…” I heard Ana whisper, strangely foul-mouthed and desperate, and I saw how she released her thong and her buttock and how she moved her hands forward. I saw how she placed her hands on Albert’s shoulders, mistakenly thinking that my delay was due to seeking some reciprocation.

And I don’t know why, it was certainly absurd, since she was only touching his shoulders, but the fact of her touching him, of being in contact with him, awakened an exaggerated lust in me. My wife was looking down and could see that boy’s cock, almost in contact with her belly. They were face to face. And with my cock positioned at the entrance of her pussy. I felt an indescribable excitement and wanted her to be the one to do it. To culminate.

“Put it in… yourself…” I panted into her neck, grabbing her by the waist with both hands.

And my wife moved her hips, in a slow and circular motion, rubbing her open pussy against my glans. And I couldn’t believe her expertise. And I held her firmly. And she buried herself. She buried herself on me… and I felt an inexplicable heat… and I heard her pant… She was panting in the boy’s face as she pushed back, invading herself. With bent legs, with her shirt open, with her breasts free, and with her hands on his shoulders… she pushed back and absorbed my cock and moaned an “Uff… Mmm” into the boy’s face. And I looked down and saw my member embedded in her halfway, and I looked ahead and saw Albert’s eyes, reddened; and watching her, with an expression of indescribable impact, and with his mouth half-open and his face absolutely contorted.

And I managed to whisper to her from behind:

“Take it… all… and moan in his face.”

And she obeyed. Perhaps even somewhat exaggeratedly. She leaned back. She impaled herself on my cock, all the way to my balls, and gasped out a moan... an extremely erotic “Ahhh!” right in Albert’s face.

My wife, with my cock inside her, completed the maneuver with another twist of her waist. Completing herself. Filling herself. Killing me. And she adorned her gasp with a purr, and with a lament, a short “Ohh” exhaled at Albert, who, after swallowing hard, and caring about nothing more than what he was experiencing, whispered:

“Fuck... I’m going to jerk off for the rest of my life remembering this...”

And I pulled back a little. Withdrawing my soaked cock from my wife halfway. And the hollow was extensive. And her body burned and trembled. And I looked at Albert. His surrender. His desperation. And I wanted the same as him. I wanted more. And my wife looked down. And I knew she was looking at that boy’s cock. And for the first time I felt something like jealousy, envy, or competition, and I didn’t want her to linger observing his cock... and I whispered to her:

“Look at him... Look at his face.”

And I pushed. I drove it into her to the hilt and she raised her face and let out a sob, a devastating “Humm-mm!” as a consequence of my thrust.

And I wanted more... I immediately wanted much more. And I said to her, loud enough for him to hear too:

“And now... kiss him... Kiss him while I fuck you...”
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She was slow to respond. Albert just looked at her; his expression didn't change despite having heard me. And I imagined my wife leaning a bit more forward, her lips making contact with the boy's, and my cock, partially inside her, surged and hardened even more. So much that I had the feeling she felt it.

“Kiss him...” I insisted, making a circular motion with my pelvis, sliding my cock, soaking myself in her... inside her pussy.

“No...” my wife moaned, not turning around, but instead moaning her refusal to kiss him directly to his face.

“You're... so hot...” Albert gasped then, brushing his blond hair from his face, and I saw his hand trembling as I thrust into my wife again all the way to the base, to my balls.

“Ah...!” she moaned, in his face.

“You're incredibly hot...” Albert insisted, with her hands on his shoulders, while he gripped his cock.

“Ah...! Umm... Don't... tell me...” she boasted, between gasps, tucking her hair behind her ear, then returning her hand to his shoulder, receiving my cock, firm, mechanical, back and forth.

And I was dying with pleasure, holding her with one hand on her waist and the other on her shoulder. The three of us standing, with her in the middle, receiving my member with composure, her legs slightly bent. And I looked over my wife's shoulder. I watched how the boy sometimes looked at her face, and sometimes at her breasts that swayed rhythmically with my thrusts.

“I'm... I'm going to jerk off for the rest of my life remembering this...” he said then.

“Ah...! Mmm... Ah...! You've... already said that...” she teased him, lifting her face, moaning with pleasure, upright, sinful, vain. Enjoying herself.

And I knew about Ana's intimidation, but I expected an attack from him. For him to hold my wife's face with his hands and kiss her. Or to take one of her hands and place it on his cock, but what he did next was to lower his gaze; and I saw how he looked at my wife's tits, coming and going, enormous, swollen; swaying rhythmically with my constant penetration. And then he whispered:

“What tits, god... Let me touch them...”

“Ahh...! Mmm... No... Don't tou-ch me...” she moaned, facing forward, leaning on him, and again using her hand for a moment to brush her dark hair from her face.

“Then... Give me your thong... Let me smell it...” he begged, desperate.

“Ahhh...! Oh... Mmm...! No...” Ana continued moaning in his face, and I sometimes looked at Albert's face, and sometimes looked down and saw how my wife's pussy opened and how, when I pulled out my member, it came out smeared, shiny and whitish, from everything my wife was releasing.

“I want to fuck you...” Albert blurted then, and I felt the impact of his request, and sensed he was masturbating.

“Mmm...! Ohh...! Yes...? Is that what you wa-mmh-nt?” my wife provoked him, between moans of pleasure.

“Yes... I want to fuck you...”

“Ahh...! Mmm...!” Ana moaned. “No... Ah...! Don't tell me...”

“Yes... I would fuck you... I'd take you in the ass...” he told her, very serious, and I could see how his elbow was moving.

“Ahh...! Mmm...!! Ohhh...!” my wife moaned, pleased by my member entering and leaving her body.

“I'd... take you in the ass... I'd cum in your mouth... I'd cum on your tits...” he almost whimpered, facing her, completely gone, and my chest exploded hearing him, seeing in him a desire that bordered on the unhealthy.

“Ahhh...! Yes...? Hmm-m...! Would you cu-m that much? You have that mu-ch...?”

“Whatever you wanted... I'd fuck you all day... Let him watch... Or both of us. We'd both fuck you.”

“Ahhh...! Give... it to me... harder...” my wife ignored him, turning back for a moment, asking me for more intensity; aroused by him, by his requests, by his eagerness. And I saw her flushed face. Brunette, beautiful, excited, horny, with her perfect moles, with her thick hair, with her shirt almost sticking to her body from sweat.

“Come on... I want to fuck you...” he insisted desperately.

“No... Ah...!” she moaned, facing him again, and I pushed her forward, speeding up the rhythm a bit, and now you could hear my pelvis and my balls, hitting against her, against her sex, against her buttocks, creating a rapid, rhythmic and morbid “slap, slap, slap.”

“What amazing breasts you have… Let me touch them…” he stared at her torso, mesmerized.

“Ahhh…! God…! That’s… so-good…! No…! Touch-me… over the shirt… If you want. But… Don’t cum. If you get me dirty I’ll kill you…”

She panted those words to him. Moaning her pleasure at him. And I was surprised, I didn’t recognize my wife like this, so erotic, so powerful, so shameless, and I was also surprised because for the first time she was allowing him something, offering him something. And I could see how Albert partially closed her shirt with his left hand, while continuing to stroke himself with his right. And he complied, touching my wife’s breast, though over the delicate and fine white shirt. And he uttered a “fuck…” that overlapped with Ana’s moans and with the “slap, slap” that I was creating, relentlessly. And I could feel through him that touch, could feel that hand, which couldn’t encompass Ana’s breast; could feel in my palm the delicacy of the shirt mixed with the firmness of the breast underneath. And I could feel the nipple, rock-hard, brutal, in the center of the palm of the hand. And another “fuck…” was whispered by him, as he stroked himself, mouth open, staring at her.

“Ahhh… Squeeze-it… my…” my wife moaned. “Ummm!” she immediately protested with a whimper, and I assumed she was biting her lip, in pain because he was obeying and squeezing her breast hard.

And I kept giving it to her. I kept fucking her. And she continued with her “Ahh…!”, “Ahhhhh!”, in the face of that boy who was squeezing her breast over her shirt.

“Ahhh… Don’t cum…” my wife moaned to him, looking down.

“You’re… so fucking hot,” he panted.

“Ahhh…! You’re… going to… Don’t cum… If you get me dirty I’ll kill you… Ahhh…! God… Squeeze-it…! That’s it… Ahh… Ahhhh…! Ow!, but don’t touch me… Don’t touch skin… Pig…” she moaned to him, emboldened, conceited, provoking him.

“I’m not cumming… Do you like my cock?” he entered into her game, stroking himself, incredibly turned on, and squeezing that breast. “Look at it…” and his voice combined with my wife’s moans and with the sound of our bodies colliding. “Look at it… it’s big… you like it… it’s bigger than his…”

“Ah… God… Mmmm-MM!!” my wife moaned, from a hard and deep thrust of my hips forward. “Mmm… Not bad… Ah…! You don’t have… a bad cock… Ahh…! Oh… but it smells… smells rancid… Like… cum… How many… ah… God! Sergio… brute… How many times have you jerked off today?” she panted.

“Several… And still look how hard I am… You’d like it… I’ll put it in your ass… Do you want it in your ass?”

“Ahh… Mmm…! God… Sergio, I’m getting tired. I can’t…” she protested, and her legs were trembling… I had been making an effort to hold her up for some time. And she reached back with one hand to push me away. And she withdrew from him. And I backed up. Until I pulled out of her. And my cock emerged enormous, soaked, swollen.

She, freed from both of us. Burning hot. Pulled her shirt away from her neck. Lifted her dark hair from behind, facing him, and fanned her neck. And Albert stopped stroking himself. And he surprised us, as he moved away, and left, completely naked with his hard cock. Toward the door.

I, stunned by what I had just experienced, couldn’t contain so much arousal, and needed to be inside Ana again.

“Get down… on… the floor…” I told her, behind her back, while Albert pressed his ear to the door, with the apparent intention of discerning and recognizing the sounds coming from outside, as they sometimes did sound like footsteps.

“It’s the rain on the skylight in the hallway,” I told Albert, while Ana removed her thong, and, incredibly turned on, obeyed my request, and descended, giving me her back, and positioned herself on the floor, on all fours, looking toward the door.

Albert didn’t seem entirely convinced. And that began to alarm me a little. But I looked down and saw my wife, pushing her hair away from her face, offering me her buttocks, eager for me to continue… and I couldn’t contain myself. I knelt behind her, and the hardness of the wood on my knees told me that neither she nor I would last long in that position.

I placed my hands on her ass. It was burning hot. I spread her buttocks. She was trembling. Her pussy was a shameless hollow. Her gaze, looking toward Albert. Her breasts hanging from her torso. I positioned my cock at the entrance. I put one hand on her shoulder, using the other to pull her shirt forward a bit to clear the lower part of her back. And I pushed. I buried myself in her again.

“Ahhhh…! Goddd…!” my wife moaned, and I felt again that immense heat and that pleasure that made me close my eyes.

And again. Another thrust. And another moan from her:

“MMMmmmm…! Ohhh…!”

And I opened my eyes. And Albert was leaving the door. And he was watching us. And his cock rose, pointing to the ceiling. And it seemed more brutal, bigger and darker to me. And his body, thin, slender, but defined. And his blue gaze. Young. Vigorous. And he watched us, but I no longer saw as much shock in him. He almost seemed accustomed to seeing a female like Ana writhing in pleasure like that.

And I was fucking her and looking at him. We both looked at him. And he ended up approaching. Without much hurry. With his intimidating cock. And I could imagine that she was looking at that mast, shocked, while she continued with her completely surrendered moans.

He began to jerk off. Standing. Looking at her. And she, on all fours, looked up. And she uttered some incredibly erotic “Ahhh!”, “Ahhhh!”, “Mmmm!”, “God…!”, and the “slap, slap” coming from my body thrusting into her started again. And then he noticed Ana’s thong, which lay on the floor, and he bent down to pick it up. And then he stood up again and looked at her, with her thong in his hand.

“Ahhh…! Ohhh…! Give it to me… Sergio…” she moaned, like I’d never seen her before.

And he, without taking his eyes off her, didn’t hesitate any longer, and brought the thong to his face. And he smelled it. Shamelessly. As he had done so many times with Ana’s sister’s.

“Ahhh…! God…!” my wife moaned, and she looked at him. She looked at his enormous cock and how he was smelling her pussy through the soaked silk of the thong.

“Fuck… how it smells… the slut…” he gasped, suddenly and once again extremely affected.

“Ahhh… Mmm…! What… What did you call me?” Ana asked him, between gasps.

“Nothing…” he answered, and, without stopping smelling the thong, he knelt down, in front of her. Letting his cock point at her, just inches from her face.

And I couldn’t believe we had reached that situation, but not only did I not want to stop it, I wanted more. I was fucking her and sometimes caressing her buttocks with my fingertips. I held her with my hand on her shoulder and sometimes pulled her shirt aside a bit and held her by the nape of her neck. I looked down and saw my cock burying itself in her. I closed my eyes and listened to her incessant moans and felt the heat of her soaking pussy. And if I looked forward I could see Albert, jerking off, inches from my wife’s face, while he rubbed that flaming and obscene thong against his nose and mouth.

“Ahhh…! Ahh…! Move away…” Ana protested.

And he didn’t back off, and continued smelling, and continued masturbating.

“Mmmm…” my wife moaned, and I began to thrust into her with more force, and I extended one of my hands, moved her shirt aside, and squeezed a breast that was hanging, and then the other, and she protested, between gasps, and then I squeezed one of her buttocks, in something that wasn’t a slap, but contained similar disregard, and, desperate, I whispered:

“Kid… What does it smell like, huh?”

And he looked at me, with that thong on his nose. He looked at me with my wife in the middle, on all fours, between us, and I was thrusting into her and pushing her toward him.

“Like pussy…”

“A lot…?” I asked… and I only had one goal… and it was to turn Ana on… so that she would accept… putting that thing she had in front of her, inches from her lips… in her mouth.

“Yes… It smells… Like a slut…” he let loose, and I could feel the impact of his phrase on Ana’s body.

“Call her that…” I provoked.

“Ahh…! Bastard…” my wife protested, between us, without stopping her moaning.

“It’s… a slut’s… thong…” he whispered, once again practically gone.

“Ahhh…! MMM-MM…!” my wife moaned, and her tits went back and forth, and her hair soaked with sweat on her back, and her face raised.

“Come here… slut…” Albert then gasped, seeming practically like another person, overwhelmed by so much excitement, and he brought one of his hands to Ana’s face, gently, as if in a caress, but she pushed the hand away:

“Ahh…! MM-HH! Don’t… touch me… Pig…”

And I couldn’t take it anymore. It was too much. And Albert’s insults turned me on because I could feel in my wife’s body that they were killing her with lust. That it excited her to feel dirty in front of him. And again I lowered one of my hands, moved her shirt aside, and squeezed a breast that was swinging from my thrusts. And my cock was swimming in the immensity of a drenched pussy, and the “clap, clap, clap” of our bodies colliding sounded increasingly, shamefully wet.

“Ah…! Don’t you dare… pig!” I heard her protest, and I saw how Albert was masturbating in front of her face.

And I couldn’t take it anymore. I sped up. And the sound of our bodies became thunderous. My cock worked tirelessly, all the way in, pounding inside her flooded pussy. And she gasped, surrendered: “Ahhh!”, “Ahhhh!”, “Give it to meee!”, “Bastardd!”, “Give it to meee!”. And I sped up more. And her tits back and forth. And her pussy wide open, with its protruding and parted lips. And her face raised in front of that enormous cock. And Albert jerking off and looking at her. And I moaned, felt a torrent of pleasure, a lightning bolt in my body. And I heard Albert gasp… And Ana was receiving my cock and moaning: “AHHH!”, “AHHH!”, and she brought a hand to one of her breasts, quickly moved her shirt aside and squeezed her breast. And she gasped: “OHHH!”, “GOD!!”, and she squeezed her breast more, feeling herself, feeling like a woman, in fullness, knowing what her body awakened in us, knowing the pleasure she gave me and the desire to fuck her that she aroused in that kid…

…And then she released her breast and placed her hand back on the floor… and her face just inches from that huge cock, and suddenly an “Ahhh-hh! AHHH-HH!!!”, desperate, thunderous, almost embarrassing in its total surrender… and she was melting… And I could feel her entire body trembling, and her pussy dissolving, and then she gasped, at full speed: “GOD… I’m coming…!!”, “I’M COMING!!, AHH!!, You bas-tard!!” And I felt her explosion, and how she writhed in pleasure, and clung to the wooden floor, and her knees pressed against the ground, and she screamed: “AHHH!!” “AHHH!!” “I’M-CO-MING!! GOOOD!!” And Albert gasped, panted… a tremendous “Oh-Oh!” and I was almost there. And I could see how he kept masturbating, and my wife finishing her orgasm, moaning: “BASTARD…!!! NOOO…!! Ah…!! BASTARD… I’M COMING…!”, and more gasps from Albert… and another pant from him… and his elbow moving at full speed… and he dropped the thong to the floor… and he closed his eyes…

…And I couldn’t take it anymore… and I knew something had happened, as Albert was panting and stopping his jerking, and shaking his hand toward the floor. And I wanted to come, and I thrust into her all the way, and she let out an “Ummm!!”, incredibly erotic, taking my crude thrust. And then again, hard, all the way in, and another “Umm!!” from my wife, and then she finally turned her face toward me, and I saw it, and I died from excitement; I couldn’t believe it, she was receiving my thrust again, murmuring another “Hu-mmm!!” muffled, contained, dry, rough, but this time I could see her face, she was moaning to me, not to him… and her face… her face, her expression… her lips… were soaked… drenched… by him… her face was covered in semen… and another thrust, my cock, my body, wouldn’t stop, and another “HUMM!” from her… while I saw her face, splattered… impregnated with semen; two white lashes had crossed her face… her mouth was smeared with so much sperm that Albert had shot onto her beautiful lips… A stream on her eyebrow was running down the side of her face. The bath had been excessive. The defilement had been cruel and even sadistic. And another thrust, and another “HUM-MM!” from her, dry, transgressive, and she grabbed one of her breasts as a drop of semen fell from her face to the floor. And she caressed her breast while the white puddle on her cheek descended… And another “HUMM-MM…!”, muffled, sexual, crude…

…And I couldn’t hold back any longer… I exploded, gasped, being the third to come… And I looked at her, and she held my gaze, lustful, feverish. I couldn’t stop looking at my wife… couldn’t stop looking at her face bathed in semen, her cheeks and lips defiled… and I was coming inside her… and she moaned, with her humiliated face and her mouth forcibly closed, with those strange whimpers, almost like purrs… grateful… calm… some “HUMMM-MMM!!!” “HUMM-MMM!!!” almost pitiful and muffled that overlapped with my more decisive “Ohh…!” And I kept looking at her, thrusting into her as another drop fell from her face to the floor, and she kept caressing her breast and rubbing her erect nipple with her thumb while continuing with her “HUMMM-MMM!” “HUMMMM-MMM!!” afflicted, almost tender… And I was pouring without mercy. Filling her. And she looked at me. With open eyes and with a dense, whitish lash hanging from her chin… And I kept gasping: “Oh…!”, “Ohh…!”, and she, humiliated, had the composure to accept me inside, to moan indignantly without caring about the degradation, and still had the lust to move her hips… squeezing me and expressing that she accepted the punishment, that she accepted the bath on her face from that kid, and accepted everything I poured inside her. And she looked at me, as best she could… incredibly aroused, but at the same time at peace… and even grateful, probably to both of us, for having had an orgasm like that; an orgasm like I had never felt from her before.

“Oh… fu… ck…” I ended up panting. Ecstatic. After coming.

And my heart was leaping out of my chest. And I tried to recover. And she turned her face forward again. Still with my cock inside. And she said to him:

“Clean me up, you bastard…”

And Albert stood up. And went to the bathroom.

And I pulled out of her. I pulled out with astonishing ease. Leaving a pussy wider open than ever before, and reddened. And a large amount of semen fell from my member and from her sex, staining her thighs and the floor.

And I barely managed to stand up. Staggering from such ecstasy. And she didn’t move. And Albert came back, his cock still swollen. And he tried to clean my wife’s face. From which semen was hanging from her chin, but she took the toilet paper he had brought her and said:

“Give it to me... And get out.”

“Sorry...” he whispered, looking for his swimsuit.

“Damn, I could kill you,” she sighed, cleaning her face and standing up decisively, despite her stained face, cramped legs, and sore knees. And, with her reddened pussy and her shirt open and clinging to her body, she went to the bathroom.

“Sorry...” he said again, this time to me.

And I didn't respond. I went to the door. I opened it slightly. I checked that there was no one there, and that nothing could be heard except the rain, and I left it ajar, and I stepped aside.

And Albert, now dressed in his swimsuit and t-shirt, walked past me and left.

I then went to the bathroom, opened the door, and Ana was getting into the shower.

Completely naked and aware of my recent presence, she whispered:

“I could kill you both... you know.”

And I noticed there wasn’t much resentment in her statement.

“Me? Don’t include me... I didn’t do anything,” I responded.

“Yeah... right... My God,” she whispered, turning her back to me and opening the faucet. And she offered me her slightly reddened ass, her matted hair, and her sweaty back. And there was definitely no anger despite Albert’s humiliation.

And at first I was relieved, but then I shuddered.


CHAPTER 38

Wednesday, August 11.

1:23 in the morning.

Something had awakened me. Perhaps nothing specific or special. Perhaps just the memory of the experience. I turned slightly; Ana was sleeping peacefully beside me.

I was naked, feeling hot, and staring at the ceiling. And I felt, and could even see, something tangible resembling pride. Pride and amazement. For Ana. For her sexuality. For her power, for her shamelessness. We had gone to bed without much fuss on her part. Just that we were crazy and that she needed to sleep because she had to get up early the next day. Not much more.

And again, curiously, not exactly anger, but certainly a desire for revenge; what David did by deceiving me and spying on us couldn’t be left like that.

And also surprise, as I felt she seemed to know more about me than I knew myself. The way she had looked at me with her face stained with Albert’s semen. How she knew that would not only not anger me but would excite me. Perhaps she knew, before I did myself, that I was beginning to be willing to do more things than I would admit to myself.

I thought about David again and at first I clearly saw that I would confront him directly, that I would tell him to his face that I knew what he had done. But then I realized he deserved a greater punishment; I didn’t rule out somehow sabotaging his plan for Friday. If he wanted to play, we would play. I just had to figure out how.

Wednesday, August 11.

7:03 in the morning.

From the bed, pretending I was still asleep, I watched out of the corner of my eye as Ana rummaged through her travel bag, went to the bathroom, came back, checked the closet and then got dressed.

The light was minimal, but dawn was breaking. And I continued watching her: careful, silent, graceful. I felt a certain pity and a kind of protective longing because she had to leave, because she had to drive for so long, to go to that insufficient job. Her skirt revealed legs that were slender yet shapely, her round-neck t-shirt clung to her bust involuntarily eroticizing her, her jacket, her high-heeled shoes... Everything comprised an admiration and at the same time a love that, like the summer scent of that house, remained perennial and intact.

“He won’t say anything, will he?” she suddenly whispered, showing me that she knew I wasn’t asleep.

“Who? Albert?” I said, in a vaporous and almost unintelligible tone, opening my eyes completely, lying on my side, clutching the pillow.

“Yes.”

I hesitated for a moment. I had been thinking about what she might feel or have felt. Or what I felt. But I hadn’t given much thought to him.

“I don’t think he gains anything by telling people about it... And I don’t think anyone would believe him anyway,” I finally answered.

Ana didn’t respond, returning to the bathroom. She seemed more agitated than when we had gone to bed. Perhaps it was just hurry.

Her heels made their presence known again in the bedroom, with determination, and she was putting on a wristwatch when, sitting up a bit, I whispered to her:

“Are you okay?”

“Yes. And you?” she said immediately.

“Well, yes... I’m fine too...” I responded, trying to read whether her statement was authentic or just a pose. “Are you going down for breakfast?” I asked afterward, already making a move to get out of bed.

“Yes, but stay... Sleep a little more, jobá. I’ll just have my coffee... standing up... and dash out,” she whispered after checking her watch.

She didn’t give me much more choice. She leaned toward me. She gave me a kiss on the lips. She killed me with her perfume and the touch of her mouth. And she left.


CHAPTER 39

Wednesday, August 11.

11:59 in the morning.

The sound of doors woke me up. And back to sleep. And sounds coming from the garden woke me up, and I went back to sleep. There was movement, a lively house with banal and slight but incessant activity, but I wasn’t interested. And back to sleep. Perhaps it was because I needed more time. I felt like I was dreaming a lot, without remembering what; or perhaps what was happening was that my brain was ordering, filing, and structuring everything that had happened in those days, especially what had happened the night before.

And the definitive awakening came, as the urge to urinate prevented drowsiness from winning again. And I expected a quiet day: I didn’t have much more to do than go to the restaurant to pick up the car. I also knew it was time for my sweet message to Ana, that unwritten weekly rule; although what tender thing could I write after something so explicit and so recent. And deep down nothing else, the calm after the storm. That’s what I thought I would experience that summer day. But it wasn’t going to be like that.

Standing, planted in front of the toilet, I emptied myself with relief, and my eyes went, with a life of their own, from nowhere to the wicker laundry basket. There, what appeared to be the sleeve of Ana’s white shirt was peeking out, and that teleported me to certain explicit, sexual moments of what I had experienced hours before; and then it also took me to that thing with Albert, to his confession of what he had experienced at his friend’s house.

After flushing the toilet, I found myself strangely attracted to that basket. It was as if something was driving me. As if the previous night still subsisted in that wicker. I took Ana’s shirt, witness to the madness, and felt strangely guilty and unhealthy for feeling, and enjoying, from there, a shocking smell of sweat, perfume, and sex.

Apart from that testimony of an excessive night, there wasn’t much else, and all mine: some t-shirts, swimsuits... And a still very inconsistent suspicion began to assault me when I remembered that Ana had dressed that morning in white underwear, more familiar, and certainly different from what she had exhibited during our madness. And I couldn’t help but exclaim:

“You’ve got to be kidding me...”

I left the bathroom and rummaged through our closet. I didn’t see anything special there: Ana’s cloth bag, which was intended to function as a modest suitcase. Inside it were some bikinis and t-shirts. The intention of having clothes in the house was evident, with a view to the weekend. But then I saw the bra from the night before. The bra and nothing else.

“You-have-got-to-be-kidding-me...” I exclaimed again in a whisper.

I dressed in a swimsuit and a t-shirt. I looked out the window. The garden was deserted. The pool empty. I knew there was no one in the house, but I wanted to make absolutely and totally sure. I went down to the kitchen and heated up some coffee there. I was delaying the moment. I felt the tingling. The sensation of suspecting was even more intense than knowing. And it was even more pleasurable. An heart-stopping “what if,” like a drug that was both a hit and withdrawal, as my body was simultaneously calm pleasure and spasmodic agitation.

After savoring the coffee and that feeling for an indeterminate time, I found myself compelled to go upstairs, in search of confirmation, and above all because I knew that solitude in that house was usually ephemeral. I climbed the stairs, moved down the hallway, and reached that threshold from which one accessed the chaos and post-adolescent carelessness.

This time I went with more precise guidelines. Like a hunter who already knows the prey’s favorite hiding place. Directly to that side of the bed in Lucía’s bedroom; directly to crouch near that unmade and messy bed.

The tension was pure addiction. The possibility a growing uncertainty. My nerves made me feel especially alive.

Crouching, I glimpsed a crumpled swimsuit and a somewhat guilty delight intoxicated me. But I didn’t find under the colorful garment the proof of my success and of the crime. But I felt it had to be there, as I hadn’t found it in our bedroom and Albert’s modus operandi was clear.

Next to that swimsuit, and more sheltered under the bed, a pair of shorts, also clumped and wrinkled, but some underwear was peeking out, and I didn’t think that garment was hiding others. But I was wrong. I was wrong and something rose through my body, an indescribable tension and morbid curiosity, when I picked up those shorts and found there a wonderful matryoshka; I immediately saw that there was content, from largest to smallest, from most insubstantial to most forbidden. In a sequence of shorts, underwear, Belén’s panties... and my wife’s thong.

And the nerves about observing the state of Ana’s thong, of knowing whether there had been vilification or not, were even greater than the consequent tension of having discovered that Belén’s panties had been recently punished. And I was surprised. And I was disappointed. Because my wife’s thong, stolen, kidnapped, had not suffered any dishonor. I didn’t need to bring it to my face to know that it had been respected; the mere touch in my hand revealed its immaculate softness, perhaps a dryness, but feminine, punctual, concrete, but in no case the brutal cardboard-like stiffness, the thick humidity and the stench coming from Belén’s underwear. Perhaps he was saving such an event for a special moment and ritual, as I didn’t believe, having seen his expression hours before, that Belén could arouse more in him than Ana. Be that as it may, his trophy room had gained in quantity and quality.

And in a way I admired him. Perhaps it was courage, or perhaps an uncontrollable morbid curiosity. And I could almost imagine the moment; the moment when Ana had gone to the shower and Albert had crouched down looking for his clothes; I assumed he had taken advantage of that moment to take her delicate thong, in my presence, and risking being discovered. Although, what gravity could that morbid prank have, when just seconds before he had exploded on my wife’s face.

I left everything as it was, as much as possible. And I felt the urgent need to share my recent discovery with Ana, because all of this was arousing because it was indecent and it was permitted because it was shared.

I went to my bedroom, grabbed my phone and wrote to my wife, telling her and describing without beating around the bush what I had found; I did it without going into too much detail about the genesis of my suspicions, without explaining the sequence of assumptions that had led me to raid her sister Lucía's bedroom.

Seeing that she was taking time to respond, I went to take a shower. There I discovered an erection that seemed timeless, as if it were almost continuous, almost perpetual; and a wonderful restlessness. The water didn't calm me and I craved my wife's reply, trying to guess her response and debating between indifference, arrogance and fake anger.

Once I finished that fruitless shower, and while I was starting to dry myself with a towel, I saw my phone, placed on the sink, light up.

Completely naked, with drops falling from my hair onto the screen, I read:

“Seriouslyyy?”

“Yes,” I responded immediately, not knowing for certain if she was expressing indignation or just surprise.

Ana didn't respond further, but she remained online. So I wrote:

“Yes. What should I do? Should I get it back?”

And I saw how my screen announced that she was typing. And I imagined her decisive, and I wasn't wrong, because she didn't hesitate or delete; immediately there appeared on my phone a brief and concise: “No. Leave it for him.”


CHAPTER 40

Wednesday, August 11.

1:18 in the afternoon.

“You’re going to roast out there, you idiot!” I heard David exclaim, interrupting my peace.

I opened my eyes. I hadn’t been sleeping. Just trying to disconnect for a while from all the madness. The sun was beating down hard on me; I could almost feel the silhouette of my body outlined in sweat on the fabric of my beach chair.

David sat down beside me. On his throne. But not before taking off his shirt and presenting me with a beer. In his defense, it’s fair to say he rarely didn’t bring two. A drop of sweat trickled down my armpit. I felt a slight headache. The sun was beating down mercilessly and the sky displayed a deep blue that confirmed the stormy weather was now past.

I accepted the beer gratefully, although I knew that in this heat only an imminent dip in the pool could truly refresh me.

My brother-in-law didn’t say anything else. Strange. And I was trying to hide that I knew what I knew. But how to pretend normalcy when the thirst for revenge was uncontainable.

After David took a long, exaggerated swig, I was the one who spoke:

“You can handle that? More alcohol? After yesterday?”

My brother-in-law then turned his face toward me. Then he looked at the beer, as if he owed it his life, or as if he were filming a commercial, and said with exaggeration:

“Precisely, this is the only thing I can handle, after yesterday.”

And he said nothing more. And again, I couldn’t bring myself to dislike him. But that didn’t mean I didn’t want him punished. And I felt the need to know more about his plan. That would help me in my attempt to torpedo it, or at least make him uncomfortable. I had no idea, yet, how or to what extent. But I wanted to at least give him a scare. At least let him know that I could play the game of messing with people too.

“Well... David... Today is Wednesday,” I finally said.

“Yes, sir. All day,” he responded.

“So... the day after tomorrow... is your big party,” I probed, and he looked at me, and I extended my bottle, gesturing for him to clink it in a strange kind of toast. And he complied, agreeing to the clash, and the glass clinked carefully and tentatively.

“Yes,” he said, and hesitated. “Others...” he continued, “have parties... on Tuesday nights.”

After hearing that, I was a bit surprised, it felt loaded, but I didn’t become alarmed.

“You must be talking about yourself,” I said, referring to his drunkenness the night before.

“About me?” he smiled, and turned his face toward me again, and leaned in closer, almost tipping over, and then I knew something wasn’t right, that he was about to say something, and I did become frightened, and then, in my ear, between whispers... and faking an exaggeratedly high-pitched voice of a desperate, helpless woman, came from his thick breath: “Give it to meee... Sergiooo... Give it to meee... You bastaaaard.”

And I, shocked, motionless, staring straight ahead, at some inexact point of the house, could still hear, echoing in my head, his attempt to imitate my wife’s voice, her moans, her groans...

I went pale. The beer bottle nearly fell from my hand. And he, without moving his mouth away from me, and with identical satisfaction, continued:

“And I know little Albert was there too. You guys have such a good time. Just tell me one thing: Did he fuck her too or did he just watch?”

To be continued.
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