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The ghost.

I carefully placed my small notebook on the terrace table. Since childhood, I’ve been taught that things aren’t just things when they’re yours: they’re possessions, and possessions should be treated well. The air carried the constant hum of cars passing just a few meters away on a one-way street. At the nearby crosswalk, pedestrians waited tensely, like a contained herd, shooting sideways glances whenever a driver denied them their turn.

The coffee, black. The waitress, Italian; her accent gave her away. C’è il sole, I had said to her, and she had smiled at me the way one smiles at a foolish customer.

A young man of about twenty-five, seated across from me, had ordered cold water because he was thirsty, and he’d ordered it sparkling because he wanted to be the kind of person who drinks sparkling water. He wore a green shirt that hung from his shoulders without any grace; he couldn’t make it his own: everything about him seemed borrowed, as if freshly ironed by his mother or his first girlfriend. He obsessively crumpled the white sugar packet between his fingers, and his right knee vibrated with an energy he couldn’t quite control.

Beyond my notebook lay two printed pages and his mobile phone, which had been recording our voices for several minutes.

“I’m glad you asked me that question,” I repeated, lifting my face toward the fresh October morning air.

I continued:

“It’s not really inspiration, it’s memory. A memory you don’t know is a memory, but it emerges. I mean, this afternoon I’ll sit down to write and perhaps a character in my novel will click their pen twice, and I won’t know they’re doing it because the waitress just did it. I won’t remember that they’re doing it because I witnessed it. And perhaps they’ll have a strident yet flat voice, and I won’t know why. And the why is in the taxi driver who picked me up yesterday.”

“But... if you know it’s because of the waitress and the taxi driver, then it is a memory... and you know it is...” the kid pointed out.

“No. Look. It’s an example. I won’t remember. I won’t even think about it. That it’s because of the waitress and the taxi driver.”

“But you carry a notebook where you write things down... you told me.”

“Well, yes. I can’t trust everything to observation...” I responded, feeling somewhat cornered.

“Yeah... That’s true,” he tried to rescue me. “Mmmm. Another one. What’s the hardest part of writing a novel? The blank page?”

“That’s a cliché. The blank page is wonderful. You’ll never have more freedom than in that moment. As soon as you write the first sentence, you become its slave. In form. In tone. Actually, the most complicated thing is the tone. Sustaining a tone is more complex than sustaining a plot.”

“Mmh,” the young man nodded again. “And... Well. Let’s talk a bit about you. Until recently, you were simply a literature teacher at a school.”

“Well, careful with that ‘simply,’” I interrupted, smiling.

“Yeah, well, I mean...”

“Yes, yes. It was just a joke,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee. My crossed legs were seeming impeccable to me; I felt like a genuine dandy.

“Well. So. Until recently you taught literature and you’ve left it to... succeed as a writer.”

“Yes. And no. I didn’t leave it to succeed. I’m not motivated by results. I make the change within myself, and then the result will come, if it comes at all. I woke up one morning and asked myself what I felt. Do you feel like a literature teacher or do you feel like a writer? No, better. Are you. Are you a literature teacher or are you a writer? The answer I gave myself was the answer to the path I needed to take.”

“I understand,” he whispered, turning over one of his pages. There he had a list of questions from which he barely deviated. “And... Um... You’re 53 years old. Is it too late to succeed?”

I took a breath. I felt my lungs expand. I inhaled just enough to convey contemplation, but not overacting.

“First, although it sounds like a cliché,” I said, immediately regretting having used that word twice in such a short span of time, “I must say that 53 isn’t what it used to be. Did you know Ben Affleck is 53? Anyway, I’m not comparing myself physically to him, but I feel certain that the best, the most important, is yet to come. You see,” I said, adjusting myself slightly in the wicker chair, “my life these past three years has been crazy. Pure vertigo. It’s not just that I left my old job, I broke with everything. I ended a toxic relationship I had with a woman named Raquel. I began a romance that was absolutely... adolescent-like—pardon the made-up word, we writers sometimes need to abuse language—with a wonderful, sophisticated woman who was coming out of another problematic relationship. In fact, when I met her, she was freshly divorced. And we got married last year. She at 40, me at 52. Anyway, what I’m getting at is that what matters is intensity, passion. If I can love Carolina as if she were my first love and can write, at fifty-three, with the soul of a twenty-year-old, it’s not too late. Of course it’s not too late.

“I see... Everything happened so quickly. That’s true. And how has that change been? I mean. Going back to the writing topic. It’s a very solitary job.”

“I’d say the biggest change is that I used to be a teacher from nine to three. But being a writer is a twenty-four-hour job. I think about my next novel while I shower, while I drive, while I sleep. Forgive me for what I’m about to say... but I think about my novel while I’m taking a dump...” —I cleared my throat, uncomfortable, and the young man remained impassive— “I even think about my novel while talking about other things,” I continued. “I observe. I track. I copy. You’ll never see me with my eyes on my phone out in the open. I’m always lurking, perceiving. You’re a writer all the time. Now, about the other thing: solitary. It certainly is solitary. And the change has been enormous: from the hustle and bustle of a school to the silence of a house. Besides, Carolina is out almost all day. She’s a lawyer and rarely works remotely. She has clients she needs to meet there. Anyway. On one hand, I need the solitude; on the other, it can make me feel anxious. Sometimes I go to a library in the neighborhood we moved to. See, another change. And there’s a small room there that, if I’m lucky, is free and I can write. Sometimes I write in cafés, like this one, depending on what stage I’m at. For what I call the creative process, I do need solitude and silence. It depends.”

“Of course, that makes sense,” the young man always agreed with me. “And what’s the next step in your life?” he asked, addressing me sometimes informally and sometimes formally, in a somewhat disconcerting, even dizzying manner.

“Well... my next step is to write, write, and write. Although these days... whatever I’m allowed, because tonight one of my wife’s friends is coming to our house, and I hope he doesn’t disturb me too much.”

“Excuse me, is this free?” a female voice suddenly said on the other side of the table, while holding the back of the chair that belonged to the young man who was interviewing me.

“Uh... Yes, yes,” I stammered.

“Thank you,” the woman replied, and dragged the chair to her table, leaving me alone.

Leaving me alone because the young man’s chair had never been occupied.

There were only my notebook, my coffee, my crossed legs, and my fantasized interview.

I had left my teaching job, yes. I had been writing for two years and married to Carolina for one year, yes.

But not a single publisher had paid me the slightest bit of attention.


The Four Carolinas, the Drawer, and the Hanger.

The rhythmic tapping of my fingers on the laptop keyboard mingled with the turn of a key in the lock and, immediately after, with Carolina’s hurried heel clicks in the vestibule. That sound always had something theatrical about it, as if before opening the door she promised herself to make an entrance.

I knew the route and each of its sounds: the heels, the keys placed down with weary aplomb on the entryway table, more steps toward the living room, where she abandoned her purse; a stop at the dressing room, where she shed her jacket and, perhaps, her shoes... and, finally, the entrance into my office.

That domestic ritual always provoked the same strange feeling in me: that this woman, now so much mine in every gesture, had begun for me in such a different, such an antiseptic setting. I had met her during that gray formality of my departure from the school. It hadn’t been anything epic. When two wounded souls meet, urgency usually prevails over spectacle.

I was looking for a negotiated exit, some friendly agreement that would leave me with something more than walking away empty-handed. The matter was actually handled by something resembling an intern at her firm; a junior, as they call them, since it had no legal substance whatsoever.

But one day I saw her crossing the hallways: shoulder-length blonde hair, blue shirt, confident stride, direct yet unreadable gaze, mysterious, and I couldn’t help initiating an advance that I thought was subtle but which she later confessed she had found more than bold, even insolent.

She respected and supported my role as a writer. But she also couldn’t help, as a private game, as a gesture that belonged only to us, joking about my hours at home and my nonexistent income. I maintained some more or less healthy savings, but the economic bulk came from her substantial salary. The elephant in the room —and when there’s silence, it means no joke is possible— was that, because of me, with “fault” being a forceful word, we were living in a rental.

“Good afternoon. Or almost evening now. Mr. Writer,” said Carolina, leaning against the doorframe.

Carolina, returning from work, had four entrances: the dry one, the affectionate one, the tired one, and the mischievous one.

“Hello...” I answered and moved my hands away from the keyboard, still not knowing which Carolina I was facing. “How was your day?” I asked and felt my question ridiculously formal.

“Long.” She raised her wrist and checked her watch with an almost automatic gesture. “Very long.”

She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. The gesture reminded me, again, that I still wasn’t used to her new haircut. Since Saturday, every time she did that, I felt like I was seeing another woman. It wasn’t radical, just a few centimeters shorter, but enough for my memory to keep searching for her in the previous version.

After that, in a quick and subtle movement, she undid a button on her white shirt. The light lace of her bra was barely visible beneath the fabric. It could be the mischievous Carolina, but also the tired one. I had eliminated the dry one, due to her pleasant tone, and the affectionate one, because she hadn’t come closer to give me a kiss.

“And you?” she asked, and after doing so she checked herself, looked down and brought her hands to her waist; she untucked her shirt from her skirt. The fabric, finally freed, fell with a disordered and wrinkled fold over her skirt. She had unbuttoned the second button before, but now she undid the third, and the neckline went from suggestion to deliberate gesture. Or maybe not. Maybe she was just looking for air. The bra, in pale lace, was now clearly visible. Afterward, she rolled up her shirt sleeves to her elbows, with agile, decisive movements.

“I’m good... I’ve made quite a bit of progress... Or at least I haven’t deleted yesterday’s work,” I answered, although she seemed a bit absent, and walked a few steps until she leaned her hip against the desk, still not looking at me. I gently pushed the floor with the tip of my foot and the chair obeyed, rolling slowly, with a barely audible murmur of the wheels on the wood. First backward, then at a slight angle, seeking the perspective of someone who doesn’t want to miss a single detail of the painting before him. From there, the low-cut shirt, smooth at the top, wrinkled at the bottom, the new haircut, the watch gleaming on her wrist, everything acquired a diffuse tone, as if reality hadn’t yet decided which version of Carolina was coming into play.

I was almost one hundred percent leaning toward the mischievous one, but I kept a percentage of doubt. Sometimes fatigue and desire wear the same masks.

“You went to the café this morning, didn’t you? Did you write there?” she asked, also resting a hand on the desk, and suddenly, she slipped her other hand inside her neckline and took it backward, until she buried her fingers in the upper part of her shoulder, where the neck meets the back. She closed her eyes for an instant and tilted her head back and to one side, as if seeking to relieve a knot of fatigue with a quick massage. The pressure was brief, almost a sigh on the skin, and as she withdrew her hand, the fabric dragged with it. The shirt was left more open, disheveled, and what before was a suggested neckline became the full view of a firm breast filling the bra cup with firmness. The lace contained it, but the nakedness of the form, revealed by chance, weighed more than any explicit gesture.

“I went to the café, but I didn’t write there,” I answered automatically, and found myself staring too much, with that mixture of modesty and delight that can only occur in the everyday.

“And what did you go for? To get inspired?” she asked and immediately felt that she had sounded belligerent, even accusatory, without meaning to.

“You could say that,” I answered, leaning back in my seat.

“Was that pretty waitress there?” she asked, now with an unmistakably playful tone.

“Yes, she was. In fact, she served me,” I lied, since she wasn’t referring to the Italian woman but to a brunette who caught everyone’s attention, but I wanted to play along too.

“And what did she serve you?” she challenged with her question, keeping one hand on the desk, letting her shirt fall to one side, clearing the view of that bra cup completely filled, brimming with one of her breasts.

“She served me an espresso,” I said, feigning neutral seriousness.

“With a few drops of milk...?” she asked, looking at me intently.

“No, without milk...”

“I bet she takes hers with drops of milk,” she pushed, brazenly.

“Carolina...”

“What...”

“Don’t be filthy...”

“Me...? Filthy? What are you talking about?” she asked with exaggerated innocence, playfully, and stood up straight again, abandoning her position leaning against the desk to stand before me, slender, powerful, with her shoes punishing the floor; and then she brought her hands to her hair, as if wanting to make a bun, but had nothing to hold it with.

We looked at each other intently. I knew that if I let her, she would continue. That silence played in my favor.

“She was wearing her uniform, of course,” she said, still looking at me with those green, feline, lively, restless eyes.

“Of course,” I answered, seated, looking up at her raised body, interlacing my fingers over my stomach.

“White shirt and black pants,” she stated, serious, and released her improvised bun, freeing once again her straight, golden medium-length hair.

“That’s right.”

“And what do you prefer...? That uniform... or the one your former students wore...?” she blurted out, and it shocked me, though somehow I had seen it coming.

“Mmmm... Don’t start... Carolina.”

“I’m not starting anything. Come on, tell me,” she whispered, honeyed, playful, lowering her face slightly and bringing her hands to another button on her shirt.

“You already know...”

“Your students’, right?”

I was about to nod, but didn’t even see it as necessary.

Carolina kept her gaze fixed on me while her fingers began to move down, one by one, along the row of buttons. She wasn’t doing it hastily, but with the exact cadence of someone who knows they’re setting a rhythm. Each click of a button releasing from its hole was a blow to my chest, one more beat in the waiting. The fabric opened like a poorly gathered curtain, revealing the complete bra, the slightly rosy skin from the heat of the day, and the firmness of her breasts breathing with measured calm.

She didn’t take her eyes off me. The movement of her hands was deliberate, but the power was in that green, sustained, feline gaze. It wasn’t just an exhibition: it was a question, an accusation, a promise. When the last button gave way, the shirt hung loose, falling from her shoulders with silky lightness.

“Tell me the truth... You left that place because your students were driving you crazy,” she provoked, and I could see her hesitating whether to come toward me.

I thought carefully about my response as we looked at each other. Carolina knew, because I had confessed it myself, about two students who had affected me beyond what was permissible: Blanca first, with her brazen insolence, and then Inés, whose name still weighed in my throat. It wasn’t a secret between us; she knew it and tolerated it the same way I knew and tolerated intense experiences from her past.

“You know I didn’t leave because of that... And you also have your... little things,” I counterattacked.

“Little things...?” she said ironically, tilting her head.

“Yes... It’s been a long time since we opened that drawer in your closet,” I said, leaving the phrase hanging in the air, with no need to be more specific.

She barely smiled, as if she had been expecting that blow.

“Right... And it’s been a long time since we took that hanger from yours,” she responded, in a clean, proportionate, and precise exchange of blows.

I then stood up. I positioned myself in front of her. Face to face. Almost lip to lip.

I wasn’t looking at her with hostility; I accepted the technical draw.

Even more than her beauty, since I’d known her, I had been seduced and aroused by her despotic intelligence.

“What time is your little friend arriving?” I asked, drastically changing the subject.

“I don’t know... He said he’d call me when he reached the station.”

“Why? Didn’t you send him the address?”

“Yes... I don’t know...” she whispered, and I slipped my hands inside her open shirt and placed them on her waist, on her skin.

Her body trembled slightly.

And instantly mine did too, but not from the contact, but from a sound in the distance.

A distant melody, on the other side of the wall.

“Look, there he is,” Carolina whispered, her fresh breath on my lips, referring to the source of that sound: her mobile phone ringing in the living room.

I brought my lips to hers. I felt them warm, tender. I gave her a small, audible peck, full of intention.

“Your little friend is in quite a hurry... Let him wait a bit,” I whispered.

“Don’t be mean...”

“Not being mean at all... He’s the one who’s going to ruin my week.”

“He won’t ruin anything. He’s nice. You’ll see,” she said, and made a motion to start moving, but I slightly squeezed her waist, indicating that I didn’t want her to leave.

She obeyed my request, put her hands on my shoulders and whispered:

“So... what do you want, huh...”

My gaze was probably easy to interpret.

“Look at you... Mr. Fifty-something...” she whispered, using that word she knew wounded me, while her phone kept ringing. “I don’t know... I don’t know. Maybe he’s already in the taxi. Do you think we’ll have time?”


The “now or never” of the hothead.

A short kiss gave way to a longer one. The adventure of my tongue was tenaciously reciprocated, and soon we were melting into longer, wetter incursions while the melody of her phone continued to ring, stubborn, like a third presence that refused to remain outside.

“Your friend is a damn nuisance,” I whispered against her lips.

“Hush...” she said, almost breathless, then biting my lower lip with a playfulness that bordered on aggression.

My hands moved up to her bra. I caressed the refined lace of her substantial and rigid cups and hesitated for a moment whether to pull it down with one tug, as my impulse demanded, but I restrained myself. It wasn’t the first time I’d learned that with Carolina, self-control was also a form of pleasure.

The tension was palpable because we both knew what was hovering over us: now or never. With her friend on the way, we didn’t know when we would have intimacy again.

Carolina rested one hand on my shoulder and with the other held the back of my neck. One placed, the other pressing, as if it were a double game: I’ll give you, I won’t give you. I’m aroused... yes, but no.

“...Maybe he’s lost...” she whispered, surprised by the persistence of the melody.

“Who? Your little friend?” I said, barely brushing her mouth.

“Yes... And his name isn’t ‘little friend.’ It’s Víctor, you know that.”

It was true that she had told me his name. She had also shown me some photos. But I realized, between kisses, how little I knew about him. The phone finally fell silent, and the silence in the house grew dense.

“Turn around...” I murmured to her, accompanying the order with the pressure of my hip, gently pushing her against the desk.

She turned slowly, obedient and defiant at the same time. I pulled off my shirt with one tug, letting the cool air mix with the heat of my flushed skin. I pressed my bare chest against her back, feeling her white shirt as a smooth, sleek filter between her skin and mine.

A purr escaped from her throat, vibrating forward, when I leaned over her, resting my chin on her shoulder from behind.

“Have you been watching porn instead of writing, or what?”

“What? Why?” I whispered, with irregular breathing in her ear.

She tilted her head slightly, offering me the sensitive curve of her neck.

“Let’s go to bed... it’s better,” she suggested.

I barely smiled, pressing myself closer to her, trapping her with my torso and my hands on her waist. Desire dominated me. I had felt an immediate change, an unstoppable pulse when touching her body, breathing in the perfume she wore to work. So close, that scent took me back to the past, to the first time I smelled it: when she wasn’t my wife, but a haughty, inaccessible lawyer, one you don’t fantasize about afterward, but in the act, in the very moment you observe her.

I then moved away from her slightly, bringing my hands to my belt. I didn’t want it to be in bed, I wanted it to be right there.

“Okay... I’ll tell you the truth. I’ve been watching porn,” I lied.

“Oh, really?” she said, without moving, leaning against the desk, bent forward, with her back to me, her open shirt falling to the sides and forward, as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Yes. It was a pretty good movie...”

“Oh, really?” she repeated, revealing a smile in her voice. “And what was it about? Tell me.”

“Well... it was about a guy who spent all day in his underwear around someone else’s house... and disturbed him... wouldn’t let him write... and the worst part was that the writer didn’t even know what this guy was doing there...” I improvised, pulling down my pants and underwear to my thighs in two tugs.

Carolina turned her head slightly, looking at me sideways.

“Oh, really? And what’s pornographic about that?” she asked, forcing me to continue improvising.

“Well, what’s pornographic is that one day... taking advantage of the fact that the guy was finally gone... the handsome, attractive, and very sexual writer... took off his pants,” I said as I lowered them further and finished removing them, “and got naked.”

“Is the writer naked now?” she interrupted, looking straight ahead, still leaning against the desk.

“Yes... the writer got naked in front of his wife... and she was surprised by the enormous cock, already hard, that sprang free.”

“An already hard cock? A writer’s cock?” Carolina mocked, again with a smile in her voice.

“Yes... a writer’s cock.”

“Whew... I’m getting hot... what a great film. Go on.”

“Well... the writer pulled down his wife’s skirt...” I whispered, and my hands followed my narration, lifting the lower part of her shirt to reveal her gray skirt, and then sliding over her hips until finding the zipper of the skirt.

“His wife must be hot, right?” she added just as the skirt began to give way, and she helped me with a little wiggle of her hips so I could pull it down. In a few seconds, the fine lace of her panties was revealed.

“His wife isn’t bad... no...” I said, somewhat stunned, observing that work of art: her skirt had already fallen and was resting, bunched around her ankles, on top of her shoes; her bare legs looked powerful and shapely.

Behind her, I lifted the lower part of her shirt again, as if raising a curtain, and discovered her lace panties and firm buttocks.

“Not bad at all...” I murmured.

“Yeah... well... what else happened?” Carolina whispered. And then she joined the game: she gathered her shirt with both hands and folded it up to her waist. I no longer needed to hold anything; it was she who offered me her ass and her panties, with no curtain in between.

“What happened was... his wife told him who this guy was... and the sexual writer husband asked her why the hell he hadn’t gone to a hotel...” I whispered, improvising, having no idea where my story was going, while I contemplated that white silk wedged between my wife’s buttocks... and I couldn’t help but bring a hand to my member.

“Mmm... what a strange plot, don’t you think?” Carolina whispered.

“I know. The screenwriter. A weird guy. What do I know,” I said as I felt the thickness and power of my member in my right hand.

“Well... the guy didn’t go to any hotel... because the badass wife told her husband to offer their house to the young man...” Carolina whispered.

“The young man...!” I interrupted sarcastically.

“Yes... the young man, what’s the problem. He’s my age. He was in my class. Aren’t I a young woman?” she challenged me.

“Ah, yes, sorry,” I answered while masturbating behind her, and she, leaning with one hand on the desk, and holding up the back and lower part of her shirt with the other, offered me the clear and perfect view of her buttocks and panties.

“So anyway...” Carolina narrated, with erotic density, “They offered it to him, by mutual agreement of both members of the marriage, and the young man... accepted.”

“When he could have refused... Which is what any normal person would do. Especially... a rich kid,” I said.

“Rich kid?” Carolina laughed. “Who says ‘rich kid,’ Miguel?”

“I don’t know.”

“He’s not a rich kid. He’s doing very well. He has money. He’s worked hard for it too...”

“Ah... he’s worked hard for it,” I whispered, moving a little closer, still masturbating.

“Yes... He hasn’t had it easy.”

“Ah... He hasn’t had it easy. You don’t say. Story of a scholarship boy who becomes a genius of law...” I whispered mockingly.

“Well, yes. You nailed it,” she responded, still speaking forward.

“Nailed it...” I whispered and released my member, which didn’t fall but remained firm, horizontal, and I brought my hands to her hips, to the elastic of her white panties.

“Nailed it... Let’s see what you’re going to nail...” Carolina whispered.

“We’ll see... But... how long has it been since you saw him?”

“Well... four or five years.”

“And where was that?”

“At a commercial law conference...” she answered while I slowly slid her panties down her thighs.

“Like the one this week?”

“No. This week’s is about his specialty.”

“And what’s his specialty?” I asked as I left her panties pulled down to mid-thigh, taut against her skin, her flesh.

“His specialty is digital law... law of new technologies,” she explained naturally.

I was again contemplating what I had in front of me: the skirt on the floor, on top of her shoes, her legs slightly apart, her panties pulled down to the middle of her thighs; the change was that now the air in the room was brushing against her wet and exposed sex, tender, rosy, alive. I paused for a moment, watching how even her pussy seemed to throb, how the heat seemed to radiate from within her.

“Well... and the porn movie... what? How did it continue?” she whispered then, tilting her head and letting her hair fall a bit, with a thread of a voice.

“Well, it continued...” I answered, with a lower voice, and I moved toward her slowly, and brought my hard, straight member... fitting it between her thighs, and between her lowered panties and her hanging sex. “It continued... with the handsome writer... placing his cock here.”

“There? He placed it there?” she whispered, smiling, and trembled a little feeling my cock on the inner side of her thighs. “Well, what a place...”

“You see...” I said.

“The weird screenwriter...” she whispered.

“That’s right. The weird screenwriter,” I repeated as I bent my knees slightly and placed my hands on her waist, over her shirt.

And her hand that had been holding up the fabric moved forward, joining the other one, to rest on the table.

And my hips moved twice, backward and forward, as if I were fucking the inside of her thighs.

She purred as she felt me, squeezing her thighs against my cock as if wanting to trap it there, wet, slippery.

“Mmm...” she moaned, tilting her face slightly forward.

And then, an extremely annoying, long, electronic sound startled us. Something even more untimely and cruel than her phone’s melody: the building’s doorbell echoed throughout the house.

I tensed up. Carolina tensed too; I felt it in her breathing, in her skin, in her flesh.

“Seriously...?” she murmured, dejected, lowering her head.

If she felt misery, I felt something closer to rage, while simultaneously feeling that the sensation of “now or never” reached its peak. I pulled back slightly, sliding the tip of my cock between her thighs, and brought my hand there, pulling back the skin of the tip to completely expose the pink glans.

And everything accelerated... There was no time. It had to be now...

...And I aimed, and felt for her entrance... and felt her wet pussy at the tip of my cock, and bent my knees further, and pushed toward her, from below upward, from behind forward... with my entire body...

“Fuck, Miguel... what... are you doing?” she whispered, with a tremor in her voice, with a mixture of nervous laughter and surprise.

And then an “Ohh!” escaped from my mouth as I felt a sudden pleasure, a wet heat that made me feel slightly dizzy and forced me to close my eyes. Then I felt how her sex, warm, wet, enveloped me with minimal resistance, as if absorbing me while simultaneously blocking my path. Then she tensed her back and a brief gasp rose from her throat, and she let out a double, breathless “Ah-ah!” almost tender. And then, just as I felt the invasion, the complete penetration, when I felt my entire cock inside my wife’s pussy... a second ring of the doorbell shook the house again.

The contrast was brutal: outside, the metallic screech of the doorbell; inside, the living, pulsating flesh that had swallowed me centimeter by centimeter.

I groaned through clenched teeth, with the air held in my chest, another deep “Ohh!” impossible to contain.

And Carolina pressed her lips together, gasping again, and murmured almost inaudibly:

“Ah! Mmm... God...”

And another ring sounded, more insistent, almost furious.

But I didn’t stop, I pushed again, with an abrupt movement, as if my body refused to obey any external command. I felt how she opened a little more, how her flesh squeezed me with liquid heat, and a deep groan exploded in my throat:

“Mhhmm...!”

“Ah! Mi-guel... ple-ase...” she gasped, upright, shaken by my body invading and pushing her, her hands tense on the table, seeking balance. I didn’t know if she was asking me to stop or continue, and that uncertainty drove me wild.

I grabbed her waist more firmly with one hand, and with the other I pulled at her shirt, at the height of her shoulder, and pulled backward and to one side, almost tearing the fabric from its impeccable position, and her skin was left bare, fragile, exposed. I immediately buried my mouth in that hollow, panting and biting, leaving my breath on her neck, on her shoulder, on her nape.

Then a fourth doorbell ring, long and continuous, cut through us like a knife.

“Fuck, Ah! Mi-guel... Stop...!” she whispered with her voice reduced to a stifled whimper.

I growled against her neck, with clenched teeth, and responded with three sharp thrusts of my pelvis forward:

The first thrust was a battering ram, a collision of flesh and moisture that forced her onto her tiptoes... and that tore a hoarse grunt from me:

“Mhhmm... Ooh!”

The second went deeper, vibrant, tearing from her a broken gasp that broke into a brief cry:

“Ahhh...! Mh!! Mi-guel!”

The third was brutal, burning, as if in that thrust I wanted to end it all, and her body arched violently, and her shoes rose to tiptoes again, while a final “Ah!! You bas-tard...!!” escaped from her between moans.

It wasn’t the first time my excitement had turned into rage and overflowed like this. Carolina knew it; in fact, it was happening more frequently. She ended up throwing her hand backward in a clumsy gesture of defense, and reproached me between gasps:

“Stop... Ah! Brute... are you crazy or what...?”

And then, with one last gasp, I withdrew slowly, feeling how her wet heat released me, as if tearing away something more than just skin.

My cock emerged reddened, wet and hard... from her open pussy...

And the silence lasted barely a second. Because once again, it was the melody of her phone ringing from the living room.

“Damn, so persistent...” I sighed, pulling back further, dizzy with excitement, pulse throbbing in my temple and my hands burning.

“What do you mean persistent, Miguel? The poor guy is waiting at the damn door and you’re fucking me like a... madman,” she said angrily and rapidly while turning around, fixing her hair and pulling up her panties.

Her insult made my blood boil. It was the first time she’d called me that.

I swallowed as I bent down to look for my clothes.

I didn’t want to respond to that.

I simply whispered:

“...I’m going to take a shower.”

“Yes. Go take a shower. Calm down. You need it,” Carolina replied while pulling up her skirt.


Open Backpacks and the Guest.

The water fell on my neck in a constant, relentless stream, trying to wash away an excitement that refused to be extinguished. My cock was no longer rigid, but still throbbing, swollen, as if desire had remained trapped in the skin. It pulsated, bouncing with the weighted impulses of what I had just experienced, like an obstinate, uncomfortable presence.

The word still echoed in my head: energúmeno. It hadn’t been thrown at me by just anyone: it had been thrown by her. Carolina. My wife. And that hurt. I considered it had been, without doubt, excessive, deliberately hurtful; but, at the same time, I thought she wasn’t wrong. It wasn’t the first time that rage had overwhelmed me at the precise moment of climax; that rage that hadn’t existed in me before and that I attributed to past experiences, extreme ones, with other women, from stories that were too strange, too twisted. With my ex-partner, Raquel; with two former students with whom everything had followed a path as inappropriate as it was obscene. And now that Miguel, with that stigma, lived in me like a permanent guest.

With Carolina it had been different, probably because from the beginning there had been love. Reciprocal love. And real. And she had had the calm intelligence to force us, from the start, to tell each other all the uncomfortable truths of our past. The idea of saving ourselves and moving forward wasn’t about leaving the backpack at the door before entering, but about entering with it, emptying it in the presence of the other person and explaining why each thing was there.

In these cases, it’s true that it always helps when the load of both backpacks is similar. So it played in my favor, in our favor, that Carolina also had her own baggage.

The water was hitting my shoulders when a noise slipped in between the stream. A different noise: metallic, insistent. Then, a man’s voice. Then, Carolina’s. And, immediately after, the unmistakable dragging of a wheeled suitcase moving across the wooden floor.

I remained motionless under the water, listening just enough, just what was necessary. That sound wasn’t just luggage. It was an unpleasant reminder: someone was entering our home. Someone was going to sleep on our sofa bed, right in the center of everything: the living room. From there, one commands a view of the terrace, the dressing room, the office, the dining room —barely separated by a bookshelf—, the hallway that leads to the kitchen, the bathroom, our bedroom. The epicenter of the house.

I swallowed. I turned off the faucet. The silence was worse: the voices were clearer. The friction of the suitcase, Carolina’s voice, a man’s laughter.

I got out of the shower, dried my feet, tied a towel around my waist and left the bathroom with my body still wet and my muscles tense. I walked down the small hallway while listening to their voices in the distance and entered the bedroom.

I opened the closet almost blindly, feeling among shirts and t-shirts, with the absurd sensation that any choice also dressed a role. What does a man wear to greet the guy who’s going to sleep on his sofa? I opted for the most neutral: gray sweatpants and a white cotton t-shirt. Nothing that could seem affected, nothing that could be read as an attempt to compete.

As I dressed, the voices came clearly from the living room, on the other side of the wall. The sound of the suitcase wheels, symbol of arrival, of installation, was no longer heard. What was heard was Carolina’s friendly intonation, that high pitch she reserved for social occasions. And a deeper male voice, modulated, with a confidence that could be real, innate, or hard-won.

I put on my socks sitting on the edge of the bed, slowly, delaying the moment to go out. I didn’t even remember how many days the invasion would last. Two or three. Three or four.

After a couple more minutes, I felt obliged to give signs of life, even though I wasn’t particularly eager to. I crossed the hallway with measured steps. Passing by the dining room, I saw in the distance the sofa, already transformed into an unfolded bed. It had been like that all afternoon, I had prepared it myself, but now it did have real weight.

I continued to the living room. I saw his suitcase next to the bed: silver, almost shiny, made of corrugated aluminum with leather handles, from a well-known brand, unmistakable, one of those that cost more than what I had received from my severance pay.

They were on the terrace. Both leaning against the railing. Carolina hadn’t had time to change her clothes. Next to her, Víctor, wearing dress pants, shirt and jacket, of normal build and dark brown hair, sober and short.

I paused for a moment, there, in the living room, feeling invisible, an observer, almost with a stimulating touch of voyeur, while I watched their silhouettes outlined against the night.

My wife, there, with her back turned, with her shoes, her gray skirt and her white shirt now impeccably tucked inside her skirt. As if nothing had happened. As if she hadn’t just had me inside her. As if I hadn’t just fucked her minutes before.

I wondered if she could still feel it in her sex. If her panties were still able to contain the moisture that I had felt there, just ten minutes ago.

And beside her, him.

Víctor. The guest.

I took a deep breath. And moved forward.


Fictional Affront, Real Affront.

I approached the terrace with a forced smile, ready to fulfill the ritual of greeting. And not two minutes had passed since the handshake when I already knew that my misgivings had been absurd. The image I had fabricated of him collapsed instantly. I’d spent days cursing his arrival, feeding an almost unconscious prejudice, and I had encountered something completely different. So much so that, while the three of us talked, I found myself accusing myself: my new life, so isolated, almost hermit-like, was making me flee from social interaction to the point of conceiving each encounter as an affront, as a threat to my way of life.

Víctor didn’t seem like an invader, but a grateful guest. Almost the first thing he did, after a warm and affable handshake, was to apologize and insist that he should have gone to a hotel, but he sincerely claimed that he was tired of solitary breakfasts and impersonal rooms, and since this time a friend had offered him her home, he had accepted. There was genuine remorse for occupying our space, and he said it in such a natural tone that I found myself nodding, as if I were the one who should reassure him.

Víctor had nothing strident about him and yet, he drew attention in a subtle way. Respectable height, normal build, dark chestnut hair, short, combed with an exact part to one side that seemed to come from another era. That detail, combined with his thick, straight mustache, gave him a deliberately retro air, like from the forties. It wasn’t carelessness, it was a look sought with precision, and he knew it. Carolina knew it too: at times she would look at him with a spark of complicity, and while listening to his apologies, she would drop a light comment:

“What a mustache, man... you’ve gone crazy.”

He laughed naturally, almost shyly, showing white, aligned teeth. And she looked at him a moment longer, amused, before continuing to speak.

I observed him in silence, knowing that that choice —which in someone else would have looked ridiculous, in me, for instance— worked well for him.

Completing his picture of peculiarities were well-groomed but bushy eyebrows, as well as a small earring, a thin hoop, which was almost invisible at first glance, and which one didn’t know if it didn’t fit with him at all or if it was the precise final touch.

The conversation flowed. Víctor had nothing intimidating about him: cordial countenance, measured gestures, tempered voice.

“He made the bed for you, right?” said Carolina, pointing inside with a hint of a smile—. Implying that, if he wasn’t comfortable, he should blame me.

“No, no, not at all,” replied Víctor immediately. “I even feel bad about it, Miguel. Besides, the sofa looks big, you shouldn’t have even... set it up.”

A brief silence fell then. We were only illuminated by the light coming from the living room. Neither Carolina nor I had bothered to turn on the terrace light. That chiaroscuro accentuated the feeling of an improvised chat, of a fragile encounter.

“Honey, would you open a bottle of wine?” Carolina said then, without looking at me.

The word startled me. Honey. We never called each other that. Neither in public nor in private. I felt it as a term foreign to our relationship, almost affected. But I didn’t have time to analyze it too much, as I immediately found myself telling Víctor that I would take care of the wine, that he should stay where he was.

I crossed the living room toward the kitchen with the bottle to choose in mind. I arrived, opened the wine cabinet, and stood still for a second, looking at the aligned bottles. I poured myself half a glass of water before making the final choice, while listening to their voices in the distance: Carolina’s, light, soft; his, deeper, tempered, with a cadence that didn’t need to impose itself to fill the space. The contrast between them was almost musical, and I realized that, although his presence might eventually please me, I wasn’t entirely in that complicit cadence.

I returned with the bottle and three glasses in hand. The dimness still dominated the terrace: only the light from the living room reached us in soft bursts. Carolina received me with a look that wasn’t exactly her usual one, a look that I felt strangely sharp. I saw her lean slightly toward the table to move a small lamp; her skirt tightened over her thighs; a blonde lock fell over her forehead as she extended her arm; the white shirt clung to her back, as if it still bore the imprint of my hands. It wasn’t a gesture designed to seduce, but my excitement was still recent, like a poison that still ran through my blood and returned images of what had happened just a short while before.

“Aren’t you bringing a tablecloth or anything?” she asked, without reproach, with that practical tone she used for everything that belonged to the order of the house.

I sketched a half-smile, a silent “what does it matter,” and left the bottle and glasses directly on the bare wood of the table.

I poured the wine. The act of serving wine had always seemed solemn to me, almost ceremonial, and that night it seemed to clash with the lightness that floated on the terrace. Víctor, with his simple composure, instantly downplayed it by taking his glass as if there was nothing to ritualize. Carolina, on the other hand, picked hers up with a different spark in her eyes, an unusual gleam for her at that hour on a Monday. In the end, no one proposed a toast. Just the clean, crystalline tinkling of the three glasses clinking at once, as if that single sound was enough to seal the moment.

We drank. Barely a sip. And the conversation, rather than arising on its own, was pushed by Carolina, asking him about how his conference would proceed.

Víctor, who seemed in no hurry to talk about himself, leaned on the railing and answered with discreet composure that there would be round tables, that sometimes colloquiums would be improvised, that his role wasn’t so much a presentation as listening and then intervening in an agreed manner. And immediately he turned to me:

“Quite a busy schedule, honestly. So don't worry, I'll be out most of the day. You'll hardly notice I'm here. I know you write, Miguel, and I don't want to disturb you.”

I nodded, still holding my glass, and was surprised to feel a hint of embarrassment. Then he asked me how my writing was going, and how difficult it had been to leave my job. His words didn't sound like empty compliments.

Meanwhile, my attention drifted from his deep voice to Carolina's silhouette. She was facing him, arms crossed with the wine glass dangling from her fingers in a casual gesture that simultaneously made her shirt pull slightly against her chest. Despite standing, something about the distribution of weight on her hips made her skirt stretch across her thighs with a precise revelation of flesh. And that voice of hers, clear and light, sociable, awakened a tingling sensation that I couldn't quite reproach, or locate, or even know whether it attracted or bothered me.

The conversation first drifted toward a possible dinner, quickly dismissed since all three of us had eaten something in the late afternoon, and then toward Víctor's final settling in. I learned then that while I was in the shower, they had already been to the dressing room, where he had left his clothes most prone to wrinkling. Afterward, Carolina asked him about the conference schedule and, later, about its content. For several minutes I remained quiet, almost invisible, barely holding my glass and nodding occasionally. I smiled a couple of times, just enough, but the lightness of their voices didn't reach me.

The first mention of a name known to both of them, but not to me, was the definitive signal. Shortly after, taking advantage of a gap in the silence and with a simple gesture, I excused myself:

“Well... I think I'll work a bit more, and leave you two for a while.”

Víctor, polite as ever, turned his face toward me and, revealing eyes that I still couldn't tell were brown or green, inquired:

“May I ask about the genre? I mean... what you write.”

“Mystery,” I responded without thinking too much.

“Mystery... and other things,” Carolina interjected, with a stern tone that made me turn my head toward her immediately.

“What other things?” I asked, with my brow slightly furrowed.

“Come on, Miguel...” she said, looking at me sideways with a mocking spark. “That novel you wrote last year. Well, actually, it was three...”

I stared at her, unable to believe she would even consider bringing up that topic at that moment. I felt a strange heat rising to the back of my neck.

Víctor took a discreet sip, without intervening, until Carolina, as if seeking his attention, turned to him:

“A somewhat pornographic story that he never submitted to any publisher.”

“It wasn't pornographic, Carolina,” I cut in, startled, with more abruptness than I intended.

She turned her face to me to hold my gaze. That silent standoff that only two people who know each other well can maintain.

“What was it called?” she asked, though we both knew she knew perfectly well.

I said nothing. I wondered if she would really go that far.

“Oh, yes... Ana's Vanity,” she blurted out, almost mockingly, surprising me and leaving me stunned.

Silence settled in, uncomfortable, long. I still didn't understand what this was all about. Something that only she and I knew, suddenly she thought it was a good idea for a third person to know. A third person she hadn't seen in years and whom I had known for barely twenty minutes.

It was Víctor who brought some calm and serenity:

“I suppose making a living this way is like everything else... you can't be afraid to knock on every possible door. In the end, we're often the first ones to deny ourselves opportunities.”

I silently appreciated his moderation and discretion, and took a slow sip from my glass, trying not to reveal the knot in my throat.

I stopped looking at Carolina. I took a breath. I tried to erase that affront, as surprising as it was absurd, and, searching for a composed voice, finally said:

“Well... as I said. I'm going to work a bit more. I'll leave you two alone for a while.”

And I placed my glass on the table, on the bare wood, without a tablecloth.

And I shook Víctor's hand formally, and walked inside, seeking a refuge where I could calm myself.

I did so without understanding, at all, my wife's attitude.


Parallel portraits.

I shut myself in the office with the sincere intention of getting back to writing, but I barely managed to arrange two sentences. The buzz of the night came through the crack in the window, mixed with something more distracting: the voices from the terrace. They weren’t clear words, but a rhythmic murmur that rose and fell like a tide, with occasional laughter breaking through the silence of the house. I recognized Carolina’s laugh and was surprised again at how different it was from her usual one: it was different, more open, lighter, as if she had reserved that pleasant tone for a special occasion.

I tried to concentrate, forced my eyes on the text, but the paragraphs dissolved into shadows. Each muffled burst of laughter pierced me like a pin. There was nothing reproachable about it, just an echo of after-dinner conversation, old anecdotes with the fruity aftertaste of a pleasant wine, but I felt it as an intimate conspiracy, as if in those invisible gestures a language was being forged to which I had no access.

After a while, I went out to the hallway to go to the bathroom. The house was in semi-darkness and, as I passed near the dressing room, I noticed the door ajar. I peeked in, drawn by a strange temptation, and saw a suit cover hanging from a hanger. On a chair, Carolina had carefully folded a chiffon blouse; next to it, Victor’s jacket was resting on the back of the chair. Two different garments, but with their sleeves touching, as if they too had found a way to get closer.

After returning from the bathroom, and back in the office, I resumed correcting a paragraph I had left half-finished. I modified a couple of sentences, but they immediately dissolved on the screen, empty, weightless. I couldn’t get that absurd jab out of my mind. About those novels I had written more for her, for us, than with the intention of profiting from them. It surprised me too much. Because Carolina wasn’t like that. Carolina had always had that grace of hers, natural, light, that attracted anyone without needing to hurt anyone. A clean, luminous charisma that didn’t depend on stepping on others to elevate herself. I had never seen her put someone down to raise herself up a little more.

I sat watching the cursor blink, motionless, until a sound brought me back to the present: determined heels crossing the living room and then the kitchen. The precise tapping of her steps on the wooden floor revealed that Carolina had gone to fetch another bottle. Shortly after, the voices returned to the terrace, somewhat looser, interwoven with a melody that, again, seemed foreign to me.

I decided to turn off the computer. And I thought about going over to say goodnight, even if just with a minimal gesture, subtle, so brief that it wouldn’t even make them lose their train of thought. I left the brightness of the office to enter the dimness of the living room. Without going out to the terrace, I could hear them talking and laughing very close by, with the easy cadence of two college friends who meet again years later and recover, in an instant, the lost lightness. The complicity was evident. She looked especially beautiful, I could see it even from that distance, with a different sparkle in her eyes; he seemed taller, more upright.

I looked at them from my position as if they were two portraits hanging in parallel. Two great professional careers: his even more successful than Carolina’s. On a personal level, I remembered that she had told me Victor had never married, nor had he had many girlfriends. Carolina’s love life, on the other hand, had been more winding, with twists and surprises that I knew all too well.

I finally concluded that I wouldn’t say goodnight. Nor did I feel they required the announcement of my withdrawal. And before looking away, I thought I saw something in the way Carolina looked at him: a different, almost youthful glow, as if she suddenly remembered who she had been. Victor responded with a slight, contained smile.

They were looks between two old companions who recognize each other in the mirror of maturity. Simply that. But that minimal complicity remained suspended in the half-light, like a diffuse photograph that I didn’t know whether I wanted to forget or preserve.

I went to our bedroom with a glass of water and closed the door without making a sound. I lay on my back, with my eyes open, in the darkness. The rhythmic murmur of their conversation could be heard from there too.


Listen, listen.

I knew I was dreaming. I knew it with the same clarity with which I knew I had been lying alone in our bed for an hour or perhaps more. Before surrendering to fatigue, I had still heard their voices moving from the terrace to the living room, fading into the dimness of the house. And yet, in my dream I was there again, on the terrace, but only with her, without suitcases or third parties, without foreign voices. Just the night and her breathing.

She was in front of me, standing, cornered against the table. My hands lifted her skirt just enough: one fold, two, and the fabric hung suspended at her waist like a frozen wave. Her silky panties gleamed in the bluish backlight of the night. Panties that I immediately lowered with care and urgency at the same time, while my heart pounded in my chest.

She climbed onto the table. Her ass on the wood, without a tablecloth. Beside her, the glasses and the bottle. Two or three glasses. One or two bottles.

I tried to hold onto the dream while feeling it slipping through my fingers.

Carolina spread her legs. Her panties hung from one of her ankles. Her cunt gleamed brilliantly. Her trimmed pubic hair appeared wilder than in reality.

I lowered my pants. The cold air hit me for an instant and I looked up. I searched for her eyes. I didn’t know if this, for her, would be a reward or a punishment. Her open cunt said it was a reward; her evasive gaze, that it was a punishment.

That hesitation made me tremble. I felt the dream hanging by a thread, that it could break at any moment. She neither looked away nor fully held my gaze. She just remained there, in that strange balance that disarmed me.

I knew the entry would be physically warm, but psychologically rough.

I moved closer. With one hand I held and guided my cock; with the other, I held her leg to maneuver it: spreading it to penetrate her, lifting it to disdain her. Her hip was left open, offered, exposed as if no defense were possible. Her sex was perfectly positioned, right on the edge of the table. The height was also perfect... I looked at her one last time...

...And I pushed... I sank in... I felt the heat... The pleasure... I penetrated her slowly and felt a liquid warmth that made my legs tremble. Her body responded with a slight arch and her mouth with a short, almost complaining “Ahh...”; a minimal surrender that ignited me inside.

“Mh...” I panted. “What was that about my novel?” I asked, sinking in a little deeper.

She didn’t answer, but another “Ahhh...!” just as soft, but longer, escaped her. Almost a thread of air.

I pushed again. Deeper, more profound, as if at the end of her burning crevice lay the answer.

“Mmmm. Why, Carolina?”

“Ahhh...!” came out, brief, bitten off. “Ahhh...!!”

Her neck broke backward, her hair fell to one side. I insisted on the thrust, seeking rhythm, order, meaning.

“Mmm...! Tell me...” I panted.

“Ahhh... yes... ahhh...” she moaned, barely audible, as if her pleasure were a language I couldn’t control.

I gripped her waist. She didn’t wrap her legs around me, but her cunt let me invade her with minimal resistance, wet, alive.

Another thrust, and another sound:

“...ahhh... ahhh...! yes... ahhh...”

I thought the dream would fade there, at that exact point where the body yields and meaning arrives. But no. Everything began to oscillate. The edge of the table vibrated, the light from the living room washed over my back and, in front, bathed her face, her white shirt, her half-open mouth. And her moans... her moans changed location.

“Ahhh... ahhh... yes...! ahhh...”

Her moans no longer came from her mouth pressed against mine. They weren’t in front of me. They shifted slightly, as if the terrace had moved half a meter to one side. Another thrust —I was still inside— and the moans rose a span, then two. They floated. They bounced.

“A... ahhh... yes... ahhh...”

I continued, obstinate: a slow, deep thrust, then another. The question formed again:

“Why did you say it...?”

“Ahhh... yes... ahhh... yes...!!” she now gasped in moans that were clearer, more open, but at the same time less hers, or less for me.

The dream, proud, refused to break. It redoubled the maneuver: the swaying of my hips, the rough edge of the table grazing my thighs, her back tensing beneath my hands. Everything was there, exact. Except the voice. The voice no longer obeyed the dream. It rose a little, vibrated, descended as if someone were carrying it across an invisible ceiling.

“Ahhh... yes... ahhh... yes...! yes...!” a new cadence could be heard, repeated, sticky, like a background hammering, and also a rhythmic “toc... toc... toc...” like a headboard hitting against a wall.

And then I knew I wasn't understanding anything. My body remained inside the dream, but the voice didn't. The voice was coming from somewhere else. The dream unraveled at its most fragile corner: a shiver ran up my back, the sweat turned cold, and the “Ahhh!” multiplied.

—Ahhh… yes… !!yes…!! ahhh… !!yeesss…!!

I opened my eyes. The darkness of the bedroom fell on me with the weight of a wet blanket. It took me a second to remember where my own head was. Another second to accept that the air was real, that the ceiling was real, that I was alone.

I turned my face toward the nightstand. The digital alarm clock projected its sickly red glow: 00:30.

And, outside that bedroom, a woman was moaning.

It wasn’t inside my head. It wasn’t Carolina pressed against my mouth. It wasn’t the terrace. It was a voice of flesh and saliva filtering through the paint and brick.

—Ahhh… yes… !!yes…!! ahhh…

I sat up slowly. My heart was pounding with as much power and frequency as the rhythmic blows I could hear. Because there was a rhythm beneath the moans, a dull percussion that sustained it, a “thunk… thunk… thunk…” thundering like an old bed hitting against a baseboard. And above it, very faint, an irregular creaking of strained springs.

I blinked a couple of times, still navigating the hangover of the dream. My cock wasn’t rigid, but it throbbed heavily, sensitive, as if it had continued the dream on its own.

—Ahhh… yes… yeeesss… !ahhh…! —the voice dropped again, then rose, and finally I understood the pattern: it started high, went down dark, recovered air with a long s and climbed back up.

I swallowed. I remained sitting on the bed. The sweat cooled on my chest. A longer, almost orgasmic “!aaahhh!” then stretched until it nearly reached a falsetto. And the “thunk… thunk… thunk…” marked the fierce, relentless insistence of the lover, the penetrator, the one who was sinking into her cunt.

I heard it, on the other side of the wall. And I imagined it. I imagined my wife, Carolina, lying on her back, half-naked, on that sofa that I myself had converted into a bed for him, for her lover, for that Víctor who was driving his cock savagely into my wife’s cunt. And she was writhing with pleasure, outlining “Ahhh… ahhh… yes… yeeesss…” that had initially been tender, whispered, discreet, so that I wouldn’t hear them… but that had surrendered. And he was penetrating her now with eagerness, almost with spite, expressing in each thrust a contained rage, a frustrated desire from years of disguised, concealed longing… Years accumulating the desire of the only ambition that had resisted him… and that now was exploding in that relentless fucking.

I saw it with clarity, as if the wall were made of glass. Víctor on top of her, his blue dress shirt open, his pectorals glistening with sweat, his abdominals flexing with each thrust.

—!Ahhh…! !yes-yes…! —Carolina moaned, her head thrown back, her blonde hair scattered across the pillow. Her white blouse was on the floor, next to her skirt; her breasts peeking above her ill-fitted bra, her panties barely pushed aside to make way for that fierce penetration.

—Mmm… ahhh… !yes…! !yes…! !yeeesss…! —she moaned and the sounds mixed with wet kisses, with short bites, with a “!slap, slap, slap!” of flesh against flesh that revealed an open, almost soaked cunt, and that synchronized with the “thunk, thunk, thunk” of the bed. She looked into his eyes while receiving him, and dug her nails into his buttocks. She scratched him, clung to him.

What level of excitement, what level of desire could there be to abandon oneself like that, knowing I was on the other side of the wall? I imagined him in a sweaty back-and-forth, bodies colliding with a wet “slap, slap,” kisses devouring mouths as if the air were running out.

And then an “!!!Ahhh… mmm… MMMMhhh…!!!” escaped her, first high-pitched, then muffled, gagged, as if a hand, or a finger, had sealed the exit of that moan. And I saw it clearly: Víctor putting his finger in my wife’s mouth, silencing her so she wouldn’t scream, so she wouldn’t wake me, so her pleasure would remain a secret shared only between the two of them.

—Mmmhh… mmhhh… mmm —it resonated then, dampened, with that wet vibration of a throat that pants around an invasive finger.

And the tapping of the springs made me guess that she wasn’t lying still. She wasn’t a submissive, passive body; she moved with him, matched each thrust with a movement of her hips, sought the friction, the exact angle. And, in that hallucinated image, I saw her looking down again and again, surprised, almost reverent, at the magnitude of what was entering her, praising with her gaze, with each arch, the dimension of the cock of that friend who, at last, was inside.

I had known for some time, because I had known for some time that the owner of those moans was not my wife, but our always active neighbor from the apartment upstairs. But that certainty hadn’t prevented my imagination from soaring, my cock from throbbing, the lie from making its way with more force than the truth.

And then I heard her. Clearly. Carolina’s voice. Now yes. Her. My wife overlapping our neighbor’s screams and pronouncing an unmistakable, funny, characteristic “!!shhh!!”, followed by a clear whisper:

“That’s intense… Shh! Listen, listen…”


The Trench.

I stood up without really knowing why. There was no thought to justify it nor a clear impulse, just the automatic gesture. Afterward I felt the coolness on the soles of my bare feet. Once I was upright, rigid, that’s when I noticed it: the silence. Neither my wife’s voice on the other side of the wall, nor a moan, nor a thud, nor the muffled murmur of the springs from upstairs. Nothing.

The absence of sound drilled into me more than the noise itself. I stood still for a moment, breathing with my mouth slightly open, as if I could catch in the air the echo of what was no longer there. The silence wasn’t natural; it was the silence of something that had decided to interrupt itself, like a calm hanging by a thread.

If I didn’t understand why I had gotten out of bed, I also didn’t understand why I had left the bedroom. The darkness persisted as I walked. I advanced without turning on any lights, guided by a need I couldn’t explain to myself.

My pajama pants, loose and light, gave me a false sensation of lightness; in contrast, the cotton of my t-shirt stuck to my skin, warm in some spots, damp in others. It wasn’t that late, and yet it seemed so. The dream, so intense and so deep, had left me with the impression of having slept much longer than I actually had, as if I had been thrown headlong into an unexpected early morning. I felt that this exit from the bedroom was not only a strange gesture, almost forbidden, but also an untimely incursion into hours that didn’t belong to me.

The silence persisted, so much that it seemed to accuse me. I turned toward the dining room. Everything was in shadow, except for the diffuse light filtering in from the terrace at the far end. I stopped before the bookshelf, the one I had never liked but which now rose like a border. It had been Carolina who had insisted on putting it there, to separate spaces: the dining room —barely a table with four chairs— and, beyond that, the living room, with the sofa already converted into an unfolded bed, the armchair to one side, the coffee table moved aside for the conversion, and the television in front.

The bookshelf was half empty: a few decorating books, magazines no one opened, a couple of ceramic figures whose origin I didn’t know. I had always considered it useless, an absurd wall, a nuisance. Now, however, it served as my trench. I approached it, breathing as quietly as possible, my forehead beaded with cold sweat. I didn’t understand what I was doing there. What did I expect to see? What did I expect to hear?

They weren’t on the terrace; if they were there, I would be seeing them from where I stood. And then, what reached me was a brief whisper, barely a brush of syllables that extinguished instantly, so subtle that I couldn’t tell if it was Víctor’s voice or Carolina’s. Afterward, a spring yielded with a dull creak. I didn’t know if it was the mattress protesting from the weight or from the movement of two people trying to keep quiet. I thought that perhaps that sofa bed couldn’t be too comfortable, that the thin mattress over the metal frame was designed more for the quick visit of one person than for the expectant repose of two. I stood frozen, with the certainty that they were just a few meters from me, in that blind angle that the bookshelf denied me. To see them I would have to take two more steps, pass the edge, but then they would also see me.

I then heard, clearly, deeply, Víctor’s voice, in a whisper:

“That’s it. I told you.”

My heart skipped a beat. I stood rigid.

Carolina’s response came low, but clear:

“I don’t think so… They haven’t finished.”

I held my breath. The silence stretched for a few more seconds, until Víctor asked again:

“Why? How do you know?”

“Well… I don’t think either of them has come.”

I felt a shiver run down my spine. That word: “come,” sounded strange coming from her. Also too brazen.

Víctor then whispered with a smile I couldn’t see, almost a breath:

“Ah… but can you hear that too?”

“Well… that’s what you hear the most,” Carolina murmured.

I was standing there, not knowing what I was doing or what I was looking for. I didn’t know if I was hot or cold. And I felt that I couldn’t go back to bed; nor could I move forward. I couldn’t stop listening.

And then another murmur. Carolina whispered something. A phrase that ended with a short, cut-off word. I understood “glass.” Or “glasses.” And almost instantly, the sound of a body rising from the sofa froze my blood. I didn’t see her get up, but I heard it: the rustle of fabric, a spring creaking. And then she appeared. Carolina entered my field of vision: I saw her finishing standing up and then she walked and showed herself so fleetingly that I barely had time to be frightened. The white silhouette of her blouse crossed the dimness and slipped toward the warm light emanating from the terrace lamp.

Between several vertical book spines, I managed to see how, on the terrace, she poured wine into a glass. Or into two. Then she set down the bottle, reached out her hand and turned off the lamp. Her movement surprised me, but equally or more surprising was the change in tones that was created: the yellowish light gave way to a cooler, bluish clarity from the night coming in from outside. Afterward she tucked her hair behind her ear, picked up the glasses and turned around, intending to return to the living room. My heart pounded, contracted, with a trace of guilt and above all with a feeling of incomprehension. Incomprehension of myself.

I saw her illuminated by that faint glow, as if the city itself were highlighting her, while I remained in actual darkness. Seeing her face-on, I felt a jolt in my stomach: her shirt untucked from her skirt, sleeves rolled up to her elbows, blonde hair loose, two glasses in her hands. She looked beautiful and disheveled at once. That impossible combination. Her shirt wasn’t sitting right, as if her time on the sofa had left its mark, a disarrangement that humanized her, making her even more attractive.

But there was something stranger, less subtle, something that took me a couple of seconds to place. The strange thing was the silence, not theirs, not mine, not the neighbor’s, but the silence in the cadence of her footsteps: Carolina was barefoot. Which, in itself, was understandable, but it gave her an aura of comfort—with herself, with the situation, with him—that tensed me in an inexplicable way.

Carolina crossed the boundary with a long stride, clearing the step that divided the terrace from the living room, at the precise moment when the neighbor decided it was time to resume the action:

“Ahhh…! MMMM…!” could be heard, clearly, sexually, like a nearby echo, as if she were moaning directly to us, as if showing off her pleasure.

My wife froze, raising her eyebrows, amused, while another murmur and another creak of springs revealed that Victor was now getting up from the sofa.

“Aaaahhhh!” came a long, almost heart-rending moan, just as I realized Victor was whispering something and he himself now entered my field of vision.

He positioned himself beside her, standing, naturally, as if that were his place. She offered him one of the glasses. They looked at each other for a moment, in silence, while upstairs the neighbor’s obscene percussion continued. His blue shirt, her white one. Two silhouettes in the half-light. And the difference in height, even greater with her without heels, magnified him in my perception, as if the scene had tilted toward him.

They drank almost simultaneously. In a gesture of perfect synchronicity. And the moans from upstairs erupted again.

“Ahhh… yes… yes…! Ahhh!”

Complicit smiles. Not a trace of discomfort despite the extreme pleasure they were witnessing.

And in the midst of this almost euphoric manifestation of ecstasy, Victor’s calm voice:

“Are they like this every day?”

She smiled, just a flash, and replied:

“Almost.”

Another silence. Then another moan that descended like a blow. An “Aahhhh!” that abandoned itself while the material percussion returned, the rattling of the bed against the wall, the “thunk, thunk, thunk” that gave the sexual act an extravagant and, above all, crude touch.

My eyes then traveled beyond their silhouettes; they lingered on the details, went further. Carolina displayed a suggestive informality; there was no cleavage, no exaggerated emphasis of her bust beneath the white fabric, her fitted skirt showed no more than usual, but there was a hint of comfort, of complacency in what she wore and how she wore it that presented a strange narcissism. When she moved, the fabric detached slightly, revealing the clear line of her collarbone, an intimate gleam amid the dimness. Of Victor, more oblique to me, I could barely distinguish his figure, but the little that the half-light and angle granted me was enough. The thick, straight mustache seemed even more severe with the bluish light outlining his profile. The shadow hardened his features, enlarging him, masculinizing him. And suddenly a glint, minimal, like a metallic blink: the thin hoop of his earring shone for an instant before hiding again, an insolent signature in the midst of darkness.

And then the moans from above overflowed, even more, pulling me from my observation:

“Ahhh… yesss…! Mmmhh… ahhh!”

Victor was looking at her directly. Carolina returned his gaze, sustained, in a standoff that seemed to need no words. The bluish half-light enveloped them both, the glasses in their hands barely gleaming with a faint reflection.

“Does it make your mouth water or what?” she said suddenly, in a tone between playful and provocative.

He took a slow sip, without taking his eyes off hers, and answered naturally:

“Just because I don’t have a girlfriend doesn’t mean I don’t fuck, you know?”

“Yeah, yeah…” she responded quickly, arching her eyebrows and bringing the glass to her lips.

I felt increasingly uncomfortable, and at the same time more afraid of being discovered.

“Aaahhh…! Yessssss… ahhh…!” thundered from above then; moans that accompanied a rhythm of dry thuds.

Carolina opened her eyes wide and exclaimed, exaggerated, almost amused:

“Oh my God!”

He smiled at her, briefly, restrained, with a gleam of confidence on his face. She tucked her hair behind her ear with a slow gesture, as if she needed to arrange something more than her mane.

“Ahhh… yes… yes… yesssss!” was heard from above, a high-pitched lament that prolonged until breaking, followed by the frantic beating of the bed against the wall: “thunk, thunk, thunk, thunk.”

The echo entered the house like an obscene torrent. Carolina held back her laughter for a second, bit it between her lips, and when she looked up again, she found Victor's eyes on her. He was already watching her. It was a gaze that lasted too long, too fixed, without the lightness of the earlier joke.

There was no word, no obvious gesture. Just that look. And at that moment the moans redoubled:

“Mmmhhh... ahhh... AAAAhhhhhh!”

Carolina’s face tensed, as if she were trying to hold back laughter and couldn’t. He, on the other hand, maintained a slight smile.

“Ahh... yes... yeeesss!” another explosion of pleasure could be heard clearly, and instantly my wife brought the glass to her lips and took a brief sip. I saw her tilt her face slightly, almost as if she wanted to hide a blush that was appearing on her cheeks.

“The girl is almost there...” she said, with a mischievous tone. “Let’s see if he can hold out.”

“It’s not bad, actually,” replied Victor, also taking a slow drink. “They’ve been at it for like half an hour.”

“You think half an hour is a long time, or what?” she arched her eyebrows playfully.

“Half an hour is good,” he answered.

“Ahhh... yes... yes... yeeeesss!” a scream that bordered on the grotesque erupted from above, followed by a “slap, slap, slap” that reverberated against the wall like an obscene percussion.

Victor tilted his head slightly and observed her, with an amused gleam in his eyes.

“But... do you know the girl?”

“Do you want me to introduce you to her, or what?” Carolina responded, returning his gaze, sparkling, sustained.

That look was strangely long. Perhaps even more complicit than the situation called for. Two silhouettes face to face, in the dim light, accompanied by the obscenity that descended from the ceiling like an echo.

“Mmmmhh... ahhh... aaahhhhhh!” the neighbor moaned more, proving my wife right, announcing that she was close to her climax.

Carolina took another sip, this time deeper, and leaned gently to place her glass on the small coffee table that had been moved aside for the sofa bed. The gesture, slight and ordinary, nevertheless had a strange edge to it: the curve of her back, the fall of her hair, the fold of her skirt tightening over her thighs. It was a subtle movement, but charged with something that bordered on the flirtatious, the erotic.

The neighbor’s moans continued to pierce through the ceiling with obscene boldness, a raw insistence of “ahhh, mmmm, yesss!” that filled every corner of the house. Victor leaned slightly toward her, glass in hand, and his deep voice slipped in like a knife:

“And Miguel? Won’t they have woken him up?”

The sound of my name pierced through me. I tensed abruptly, as if they had suddenly discovered me, though neither of them turned toward me. I held my breath, frozen behind the bookshelf, trying to make myself invisible.

“I don’t think so,” said Carolina, with that light certainty she sometimes had when dismissing a topic.

“Well...” replied Victor, taking a sip from his glass. “With these screams anyone would wake up, right?”

And another explosion came from above, a longer “ahhhhhh!” that ended in a bitten “mmmhhh.” I shrank even more, feeling that each beat of my heart could betray me. Then Carolina, looking at Victor’s now empty glass, reached out a hand toward him, and whispered:

“Here, I’ll take them to the kitchen.”

Fear ran through me like a whiplash. I didn’t give myself time to consider whether I could delay my escape for another second or two. I stepped back, barefoot, making sure not a single floorboard creaked. Another moan, now an especially pleasurable and audible “aaaahhh!” covered the sound of my feet against the wood. I advanced in my escape, step by step, without looking back, but feeling that at any moment she would round the bookshelf, my trench, with the glasses in her hand.

The neighbor’s grand finale protected me. Each bang of her bed against the wall, each “thunk, thunk, thunk,” was a sound shield for my retreat. I crossed the hallway almost without breathing, as if my chest had been reduced to a minimal knot of air. I reached the bedroom, pushed the door just slightly and slipped inside.

I closed the door carefully. I approached the bed, with my pulse racing, and then it exploded above:

“Aaahhhhhhhhhh!”

An extremely long scream, almost endless, followed by a guttural, grotesque, masculine “Oooohhh!” that seemed to break the ceiling beams. The lover was climaxing with her, the two of them exploding in a finale as crude as it was synchronized.

And then, on the other side of the wall, not above but beside me, Carolina’s clear and playful voice could be heard:

“Os-tras!” she exclaimed, almost in a burst of laughter, as if the double exaltation of the two orgasms had particularly amused her.

Then, silence.

I let myself fall onto the bed. I glanced at the digital alarm clock: 00:47. The red of the numbers was one more heartbeat, just as intense as the one in my chest. I let a minute pass. Two. Three. Five. I heard only silence, but my heart continued pounding, hammering like a mallet at my temples.

I didn't want to sleep. I wanted to listen. Something. Anything. Not from upstairs, not from the neighbor, but from next door. A whisper, a laugh, a word spoken softly. Something that would explain something, something that would justify why Carolina wasn't coming to bed.

But nothing came. Only silence.

I looked at the clock: 01:04.

I gave up. I closed my eyes. And I fell asleep.

The Editor.

She removed her shirt in the half-light. I didn't see the entire gesture, just a rhythm: shoulders freeing themselves, fabric sighing as it fell onto the chair. Then the skirt; a brief click of the zipper and a breath of order, as if her body was reclaiming its natural form. From my angle I could see her in half-profile when her hands went behind, a nimble pinch on the clasp. The bra gave way; the garment slid forward and, in the semi-darkness, her breasts were freed, momentarily stirred, as if they too needed to reclaim their space.

For a second she remained motionless in front of the closet, and the bedroom seemed to fill with a new kind of breathing. She took the bluish nightgown with a simple, almost liturgical movement, and let it fall over her skin with that modesty that always seemed to me both intimate and provocative.

I looked at the clock, that blood-red display which, for some months now, had been blinking minimally. An opaque circle next to the numbers indicated that the alarm was set. Everything in order. Everything as always. Everything except the time: 01:46.

She got into bed, beside me, taking care not to move the mattress more than necessary. The scent of her hair hit me suddenly. She said nothing. I didn't move. I felt the light weight of her head sinking into the pillow and the gentle brush of her nightgown, caressing the sheet, accusing it of roughness by comparison.

One second. Two. Three. Five.

I didn't know why, but I was holding my breath, and I knew that was giving me away.

I almost guessed the exact moment when she would confess that she knew about my charade.

A soft murmur and I felt her turning toward me.

“Are you awake?” she whispered.

“No...” I responded, perhaps seeking a bit of humor in that tense night.

I heard her smile, or perhaps I saw it, as my eyelids covered my eyes but with a subtle density, almost leaving a gap.

The room reduced to the proximity of us two. I felt that old mechanism activate: the way the body moves ahead of words, the way boundaries are tested with minimal gestures. She breathed deeply, close to my face; a sigh that was neither relief nor tiredness, almost like an evaluative sigh, the kind that comes after intensity.

“Don't you have to get up early tomorrow...?” I said.

She took her time responding. Measuring her words. I kept my eyes closed.

“I was going to go to bed early,” she whispered. “But you know what...?”

“What?” I asked, opening my eyes.

“Well, the neighbor started to...” she left the sentence hanging. “Guess.”

We looked at each other, lying on our sides, our faces a handspan apart. The darkness was dense. Her sweet and penetrating body scent.

I had nothing to guess, but the timing didn't add up. The neighbor had finished almost an hour ago.

“The neighbor? Now? This late?” I asked.

“Yes. Today she was... really going at it... They just finished a moment ago,” she whispered.

The statement hung between us with a transgressive clarity. I could hear my own heart answering her.

She readjusted herself, with that practical delicacy she always had for conversing with the sheets. A different closeness settled in, made of small frictions, of shared air. The room seemed to grow even smaller. I thought she would limit herself to that edge of the game, but suddenly I noticed that the night changed its weight, as if the bed had tilted slightly toward my side.

“Mmm...” she purred, exploring my body.

“What are you doing?” I heard myself ask, without severity, feeling her hand on my thigh.

“Shhh,” she said, amused, with a strange confidence.

Her hand slipped higher, firm but patient, feeling the loose fabric of my pajama pants until she found me, found me there, in that bulge that almost no longer remembered its calm, natural state. She squeezed gently at first, then with greater determination, and we looked at each other. Her green eyes sought me out, asking for calm and at the same time recognition, esteem. Her hand moved more, found the elastic at the waist and slipped in there.

She propped herself up a bit then; the mattress bounced and the sheets whispered. She rested an elbow on the pillow, her head supported by the palm of her free hand, while with the other she searched. And then I felt it. The touch, the contrast: the warmth of her fingers on my member, her temperature cooler than my own heat, but not cold. A slight gasp escaped me, barely a broken “Mmm,” and I felt how my member grew rapidly in her delicate hand.

I could have been suspicious of her untimely excitement, could have disapproved of that hour about which I had no information, could have reproached her lie regarding the neighbor's timing and her night, but what I did was close my eyes. Close my eyes and feel how her fingers wrapped around my member with just the right pressure.

And immediately came the first clear movement, up and down, and again, and again; each time in a longer journey of skin. The friction was contained, slow, and I let myself be carried away by it without will.

She kept me like this for a few seconds, rocking me with her cadence. It was firm. It was sexual and yet affectionate. Until she paused my pleasure for a moment, and then rested her thumb on my glans, and began to slowly spread the pre-seminal fluid that was already appearing; she distributed it in minimal, slow circles that drew a deep gasp from me. I could feel how my pink flesh yielded under her touch, how that natural varnish made everything smoother, wetter.

After doing that she felt me, enjoyed me, caressed me with subtlety from top to bottom, running the tips of her fingers along the shaft, the base and my balls, which fell heavily to one side. Then she did it with the back of her fingers, in an exaggeratedly long journey, as if she were assessing my magnitude, my extension with that path; a concealed compliment.

Then she resumed the pure, solemn masturbation: the skin up and down, my glans covering and uncovering itself, my heart pounding. The mattress creaked with my breathing, not with her actions, I was the one trembling. She kept me like this, excited and surrendered, until I noticed another movement: her fingers pulled down on the tense elastic of my pajama waistband. She lowered the garment a bit more, and I, without opening my eyes, helped her lower it to my thighs. The cotton fabric releasing exposed me completely, and Carolina’s hand took advantage of the free access, firm, unhurried, restarting the cadence, the pressure and my pleasure.

Her breathing was close, pressed against mine, and with it came a taste of wine, of alcohol: not dense, not unpleasant, but revealing. She didn’t speak. Only a couple of times did she let out a more marked breath, an almost imperceptible “mmm,” telling me that this contact belonged to her too. I gasped with my mouth half-open, unable to articulate a word, reduced to pure sensation: the humid heat of her fingers, the contrast of her cool skin, the insistence of each back and forth that drew slight spasms from my thighs.

And then, a new movement: her hand abandoned me. And afterward, while I felt that sudden orphanhood, I noticed the mattress vibrate under her body, a brief creak, a muffled tremor that I couldn’t quite place. I then glimpsed a maneuver of her hands and a wiggle of her hip. After her self-manipulation, she focused on me again, and the sheet flew to one side, uncovering me, and she descended with decisive stealth toward the lower part of the bed.

I opened my eyes just as she was getting rid of my pajama pants with effective naturalness. I, lying on my back, exposed, naked from the waist down, thought about asking, stopping, understanding, but there was no space: I saw her rise, come closer, crawl over me, toward me, until she finished her journey, positioning herself straddling my thighs.

My hands moved, I instinctively gripped her hips, seeking to hold her. The blue nightgown slid under my hands like a soft veil, and soon I noticed it: something strange, an absence of relief. I caressed her waist, her hips, over the silk, again and again, searching, feeling, and then I understood that there was nothing underneath. No elastic, no fabric, no barrier. That dark movement, that tremor of the mattress seconds before, had been the minimal echo of her secret gesture: her removing her panties.

The confirmation struck me like an electric shock.

I sighed, unable to contain it:

“You’re kidding, right?”

My wife, there, above; her graceful face, her hair falling like a blonde curtain.

She barely smiled before whispering:

“Why?”

“What do you mean why... Carolina? Because your little friend is right next door.”

“He can’t hear...” she whispered, and didn’t delay in taking action: she gathered my member with one hand, which was resting, hard, toward my navel.

I felt a pleasurable shiver. Carolina had the incredible ability to make me tremble with the breath of a caress.

And then she said:

“Could you hear us?”

I swallowed. I pressed my lips together. I narrowed my eyes. And from my mind sprang an accusatory “hear you doing what?” but I didn’t say it.

“Well then...” Carolina whispered, feeling that my silence had filled her with reason.

“Couldn’t you both hear the neighbor?” I rebelled, while she raised my member toward her body, toward her pelvis, and began to masturbate me again with a slow cadence.

“It’s not the same...”

“Why isn’t it the same?” I replied.

“Because you hear more from up to down than... from here to there,” she whispered, raising her face, her gaze, toward the front, toward the wall that separated us from the living room.

“Oh, I didn’t know.”

“Well now you do.”

“No. What I didn’t know was that you were... an acoustic engineer.”

“Yes... I’m an acoustic engineer...” she said, now using both hands: with one she caressed my balls and with the other she masturbated me, rubbing her palm almost at the tip.

“And an architect,” I said, overwhelmed.

“Yes... everything,” she whispered, looking at me fixedly. The cadence of her hand on my member became more agile and, with the back and forth, the very thin strap of her nightgown, on that side, fell from her shoulder to her forearm. That fall also dragged part of the fabric, which descended, showing more flesh, more skin, more breast, almost to the limit where her areola must have begun. “Everything... acoustic engineer...” she pronounced with clear diction and shook my cock once. “Architect,” she said, and shook it again. “And... rider...”

“Mounting... what?” I asked, trembling with a groan.

“This, what else would it be?” she whispered.

And then she stopped the handjob, but didn’t release my member, and crawled a bit more forward; her hip slid, leaving my thighs behind to face my pelvis. She did it with the clear intention of burying herself onto me.


Shamelessness.

This proactivity from Carolina at such hours was not at all usual; quite the opposite: the early morning hours, except during the first months of our relationship or on isolated weekends, had always been territory for sleep, routine, and fatigue. But what had happened a few hours earlier hadn’t been usual either, those doorbell rings and calls that had interrupted us. I attributed her sexual appetite to that: to that kind of restrained desire that now made her eager, as if she wanted to finish what we’d started. And yet, there was a different liveliness in her gestures, almost adolescent, which contrasted with the serenity I was accustomed to. I thought that perhaps the neighbor’s excesses had come to heighten that desire.

“Okay... rider...” I managed to whisper, while she was already proceeding with her movement.

Carolina rose with an almost solemn readiness, the blue nightgown sliding like a veil over her bare thighs. I couldn’t see it completely well, the darkness was extreme down there, but beneath her dark pubic hair a latent glow could be glimpsed, a protruding pink: the lips of her pussy. Her actions were fragile yet almost magical; with one hand she directed my member upward and with the other she lifted the lower part of her nightgown, making sure my cock wouldn’t stain the silk. That practical, trivial gesture suddenly seemed erotic to me: as if the garment mattered to her as much as the act, as if protecting it from the pre-cum flowing from me kept her in delicacy, in cleanliness, and left me in the role of the abrupt, the incorrigible, the careless one.

I craved that descent while she looked downward. I always savored that moment, when I saw the contrast, her sex always seemed immaculate, virginal, and my member always seemed to carry all my past. And then the heat of her pussy pierced through me even before entry, when she rested the tip of my cock between her swollen lips and lingered there for a moment, rubbing, sliding, in a game that I wasn’t sure was her whim or a way to prepare the ground. The silk folded at her waist, the darkness entered forcefully from one side, colliding with the minimal light coming from the window. And then her breathing accelerated in a soft moan that fell on my chest like an electric discharge.

“Ahhh...”

Her sob shook her throat just as she began to descend. I felt her wetness opening, yielding, swallowing me little by little. The journey was long, felt, millimetric, wet, constant. I held my breath and she extended an “mmmmmm” until she was completely buried in me. The “Ahhh” was the moan of feeling the tip of my cock, it was pleasure. The “mmmmmm” was the gasp of impact as she invaded herself, which was more relief and recognition.

My “ufff” was everything, absolutely everything.

The initial rocking was brief and unique: just an arch of her back and a stifled gasp that she threw toward the ceiling, with her head tilted back, her neck tense, her hair cascading down. I looked at her unable to contain a deep groan, feeling that the liquid heat of her pussy was melting my legs; that each centimeter of her interior recognized me and punished me at the same time. The pleasure was immense, overwhelming, as if that forbidden dawn had reserved a private explosion for us, apart from everything else.

Carolina began to move, first with a brief, almost experimental rhythm, and then with a cadence that became more marked. Her hands rested on my chest, open, firm, slightly flattening the fabric of my white t-shirt, which exuded heat and moisture. I kept mine gripping her hips, feeling the silk on the back of my hands and the smooth slide of her skin in my palms; noticing there the tension of each movement forward and backward. My eyes went to her full lips, parted, which let escape soft, muffled moans, some “ahh... ahhh...” that seemed to scratch the darkness.

The strap of her nightgown hung halfway down her forearm, dragging with it a fold of fabric. Her nipples, powerfully marked, tensed the silk and revealed every agitation of her large breasts, trembling beneath the nightgown. The bluish darkness outlined them, vibrant, as if they were beating in time with her gasps.

The pleasure was constant, I contained my delight as best I could, knowing we weren’t alone, but soon the springs of the bed began to betray us, ringing slight but clear, making me suspect that, in the absolute stillness of the night, Víctor might hear us from the other side of the wall.

“What... are you... looking at...” Carolina asked in a gasp, up there, blowing her sentence at me, without stopping riding me.

I didn’t respond, and continued looking at her, perhaps admiring her. The friction of our sexes burned me. She moved halfway between burying herself up and down and doing it back and forth, in an exact diagonal, at a precise angle, perfect, of a woman in her prime, who knows herself... and who knows what she takes, what she subjugates. Each time she descended, her wet pussy swallowed me whole, a liquid heat that tore spasms from my back. Her journey was always halfway, leaving half of my shaft feeling the night air, and then covering it again, enveloping it, with those lips of her pussy that absorbed me with extreme wetness. And more of her “Ahh...”, and an “uff” that I couldn’t contain, and another sonorous ring of a spring, and my mind returned to the danger of being discovered; it wouldn’t be the first time Víctor heard something that night.

“Did you both... hear her... fucking...? The neighbor...?” I whispered, almost involuntarily, as if my mind had mixed past and present and wanted to bring it to light.

She let out a longer “ahhhh,” bit her lip and barely nodded, without stopping the rhythm. I thought that would be enough for her, but then she leaned her torso slightly backward; her hands left my chest and went to her hips and, with arms akimbo, maintaining the cadence of penetration, she whispered as she exhaled:

“Yes...”

I watched her. It inflamed me when she rode me like this, with her hands on her hips, with no need to touch me. It turned me on because I knew this was when she liked herself the most.

“Didn’t you two get... turned on...?” I asked, still feeling pleasure, not quite knowing where I wanted to go with this.

“Mmmm... Ahh! No... We just laughed about it...” she responded between moans.

I hardened my expression and joined in, thrusting upward with my hips, and said through clenched teeth:

“Are you sure he... mmm... was just laughing too?”

She arched her back, her breasts straining against the silk, and one of her hands returned to my chest, wanting me to stay still, to let her create the rhythm alone, and she whispered:

“Don’t move... Ah!”

I gave her that, I stayed still, but I rebelled with words:

“I think for him... Mm!, maybe it wasn’t so funny,” I whispered.

She continued moving, her rhythm becoming longer, wider, a wet journey that drew a deep moan from me. This activity had an unexpected effect: the delicate strap on the other side also slipped, sliding down her shoulder and then down her arm. Her breasts remained covered, but barely supported by the silk; they were just one movement, almost one breath away from being exposed. I wasn’t sure if she was playing at this, letting the fabric yield on its own, or if she was actually asking me, without words, to do it myself.

She moaned again, clear and distinct, an “ahhh!” that entered my ears like a flash of light. I joined her, through gritted teeth, with a stifled grunt. Excitement climbed up my back, dominating me. And then, not knowing where it came from, the question burst from me like a delirium:

“Did you look at him...? Mmm! Maybe he was getting hard...”

She didn’t answer. But suddenly she reached out and squeezed my face with her fingers, in a strange, fleeting, almost aggressive gesture, somewhere between protest and dominance. The pressure was brief, dry, barely two seconds, enough to make me hold my breath. And almost in the same movement, as if wanting to erase what came before, she brought that hand to her own face, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

When she placed both hands again, she did so on my abdomen, firm, balanced above me. The nightgown still wavered at the limit, with the straps defeated on her arms, and her breasts trembled beneath the silk with each movement. Her hips continued seeking me, marking a wet, persistent rhythm. And her eyes, green, penetrating, anchored themselves to mine. She rode me with a constant cadence, staring at me fixedly, as if wanting to silence me with each thrust, but I, not knowing why, was no longer able to stop.

“What’s he like? Mm! Have you ever seen it?” I whispered, noting the gravity and madness of my question.

I thought she would reproach my insolence, but she answered, between whispers and broken gasps, trying to buy time:

“Who? Ah! Mh! Víc-tor?”

“Of course...” I answered, panting, gripping her hips.

She held my gaze, bit her lip and continued riding:

“How would ah! I know... I don’t know... Mh!, and I don’t care.”

She leaned in, her hair brushing my face, and added, whispering:

“But if you want...”

I exhaled sharply.

“If I want what?”

She lowered her voice even more, as if the phrase carried weight:

“If you want, I can ask someone who does know.”

The thrust of her hips drew a stifled moan from me.

“Mmhh! Who knows?” I gasped.

She barely smiled, her breasts vibrating beneath the blue silk.

“Well ah!, a mutual Mh!, friend...”

Her nightgown had twisted further, a fallen strap dragging more fabric down and revealing almost the entire curve of one breast, the pink areola now showing and the marked, trembling nipple right at the border. The room was beginning to smell of sweat and sex.

“What did you do for so long... Mm... besides listening to the neighbor having sex?” I asked, my voice broken by pleasure.

“Well, ah!, drink...” she said, lowering her pelvis with a wet slap. “And talk...”

“I see...” I exhaled.

She looked at me with a gleam I couldn’t read.

“Are you getting, ah... mm... jeal-ous...?”

“Well... he’s... good-looking,” came out without filter, as I dug my fingers into her hips.

She didn’t answer; she emitted two deep moans:

“Ahhh... ahhh...”

“He’s good-looking... Mmm... isn’t he...?” I insisted, almost defiantly, with my heart pounding in my temples.

She tilted her head, smiled with an ambiguous gleam, and, wrapped in pleasure, whispered:

—“He’s my, ahh… fri-end… not… Mm… go-od… my ty-pe…”

—“Right…” I murmured.

—“Shhh…” she tried to cut me off—“Shh… Ahh…! be qui-et, you’re getting dis-trac-ted… and going soft.”

—“Nothing’s going soft… at all…” I growled, disobedient again, lifting my hips against her pussy, burying myself deeper inside her.

—“Aahhh…! Mm! Bru-te!” she gasped, in a louder tone, a veiled complaint, perhaps exaggerated, and then everything accelerated:

Carolina gripped my hips with the strength of her thighs and, in a decisive movement, let the straps of her nightgown slide completely down her arms. The blue silk gathered at her waist, transformed into a false belt that neither covered nor contained anything. Her breasts emerged into the air, enormous, generous, falling slightly and then curving upward at the end; her large, pink, almost excessive areolas came into the luminosity of the half-light, and the contrast with the paleness of her skin was devastating to me. Her nipples were feminine excess incarnate: bulging, erect, piercing… And she herself then leaned her torso forward, offering herself, letting her breasts hang heavily over my face, swaying in a rhythm that brushed against my forehead, lips, nose.

I, there, besieged by her tits… listened to her:

—“Ahh…! Ahh! Ahhhh!”

Her gasps had grown louder, clearer, as if we were alone in the world, as if there were no walls or anyone who might hear her. I wanted to silence that voice, tell her to lower her tone, to contain herself, but the temptation was too strong: my tongue sought her nipple, licked it, sucked it eagerly, and saliva slid down her taut skin. My hands closed over her breasts, squeezed them, pushed them together, rubbed them against my mouth like a thirsty animal. She moaned, gasped, offered me her erect nipples, until, after a bite that was too vehement, she snapped at me with a broken sigh:

—“Ahh… bas-tard…!”

The rhythm of her riding accelerated with that reproach. Each descent was longer, wetter, each thrust deeper, rubbing with the cadence of a wave formed in the distance. Her breasts continued to shake above me, my mouth didn’t know whether to lick, suck or bite, and her gasps climbed another level: “Ahhh…! Ahhh…! Ahhh…!”, too clear, too loud, as if her excitement almost forced her to scream.

It was then when, in an impulse I couldn’t contain, I sought her mouth. We kissed with a fury that was brief but scorching, a collision of lips and tongues that tasted of wine and density. Her heavy, moist breath was almost a liqueur in my mouth, and the kiss left me dazed, surrendered to her.

And it was precisely she who broke it off. She pulled away slightly, leaving a moist thread of saliva between our mouths, and with her hands guided me back to her breasts. She pushed them against my face, powerful, lascivious, proud, forcing me to suck, to bite, to drink from them as if her body demanded that kind of surrender. Her gasping mixed with my licking, with my clumsy bites, with the rocking that didn’t cease beneath our hips.

And it was also she who cut that short, straightening up afterward and moving her breasts away from my mouth. She straightened with an abrupt, almost electric gesture, and in that same movement changed position. Her knees repositioned themselves on the mattress, rising, and she propelled herself forcefully, and began to ride me in a squat, erect, dominant. The penetration continued, but everything had suddenly changed: there was no more meandering or hip swaying, no more diagonal, only the decisive verticality of her sex sinking into mine. She buried herself from top to bottom, the length and width of my member absorbed with a dry thrust that made the bed creak with each onslaught. The noise of our bodies colliding filled the room with “slap, slap, slap!” sounds, evoking the sound of an accelerating drum.

—“Mmm… Shhh…! Shhh… fu-ck…” I managed to say, almost overcome by pleasure, but trying to lower her volume, committed to ensuring she wouldn’t be heard on the other side of the wall. But she didn’t stop; on the contrary, she redoubled her thrust, panting, moaning. Each descent was a wet crash, each ascent a threat of leaving me empty.

The rocking became thunderous: the impact of her sex falling against my body resonated with a double roar: that of our bodies colliding and that of the creaking bed. Her breasts bounced violently, large, trembling, pointing at me with each jolt; they rose and fell to the rhythm of her descent and ascent. I clung to her tense thighs, but it was useless: she commanded, she imposed the rhythm. My eyes traveled from her hardened nipples to her full lips, which parted to release “ahhh!” “ahhh!” sounds that had long been gasped as if there was no one else in the world. And in that cadence I felt overwhelmed, reduced to a spectator of her frenzy. And at the same time I was haunted by a persistent fear: that in the absolute stillness of the night, on the other side of the wall, her friend might be listening to her.

And then, without warning, without displaying any of her usual signs: without touching her clitoris, without asking me to do it, without dilating as a forewarning, without the help of anything other than her brutal rocking, she arched… and exploded.

—“Aaaaaahhhhhh!” she screamed, with a long, sustained moan that made the bed tremble beneath our bodies.

—“Ahhh… ahhh…!” she broke for a second, and then it came, clear, raw, incendiary:

—“Aaaaahhhh!! I’m coming…!!!”

“I'm coming.” Those words echoed in my mind, agitating me, blocking me, because of the force with which she declared it, because of the unusual crudeness of her announcement, because of the impropriety of her boldness. And I couldn’t ask her to be quieter. Carolina began to express her climax with an almost unusual violence: she threw her head back, her hair shook, and her parted lips let out a long, broken “Mmmhh, aaahhh... aaahhh... yeeesss!” that mixed with the squeaking of the springs. Then one hand clutched her own breast, squeezing it hard, as if she needed to wring something from it, as if her orgasm was condensed in that gesture.

The rocking didn’t stop; she continued plunging onto me, frantic, her liquid sex swallowing me with a disordered cadence. Each thrust was accompanied by a broken gasp: “ahh... ahhh... mmmhh... yesss...” that came out too loud, too clear, as if she were ignoring that just one wall separated us from being a single space. Her back arched, her breasts bounced freely, shaking without decorum, and I, with my fingers dug into her thighs, could do nothing but let myself be swept away by her climax that seemed to never end.

When finally, her last moan descended into an exhausted purr, a “mmmmhhhhh... ahhh...” that faded into the dimness of our bedroom. But I could still feel her trembling in waves, each contraction of her pussy squeezing me with tension and tightness.

And, suddenly, silence fell. My cock, rock-hard, not having discharged, throbbed inside her. She readjusted her mount, positioning herself astride me again, abandoning that position, squatting, as demanding as it was strange...

And she came toward me, let her chest rest on mine... and kissed me. We surrendered to a sweet and warm kiss; her tongue appeared and retreated. Then we focused on our lips. I was going to reproach her for her excess, her volume, her shamelessness, tell her that her friend would have heard us —would have heard her— for sure. But I said nothing.

And I let my cock lose its strength, slowly decreasing inside her, until it finally slipped out on its own, and she herself, my wife, finally dismounted me.


East.

In front of me, the table. Two half-toasted slices of bread, an open jar of jam, butter sweating almost since I'd taken it out of the refrigerator. The sounds and images of routine were the same, yet different, when one no longer works outside the home, when there's no commute, when schedule and goals are self-imposed.

I had leaned on writing manuals. I had read essays on proactivity, on how to avoid procrastination. The theory was simple, but I felt I had two problems: I lacked both the willpower of the diligent and the chaotic inspiration of the genius.

I knew I needed to find my path: the equilibrium, the balance. Others, less meticulous and less brilliant, had made writing their livelihood. That was also theory. The practice was that, on that Tuesday morning, I didn't even know how to continue chapter ten of my novel, while my wife dried her hair, got ready for work, and her friend talked on the phone about something related to his conference that week. Both of them, since waking up, focused, directed. Both knowing, more or less, how their day would unfold. Both with real jobs.

The hair dryer's buzz stopped. The silence was broken by Víctor's muffled laughter on the terrace. He laughed with confidence, assuredly. It was true that the terrace door was ajar, but I could hear him quite clearly despite the living room—and that bookshelf that had sheltered me hours before—separating us. And it was true that the bathroom was nearby, but the door was closed, and even so I could hear when Carolina set the hair dryer down on the sink.

And then I wondered whether he had heard us or not, and it seemed impossible that he hadn't. I was practically certain that he must have heard Carolina's explosion, her orgasm.

I was convinced that her friend had heard, from the sofa bed—assembled and made by me—that anomalous, surprising "I'm coming" screamed by my wife, which still reverberated in my body.

Carolina continued with her grooming while Víctor returned from the terrace. I hadn't noticed until that moment: he was already drinking coffee, from a red mug; my mug. I wondered if he had served himself or if my wife had prepared it for him while I was still dozing.

He skirted that bookshelf that had sheltered me when I had spied on them to enter the dining area, where I was. He wore a kind of light linen pants, loose, almost elegant for pajamas, and a fitted gray t-shirt that looked freshly pulled from a drawer. He hadn't showered yet, but he had that air of someone who never looks disheveled.

We exchanged good mornings, he sat at the table across from me, and an awkward silence fell.

His posture was solid, but neither haughty nor invasive. I noticed his watch, not ostentatious but not modest either. The seconds passed and then we both spoke at once. Our voices overlapped creating an unintelligible noise and we both smiled at the coincidence.

“You, you,” he said warmly, giving me the floor.

“No, nothing. Just asking how you slept over there.”

“Oh, fine, fine,” he responded naturally. “It’s... comfortable. It’s good.”

And I nodded, though as soon as I’d asked I regretted having done so. I sensed that, at least for the first ten or twenty minutes, he might not have been able to sleep, because of us—or because of Carolina—and that thought made me uncomfortable.

“Would you like...?” I gestured toward the table. “Toast, jam, another coffee...? It’s not very elaborate, mea culpa. I’m sort of in charge of these things since I have...” I paused, searching for words, “more time than Carolina.”

He accepted and proceeded to spread butter on a piece of toast. His movements were firm, yet subtle. He was noticeably meticulous: he let loose bread crumbs fall onto the plate with slight shakes before spreading. The spreading was also precise, though without exaggerated care; they were simple, automatic movements, almost detached, yet well executed.

He then flicked his wrist so that the face of his watch turned slightly and he could see the time. The aluminum mesh clinked and I asked about his schedule and if he needed transportation. He responded to everything with an almost guilty negative.

“No, no. Carolina already offered and I told her no. I’ll manage with a taxi or an Uber. Really, don’t worry,” Víctor excused himself, adding that he would leave around nine-fifteen. He was answering questions that weren’t as empathetic as they seemed; I wanted to know his schedule to organize myself.

Another silence fell and he began checking his mobile phone while I observed, for the first time and calmly, the clean frontality of his face: the thick eyebrows, the straight and well-groomed mustache—that excess, almost abuse, of placing something extravagant on his face as proof that his facial beauty could withstand anything—; his hair in place, as if he had slept standing up. Everything emphasized a harmony, a well-made body. Also, especially, his teeth and his hands.

He typed, waited for a response, and typed again. Then he locked his phone, placed it on the table, and asked me, as he had the night before, about my work as a writer. He did it calmly, without pressuring, but more concisely, as if he had been thinking about it, and as if it truly aroused his curiosity. Which made me think it wasn’t so much about my writing, but rather a broad curiosity, almost vital, that seemed to guide him beyond any genuine interest in my profession.

As I responded, I felt guilty, because I couldn't care less about his conference beyond how it would affect me. Meanwhile, he seemed genuinely interested in learning about character sheets, storyboards, plot points, the “inciting incident” and other tools that I told him I used to develop my novels.

Victor checked the time again just as we heard Carolina leaving the bathroom and heading to the bedroom. I suggested he go shower next, saying I would do so afterward, and once again I felt that weight, almost guilt, of not having my life bound to what I perceived as the duties and obligations of adult life.

Victor nodded, and we even had a brief, friendly dispute because he insisted on clearing the table himself. I finally won the battle and he went to his improvised bedroom lacking any privacy that was our living room, soon returning with a toiletry bag on his way to the shower. I followed him with my gaze, not as a controller but as an observer, until he disappeared down the hallway toward the bathroom. Then I heard different footsteps, more powerful, more determined: Carolina, already in shoes, coming from the bedroom. I didn’t manage to see them cross paths, but I knew they had met there, halfway down the hall. They said something to each other, words I couldn’t make out, whispered in that corridor. After that whispered exchange I couldn’t understand, I did hear:

“Use the green towels that are on the bidet.”

The tone was practical, domestic, but I could still detect a slight hint that wasn’t flirtation, not even gallantry, but a subtle interest in evoking a certain exquisiteness or refinement; in the cadence, in the diction, in the intonation.

I stood up, collected a couple of plates from the table and my coffee mug and took them to the kitchen. From there I could hear Carolina’s shoes hitting the floor and the sound of shower water beginning to fall, and I thought that if what Victor had told me about his conference schedule was true, he would indeed barely disturb me.

When I returned to the dining room to continue clearing up, Carolina was coming back from the dressing room. She wore a perfectly ironed pink shirt, a gray pencil skirt, and her hair was especially voluminous. The purse hanging from her shoulder completed her look of a woman ready to leave. Her scent, a mixture of fresh cologne and hair dryer warmth, filled the room in barely a second.

“…I don’t know whether to take a jacket. It’s still hot in the office… Yesterday I was completely overdressed,” said Carolina, standing in front of me, somewhat hurried, certainly moving at a faster pace than me, while adjusting her purse on her shoulder and seeming to hesitate whether to return to the bedroom, check the time, go back to the dressing room, or almost leave directly.

“What did you eat yesterday? Tell me,” I said, trying to be clever.

Carolina gave me an instant half-smile.

“You wish… silly,” she whispered. “Come on, tell me.”

“I don’t know, Carolina. You should know,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“I’ll take it just in case…” she murmured to herself, and took the purse off her shoulder, and hung it on the back of the chair, and turned to start walking back toward the dressing room. And then I reached out a hand to catch her, taking hold of her hand when she had barely taken a step, stopping her.

She turned around. I moved closer, and without really knowing where it was coming from, perhaps from the depths of my desire, perhaps from the depths of my affection, I whispered:

“Well, give me the goodbye kiss now… because when this guy gets out of the shower, you won’t give it to me.”

She looked at me strangely. I released her hand and stood facing an impeccable woman, standing tall in her radiant distinction. Her hair, freshly styled, fell with a docile volume. Her heels elevated her and extended her lines, while the skirt and shirt didn’t imprison her, but gently sculpted her, letting the skin and flesh speak for themselves. Everything she wore seemed designed to raise her one step higher: in status, in elegance, in hierarchy.

I, in pajamas, the antithesis of her distinction, didn’t know if I was begging for a kiss or for my space.

“When this guy gets out of the shower,” she whispered playfully, mimicking my phrase, emphasizing the demonstrative.

“Yes… this guy,” I said, facing her, while the sound of running water continued.

“You call him ‘this guy,’ but you like him. Don’t lie, I know you,” she whispered, at my height thanks to her heels.

“Well… okay. He seems polite.”

“Ah, he’s polite,” she smiled.

“Yes… He’s so polite that he hasn’t complained about anything today.”

“And what would he complain about?” she asked.

“Well…”

“Well what?”

“Well, Carolina, you were quite loud yesterday,” I whispered.

She then looked toward the hallway, where, at the end, was the bathroom from which the noise was coming.

“What?” I asked, knowing she was up to something.

“You’re not bringing up that topic…?” she left the question hanging in the air.

I frowned and she continued:

“You’re not bringing this up because poor you... didn’t get to finish...?”

Carolina glanced toward the hallway again. Then she flicked her wrist and checked the time on her watch.

I don’t know how, but in an instant her hands were on my waist and mine on hers. I couldn’t tell who had moved first.

“I haven’t brought up any topic...” I whispered, our lips nearly touching.

And then her hand moved down, sliding from my waist to my groin. She attacked me with an inhuman caress, so subtle, over my pajama pants, that I couldn’t tell if it had been with one finger, two, or three, and the touch was so perfect that my cock grew and bounced in an instant reaction, as if it had hardened in a fraction of a second.

And without knowing who initiated the gesture either, our mouths met. It was a clean, heartfelt kiss, as if measured by a secret metronome. We barely opened our lips, just enough for our tongues to timidly touch, moist, and then withdraw, only to enter again in an unhurried rhythm. I felt her perfume, fresh and sweet, climb up my nose until it enveloped me. The fabric of her blouse under my hands was smooth and warm, in contrast to the heat of her skin beneath. My heart pounded with a clumsy force, audible only to me, while her fingers continued their subtle caress on my groin, barely pressing, playing with the fabric of my pajamas. Everything else was background noise: the shower water, the echo of my questions, the reproach of her excess. All that remained was that slow, wet kiss, that minimal brush of her tongue that I still didn’t know whether it concealed a farewell or a promise.


Seconds too many.

Our lips ignited slowly. The back-and-forth became wetter, bolder, our mouths seeking each other with the insistence of those who don't know how much time they have left. Each brush of her tongue was a spark that lit up in my chest and flowed from there throughout my body. I felt her breath slip into my mouth, mix with mine, burning in the brief air we shared.

The kiss extended and overflowed toward the corners, toward the skin surrounding the mouth that rarely receives anything more than distracted saliva. There I felt her, holding my lips with hers, but somewhat imprecise, wandering, perhaps exaggerating the yearning, as it seemed too soon for such excess, until our cheeks collided, moistened by agitated breathing, face to face, cheek to cheek. A long touch, almost an involuntary caress, while our mouths still trembled with the desire to meet again.

Then, with an awkward and urgent gesture, I pulled aside the collar of her shirt. The fabric yielded between my fingers and my mouth found the curve of her skin. I buried my lips there, warm, leaving a moist trail. Her scent changed: less perfume, more flesh, more her. It was a secret corner, reserved, where something pulsed that always made her shiver.

And it was in that instant when her hand, agile and direct, slipped inside my pajamas. The contrast shook me: her temperate fingers entering the extreme heat of my skin, of that skin, descending without pause until surrounding what she already knew had been hard for a while. She played with that evidence, barely squeezing, as if verifying that my body was responding to her boldness.

“And... this...?” she whispered, almost laughing.

Her breath made the hair on my neck stand up.

“If we won’t be able to finish... I’d prefer you stop now,” I murmured in her ear, aware of the urgency.

She squeezed a little more, slowly, measuring her strength.

“How long do you think you’d last... with this already like this?” she provoked.

“Depends...” I answered, with a thread of voice.

She pulled away for a moment, the elastic of my pants tensed again, covering me, and we stood looking at each other, still, with an excitement that kept our expressions solemn. We had felt that thrill of risk other times, but never in our own home. And then, beneath that thick silence, the sound of the shower stopped. The water had been cut off suddenly. Víctor had turned off the faucet.

The air changed shape and density. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest contained and voluptuous beneath her clothes, her blonde hair no longer looked absolutely impeccable. The collar of her shirt, slightly open and disheveled after my kisses, revealed a new carelessness, uncharacteristic of her composure. In a minute she had gone from severe executive, from unflappable professional, to displaying a latent sexuality. I wondered then how long that undisguisable ardor would last, if at her office they might suppose or suspect. And then I thought about my own misfortune, with three unfinished arousals in barely twelve hours.

She tucked her hair behind her ear—a seemingly innocent gesture but one that excited me for its supreme femininity—and, as if the house were guiding us, speaking to us, the murmur of water was heard again: Víctor was opening once more, constant, sonorous, the stream of the faucet. She blinked then with a new calmness, and scrutinized me from head to toe.

“And that little drop?” she asked.

“...What?” I said, disconcerted.

I lowered my gaze, following the trail of hers over my body, and I saw it. The flagrant part wasn't the bulge pushing against the fabric: my cock was pointing almost straight ahead, marking an insolent relief, but rather, at the most tense point of the pajamas, a dampness had darkened a minimal circle, a newly born shadow. The drop had started from the tip of my member and had crossed through the fabric, exact, uncovering me, betraying me.

“What... what’s wrong with it?”

“What’s wrong is that little drop is killing me...” she said, with a strange sweetness, not innocent, not playful, rather disturbing—“And I don’t want to see it anymore.”

Everything was excessive. Everything was out of context. Our mornings weren't like this, but there was something pushing us, that visit, that foreign presence, and, above all, that Carolina, who seemed different, more proactive, more agitating, because I knew it was she who was guiding all of this. I was just trying to follow her, and my way of following her at that moment was to make the vision of that drop disappear, and there was only one way. And I knew I wouldn't have done it without being certain that she was demanding it, and without feeling the shelter of the water's hum—that which made me know that as long as that murmur continued, we couldn't be discovered—. And then I did it, with just one hand, I slid the elastic waistband of my pajama pants downward.

I was trading a drop for everything.

We held each other's gaze. And then everything suddenly rushed forward. I wasn't embarrassed. She was my wife. I wasn't ashamed to grab my member with one hand and begin to masturbate, looking at her directly. But although I wasn't ashamed, I was aware that there was an undertone of excess, of madness to it all: there, both of us standing, next to the table where we had just had breakfast, taking advantage of the false intimacy given to us by her friend being in the shower, racing against the clock, before Carolina left for work.

My hand immediately slid with firmness and confidence, traveling the thickness, the pulsating tension that almost burned. She looked at me without quite knowing what to do, but aroused, with that mute combustion noticeable in her rosy cheeks.

I observed her with feverish clarity. The straight skirt, raised perhaps a few inches more than was appropriate for the office, embraced her hips with a delicious tightness. Her thighs, firm and slightly golden from a summer that wasn't so distant, tensed with any small fluctuation in her posture. Her dark shoes, with a discreet shine, held her figure anchored to delicate and stylized heels. Her pink shirt respected her curves, almost exalted them, and molded to her exuberance, especially to the voluptuous turgidity of her breasts, neither static nor rounded, but vibrant, alive, and with the insistent softness of a voluminous and natural fall. The collar of her shirt still showed the disorder that I myself had provoked.

I continued masturbating, always aware of the obscenity of what we were doing and always under the protection of the shower’s murmur. The friction of my hand against my flesh, the heat rising up my back, the inevitable sound of my breathing in rhythm with the movement of my hand, everything was turbid, sexual, improper in our routine. And there she was, still, watching me, tucking another rebellious strand behind her ear as if in a restless gesture.

I felt pleasure, but it wasn’t that individual pleasure I was seeking. And she read this almost immediately, and began to approach, slowly; her perfume touched me again instantly. And then, face to face, very close, she breathed into my mouth, so close that the corners of our lips brushed, and that shared breath was more devastating than a kiss.

And then she did it. She placed her hand over mine, with unexpected softness. Hers cooler, or at least more temperate, less sweaty, taking command of my gesture. She looked into my eyes, tilted her face slightly and, without removing her breath from me, murmured:

“Let me see... give it here.”

There was no roughness: it was a substitution. My hand was removed and her fingers enveloped me differently, lower down, taking weight, pulling the skin with a slow rhythm that made me tremble.

“Like this?” she asked in a whisper, knowing her question needed no answer.

Standing, our bodies almost touching, chest to chest, breath to breath. My pajama pants, pulled down to the middle of my thighs; my white t-shirt, sticky and smelling of night sweat; Carolina’s pink shirt and gray skirt, immaculate garments, her freshly showered skin, her scent of perfume, her radiant hair... the contrast was maximum, as maximum was my excitement and my desire for the shower’s hum not to cease.

I was panting with pleasure, and she purred smugly, knowing that the work of her hand on my cock was impeccable.

And then I thought, while Carolina and Víctor acted. I wondered what my wife intended, how she planned to finish this, where and how to direct my imminent ejaculation... while Víctor turned off the faucet again, and Carolina stopped her hand, looked at me fixedly, pushed part of her hair away from her face with her free hand... and began to descend...

A thought of mine that soon proved outdated, and two of their actions that overlapped in time: when Carolina’s knees touched the floor was exactly when the sound of the shower water disappeared.

“...Damn...it...” Carolina sighed, broken and making the word high-pitched, as she too heard the new silence. She pronounced it with my cock, raised and hard, in front of her face.

I, with a frustrated expression, lifted the lower part of my t-shirt slightly and whispered hurriedly:

“Fuck... keep going...”

“What? Are you crazy...?” she protested, but she didn’t stand up, she remained kneeling in front of me.

And then the sound of a faucet turning on could be heard, and water running. It wasn’t the shower, it was the sink, but it seemed sufficient to me.

“Come on...” I almost begged with my gaze toward her, at that graceful face, at those green eyes looking up at me.

Then she swept all her hair to one side of her neck, in a movement so graceful that I found it devastating. I couldn’t stop focusing on her moist lips, barely open, while I silently begged her from above. Her neckline, even from my position, didn’t look exaggerated, but her breasts seemed to flow forward, demanding more from the fabric of her shirt, tensing it in such a sexual shape that it clouded my judgment. I felt an irrepressible urge born in me to guide her head with my hand, to push it against me, but I restrained myself. And it was then, in that restraint that hurt my fingers, when I saw how she brought her hands to my thighs and, without looking away, acted: she barely opened her mouth and let out a warm breath over the tip. The humid air ran through me like an electric shock, and seeing how her breath misted my skin was worse than any touch. She did nothing more: just the breath, just the threat of contact that didn’t come. I pressed my lips together. Time slowed down: her open mouth, my glans throbbing in front of her, our eyes united in unbearable tension. And I understood that this second of waiting, this edge between nothing and everything, was already a sexual act in itself.

And just when I was about to beg, it happened: the sound of water ceased abruptly. The faucet closed. The silence was absolute, a brutal emptiness that left me breathless.

But then, at that very moment, as if obeying a secret rhythm, Carolina moved closer... her entire torso forward... and closed her lips over me. The pleasure was instantaneous, almost unbearable: the humid heat of her mouth taking possession of the tip, sealing me completely. The pressure of her lips, the initial suction, the brush of her tongue against the base of the glans... everything was killing me with pleasure and everything coincided with that absence of sound, as if the entire world had fallen silent to make room for what she was doing.

My breathing broke into a gasp, a short “ohh” that I couldn’t contain. Her lips descended slowly, enveloping me with a precision that was both tenderness and petulance at once. I didn’t need to look down to know that she was swallowing it little by little, but I did, and I saw her, kneeling, serious, concentrated on a job that was a gift for both of us: pleasure for me and smugness for herself. And I felt her throat approaching, the pressure growing, and in that silence left by the faucet, each gasp I contained sounded inside me like a scream.

She was doing it. Despite the danger. Carolina. My wife. She was sucking me off. She was eating my cock there, kneeling in our dining room. Her head moved slightly back and forth, with a short, wet, constant rhythm that gave birth to an obscene and morbid sound: that of saliva sliding between my flesh and her mouth. I could barely keep my eyes open: the pleasure was immense, unbearable, an edge of electricity that pierced me entirely.

A clumsy caress from my hand then brushed her chin, barely a touch, and I didn’t know why I had done it. Meanwhile, I felt her tongue melting my glans, striking and rubbing; and her mouth swallowing, taking me in, overflowing with saliva in each exaggerated back-and-forth of her neck, as if she wanted to make me notice every movement —and make herself noticed, finding her own pleasure there— while raising her gaze toward me. And in that gaze there was always a tenth of a second when I felt her as a stranger, different, as if she weren’t my wife, as if she were someone else. Someone else in that moment or someone else she had once been.

And then, suddenly, her hands withdrew from my thighs. That abandonment left me in suspense, until I understood what she was doing: she was moving them behind her, hiding them behind her back, as if wanting to disarm herself before me. The gesture was heart-stopping, one of brutal submission, and yet her green eyes remained fixed on mine with a firmness that pierced through me. The contrast drove me crazy. An impulse made me thrust my hips forward and then pull back, setting a clumsy rhythm, fucking her mouth with my movement, matching the motion of her torso wrapped in pink that yielded and returned again and again, swaying in a long, continuous movement, as if her entire body accompanied the suction. And she did it without hands, with her arms folded behind her back, offering herself like that before me.

That wide back-and-forth inflamed me more than any explicit gesture: seeing her lean in, come and go, withdraw and return using only the strength of her neck and torso, without support, was a spectacle that overwhelmed me. The saliva, inevitable, began to shine at the corner of her lips and slide toward her chin, but it wasn’t that which devastated me, but rather her determination to continue, her silent surrender, without cleaning herself or stopping. Each of my thrusts met a soft and generous resistance, and I knew that nothing could be more arousing than seeing her on her knees, with her hands behind her, sucking me like this, while watching me with the serene dominance of someone who maintains control even when appearing surrendered.

But then I knew it. Something in the pressure of her mouth. Something in her breathing. I knew she would abandon me, that it was imminent, that she wouldn’t risk any more. The silence of the house was becoming an increasingly fierce threat, each second stretching like a countdown. And then I felt it: she stopped, intending to withdraw, her lips loosening their pressure.

But suddenly, my hands, by instinct, couldn’t contain themselves, and went to her head. They sank into her blonde hair and held her in place, forcing her not to pull away. The sensation was devastating: my hips continued their movement, with brief thrusts forward and minimal withdrawals; blows that pounded into her mouth in time with my disordered breathing. Each push inflamed me more, each brush of her lips sealing my glans pushed me one step closer to exploding. Her tongue remained motionless under the pressure, and at the same time the tension in her neck, and a slight push backward, told me she was trying to pull away. That pulse between her resistance and my force was like a whiplash at the base of my stomach. And my “ohh”s of pleasure began to merge with her “mmh!”s of protest, until they blended into a single wet, guilty sound that vibrated in my flesh with unbearable violence.

And I looked at her then, from above, and it was like feeling a shot in the chest: her green eyes, open, moistened, sought me with a mixture of plea and defiance. They weren’t the eyes of a defeated woman, but those of a woman conscious of what was happening, of what I was doing to her, of what she was allowing me to do. And right at that crossing, I again felt the pressure of her head insisting backward, more, with more vehemence, demanding that I let her go... And then a “Mmhhhhh!”, more high-pitched, longer, more urgent, brought me back to reality.

And I did it. I released her hair and she pulled away with a wet smack that left me empty. She withdrew just slightly, panting, with disheveled hair and broken breathing, and murmured, with reproach and contained anger:

“Fuck... you bastard...”

And then immediately came the creak of a door handle. Victor’s exit from the bathroom was imminent. My heart skipped a beat as Carolina wiped the corner of her lips and I pulled up my pajama pants; my cock, enormous and soaked at the tip, was impossible to conceal.

And suddenly another sound was heard, this time to save us, as the sound of a hair dryer could be heard.

But Carolina was already grabbing her purse from the back of the chair, checking the time on her wrist and, without saying anything or going to the dressing room to get her jacket, heading toward the vestibule with steely steps.

And I was left with the excitement and the guilt, cursing that my hand had been in her hair those few seconds too long.

And I cursed that visit, although I immediately knew that his mere presence had been the reason why Carolina had done what she had done.

Although, at that time, I still didn’t know to what extent that was true.


Not trivial.

When one imagines oneself writing, one pictures a Montmartre attic, with the skylight open to the gray light of Paris, making the metallic keys of an old typewriter resonate, inherited from an ancestor; the same one with which he wrote letters from exile to his wife, or directly from the war, with ink staining the margins with epic romance. The reality, however, was a rented room in an ordinary apartment, overlooking a narrow light well, where the neighbor hung clothes, making the rusty cords creak. Instead of the aromas of Paris — which I had never considered what they might be — I caught the smell of bleach filtering in from the landing. Instead of the lyrical tinkling of keys, the weary hum of a laptop that overheated if I worked with it plugged in.

Life in solitude had nothing bohemian about it. It was a strange silence, without glory, where the most heroic act consisted of reheating the morning coffee countless times in the microwave because it always went cold while I tried to connect one idea with another.

If every morning was hard, a battle to find concentration and chase inspiration, this Tuesday was an impossible wall to climb. I didn’t even have to close my eyes to see it all, to relive every detail, as if they were slides projected against a wall: Carolina with that strange and exaggerated “I’m coming” on her lips, her mouth that I could still feel on my skin, her hands behind her back, still, folded in an overacted submission. Everything repeated in my head like someone listening to an old vinyl record, knowing the needle would skip in the same grooves.

I tried to work, but the sentences I wrote were false, alien. There was no way a secondary plot could add rhythm to my novel when my mind returned again and again to the dining room, to the murmur of the shower, to Carolina’s mouth, to the creak of the door handle, and, above all, to her angry flight.

Then I gave in. I picked up the phone, looked at it for a while without daring, until I finally wrote:

“Everything okay over there?”

I waited. I leaned back in my desk chair. I realized I had no idea what my wife’s day would be like. I hadn’t asked if she would have clients, or meetings, I didn’t even know if she would have to go to court or if she wouldn’t leave the office.

I had a strange feeling. On one hand, what happened wasn’t something I would classify as serious, but on the other, it could be serious by accumulation.

A few more minutes passed, until a “typing...” appeared at the top of the screen.

And finally her answer came:

“You’re such a jerk.”

I sighed with relief. Sometimes there’s no better sign than an insult.

“You’re not angry... are you?” I typed, and immediately regretted it, as she had almost given me an opening to not delve into the matter.

“You need to stop acting like an animal,” she replied, and I felt that I didn’t entirely agree, not about the fact itself, but about the degree.

“Well... it was all a bit crazy... we weren’t caught by a miracle,” I wrote, and I stood up, and left that office, going to the living room, where Victor had left everything impeccably tidy and organized before leaving for his conference.

“But in the end he took a while to come out of the bathroom, didn’t he?” I read from my wife, who I deduced must be having a coffee, as she didn’t use her phone much during her workday.

“Yes, we would have had time...” I typed, feeling the accumulated heat, and threefold, that gripped my entire body.

“Well, we didn’t know that,” I read from Carolina as I went out to the terrace and received the impact of the autumnal sun on a truly splendid morning.

I stayed there for a few seconds, letting the light dazzle me, as if the heat on my skin could also cleanse what had remained embedded inside.

Upon returning to the living room, I noticed again that order, that cleanliness, that extended sofa bed, with its navy blue sheet at the base and the bedspread, of a similar tone, neatly folded by the edge. The cushions that served as pillows were placed symmetrically; everything tidied with rigor. I thought about Victor, about his graceful and calm features. And I wondered if I really found him more handsome than Carolina did or if what was happening was that she, for whatever reason, didn’t want to admit it. I also thought about his way of always choosing the precise word, no more, no less, as if he were cheating, as if he could stop time, consider it, and then release it just after reactivating the timeline. But what struck me most was that modesty that didn’t diminish him, but rather elevated him even more: a strange humility, the kind that functions as a form of silent authority.

I went back to my office. The written conversation with Carolina hadn’t continued, but it had been enough to calm me down. That was the good part; the bad part was that it had left me without an excuse not to continue working, or at least trying to.

The hours advanced and evening arrived without me accomplishing anything concrete. The kitchen clock already marked six-thirty as I poured myself the second coffee of the afternoon. Outside, the light well was beginning to lose clarity.

I forced myself to keep writing, but all that filled the screen were mechanical phrases, without rhythm, hollow. In the end, I gave up and opened my email with the weariness of someone looking for excuses.

And then I saw it: an unexpected subject in the inbox. It was from a publisher.

The subject line read: “Evaluation of received manuscript.”

I sat up straight in my chair, feeling a jolt of excitement I hadn’t experienced in months. An email with that title didn’t arrive every day. For a moment, I imagined my name in a catalog, a contract, even a presentation with an audience: a private triumph finally breaking through to the surface. Well-deserved by all accounts.

The first paragraph sounded promising, like all first paragraphs in these types of emails: they spoke of initial strength, personal style, the honesty of the narrative voice. I allowed myself to savor it for a few seconds, reading it twice, like someone caressing words that had never been dedicated to them before.

But the tone soon changed. From honesty it moved to shortcomings, from narrative voice to structural problems, from initial strength to fading in the middle pages. It was the same polished language as always: “interesting, but not suitable for our catalog,” “there are elements that might work in another context,” “we encourage you to continue working.” Gentle words, though colder than marble.

By the end, all that remained was the certainty that there was nothing. Just an echo of what could have been but wasn’t. A compliment out of obligation, a push disguised as courtesy. An elegant way of telling me no.

I closed the email and felt the silence of the house grow larger. The excitement had lasted less than a minute, but it had been enough to make reality weigh twice as much.

It was clear that this had been a blow, but it wasn’t the first nor would it be the last. And curiously, I thought of Víctor and his advice about giving oneself as many opportunities as possible. I had a list of publishers to send my novels to, and I hadn’t finished making the rounds yet. And I only needed one, one that could see what I saw. That would be the beginning of everything.

I tried to cheer myself up. Work in silence. Fight against my demons. I returned to my text document and began typing loose sentences about a character, without expecting anything. Lines that initially didn’t seem to make much sense, but suddenly, without knowing how, began to sketch a different figure, changing the concept of the character.

I didn’t see him as an enemy. He had a different air about him: the serene composure, the appearance of a level-headed man, the kind who doesn’t draw attention because they always seem to be exactly where they should be. I found it interesting that, in the narrator’s eyes, he was someone trustworthy, even admirable in certain everyday gestures. Perhaps too much so. That polished surface hid something else, something the narrator couldn’t see. As the author, I was seduced by that idea: that the reader would know beforehand, would distrust without remedy, while the protagonist confidently surrendered to that affected calm.

That thought gave me a small boost. The reader shouting at the protagonist not to trust. The protagonist unable to hear it. Yes, that could work.

I continued down that path, and after a few minutes I wasn’t thinking about anything else. Words began to fall as if someone were dictating them. My fingers couldn’t keep up; the keyboard thundered with a rhythm I hadn’t experienced in a long time, and suddenly everything linked together naturally. The character was changing the story, as if the narrative itself had been waiting, hidden, for me to stop looking for change in the plot; the character was making the change.

I continued punishing the keyboard with my fingers. I reached that trance-like state that makes you lose track of time. It had been ages since that had happened to me.

I wrote and wrote until my stomach growled, exaggeratedly, loudly, and I took a break. I leaned back in my chair, with my back surrendered and the screen’s light shining on the mess of my desk. I looked around. Night had fallen long ago. But I returned to my work: I reread the last paragraphs and thought about polishing a couple of sentences, adding an enumeration, perhaps separating it with a semicolon. A minimal detail, but one that seemed crucial at that moment.

Then my phone vibrated on the table. A dry, brief thud. I didn’t look at it. I wasn’t going to let anything interrupt my state.

I returned to the screen, but the phone vibrated again. Once more. And again. Then it stopped. I thought it had finally left me in peace. But then again and again, until the dull buzz against the wood became unbearable.

Finally, I gave in. I reached out and unlocked it.

There were several messages from Carolina.

—“Melon.”

—“How’s it going?”

—“Have you had dinner?”

—“I went to pick up Víctor.”

—“We grabbed a bite and now we’re having a few drinks.”

—“I’d tell you to come but we might head home soon.”

I checked the time. It was almost ten at night.

I saved the document. I minimized the text file. I debated whether to eat something and continue writing. I certainly didn’t feel like leaving the house.

Standing up, I replied:

—“Okay, I’ll wait for you here. Not sure if I’ll have dinner.”

I locked my phone and placed it on the table. I felt energized and yet dazed, after so much creativity.

I was debating whether to go to the kitchen to eat something or sit back down. Another idea had occurred to me: a couple of physical traits that could give the character more depth. But then I looked at the screen and came face to face with the terror of the writer in this century: the computer was asking for a thirty-minute update.

Other times this would have been a relief, a minor excuse that got me off the hook. But not in the middle of this creative surge, not when the sentences were finally flowing. I cursed myself for postponing that update during times when it wouldn’t have hurt, during wasted days when nothing mattered. Not now: now it announced itself as mandatory, at the worst possible moment.

I reluctantly accepted, went to the kitchen and reheated some dinner that I ate right there, while I kept turning the character over in my mind. I wondered if I would have to revise what I’d written in the previous chapters or if the trick could work just as well. When I returned to the office, I saw that there were still eighteen minutes before the laptop could be operational.

I grumbled. I looked around. I felt I needed to capture those ideas as soon as possible. Before they evaporated from my mind. I even considered going back to the paleolithic age and jotting down in a notebook all those ideas bombarding me about that peculiar character and the change he would bring to the story. 


Then I glanced at the desk itself: behind the desk lamp, Carolina’s laptop. She used it infrequently, but still almost daily, for about five or ten minutes after dinner. While moving my computer aside and reaching for hers, I thought this would be enough: I would write a document on her laptop where I could dump everything that was coming to me and then email it to myself.


Her computer, which felt strangely small, activated immediately. I created a document and, instantly, applications started loading that made me uncomfortable. I closed several windows and, suddenly, her mobile messaging application opened, the one she also used on her laptop, linked to her phone. I wanted to close it, until I saw my name there, with a message that caught my attention because it was from the previous day. I sat staring, until, below my name, appeared “Víctor Uni.” I clicked on the conversation, more out of inertia than curiosity, and what appeared were remnants from the day before: scattered phrases about the train arrival, the address, trivial matters. 

I rubbed my eyes from fatigue, looked at my computer, which still had twelve minutes before it could be used, and turned my gaze back to Carolina’s.

In the upper right corner of the screen it announced “loading...”, and I was about to close the application, as it was slowing down the computer, when more parts of her conversation with Víctor began to appear. More phrases, after those from the previous day, accumulating, appearing faster than I could read.

But I was reading.

I read what my eyes could catch. What I was capable of. What the vibrations and hurried changes on the screen allowed me to see.

And then...

My heart skipped a beat.

My chest began to pound.

What I had just eaten rose to my throat.

My hands began to sweat.

I stood up.

I turned. I spun around.

And I looked back at the screen.

I leaned on the table.

I couldn’t believe it.

I moved closer.

The bombardment of phrases had ended, but I had spotted two conversations that had left me breathless, unable to breathe.

I tried to calm myself. To organize all of it. To separate their trivial conversations: picking him up from the conference, having a drink... from the NOT TRIVIAL conversations.

I sat down, took a breath. The chair creaked. I moved the cursor upward. And further up.

I went to the previous night. All fine. Trivial. His arrival by train.

And then I went to the next conversation. From that very morning:

08:12

Víctor: Yours was clearly fake.

That’s how it began. “Fake what?” I wondered. I felt a sharp blow to my stomach. I read it again, incredulous.

Carolina: You bastard.

The response seemed light, playful. I kept reading:

Víctor: He didn’t come, did he?

My hands were sweating. “He?” Was I “he”?

Carolina: Haha, how do you know?

Víctor: Just do. Well, give the man something to be happy about. I’m going to shower, I’ll leave you two in peace.

I closed my eyes. I saw him entering the bathroom. I checked the time of that last message: 8:14. That had been while I was having breakfast with him. He had written it, to her, sitting across from me.

Carolina: What am I supposed to give him to make him happy?

That was my wife asking. Consulting about what to do with me. She had written it while finishing getting ready in our bedroom.

Víctor: Give him a good blowjob before you leave. So he can get down to writing with enthusiasm.

I swallowed hard. A dry heave rose from my chest. Me, the instrument. The object of mockery. That conversation had happened just before they crossed paths in the hallway, before that whispering. Before he told her, with complete naturalness, to use the green towels that were on the bidet.

Their complicity was destroying me. “Blowjob”... The way they talked like that made it hard for me to breathe.

Carolina: Haha. And what else. You’re insane.

My wife was playing along with him; she almost seemed to be begging him to suggest more, to incite her.

Víctor: More? Suck him off doing something you’ve done with someone else, but never with him.

My chest tightened. I felt my pulse racing in my neck. I wanted to look away, but I remained frozen in place. These weren’t jokes or slip-ups: it was trust, complicity, a game. I was surprised by how naturally he said it. “Done with someone else.” What someone else? Why? I tried to recapitulate, understand, decipher.

I went back to the beginning: “Yours was fake, clearly,” I reread. That had to be Carolina’s orgasm, with me, the night before. Fake. There, while she rode me and screamed “I’m coming.” She had faked it... and she admitted it to him... It hurt me unspeakably. I cleared my throat... and continued rereading: “He didn’t come, did he?” That was me. No, I hadn’t come. “Congratulations Víctor, you guessed it,” I said to myself, and I imagined him listening on the other side of the wall, playing a game with my wife about guessing whether orgasms were real or fake. Then, the next part, the following morning: Víctor in the shower, the blowjob... It hadn’t been coincidental, I hadn’t decided anything. Neither had she. A request, or order. What game were they playing? Since when? “Suck him off doing something you’ve done with someone else, but never with him.” There was no doubt: that had been her overacted submission, her arms behind her back.

I kept the expletives and insults to myself, because I had located one more relevant conversation.

I sighed heavily. I huffed.

I scrolled down the screen with the cursor:

09:08

Víctor: tell me you did it to the man. I gave you plenty of time.

I put the minutes in order. 09:08. At that time he was still at home, and she would already be at her office.

Perhaps it was absurd, but it hurt me tremendously that she barely took any time to respond.

Carolina: Psss maybe...

Her way of playing along was like feeling a scratch on my soul.

Víctor: good, good, he deserves it.

Carolina: of course he deserves it.

Víctor: did you do that different thing?

The bastard was asking for confirmation of her obedience.

Carolina: haha, I’m not telling you that.

The laughter hurt too. The fact that she didn’t confess it to him didn’t comfort me. It only made their game even more intimate... It was killing me not knowing since when.

The rest of what was written had no substance.

I scrolled up through the conversation. Nothing noteworthy. Nothing important. Carolina had changed her phone six months ago. There was practically nothing else.

Even so, I felt like I was missing information. I wondered how it had all started.

I paced around the room and reread the conversation over and over. I couldn’t reach many conclusions, perhaps the most plausible being that it could have started innocently, casually. I thought that maybe, while listening to the neighbor, they might have gotten into a debate about fake versus real orgasms. About whether the neighbor was faking or exaggerating. And from there, the idea of using me as a test subject might have emerged. Maybe. And perhaps what happened the following morning was just an improvised echo. Although for me it carried a lot of weight. Having your wife give you a blowjob before going to work at the request of a friend was not even remotely acceptable.

It wasn’t acceptable. What I still didn’t know was just how serious it might be.

I picked up my phone.

Carolina hadn’t written anything else to me.

I typed, and sent:

—Better tell me where you are. I’m coming over.


Revenge upon revenge.

My mind was floating as if in a cloud. My vision didn’t even seem fully focused. I was getting dressed without thinking too much about what I was taking from the closet. I was putting on my shoes without even knowing what my destination was.

Finally, my phone, which lay on my bed, began to vibrate with three long buzzes.

—It doesn’t matter, we’ll be home soon anyway.

—You don’t need to come.

—We’ll head home right away.

I read my wife’s messages with a knot in my stomach. Her gesture of wanting to spare me the trip didn’t seem suspicious or reassuring. It wasn’t that I feared anything; it wasn’t exactly distrust, or a fit of jealousy, not even anger. It was something else, a diffuse uneasiness that stabbed at my gut. Like a disappointment that hadn’t yet taken shape.

I typed immediately, tersely:

—Just tell me where you are.

I didn’t think anymore. I didn’t have the strength to dwell on it. I closed the closet, turned off the light and walked down the hallway where their whispers still echoed. I passed by the bathroom where Víctor had given us a calculated amount of time. I crossed the living room where my wife, bent over me on someone else’s command, had left the mark of her obedience on my flesh. I passed through the entryway and left, slamming the door with a sound like a verdict.

The echo of my footsteps on the stairs sounded strange to me, as if they weren’t my own. I went down to the garage, the air smelled of dampness and gasoline. I reached the car, opened it with an automatic gesture, got in, remained motionless for a moment with my hands on the steering wheel. And then my phone vibrated again:

—Really, don’t come. We’re with other people.

That was starting to truly annoy me.

—I’m already in the car, so tell me —I replied.

She took a few seconds. Long ones. The screen announced she was typing.

The blue glow of the phone dimly illuminated the car interior.

Finally, the message arrived:

—You’re so stubborn when you get like this… Alameda Bar, in the conference area.

I shifted into first gear and left the garage with an uncomfortable unease. Everything I’d read on her laptop had been etched into my mind. It wasn’t a phase of denial, but rather a phase of analysis. The city seemed darker than usual to me. The traffic lights seemed eternal, and each stop brought me back to the same point: what was I going for? It wasn’t betrayal that I feared. Nor jealousy. It was something else.

I continued driving and the traffic was heavier than expected for a Tuesday night. At every corner I thought that I really wasn’t going to accomplish anything with this lightning trip. I wanted to talk to my wife, tell her that I’d found out about her game with Víctor, but I knew I wouldn’t do it in front of him; therefore, it was absurd not to have waited for her. However, I had felt unable to stay at home. It was like the need to do something, to act, to defend myself, even though my battle could only be fought alone, with her, in our house.

The avenue opened before me with a metallic gleam. The headlights of other cars pierced through me like flashes. The radio played softly, barely a murmur of news that I wasn’t listening to.

The steering wheel was sweating in my hands. The air inside was dense, humid, as if the garage had stayed with me inside the car. I lowered the window slightly: the night breeze came in with the smell of dry asphalt.

The red light of a traffic signal hit my face like a mockery. I looked around: people on terraces, smoking, chatting, drinking.

The car moved slowly. Everything was unhurried, as if time wanted to deliberately prolong the journey. And I was thinking about what I would do when I saw her, how I could pretend, especially in Víctor’s presence. Also, how to address him.

I drove past the bar while looking for parking: tables on the sidewalk, waiters crossing with trays. I parked no more than thirty meters away. After minutes of anxiously wanting to arrive, I felt intimidated because suddenly the encounter was imminent.

I took a deep breath, turned off the engine and remained silent for a moment.

Outside everything seemed normal. Too normal.

I walked toward the terrace with bated breath. I was looking for her the way one searches for light in darkness: the blonde hair, the pink shirt. She should stand out like a lighthouse in the middle of the crowd, but no. I didn’t find her.

I looked at the rest: groups of ordinary people, laughing couples, waiters dodging chairs. And among them, a handful of men in suits, still wearing the conference credentials around their necks. The glass building was no more than three blocks away and you could feel it in the atmosphere: tenser laughs, almost forced, contained gestures of superficial interaction, and faces of exhaustion after a day that called for a closing drink.

I ventured a bit further among the tables, straining my eyes in search of my wife. The murmur of the bar seemed like an incomprehensible language to me.

Finally, I crossed the doorway. Inside, the light was dimmer than I expected, a contrast to the bustle of the terrace. There was a smell of varnished wood, spilled beer, and expensive perfume.

And there, at last, I saw her. Sitting on a high stool next to a small round table, her body slightly turned toward the table, elbows resting with that distracted elegance that only she knew how to maintain. Her hair fell to one side, the pink shirt glowed faintly under the yellowish light of the place. The skirt, slightly raised by her posture, revealed the beginning of a powerful thigh: one leg extended toward the floor, the other tucked against the stool, composing an image that mixed naturalness with involuntary sexuality. She wasn’t smiling, but she didn’t seem uncomfortable either: she had that expression of hers, between calm and vigilance, that made me hold back my step.

Facing her was Víctor. The dark navy blue suit, the white shirt without a tie. He seemed more robust than at home, more upright, with a different bearing, as if his clothes broadened him. And also more self-possessed, as if that environment belonged to him.

I looked at both of them and perceived that their composure and attire —his, theirs— belonged to a setting I didn’t inhabit. They came from a foreign world: one of conferences, hotel elevators, lunches where positions are measured, dinners where distances are marked. A social world, of money, of underlying rivalry. All of that contrasted with mine: before, that of teachers and middle-class classrooms; now, that of an intimate and silent solitude.

Before moving forward, I tried to see something in her, something that would guide me. I looked at her searching for a sign in her green eyes, but I didn’t know what I expected to find. Trust? Affection? Admiration? Desire? Perhaps all of that was there, or perhaps nothing. What I did recognize was a certain tired relaxation, as from a long day, mixed with her intention to maintain good posture: a sober firmness, an attitude not exactly enticing, but certainly eye-catching. More than what her genes and natural grace already provided. A passive but graceful gesturing that she didn’t display on just any occasion or with just anyone.

I approached. Carolina barely raised her eyes and gave me a brief smile, neutral, more courtesy than enthusiasm. I was the one who had to go straight to her, to place a hand on her waist and my lips on hers, fleetingly, without her moving from her seat. Víctor, on the other hand, was more effusive, turning immediately, cordial, with that self-assurance of his. He shook my hand firmly. And I had thought that, after discovering what I had discovered, the encounter with him would be different, worse, even negative, but for some reason I couldn’t understand, it wasn’t so. For whatever reason, he didn’t provoke the expected rejection in me.

I grabbed a nearby stool, while I heard Víctor talking to a waiter, and soon we were three surrounding that small, high circular table, occupied by two glasses with remnants of ice melting in transparent gins and crowned by a lamp that fell vertically from the ceiling.

I soon sensed it: Carolina’s cold war. She wasn’t making room for me in the conversation, as he was. It was as if she wanted to make it clear that my presence was inappropriate, that I was there only because I had insisted. By Víctor’s second or third attempt to include me, he finally gave in and answered the questions about the conference that my wife was asking him. She was deliberately pushing me into ostracism, into silence.

And I listened to Víctor while glancing sideways at Carolina: her shirt was no longer so neatly tucked into her skirt, rolled up to her elbows, with one more button undone; it wasn’t a deliberate or provocative neckline, but it allowed one to glimpse just a few centimeters of the beginning of a softer skin, of an attractive curve. That dishevelment only captured the inevitable mark of the hours: the way clothing, at the end of the day, became less rigid, more its owner’s. And it hurt to think that Víctor, who had already dined with her and drunk by her side, had witnessed the end of that transition: from impeccable to comfortable and intimate ease, when she looked more feminine, less corseted, more attractive than under any pose.

Carolina was asking him in front of how many people he had spoken, and I didn’t know if she was doing it to elevate him or to diminish me. What was becoming increasingly evident was her strategy, that kind of silent revenge for having burst into her night.

Then came a glass of gin and tonic that I discovered Víctor had ordered for me, and I made the mistake —or rudeness— of stammering: “oh, well, no, well, maybe I would have preferred rum.” That led to Víctor trying to hold back the waiter to change my drink, while I refused to cause any trouble. In the end, it resulted in a minute of crossed apologies, while Carolina drank and scattered her gaze around the place.

The conversation continued with the focus on Víctor —because Carolina wanted it that way, not because he demanded it— while I drank from a gin that tasted bitter to me and wondered how and when to confront my wife with the truth of what I had discovered. And then, little by little, I began feeling, visualizing, an argument in which she would try to make my reading her messages more serious than their actual content.

While my wife sipped from her straw gracefully, she asked Víctor what the next day at the conference would be like. I, meanwhile, was lost in my own calculations: what weapons did I have, what real gravity was there in all of this, what could I reproach her with that would admit no reply.

Víctor spoke and my wife laughed. Perhaps enchanted. Perhaps exaggerating it, to annoy me, as if she wanted to twist the knife in the punishment for my showing up there. That was her absurd revenge. Mine, the revenge of revenge, came without wanting it, without my having asked for it.

It came in the form of a short woman, wrapped in a gray suit and an impeccable blue shirt. In contrast to Carolina, those clothes seemed to rob her of a certain femininity; but the spark in her gaze, the freshness of her young face, and the chestnut cascade of her curly hair were enough to restore all her charm.

She touched Víctor on the elbow with unstoppable naturalness, and he turned toward her, leaving my wife mid-sentence.


That little act.

When Víctor felt the touch, he turned and smiled as he recognized her. He descended from the stool and they greeted each other with two kisses: cordial, correct. I had the impression that they seemed too formal for her expression, which appeared to expect something more.

I couldn’t quite guess whether that encounter confirmed they had already seen each other that same day or if, rather, it had been a reasonable amount of time since they had last met. They didn’t give the impression of sharing an office, firm, or whatever they called it; not even of seeing each other frequently. Nor did they bother to clear up the mystery: they began speaking to each other, not whispering, but with that proximity that makes words inaccessible to others. The decibel level in the place had risen, conversations were crossing, the general murmur was dense, like a cloud of voices; although it didn’t seem like a premeditated excuse, the noise became a boundary.

She then answered something I couldn’t hear, but observation was enough to understand: she leaned toward him, speaking quickly, vivaciously; he nodded, interested, with his glass halfway to his mouth.

I thought introductions would be imminent, but at the same time, she always seemed on the verge of leaving. A strategy, perhaps. And that made the conversation between them continue without interruptions. Carolina and I remained in the background, each taking refuge in our drinks: one almost full, the other almost empty.

I looked at her again, perhaps to assess whether her pretensions were realistic. She was short, with rounded curves, with a generous chest that made its way through the gray blazer and almost strained the fabric of her blue shirt, over which rested her conference badge. The black lanyard brushed against her neck and the skin of her neckline, and the card moved with each gesture. Her smile wasn’t a burst, but a breath. And her manner was always direct, never evasive. She had a serene voice, but not soft: one of those that carries a hint of command, even when trying to convey docility; like a strong personality, but hidden. Her chestnut hair, curly and voluminous, gave her a slightly saucy touch, as almost everything else about her was rather restrained. And I noticed what masculinized her, which was, above all, that she wore pants: gray pants, normal ones, that completed the suit ensemble and which, perhaps because she carried a few extra pounds, diminished her femininity. I wondered if slender women, like Carolina, didn’t experience this when wearing pants; and I considered whether that might be useful for a novel.

Víctor attended to her with polite, sincere interest, but without excess. There was no flirtation or mischief in him, just the clean attention of someone who knows how to listen. And yet, I noticed a quiet discomfort in Carolina. I perceived it in the way she held her glass by the rim, in how she pretended to pay attention when she really couldn’t hear them, and what she was looking for were intangibles, gestures: searching for content to be criticized, judged, torn apart; the woman for sure, and him, perhaps as well.

I saw it all from a middle ground. My wife’s discomfort had buried my own.

I wanted to enjoy it, to get revenge, and I whispered to Carolina:

“She’s really making eyes at him.”

Carolina slowly turned her face, without letting go of her glass.

“Who at whom?” she asked.

“Well, her at him.”

Víctor, oblivious to Carolina’s irritation and my delight, placed his glass on the table and finally looked up at us. He seemed to suddenly remember we were there. His expression changed: the professional smile, the one of social obligation, quickly formed on his face. It was clear he was going to introduce her.

But then she leaned slightly toward him. She said something in his ear. It wasn’t an intimate whisper, but a quick comment, accompanied by the gesture of showing him her empty glass. Víctor looked at her, smiled with a mixture of apology and complicity, and nodded. She took advantage of the moment to look toward us: first at me, almost without interest, then at Carolina, whom she scrutinized much more.

“Would you like another?” I then heard Víctor’s voice, addressing Carolina in a loud tone.

“No, no, not at all!” she responded, sharply, almost hurriedly, also raising her voice, accompanying the words with a slight head movement that left no room for reply.

A waiter passed by, and Víctor took advantage of this: he caught his attention, raised his glass—in which there were only ice cubes—and pointed toward the girl’s glass with a graceful gesture. It seemed clear that he had ordered two more drinks: one for himself and another for the stranger; this only accentuated the feeling that we weren’t four, but two and two.

She said something to him again that only he could hear. She had blue eyes, bright, with long and somewhat rebellious eyelashes, like those of an antique doll. Without a doubt, this girl with curves, bust, and energy had no interest in opening up the conversation. She couldn’t be more than twenty-five or twenty-six, but she knew exactly what she was doing.

The situation became unsustainable, almost delirious. I was reveling in my wife’s discomfort because I didn’t see jealousy in her—something that would hurt me—but rather a thwarting of plans; or jealousy, yes, but jealousy of attention, of adoration. And, moreover, in the eyes of everyone—eyes that also mattered to my wife, even if they were anonymous—they were no longer the handsome man and the beautiful woman there, drinking gin and tonics and raising the level of beauty and poise in that place; we were a blonde with her husband, watching how a young girl was trying to charm her single friend.

The arrival of new drinks and the fact that introductions still hadn't been made forced Carolina to surrender:

“Do you want to leave or do you want to finish your drink?” she asked me, in a friendly tone, but with a somewhat cold look.

I looked at my glass. Despite tasting horrible to me, I had drunk more than half. I hesitated for a second, and finally replied:

“You're the boss, Carolina.”

My wife didn't engage with my sarcasm; she had more hurtful battles to fight. But that phrase of mine was the starting gun for an abrupt escape that Carolina directed and I followed without missing a detail. Descending from the stool, purse over shoulder, two kisses for Víctor and a terse “we're leaving now.” A “already?” from him that overlapped with two kisses to the girl, a “Hello, I'm Laura” from her and a despotic silence from my wife. I, behind her, shook his hand, looked at him with masculine complicity regarding his friend's outburst, and did tell the girl my name as we exchanged two kisses.

The skin of her cheeks was warm, slightly damp, and the second kiss had almost brushed the corner of my lips. Her perfume—floral, youthful, somewhat insolent—enveloped me for a moment before she pulled away. Then I heard Víctor say to Carolina:

“I'll pay for everything, don't worry.”

Carolina didn't respond. She barely turned her head toward him, and barely waited for me.

We moved away from them, walking between tables and slipping through the crowd. Then, the outside air hit us with a freshness that caught me by surprise; I hadn't noticed it had been so hot inside. The noise was also more relaxed, more dispersed. Carolina walked half a step ahead, without turning around, while searching for something in her purse.

“Where did you leave your car?” I asked.

“On this avenue, a bit further up,” she replied without looking at me.

We continued walking, moving away from the terrace at a brisk pace. Gradually, the clicks of her heels on the sidewalk became more distinct than the disordered laughter. From the corner of my eye, I observed that slender figure setting the pace for both of us: a flush on her cheeks, disorder in her blonde hair, a commotion in her body; heat, alcohol, and a kind of haughty indignation. I wondered if Víctor's attitude had really been that bad, while feeling the pressure of being alone with Carolina, which made my confession about knowing everything increasingly imminent.

“And yours?” she asked, now barely turning her face. “Oh, right, I see it now,” she answered herself, as we were almost level with my car.

It wasn't really a goodbye, barely a see you soon. That each of us had our own car from before we met was one of those remnants left behind when lives intersect late, when they've already taken shape. That hers was considerably better than mine had never bothered me; I supposed it didn't bother her either.

I got into the car with a strange feeling, as I wanted to leave that place, but at the same time I didn't want time to rush by. I closed the door and the outside noise dissolved as if a curtain had fallen. I took a breath before starting the engine. At home, as soon as we entered, I would back her into a corner. Her being angry with Víctor wasn't going to change my plans.

I started the engine calmly, letting it breathe. Shortly after pulling out of the parking space and advancing a few meters, I saw her appear in the rearview mirror: her black car, understated, with elegant lines, slid until it was behind me.

The first traffic light stopped us almost immediately. She stayed behind. In the rearview mirror, her figure was precisely outlined: her car, taller, prettier; her pink shirt, a small flash that contrasted with the dark interior; her blonde hair, somewhat dimmer under the subdued light of lazy streetlamps. There was a tense calm in her image, and she didn't even know yet that I was coming with a much more dramatic surprise than her friend's harmless and discourteous slight.

The light changed and I moved forward. The avenue, so far up, was half empty. I lowered the window and in came air that smelled of the dampness from the trees in the median; perhaps it was the first night of that autumn when you could almost taste the dew. At the next intersection, the light turned red again. I looked in the rearview mirror. Carolina had stopped behind me again. This time she didn't look up. Her head was tilted to one side, her phone between her hands. She was typing, decisively, quickly. She did so throughout the duration of the traffic light, without pause, with the concentration of someone writing something that couldn't wait.

I glanced at my own phone, placed next to the gearshift: it wasn't singing, vibrating, or lighting up. It remained silent, telling me with the frank sincerity of a friend that those messages weren't being sent to me.

A long straight stretch, a right turn, and at the next roundabout, I lost sight of her. I figured she couldn't be far behind, but I didn't reduce my speed. I drove the rest of the way alone, with light hands on the wheel and my mind tangled in a single purpose: how to say it, how to begin.

It wasn't so much the what, but the how. The tone, the exact point between calmness and reproach.

I entered the garage. The hum of the door closing felt almost strangely protective. I parked slowly, turned off the ignition, and remained inside the car for a moment, listening to the metallic murmur of the enclosure. Then I got out, walked through the silent semi-darkness of that paved basement and called the elevator; just as it arrived, I heard the garage door opening again.

I don't know why, but I didn't wait for her.

I went up.

The house was dark, too dark; I felt somewhat oppressed. I left my keys on the entryway table, went to the kitchen, poured myself a glass of water and drank slowly. I felt the coolness descend down my throat: an attempt to erase the acidity of the gin, a truce before the inevitable.

Then I walked toward the terrace.

I skirted that extended sofa bed —which reminded me we wouldn't be alone for much longer— and turned on the light, which bathed the weather-beaten tiles in a whitish luminosity. I rested my hands on the railing and stood looking at the empty street. Not even a minute passed before I heard the door.

I heard the jingling of her keys, how she placed them next to mine, the graceful footsteps toward the dressing room —where she would leave her purse— and then the dry sound of her heels on the hardwood floor. I didn't need to see her: I knew every step of that routine.

The light on the terrace, I thought, would serve as a beacon for her. And so it was. Soon I heard her determined approach toward me.

The warm air filled with that mixture of perfume and authority that was so distinctly hers.

And I was going to say something, but I was still searching for the right tone. I didn't want to sound aggressive, nor indulgent.

And then I looked at her.

She wore her shirt untucked from her skirt, and somewhat unbuttoned at the neckline. Another button undone. That changed everything: now there was flesh, no longer suggesting but displaying the image of her breasts; the central, darker part of her bra was now clearly visible. As if the car journey had made her a bit flushed. Perhaps she had loosened up in the garage, or in the elevator knowing she was alone, or —most likely— just seconds ago, in the dressing room. The thin fabric clung to her body with a mixture of humidity, heat, and ostentation. The skirt seemed tighter, more form-fitting. Her hair, loose, fell in exaggerated disorder, as if she had deliberately disheveled it before coming to meet me.

I didn't speak, because all her signals indicated she was about to do so.

And then, looking at me fixedly, positioning herself beside me at the railing, she said seriously:

—What? Was all that little show really necessary?


Not in our bed.

One year dating, two years married. Everything had happened quite quickly. It hadn't been a long romance, one of those that stretches out like an almost childhood love... but I knew her. I knew her very well. Three years might be little, but also—at the same time—a great deal. I knew her well enough to know that I shouldn't go there, that I shouldn't engage in battle over what she was suggesting. I certainly wasn't going to waste energy arguing whether I should or shouldn't have gone to that bar. Whether I should or shouldn't have ignored her request.

That wasn't what mattered.

Far from it.

I countered just enough. I didn't even consider denying she was right. Nor did I play the victim. I claimed a hard, long day, and a desire to disconnect. But without tone, without a martyr's pose.

She was trying to provoke me, but she was also aware that her accusation had barely any substance. While I was doing that—something resembling self-defense—I had to bite my tongue to avoid mentioning her supreme ridiculousness: storming off angry because her friend had traded her for someone younger, with bigger breasts, without the slightest consideration.

Eventually silence fell. "If one person doesn't want to fight, two can't argue." Besides, I was saving my bombshell for later. I had decided to drop it in our bedroom. That way, if Víctor appeared, he couldn't interrupt us. I calculated that in no more than ten minutes, everything would blow up.

Peace—which she didn't know would be ephemeral—arrived immediately afterward. And it came as it always did: not with anyone's apologies, but with a calm immersion into trivial conversations. "How was your day... how was yours."

After another silence, she sketched an "I'm exhausted" and moved away from me.

Again I had to bite my tongue to avoid dwelling on the reason for her exhaustion: it wasn't work, or the day, but having been drinking wine with her friend until dawn and finishing off the sleepless night with a sexual act with me... but for him.

She turned off the terrace light and we went inside; we sank into the darkness of the living room. In the distance, a light coming from the dressing room—which she had left on—was barely illuminating us. I walked behind her, passing by that sofa bed, that successful man's suitcase, and that meticulous dandy's orderliness, and I had the feeling she wasn't walking with conviction; that she was going to tell me something, that there was something she didn't want to consider settled. And then, almost instantly, and in a way that seemed very strange to me, she turned around, in the half-light, and said to me:

“So... your day was quiet?” she asked. Her voice had a dry tone, but what spoke most was her gaze. There was something calculating in it, something strategic, something like false interest.

I didn't respond. And, standing before her friend's domain, she added:

“How many times... have you been left halfway?”

I didn't understand her, but, again, her eyes were more readable than her words. Besides, she said it while moving closer. An enticing approach.

“Ah... you mean not finishing... myself?”

“Of course,” she replied and placed her hands on my shoulders, somewhat forcefully.

“Well... three, I think.”

“Three! So many...?” she outlined, and shook her neck, making her hair wave, in a blatant flirtation.

“Yes... three. Let's see,” I whispered, pretending I had to think about it, while placing my hands on her hips. “First... when your little friend started calling and ringing like a madman. Two... in bed... when only you finished... right?” I dropped in, but she didn't suspect. “And three... this morning...”

I had deliberately chosen my tone, and she took the bait.

“Well... poor thing... right?” she whispered, closer. Again with extreme flirtation.

“You see.”

“And...”

“What. Tell me.”

“And... didn't you do anything... all by yourself... here... all day?” she asked, twisting her expression, pursing her lips, mischievously.

“No... not at all,” I answered, feeling increasingly affected by her penetrating gaze, by her neckline—that pink gorge revealing part of her breasts contained by her bra—and by her perfume; the one she wore to work.

“Oh, no? And why's that...?”

“I don't know...”

“And...”

“So many questions...” I joked.

She smiled.

“Yes... And... I don't know... at what age does a man stop doing... that... when he's home alone?” she blurted out, and moved closer.

“I don't know... I don't think there's an age for that,” I replied.

And then, the tension she had created moved to the next level. Also because she sought it... and her face came toward mine.

It wasn't a hurried kiss. She approached calmly, her eyes fixed on mine, and when she was close enough, she placed her hands on my face. The contact was warm, soft, as if she wanted to hold me. She caressed my cheeks with her thumbs, barely grazing the corners of my lips. Then, she leaned in a little more... and kissed me.

A peck. Chaste, measured. As if testing something. Or as if tempering the air.

Then, another. Just as brief, but with less hesitation. And another. Slower. The subtle sound of moist contact began to repeat, to lengthen, like a metronome winding down. She closed her eyes while doing it, with a hint of theatricality.

The pecks started to last longer. They weren't just brushes anymore: now she lingered on my lips, as if wanting to memorize their shape. Her mouth opened slightly. So did mine. Each kiss was accompanied by a more audible sound, wetter, more deliberate. More physical.

I felt her leaning into me. Her body pressed against mine naturally. And just when I thought she would stop there, she did it: she parted her lips further and her tongue touched mine.

It was barely a moist caress, but it was enough.

She entered as if testing the waters, slow, trembling. I responded. We kissed with more hunger, with more traces left behind. With a cadence that no longer pretended subtlety, but surrender.

I felt it. I sensed it. Something wasn't entirely clean. But I let myself go. I couldn't—nor did I want to—stop it. Perhaps because I needed to believe in that gesture more than I dared to admit.

I gripped her waist. She responded. She embraced me with a strange force, and her fingers—with a delicacy as studied as it was effective—took my right hand and moved it away from her hip.

Then she guided that hand of mine upward, along her side, slow but determined.

Until she placed it on her left breast.

I felt it: firm, contained beneath the fine fabric and under that lace that was already discernible before. An elegant, expensive lace, with irregular lines, that drew a distinguished relief; as if the garment had to be worthy of what it guarded.

She said nothing. Nor did she look at me. She only guided me.

And as the kiss became almost obscene, as our faces tilted, and with a soft but firm pressure of her hand on mine, she invited me to squeeze.

And I did.

I squeezed. Not clumsily, not furiously, but with that degree of pressure that neither asks permission nor accuses. Under the soft blouse I felt the edge of the lace and, beneath the lace, the firm, powerful, taut flesh, which yielded a little and then returned to its place. Three layers, three textures, three resistances: blouse, bra, and skin. She let out a gasp. Perhaps exaggerated. Too clean to be entirely spontaneous. A gasp designed to be heard, to leave an impression. As if she wanted me to register it, or to be aroused by it.

I knew I wasn't going to stop anything; I didn't want to. Those three famous “unfinished” times condemned me, destroyed my resistance before it began. But that didn't prevent me from suspecting her theatricality; and I also thought that if we indeed ended up having sex that night, perhaps it would be sensible to postpone my revelation until the following day. Not to mix things. Not to contaminate. Not to leave her the margin to turn my truth into a posthumous, untimely rebellion: “you can't be that hurt if we just had sex.”

She pulled her face back slightly, as if catching her breath, and looked at me with wide, bright eyes. I released her breast as she took half a step back. Her hands flew, almost ceremoniously, to the center of her torso, to the buttons of her blouse.

She started with the first one, the one that closed almost over the very center of her bra, between the cups, and unfastened it with her index finger and thumb, looking at me. Then, the second, just as slowly. And, finally, the third, for there were no more, as much ground had already been covered. Each click was a minuscule sound in the dimly lit living room, and she prolonged it, as if stretching the moment with full awareness of what she was doing: a presumptuous display, an incitement she considered infallible.

The blouse yielded. The separation between the two sides revealed just enough: the center of her chest, the shadow of the valley. A bra that, more than black, might have been very dark navy blue; with narrow straps, cups that gathered but didn't squeeze or lift, rather allowing just the right flow, and a minimal bridge, but with texture, between both sides.

She looked at me again and, with a brief shrug, as if the fabric weighed on her, made a gesture of pushing the blouse back.

“Should I undress... or...?” she whispered.

“Or what?” I responded, without moving.

She came half a step closer, tilted her chin, let her hair fall over one shoulder, and spoke with that voice of hers that knows its power:

“Didn't you tell me you were turned on by... this little game?”

“This little game.” Her aggressive executive mode. We had talked about it. During some dinner, in some untimely confession. It did excite me, yes, but there were nights for everything and that one, perhaps, wasn't the night. Or perhaps that's why it was. I didn't know. I preferred not to decide out loud.

“Yes... I don't know...” I responded.

She smiled minimally. As if relishing that everything was proceeding along the right path. And she placed her hands on my face again; her right thumb paused for a moment under my lower lip, as if testing my availability. That’s when I noticed the overacting again: the gesture too measured, the exact angle, the exact pause. But I let myself be led.

She kissed me again. This time we skipped the short pecks. We both opened our mouths, felt each other’s lips and tongues. The kiss was electric, perhaps quieter than the previous one, but I felt it more in my body, in my chest, which was pounding.

I took her by the waist: skirt, blouse, skin. Textures. Scents. Her breath tasted less of alcohol than I might have expected.

“Let’s go to bed...” I murmured, in one of the interstices.

“Mmm...” she moaned, without detaching her mouth, in something that seemed to want to express a refusal.

“But doesn’t he have keys?” I whispered.

“Yes...” she said. And she almost brushed the response with her lips against mine, almost as if kissing and talking were the same thing.

“Then he could come in at any moment.”

“...I don’t think so... We left him very... entertained,” she said, and kissed me, with her lips, with her tongue, and I felt that this time she wasn’t doing it so much out of desire, but to silence me.

But the kiss, which at first seemed only to serve the function of countering my objections, began to change. Her tongue appeared and retreated, probing; her lips sought me more, wetter, with a sound that twisted our breathing. She let out a brief purr, right at the point where the corner of the mouth becomes a tremor.

I pushed her hair aside with one hand, fixed her nape with my fingers and sought her neck below the collar of her blouse. A light bite — not a mark, a warning. She, letting her head fall slightly backward, whimpered, twice, as if the sound came from the center of her chest. In response, one of her hands took me by the back and her hand slid with practical decision, descending with determination, until it rested on one of my buttocks and squeezed there. And our mouths found each other again, and the kiss became slower and deeper, with those wet smacks that inflamed me, while one of my hands went behind, and I took her by the buttocks, over her skirt, first with an open palm, then with my fingers, until I felt the seam and raised it a little, a little more, and a little more.

Gasps, snorts, puffs, nibbles. Her other hand now attacked from the front, feeling my crotch, which was growing between us. My other hand, the one not squeezing her buttock with uncontainable excitement, was squeezing one of her breasts, over her bra and felt tempted, every tenth of a second, to give a decisive pull, downward, and thus free her breast, which I knew would emerge powerful, energetic, large, sexual.

Her moans inflamed me. Some purrs. Some “Mmm”, “Ahh”, wet, erratic, after each kiss, after each squeeze. And I restrained myself more, despite the fact that her caresses over my pants, over my cock, had for several seconds been following a path — up and down — as if she were jerking me off over the fabric.

“Let’s... go to bed,” I gasped then, at the edge of her mouth.

And she silenced me with a warm whisper, stuck to the kiss:

“Shhh... no.”

And after her murmur, she withdrew a little, removed my hands with extreme diligence and placed her hand on my chest. It wasn’t a touch, it wasn’t a blow. It was a sustained push, subtle but constant. I, feeling the edge of the open sofa bed at the back of my knees, let myself go, still with her breath on my lips. The mattress, soft and tired, sank under my weight with a creak.

Me sitting. Her standing. The light from the dressing room — distant, oblique — defined her figure.

“Carolina...” I protested, because we both knew that Víctor could appear.

She, from above, looked at me. Standing, very close, with her blouse open and the lace containing her breasts, which breathed as if their fluctuation was itself a discourse. The silence of the living room seemed to hear her.

“Here,” she said, without raising her voice.

And, without taking her eyes from mine, she pulled up her skirt a little. Then, a little more. The fabric ascended with controlled gesture, swirled at her waist, and the shine of a dark silk glinted in the half-light: a brief and clear flash. Her panties, which guarded her pussy with elegance and softness, sought my attention; they intended my surrender.

And then she whispered:

“Not in our bed... We’ll do it here.”


Her embrace, her trap.

The aggressive executive persona vanished into thin air. Her desire to please me had lasted only briefly: her pink blouse slid down her back, and the fullness of her breasts emerged abruptly into the dim light, powerfully filling her bra. The blouse ended up tossed beside me on the extended sofa. And when I expected her to make her move, she whispered:

“Come on... get undressed...”

She stepped back a couple of paces, turning her face toward her own neck and bringing her hands to her earlobes in a natural, gentle, everyday gesture that contrasted with everything else.

While I whispered to myself “...you’re crazy...” and began removing my clothes, I could hear the hollow sound of her earrings being placed on the coffee table—which had been moved toward the television so the sofa could be extended. First one: “plink.” Then the other: “plink.”

And she returned to me, very slowly, giving me time, bringing her hands behind her back to the clasp of her bra.

She looked imposing, radiant.

I, already naked, held my breath. I would never get used to that impact.

“Damn... Carolina... what’s the need...” I exhaled urgently, seeing no reason why we couldn’t continue this somewhere else.

“What need... for what...?” she whispered, and then she did it: something came undone back there, in the middle of her back, and the bra clasp yielded without making a sound. There was no click; only a visible relief, as if the fabric understood the gesture. The hook, in the back, loosened, and the whole ensemble breathed. She held the center piece for a moment—one exact second—and freed first one strap, then the other. The straps slid down her arms with deliberate slowness, until they hung at her elbows and, finally, fell like a defeated cloth.

But her breasts didn’t appear all at once, rather in measures: first the clean, high curve; then the full roundness; after that, the true weight settling without commotion. Plentiful, fleshy, feminine. The oblique light drew a soft contour around them; the living room’s dimness left them with secret shadows. Obscene in their abundance and, at the same time, of a delicate beauty.

Her nipples were already raised, tense; the areolas large and rosy, alive, with that halo of warmth that invites both mouth and hand. There were no fabric marks: the skin appeared smooth, continuous, as if the lace had never restrained them. With each of her breaths, the entire mass rose a millimeter and fell another, a sway that imposed its own rhythm. Libidinous in their cadence, effective in their intention.

She took a step closer. And then another, very brief one; the sound of her heels was hollow, dry. With those two steps, her breasts bounced minimally—barely a visible heartbeat—but in a heart-stopping way, a short oscillation that was enough to disorder my breathing.

The bra, now useless, also ended up beside me, near her blouse. She said nothing. She looked down at me from above. And I thought—with bated breath—that, of the executive, there still remained the shoes and the skirt—although it was wrinkled at her waist—something was something.

Three, four or five seconds of pause before everything precipitated. Seconds in which I leaned back on my elbows and she looked at a hard cock, raised, which I was able to tense in short spasms, without using my hands. It wasn’t a trap, nor a lure: I didn’t have the power she had, but it was an urgent incitement, and she also knew that we didn’t have time to spare.

She then came to position herself over me; she advanced until her knees touched me, pressing into the sofa on both sides of my body, on that navy blue sheet I had put on for her friend to sleep on. The improvised bed protested with a creak as it now took on the weight of two bodies. My cock, pointing at the ceiling, hot, throbbing, with the skin already pulled back, allowing the glans to shine, wet, under the dim light, was positioned between my belly and her skirt bunched at her waist. I looked at her partially illuminated face, and her breasts, which flowed like two heavy cascades. She looked at my cock, until she decided to touch it: first a slow circling with her fingertips—a reconnaissance, like someone weighing the value of something they’re about to take—and immediately after, both hands, one on top of the other, wrapping around me firmly, highlighting a size that, without being exaggerated, was competent.

And then she began a motion that undid me. And that forced me to forget the why here and why at this moment. Tempted to lie back completely, I remained on my elbows. From there her breasts—free, heavy, voluminous for her medium build—shook with the cadence of her hands; a voluptuous tremor that rose and fell, round, infallible. She jerked me off with two hands, one after the other along the length of the shaft, closing her fist tightly and rising with a minimal twist at the crown, demanding from a skin that stretched; down she squeezed, up she lightened, and at the top she made a cruel pause that took my breath away. Her elbows were positioned on either side of her breasts, as if framing a painting; her arms were two rails, and her breasts, in rhythm, marked the cadence of pleasure. Her face was fixed on me: her eyebrows slightly furrowed, lips parted letting escape a thread of hot breath; a clean, focused concentration that modulated the speed with her eyes and the pulse with her fingers. I felt the pull below my belly, a buzz at the base of my spine, my pelvis responding on its own; the wet shine on the skin, the throbbing at the tip, pleasure like a wave that rose and wouldn’t break.

And then she stopped. She released my cock with a calmness that wasn’t calm: a pause that wasn’t closure. She straightened up, and as she did so her breasts swayed with heavy power and yet with feminine eroticism. She stood before me, in heels, with her skirt wrinkled at her waist and her silk panties once again gleaming in the dim light. She breathed deeply, with her chest exposed, half-illuminated by the oblique light that continued to come from the dressing room.

And it was just then that the sound was heard.

The elevator.

A dry, metallic, recognizable thud. That ascending rumble that cuts through the air and announces its arrival. The sound of doors opening and then settling against the edges. That rough noise that, in the stillness, like when I was writing, could always be heard.

I froze.

I felt my heart pounding in my throat. The air thickened. The silence that followed was unbearable. She also remained motionless, standing, looking at me, expectant.

I thought about the lock, about the slight squeak of the key turning. I thought about how close the vestibule was, about the small hallway connecting the rooms, about the exact angle from which any newcomer would see that commotion in the living room.

One second. Two. Three.

I wasn’t breathing.

Silence.

Complete silence.

She remained still.

Her chest, which did rise and fall with serene breathing, seemed to mock the danger.

Her eyes fixed on mine, as if she found some kind of fuel in that risk.

“You’re such a chicken…” she whispered, without moving.

And then, in the distance, came the dull thud of another door opening. Not ours: another one, in the hallway. A muffled echo. A neighbor. Salvation.

I exhaled. I felt the air returning to my lungs.

“And you’re… insane…” I told her, barely audible.

She then brought her hands to the zipper of her skirt with renewed calm, twisting slightly, looking for the opening.

“Why don’t you relax a little?” she said, while proceeding with her garment.

“And why don’t we go to the bedroom?” I responded in a counterattack.

The skirt fell with a light rustle, a whisper of fabric that sounded obscene in the silence of the living room. She tried to free it from her heels, got a bit tangled, but did it with that diligent clumsiness that makes eroticism natural; with the intricacies of things occupying space.

As she leaned forward to get rid of her skirt, the turgidity and power of what she carried had made her breasts flow, full, heavy, swaying with a movement that seemed to have its own rhythm.

“Huh?” I insisted, barely in a whisper.

She straightened up. She was still in heels, with her skirt in a bundle at her feet, her long legs, her skin under the whitish light. Her fingers then went to the straps of her panties.

“Should I leave them on or…?” she whispered, in a voice so low that it seemed more like a thought than a question.

“Mmm… I don’t know why you’d want to leave them on,” I said, feigning serenity.

She took a step. Then another.

She positioned her legs on either side of mine. I was still sitting, my head raised toward her, my body on edge. Suddenly I caught a scent that was a mixture of her perfume and her own body fragrance.

Her proximity was suffocating me.

I swallowed.

She smiled, tilting her head.

“It’s more porn-like this way… isn’t it? Without taking them off completely…” she whispered and brought one of her hands to her panties, making as if to pull them aside a bit.

“More porn-like…? How many drinks have you had…?” I tried to joke, with a half-smile, but my voice came out broken by an excitement that gripped me.

She didn’t respond.

She acted.

Her fingers descended with a rehearsed slowness, as if not seeking to undress, but to hypnotize. And yes, she did. She did, with power. She did, knowing she would destroy me: the tip of her fingers brushed the silk and pulled just slightly, opening a fold that started minimal, revealing well-groomed pubic hair… until the full revelation came: her pussy, her protruding lips, even her scent, attacked me. The grandeur of her sex showed itself with clarity, almost with cruelty.

But she didn’t allow me too much stupefaction, as she immediately brought her other hand to my member, to steady me, to steady it… —with one hand she moved her panties aside, with the other she straightened my cock— and began to bend her knees.

I, reclining, felt the pulsation in my temples and wanted to see how she mounted me, how she buried herself on me, but I knew that extreme pleasure would make me close my eyes.

And it was somewhere in between —neither looking at her nor dissolving my gaze into darkness—: with my eyes half-closed I felt the pleasure and saw how her body descended… how my cock was guided… how the wet pleasure embraced me… how the tip of my cock was caressed by the opening of her pussy… and then an “ahhh…” was moaned by her, who shook her hair slightly, and began to descend, burying herself, overlapping the friction of our flesh with an “ufff” from me that resonated from inside my chest, while an “ahhh…!” was repeated by Carolina, who was impaling herself, sitting on my cock, making my body temperature soar.

The pleasure was so immense that, yes, I was forced to experience the rest of the penetration —the skewering of the second half of the journey— with my eyes closed. Her pussy embraced me, welcomed me, all the way to the end. She sat down, almost to my balls, with a morbid, exciting ease. Her pussy radiated heat and tension: just enough to feel everything and, at the same time, so there was no struggle to enter.

Carolina had mounted me in a single thrust and finished her movement with a final circle that shook my cock inside her, in a complete circumference, created by the cleverness of her waist. And then it was she who exhaled a deeply erotic “uuuuffff...” that almost forced me to surrender and lie back completely.

Carolina, my wife, with her panties pushed aside and her high heels still on, completed the movement and brought her hands to my shoulders. She looked at me and exhaled, her green eyes narrowed, penetrating, producing in me a pleasure that left me almost unable to breathe.

And then, she began to move.

But after that circular movement came neither a thrust nor an impatient back-and-forth. Rather, it was more like an accommodation, a probing full of awareness: her pelvis coupling with mine, her temperature raising mine until it matched her interior; her breathing in rhythm with mine, her back erect, magnificent. I felt her heat and her weight, the pressure that grew with each descent, the slight moan that escaped her throat with each deep contact.

She rode me unhurriedly, without rush. With her eyes fixed on mine, or sometimes half-closed, as if she were speaking to herself inside. She rose and fell. With each ascent, a sigh, and with each descent, a dull thud of pleasure that stole my breath.

The skin of her thighs slid over mine; her hands sometimes rested on my chest, other times on her own legs, marking the rhythm; at other times, one hand on my shoulder and the other on her hip: conceited, magnificent. It was a firm, deliberate back-and-forth, seeking pleasure but above all she seemed to want to show me something: that she was the one directing, the one in charge, the one who had marked the beginning and would mark the end.

In one of her descents, she leaned over me, held my face with both hands and kissed me with a lust that seemed born of an ancient urgency. It was a wet, voracious kiss, with tongue and without respite; a kiss that didn’t ask permission, that licked, explored, trapped. She invaded my mouth, played with my tongue, bit me slightly and pulled away brushing my lips with her broken breath.

Then she leaned back again and I could barely hold her gaze. My hands moved slowly up her waist until they found the lascivious weight of her breasts; I covered them with open palms, feeling how they molded, how they breathed against my fingers. The skin was smooth, warm, alive. While her rhythm riding me didn’t cease, and her “ahh, ahh...” sounded faintly in the darkness, I explored her breasts with my hands with a slow devotion, tracing gentle circles with my thumbs, barely touching, just enough to provoke a visible shudder. Then, I grabbed one breast, held it, lifted it, creating an asymmetry in her torso, and then let it fall, hypnotizing myself with its fall and its rebound: with its powerful bounce, once her breast had fallen and returned to its place. She exhaled a sigh and her nipples rose against my hands as if seeking my approval.

I, excited, stunned, gazed in ecstasy at the magnificence and untamable femininity of her extensive areolas, which crowned practically the entire front of her breasts; the size of her breasts was power, the soft pink of her areolas was femininity.

My hands moved from there to her waist, from her hips to her thighs. Sometimes I took her, sometimes I let myself be taken. The rhythm wasn’t wild, but neither was it gentle. It was something forceful, exact, necessary.

And then her torso came toward me. Her breasts compressed against my chest; I felt her nipples dig into my skin. Her cheek joined with mine and, then yes, she began to fuck me: together, pressed close, her hip moved with agility, forward and back; my cock never left her body, not even by a few centimeters. I clung to her buttocks, trying to stay upright, while she fucked me with her hip, with a rhythm that was fast but heartfelt, while she tangled her fingers in my hair and moaned in my ear, blowing into it, whimpering into it... constant, rhythmic “ahhh”, “ahhh”, “ahhh”, in time with the relentless and perfect movement of her waist.

And after a minute or two like this, undoing me, making me guess that neither she nor I were very far from coming, she took advantage of that embrace to make us turn, rotate and fall, sprawled across Victor’s sofa bed.

The new position —me on top and her underneath, with her body extended beneath mine— was perhaps the most common, but not for us. And she, with her embrace and her turn, had sought it.

And I didn’t suspect, then, in that moment when I was so aroused and could barely think, why she had done it.


The Affected Note.

The movement had been clean, precise. Our bodies had never ceased to be one. I placed my hands, with arms extended, on either side of her head. Her blonde hair lay scattered across the navy blue sheet; her green eyes fixed on mine. We felt even more sheltered in the darkness.

And then, she wrapped her legs around me, crossed them... and pushed me slightly, in a prolonged thrust, drawing my hips, my body, my pelvis, further into her. Her body, as it was pushed, rubbed against the sheet, up and down, in a long, slow journey that accompanied the penetration like a continuous caress, a friction that made the air vibrate. She sketched a short “Mhm!” upon feeling such deep penetration; a penetration that she herself had provoked, using me, pushing my body toward hers.

Her lips parted, her gaze fixed on me. Her fingers marking my buttocks. The penetration was rhythmic, constant. The sofa bed creaked, protesting with “nee, nee, nee” sounds that diminished the aura of the act, almost degrading it. And my eyes went from hers to her mouth, which exhaled erratic “ahh”, “mmm”, “ahhh” sounds. And, looking lower, I could see her breasts shaking, dancing loosely across her torso to the rhythm of my thrusts; and even lower, following the path down her trembling belly: my cock, entering and leaving her sex with extreme ease, soaking myself in her and abandoning her halfway. Half of my cock emerged wet before entering again, and that image drew long “uuufff...” sounds from me, forcing me to look away from there, or even close my eyes, to avoid coming.

It was our house, but there was something murky, obscene about it. The place. The living room. The makeshift bed of her friend. And me, naked, yes, but she with her panties pulled aside just enough to be penetrated, and with her high heels still on, rubbing against each other as she crossed her legs behind my back to secure me.

“Ahhh... Mmmm... Ahhh...” she moaned, closing her eyes and opening them again.

“Neee, neee, neee...” complained the sofa, overlapping Carolina’s moans and my grunts.

And then it happened:

A different moan. It wasn’t long or loud, but it struck me because it carried a memory.

Then came another. Briefer, equally sharp, with an affected musicality that I had heard before, the night before.

I hadn’t recognized it then. Now I did. I knew it: it was the same sound. The same tone. The same rehearsed sigh.

Something broke inside me. And my rhythm changed: my movements became harder, more erratic.

My excitement didn’t disappear or diminish, but a crack of anger emerged.

We stopped moving in unison. She noticed. She clung to my shoulders. Then she brought her hands to my chest, perhaps to restrain me a little. Her breathing changed, her face too. Especially her gaze. But she said nothing.

I continued moving inside her, without rhythm, without care. My hips collided against hers with a dry, insistent noise.

My response to her charade had been to stop making love... and start fucking her.

The friction became extreme. I was leading her. Pushing her. Thrusting into her. Her back slid across the sheet, almost pulling it from the edges, demanding from her. Our bodies collided in a vulgar, abrupt “plop, plop, plop,” the consequence of my pelvis slamming against her, all the way in. There was nothing sensual, just sex, as if she weren’t my wife, and she gasped between pleasure, bewilderment, and deceit with “Ahhh! Ahhhmm! Mmmmm!” and I no longer knew which moan represented what truth, what lie, or what astonishment.

She arched, tense, but didn’t resist. It was as if her body responded despite herself, in a pure, mechanical reflex that disconcerted me as much as it excited me.

I leaned over her face. I brushed aside a damp strand of hair that fell across her forehead. With my thumb I caressed her cheek, moving down along the edge of her jaw to her lower lip. I pressed it slightly, feeling her breath against my skin. I did this while her “Ahhh! Ahhhmm! Mmmmm!” continued, while the “neec” “neeec” “neec” continued, while the grip of her legs around my waist remained. And for an instant it seemed she was going to speak, to say something, perhaps protest. But she didn’t.

She just looked at me.

Her gaze was clear and disconcerting. A gaze that didn’t ask, didn’t give, didn’t protest.

And then I slipped my finger into her mouth, slowly, pushing it between her lips. She accepted it without closing her eyes, without looking away from mine.

I, perhaps impressed by how she received it, slowed my rhythm a bit. The pleasure was immense. She sucked my finger and her neck moved in a display, without taking her eyes off me. My breathing became ragged. Her sharp moans mutated into muffled “mmm... mmm... mmm...” sounds, whimpered around my finger.

As I fucked her more slowly, in long strokes, almost completely withdrawing before invading her again, she adorned each movement with a sustained “mmm...”, a swaying of her head, a hypnotic gleam in her eyes.

And I, increasingly trapped, increasingly enraged, said to myself: “fake this... pretend you don’t like this... and then tell him about it.”

I then removed my finger from her mouth. Her gaze remained fixed on mine. I pressed my lips together and accelerated the rhythm again, feeling how her body arched to receive me. Once more the friction, once more the pleasure, once more her gasps, her moans... but... after just a few acceptable “Ahh!” “Aahh!”... she started moaning the same way as before.

That same tone. That same affected note. An “Ahh...?!” that broke at exactly the same point, like a rehearsed voice. I identified it perfectly now: that high pitch that peaked at the end wasn’t expressing the moan, it was almost questioning it. There was the pretense.

I then stopped my abrupt thrusting. And I remained still, inside her, all the way in. And I leaned forward, brushing my face against her cheek, her neck, her ear.

And then, in a low voice, harsh, almost breathless, I whispered there:

“Don’t do that...”

And I pulled my face away. I looked at her. My cock throbbing inside her. I was waiting for a response. In her gaze. In her words.

But she didn’t respond. She closed her eyes, turned her face to one side, as if she hadn’t heard me.

She removed her hands from my chest and placed them on the sheet.

Her silence was worse than a provocation.

And then I pulled away. I withdrew from her.

Her legs untangled. Her knees bent and her heels dug into the bed.

Her body remained there, open, breathing rapidly, while I stood up, still panting, with my rock-hard cock; facing her, standing, with blood pulsing in my temples and in my member.

She raised her head, propped herself up on her elbows. Her breasts flowed large across her torso. Her hair tossed proudly.

“What are you doing...?” she whispered.

I didn’t answer. I just stood still, trying to contain the trembling. Trying to understand her. Trying to understand myself.

And then I began to touch myself, without thinking.

Standing, in front of her. In front of her large breasts, in front of her erect nipples, in front of her extensive areolas; in front of her open sex, which neither hid nor closed the brutal hollow I had just left in her.

The masturbation began abrupt, rough. I felt the heat and hardness in my hand. The skin, soaked, flowed back and forth at full speed. The “click, click, click” of the wet friction of that skin traveling over my flesh was a sound that degraded me and accused her. Desire was devouring me. Anger too. And I even leaned slightly toward her body that lay extended, face up, flushed.

Her expression changed. It became harder. A mixture of surprise and contempt.

“What are you doing, pig? Are you going to come like that?” she asked without taking her eyes off me.

And I didn’t have time to react, to accuse her or protest, because the metallic sound thundered again in the distance.

Different from before. In reverse. The sound of elevator doors closing, and then its movement. A softer hum, more distant, but just as recognizable. The doors had closed with a sharp bang.

The echo of the motor moving away filled the hollow of the air, and reminded us of the danger involved in what we were doing. The madness we were choosing. At least it reminded me... because she stared at me as if nothing external affected her.

Without stopping touching myself, and with one sense trying to guess the path the elevator would continue making, and breathing deeply and holding her gaze, I said:

“Turn around.”

She didn’t move.

“I said turn around,” I ordered, though she knew it was barely a pyrrhic request.

And then, slowly, without taking her eyes off me, she turned over, placing her hands on the mattress.

Her panties were still pulled aside. Her sex, protruding, vibrant, showed that hollow which revealed that, beneath her pretense, there was a truth; whether it was for me or not.

And her shoes were still on her feet, as firm as they were out of place, ostentatious in their maneuver, sliding and scratching the sheet.

She was obeying, yes. But not as I wanted.

Because her body was offering itself to me face down; her torso descended until it made contact with the bed. But she had lain down completely.

“Not... like that,” I said, in a low, almost hoarse voice.

She barely turned her neck, just enough to look at me over her shoulder.

“You want me on all fours, bastard?” she whispered.

“Yes, Carolina,” I responded, looking down at her.

“Well, no, Miguel,” she said, and turned her face back to the sheet.

Her body, extended, offered a silent spectacle: the curve of her back, the slight elevation of her hips, the pulsating sex against the sheet, wet and open, panting by itself.

The silence thickened. Her breathing and mine seemed to measure the same rhythm.

And then, with burning skin and my hard flesh still gripped by my hand, I began to approach; I returned to that sofa bed, drove my knees there... with the intention of penetrating her again.

I was moving toward her without yet knowing why she was denying me the position I had asked for and offering me that other one instead.


Nothing to believe.

I approached slowly, holding my breath. The distant light coming from the dressing room bathed our naked bodies from one side; only Carolina’s high heels and those dark panties broke the total nudity, giving her a subtle touch of deliberate lust.

Her body, lying face down, barely moved with each exhalation. The curve of her hips was both a warning and an invitation. Her back offered itself clean, tense; her breasts, flattened between her torso and the mattress, slightly protruded from the sides, reminding me of their impressive magnitude. Her legs, slightly parted, revealed a pulsating, almost dripping pussy that rested on the sheet, perhaps moistening it, certainly perfuming it.

I placed one knee on one side of her body, on the sofa bed. Then, the other. The mattress gave way slightly, acknowledging the weight of both of us.

I leaned over her, feeling the heat emanating from her skin, the sweat that was oozing out.

I was still listening for the sound of the elevator.

And then I moved closer to her, directing my member toward that soaked opening that wouldn’t close.

“Come on...” she whispered, surprising me and urging me on, breaking the silence. And she stretched out an arm in search of one of the small cushions that served as her friend’s pillow.

She placed that cushion in front of her face, which lay sideways on the sheet, as if she wanted to pant her imminent pleasure into it.

I leaned a little more, my hips seeking the natural angle, the exact point where the wet flesh would open to receive me. I aimed, rubbed. Made her crave it. Her body trembled in a short spasm as she felt the tip of my cock caressing the protruding lips of her pussy. And then, my thrust: from back to front, from top to bottom, with one hand resting on the bed and the other guiding my member.

“Ahhh...” my wife moaned in a heartfelt gasp, whispered into that cushion, with her eyes closed, rewarding me for that invasion, for that entry. My cock slid through her interior and caressed the walls of her pussy; the sensation of heat, her zero resistance, the pleasure... everything enveloped me and sedated me with the touch of a slow friction, of a glide that seemed eternal: a gentle, progressive, complete invasion, all the way in.

And it was at that moment, when we both felt the complete assault, that she gasped again, panting, almost drooling, into that pillow another more heartfelt, longer “Ahhhhh...”

The contact was dense, absolute. My belly settled, resting on her buttocks, on the lower part of her back. Between us, the air became minimal: a thread of shared breathing.

Carolina’s body reacted with a brief arch, a vibration that ran through her back to her shoulders.

Her hand clung to the cushion, almost pressing it against her mouth.

I then collapsed onto her. My chest rested on her back, and I felt the heat of her skin mixing with mine. And I began the movement. I moved slowly, in a long, wet, deep penetration; the friction united us completely. Her torso slid against the sheet, her breasts compressed, her belly breathing against the fabric. The rubbing of her body and mine was a single cadence, a back and forth that seemed to suspend the air.

“Ahhh...” Carolina moaned, oppressed, crushed, feeling the weight of my body and how my cock slid in eternal journeys through her dripping pussy.

“Ahhh...” she panted into the cushion. And then I heard her murmur something muffled —a mixture of complaint and acceptance— while the movement continued, slow, measured.

Each time I slid forward, her body moved slightly on the sheet, leaving on it a warm, damp shadow; you could hear the back and forth, the friction, the wet sound of her flesh, her panting moans, and, each time I retreated, her body reclaimed the contact, the rubbing, the heat.

I reached out a hand and took hers, on the bed, and we interlaced our fingers. Her other hand continued holding that pillow that absorbed her breath, and where she was now almost drooling those “Ahh”, “Mmm”, “Ahh...”

And then it happened.

This time she had barely delayed at all.

I hadn’t even been doing it to her for a minute...

...when that sound of hers returned:

“Ahhh!?”

Her fake moan. Her high-pitched tone. Her gasp that echoed like a question.

And then, suddenly annoyed, I pushed harder, and grunted:

“Hummm!”

I penetrated her to the hilt, and her body shifted from the impact.

“Ahhjhhh!?” she moaned in response, prolonging the moan, exaggerating the farce.

Anger enveloped me instantly.

“Humm!” I buried myself again, invading her completely, filling her pussy, driving her down and forward.

“Ahhjhhhhh!?” she writhed, pretending pleasure.

And I saw her saliva emerge, leave the corner of her lips and wet her friend’s pillow. The shiny thread descended to the fabric, thickening, soaking the corner. The pillow was being marked by her.

And I knew something didn’t fit, that something was wrong. Not just her fake moans.

And, without pulling out of her, with my cock buried to the hilt, I whispered:

“Move over, damn it, give me that...”

And I pulled the pillow away from her wet mouth, and with that same hand I searched for something, anything, and saw, beside her, her bra and her shirt.

It was her pink shirt, the one that still carried the perfume of her skin and the faint trace of her sweat from the entire day. I held it for a moment, watching how the fine fabric trembled between my fingers, and I knew I wanted to see her sink into it, bite it, stain it. I wanted the fabric to be her witness; hers, not someone else’s.

I thrust into her, penetrated her from behind to front, from top to bottom, while bringing her pink shirt to her face, to her mouth.

“Hum!” I grunted as I invaded her.

“Mmmmmmm!” she responded, in a moan, pressing her mouth against the fabric, letting it drink her breath and her saliva. The shirt clung to her lips, darkening where she moistened it. Her moan died there, in that fabric; a pleasure that I no longer knew if it was real, fake, or discomfort from my roughness.

Her body trembled beneath mine; the fabric muffled the sound of her gasps. The back and forth became more violent, more urgent; my hips struck her body forcefully, and the dry echo of contact filled the living room. I squeezed her hand with mine, she puffed her “Mmmm!” into her shirt, and they were no longer those fake “Ahhh!?” sounds, but I couldn’t believe anything anymore. In the midst of the frantic rhythm, something inside me still knew that not everything belonged to desire: there was a crack, an echo that wasn’t from pleasure.

The “plof, plof, plof” of my pelvis hitting against her buttocks became thunderous. Her “Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmm!” whimpered into her shirt, crumpled against her face, seemed increasingly fake to me. My cock entered and exited violently into a pussy that I suddenly felt was foreign, absent. Pleasure intoxicated me, but it was a furious, distrustful pleasure. Her body shifted with my thrusts. The sweat from my chest rubbed against her back.

And yet, something in that rhythm, in that animal pounding, began to overwhelm me. It wasn’t just desire; it was a shapeless rage, a need to counteract her fake moaning, her body not responding with precision and truth to what I was giving her.

Each thrust became longer, deeper, more punishment than surrender. My hips sought her with fury; the air filled with the noise of flesh, her breathing muffled by the fabric, my broken breathing on her neck. My hand was sweating, slipping on her waist, and I wanted to see her, wanted to see her face, her mouth panting into that drooled-on shirt. I wanted to check if there was still desire or just false submission, if the escaping sound was pleasure or just pretense.

And then I made a mistake.

I leaned more over her, while fucking her, and brought a hand to her face, which lay sideways on the sheet; loose strands covered part of her cheek, stuck by sweat, and as I pushed them aside, I felt the warm moisture of her skin under my fingers. I kept moving my hand up, slowly, until I tangled it in her hair. Her soft strands slid between my fingers, rough, hot; I felt her breathe deeper when she noticed how I held her. I pressed a little, played with the movement, pulled on a few strands just to feel her slight resistance, that snap of hair tensing between my fingers.

And then I pulled, for real. Not violently, but with the clumsy impulse of someone who no longer distinguishes between desire and rage. The gesture was quick, as if something inside me needed her to feel me, for her absent body, her fake moan, to become the usual one again, the real one; to remember who was fucking her.

“Ahhh...!” Carolina protested in a high-pitched cry, and her head shifted, rising, sideways, on the bed.

Her neck arched, her hair fell onto the mattress, and for a second I saw her as beautiful even in her gesture of protest. Her lips parted, I didn’t know whether to scream or to breathe, and that trembling made me completely lose track of what I was doing.

The air compressed between us; my hips didn’t stop moving, my breathing exploded in my throat. And I pulled again, while invading her, all the way in.

“Ahhhh...!!” she screamed, with her eyes closed and her mouth now separated a few centimeters from that shirt of hers that she had drooled on and from which she now moved away to be able to scream.

Her protest mixed with the impact of my pelvis against her body. I saw how the air escaped between her lips, how sweat ran down her temple. And the pink fabric, wet, still brushed her chin. The image pierced me: body, skin, saliva, and sweat in an image that became foreign to me, as if I were seeing myself from outside.

And another “Ahhhh...!!” from her, screamed, and even so I continued pushing with my body and pulling her blonde hair with my hand, with labored breathing, with the pulse of desire imposing its own rhythm, oblivious to judgment or guilt. Each thrust and each pull was a denial, a blind search for something I no longer knew if it existed.

But those screams —even though they weren’t just of pleasure, but also of complaint— still sounded fake to me, forced, like an echo that didn’t convince me. My blood boiled hearing them, as if she were throwing them at me instead of moaning them. I couldn’t stand it. It was as if, in the midst of pleasure, someone were denying me, lying to my face while her body continued to accept me. And then I pushed harder.

The movement was instinctive, furious. My hips hit her body with a new force. At the same time, my fingers, tangled in her hair, closed tighter, pulling her head backward. I felt how the density of her hair yielded between my knuckles, how her neck arched and her breathing broke. Her back curved under the pressure, and her legs, open and tense, began to tremble, yielding a bit under the thrust. Her sex, wet and warm, tightened around me, too much; I felt it resist, surrender, close again in a spasm. That friction burned, scratched me. And, even so, I continued, sinking to the end, demanding more from her than she could give.

“Ahhhhh!!! Ahhh!! God!! Brute!! Fuck!!” she protested, rapidly, and one hand went to her own head, to push mine away, to make me stop pulling her hair.

But I didn’t release her immediately. My body kept pushing, refusing to believe in her limit. I felt her scalp tighten, her moan break into two notes—one of pain, another of broken pleasure—and my hips continued their rhythm, once, twice more—and I heard her “Ahh!! Aaaahh!!”—before stopping. Her back trembled, her voice mingled with the dull thud of the mattress. Mine was an animal breath, confused, directionless.

“Stop! Fuck! Shit!” she almost shouted, and I stopped.

I released her hair clumsily, my fingers numb, the heat of her scalp still clinging to my palm. My breathing broke into short gasps, and it took me another second to understand what I had done.

My heart pounded. Me, inside her. Still. Aroused. Enraged. The air was thick, hot. My hands trembled on her waist. I didn’t know if I had gone too far or if she was exaggerating her role.

Her gasps, her broken breathing, had something of truth and deception at the same time.

Or at least that’s how I felt it.

She opened her eyes.

“Get out! God! Move away!” she roared, and twisted her hip; her hand went back to push my body away from her.

I, overwhelmed, stunned, withdrew.

My cock came out, hard, hot, wet, from her body. The sensation was brutal, as if I were being torn from a place that still belonged to me. The tip was still throbbing, wet, dripping.

And I had no time to observe her body, her pussy. I had no time to assess the gravity of my furious outburst upon her. Everything was confusion: the friction, the sweat, the sound of our mixed breathing.

“Fucking animal, damn it…” she panted, and began to turn over.

I, dizzy, stood up. I looked at her from above, panting, not knowing whether I should approach or apologize. I found her beautiful, haughty even in her anger.

She, sitting up, grabbed her shirt and bra.

She quickly stood up, beside me, and bent down to pick up her skirt.

Her naked body vibrated; her open pussy peeked out, always keeping the navy blue silk of her panties pushed aside. Her breasts swayed with her serious, disgusted movements. Her neck glistened with sweat, her hair stuck to it. She moved her hands with an almost theatrical precision.

“Fucking animal, damn it,” she repeated, and, without looking at me, began to walk away. I didn’t know if her tone was fury or strategy. Perhaps a warning. Perhaps a “this far and no further.” For it wasn’t the first time, nor the second, nor the third. But they had never been so close together.

The impact of her heels on the wooden floor was thunderous. I watched her walk away: in shoes and panties, with her skirt, shirt and bra hanging from her hands. Her panties, displaced, covered one buttock more than the other. Not even she, not even Carolina, could prevent that misalignment, as she walked, from creating an uneven, extravagant, outlandish image.

She passed the bookshelf, passed the dining area, entered the hallway and went into the bathroom.

And then a door slam could be heard.

The problem was that now… not even that. Not even an anger that should seem logical to me managed to feel real.

Neither her rage, nor her gesture, nor the door slam.

Nothing.


No apology. No guilt.

The echo of the slamming door reverberated through our apartment like a buzz that couldn’t find a wall to die against. I stood still, breathing in an agitated, erratic manner, with an unbearable mixture of sensations ranging from bewilderment to rage, from concern to excitement. There, naked, with open hands, not knowing where to put them. The air smelled of thickness, of warm sweat, of worn-out perfume. The sofa bed had been left unmade, the sheet wrinkled, almost dislodged from one corner of the base. There wasn’t enough light to know if there would be traces of moisture or other kinds of marks.

I heard nothing for several long seconds, and in those seconds a surge of excitement almost made me collapse. It was no longer three “halfway” times, but four, all in an unbearable, cruel crescendo, so much so that my cock wasn’t decreasing in either hardness or size. Such was my accumulation of lust, of need—a physical, unhealthy need—that I was considering touching myself and finishing right there, however I could, spilling wherever, when I heard in the distance the sound of a faucet, a brief, metallic stream that cut off immediately, then another longer one, and then the toilet. That felt like a slap of reality, like a closing. I remembered the impropriety, the danger: the fact that we weren’t fucking didn’t prevent Víctor’s arrival from creating an inexplicable spectacle if I didn’t get dressed immediately.

I looked around at my scattered clothes, chaos within their order. Then I heard the sound of the bathroom door opening. I knew Carolina wouldn’t come to me, that she would go to the bedroom and that there her silence would signify a demand for apologies, and it wasn’t that I felt they weren’t appropriate, but I also felt they should come from both of us. I dressed in a disorderly and incomplete manner while, indeed, my wife headed to our bedroom. I went to the dressing room and there, taking advantage of the fact that I also had clothes there, I put on a T-shirt and pajama pants, realizing that I could have done that directly. I returned to the living room and saw that disorder again, the bed of Carolina’s friend, open like a memory of our madness, waiting for me. The idea bothered me, it bothered me that I had to be the one to fix it. I knelt down and pulled the sheet carefully, stretching first one side, then the other, until hiding the most excessive wrinkles. I took the cushion she had used—and moistened—, fluffed it and placed it next to the other one. I ran my hands to smooth the folded bedspread. As I did so, it seemed unacceptable and almost degrading that I had to be the one to repair this, when I had wanted to go to our bed from the very beginning.

I then heard a click of a closet on the other side of the wall, then the sound of a drawer closing. I no longer wondered, obviously, as I knew, whether Víctor had heard us; I wondered about the degree of clarity, and concluded that it must have been maximum. My wife’s fake “I’m coming” must have been felt by that bastard like a whisper in his ear, in the darkness of night, a whisper, moreover, that Víctor knew had been for him, a wink, a game, a “do you believe me or not?” Thinking about all that made me feel as if someone was stabbing a knife into my soul and then turning it ninety degrees.

As I was leaving the living room, I saw Carolina’s earrings resting on the coffee table. I picked them up, to leave no trace whatsoever of our presence there, and wondered what to do with them. The truth was that I didn’t want to face my wife, at least not so promptly. The obligation of my apology for that aggressiveness toward her body, without being able to address the issue of her game with Víctor, seemed unfair to me.

I went to my office and left them there, on the desk. I saw my laptop, already ready to use. I remembered all those ideas that were still floating around and the physical characteristics of that character that I needed to note down before forgetting them. And then I picked up my mobile phone. I checked Carolina’s last connection: she had connected two minutes ago. I hesitated to write to her, to get it off my chest that way. It wasn’t crazy either; it wasn’t unusual for me to write to her even though we were under the same roof. Perhaps it was cowardice, but I felt at a disadvantage. I had to apologize and she still didn’t. That hurt me.

Even so, I typed. I wrote a short, concise apology, and then told her that I would work a bit more in my office. I was going to send it. I took a breath. I let a few seconds pass. But I didn’t send it. I looked up: her laptop, there, in front of me, resting, keeping all that information I already knew, and all that remained to be discovered. Because, in the background of my body, the image of that rearview mirror kept turning over and over: Carolina texting with someone, and not with me. I was going crazy.

Finally, I modified the message and sent my wife: “I’m going to stay working for a while. Good night.” No apology. No guilt. I wanted to open her laptop, but I felt afraid. I knew I had to be patient, that I had to wait until she was asleep. I had all the time in the world. I didn’t have to take unnecessary risks.

Minutes passed as I adjusted margins and reviewed synonyms in the latest notes of my novel, on my laptop. I checked the clock compulsively. The silence was total. I thought about Víctor, about why he wasn’t arriving. I wondered if Carolina would be sleeping. I thought about her attitude, at the bar, about that jealousy that wasn’t jealousy but discomfort and displeasure. I thought about her very strange attitude... wanting to fuck in the living room.

My wife didn’t respond to my message. I didn’t expect her to either. And no more than fifteen minutes had passed when, in the stillness of the night, I set aside my laptop and took hers.


Three blows, three crashes.

I rubbed my eyes with my fingertips, trying to erase the burning sensation, or perhaps to push away all those images and sounds that hadn’t made sense to me for some time. The night was immersed in an oppressive silence and still smelled of body and perfume. My face felt hot, my temples throbbing, the air stagnant.

I was hungry and thirsty, but above all, I had a knot that rose and fell in my stomach, as if squeezing me from within. A physical discomfort that forced me to change position, to run a hand through my hair, to breathe deeply without managing to do it properly. My nerves were devouring me.

I dragged Carolina’s laptop toward me. My nails scraped against the metal, producing a harsh, unnecessarily loud sound. For a few seconds I just stared at it closed: silver, delicate; lightweight in everything except content.

I lifted the screen. The click of the hinge almost seemed like a thunderclap in that closed room. The bluish light of the monitor reflected a blurry image of my own face. I swallowed.

I rested my elbows on the table, interlaced my fingers and brought them to my mouth. It looked like a prayer, but it wasn’t; it was one of the most heart-stopping waits I remembered experiencing in my life. I tried to calm myself: I knew that, in the car, she had written to him—it was absolutely evident—but perhaps it wasn’t anything important, perhaps just... what I myself had dubbed as trivial matters: “don’t make noise when you come in, we won’t wait up for you, we left because we’re tired...” Who knows, things like that.

Various windows, applications, and programs appeared again. Elements that Carolina, apparently, had never bothered to configure so they wouldn’t load every time she started her session.

Then the messaging application she used on her phone appeared.

I took a deep breath.

I didn’t even have to enter or click. The screen spat it out at me.

It was loading recent conversations. What I hadn’t yet seen.

Something rose through my body.

Suddenly, the world disappeared around me. My entire body, my mind, my intrigue, my nerves all poured onto that screen, onto those colors, onto those names, onto those phrases.

The tension I felt when entering Víctor’s conversation made my heart leap into my throat.

Despite the tension, I seemed to have trained myself at a forced pace, as I was able to locate more quickly than a few hours earlier what were unimportant conversations and those—or the one—that were not.

I had to look away and sigh when my eyes finished scanning a conversation whose content I didn’t yet know, but in which some words had already sent me a terrible, disheartening alert.

“Fuck... Carolina...” I muttered.

And I looked at the door: perfectly closed.

The silence remained sepulchral, almost intimidating.

I swallowed. I slid the cursor upward again.

I read diagonally through an unimportant conversation: “How are you? How are you doing? How’s work? How’s the conference? What time are you leaving? Dinner? Okay. Okay. Yes. Where. Etc.”

Then, about two hours with nothing.

Then, judging by the time, yes, evidently, what she had written from the car, while we were coming home, while I was watching her through the rearview mirror.

It had been she who had started:

“Don’t you dare fuck her.”

Just like that, without more. That’s how it began. Request. Advice. Plea. I didn’t know.

And that word “fuck.”

I exhaled through my nose and read what Víctor had written right away:

“Haha, and why not?”

The conversation had flowed without pauses. I remembered myself suspecting, in my car, looking at her: that blonde hair, that face vaguely illuminated by the streetlights, that pink of her shirt outlining and announcing her inside her dark compartment, in her expensive car. And I almost felt sorry for myself, still naive, at that moment.

“Well at least don’t even think about bringing her home,” my wife had written.

The truth was that I hadn’t even considered that this could happen.

“Okay, okay. Don’t worry,” Víctor had responded.

I continued reading. Carolina had written:

“You’re paying a lot of attention to me, has big-tits gotten away?”

I swallowed again. That insult was completely uncalled for. She seemed upset. For the first time I thought that maybe yes, that yes: perhaps jealous.

And it seemed to me they had written quite a bit. I hadn’t had the impression that those traffic lights could have allowed for so much. I thought that, when I had lost her, she might have stopped to write to him, but she had arrived shortly after me. Or perhaps it had already been in the garage, before coming up. I didn’t know. It was difficult for me to calculate.

“The ‘big-tits’ is in the bathroom,” Víctor had responded, putting quotation marks around my wife’s crude and spiteful insult about that girl who wasn’t at fault for anything.

The next line was also from him:

“By the way, your husband seemed a bit tense, don’t you think? Did he come to mark his territory?”

I swallowed hard. Blinked several times. My hands were sweating.

“Your husband.” That was me. I found it strange that he didn’t call me by my name. I also found his suspicion strange, and irritating.

“Not at all. He’s not the jealous type. He was just bored at home, poor thing,” I read her next line. The first part comforted me; the second hurt. There was a humiliating condescension in that last phrase.

Next came another line from Carolina. I instantly knew this was where the shift happened, the change. My throat closed up. I also assumed she must have written this already in the garage, or before entering the house.

“So... aren’t you going to ask for more... little things...?”

That’s what she had written. I couldn’t believe it. I felt a spasm in my back. I closed my eyes. I cursed under my breath again and muttered my wife’s name.

She was seeking it out. She was asking for it.

I could feel my pulse in my temples. Sweat on my forehead.

I couldn’t stop reading, even though I knew it would only hurt me more.

“Well... I’ve thought of something...” the bastard friend of hers was setting the pace.

“What thing...” my wife entered the game again, and the desire to continue tore me apart, undid me.

I closed my eyes again.

I opened them.

I scrolled down with the cursor.

And then, as I filled my lungs and leaned slightly back, I read:

“Since you two are heading home alone, fuck on my sofa. I’ll give you time.”

The air got stuck in my chest. I felt my cheeks burning, felt how the blood pulsed in some vein in my neck with an irritating rhythm, like a background drum. My stomach contracted, a dry, physical stab, as if I’d been punched. I brought a hand to my face; I didn’t know if it was to cover my eyes or to contain the trembling. I felt my breathing become heavy, irregular, and I knew something inside me was breaking, something that perhaps would never fully mend.

“Haha, and why’s that?” she had asked.

“So it smells like you when I go to bed.”

I had to look away from the monitor. My entire body vibrated with contained rage, with a mute indignation that found no outlet. I clenched my jaw, my lips. The trap, and her obedience. It all came crashing down on me. Everything. All her manipulation. Why fuck on the sofa and not in our bedroom. The bastard Víctor’s plan. And, again, her obedience.

I closed my eyes, ran my hands over my face.

The positions.

The positions, chosen by her.

The positions with the most friction, the most sweat, the most of her skin on the sheet.

Her breasts, her hair, her back...

Her pussy resting... hot, dripping... on the sheet where he would sleep later.

A sick game. Sexual. Absolutely sexual.

And complicit.

I felt like I hadn’t breathed for almost a minute.

And the next thing, the last thing in the conversation, was from Carolina. It was three ellipsis points.

Game, acceptance, intimacy, complicity. Mockery, manipulation, humiliation, betrayal.

All the positive with him. All the negative for me.

To his “So it smells like you when I go to bed,” my wife had responded with three ellipsis points.

Three knocks, three crashes, like the sounds I heard then, in the distance, on the other side of the wall, the hallway, the vestibule.

Someone was entering the house...

I sighed heavily. I closed my eyes once more.

I couldn’t take any more.


Familiar but inappropriate.

I froze. I didn’t know whether to breathe or hold it in. My heart gave a dull, dry lurch, as if I had swallowed something more than air. Footsteps in the vestibule. For a moment, my chest tightened as I noticed too many sounds, too many footfalls. Those noises approached until I could locate them better. The sound repeated: one step, then another. It was just one person. It was, without doubt and only him, Víctor.

I leaned slightly backward. The wheels of my desk chair rolled perhaps almost half a meter. I felt safe and, at the same time, out of place, as if I could be accused of being there and listening.

Víctor didn’t enter the house and go directly to the living room —where he had his life with us— but rather the muffled echo of his soles traversed the wooden floor almost without pause. He was coming and going. I didn’t understand. He moved without purpose, as if wandering through the house aimlessly. First the entryway, then the living room, then the kitchen, back to the living room, then the hallway. Suddenly, silence. And then again.

My office was right in the middle of all that movement, separated by just one door. I sat there, with my back pressed against the chair, one eye on the sliver of light —in case the desk lamp, the only thing lit in my room— might project under the door, and the other eye on the laptop screen, in case there might be new messages in my wife’s conversations.

I didn’t know what to do.

I didn’t even know what to look at.

Sometimes I reread the chat without reading it. The conversation remained there, fixed, like a wound that wouldn’t close. Carolina’s last connection remained unchanged. It hadn’t changed.

Then I heard the tinkling of ice cubes. That recognizable, intimate sound, like a symbol. Cold stone against glass, the small collision of the cubes. I located that sound in the living room. I imagined him drinking. Perhaps in the armchair. Or on the sofa bed. That sofa.

My sofa. His sofa. The sofa that —as he had wanted— should smell of sex.

Of Carolina.

I felt trapped. If I went out, he might not see me, but he would certainly hear me. Once he had settled, the silence became sepulchral again.

And again the tinkling. Like a tic. Or like a summons.

And again.

I could almost hear the sips.

I squirmed in my chair. I felt a sudden heat.

I knew that, on the other side of the door, the darkness was total, or nearly so.

And then, a crash. Something hitting the floor. A dull thud, but one that reverberated. And afterward, other sounds I couldn’t recognize.

The noise had come from the living room.

And I heard, almost immediately, different footsteps: new, bare, soft. I felt them coming from the hallway, then passing through the dining room, and then I felt them cross to the other side of my door.

And that’s when I heard her voice: low, almost a whisper.

“Could you possibly make more noise, silly?”

The phrase was lost in the darkness, floating.

My heart stopped again.

Carolina, my wife, there, with him. Her affectionate insult had hurt me.

“Good night…” I heard Víctor say.

“Good night,” Carolina responded. “Can you stop making noise?” she insisted.

“Sorry, I dropped my suitcase. Did I wake you up?”

They were speaking in whispers, though I was able to hear them, not without effort.

“No, by some miracle. I was already almost, almost… out cold,” she whispered.

“And Miguel?”

“What?”

“Did I wake him up?”

“Oh. No, no… Miguel is… working in here,” Carolina said softly, and I deduced that she must have made a gesture in my direction.

And again came the tinkling. And again I could almost recognize a sip.

“My goodness… look at those eyes…” my wife then whispered.

“What?” now it was he who didn’t understand.

“How drunk you are. I left you in good shape, didn’t I?” she said.

“Yeah, right, completely wasted, after three drinks…” he responded with irony.

“Well, your little eyes are certainly sparkling,” she insisted again, and every time she pronounced that word, little eyes, my blood boiled.

And there was silence. I didn’t understand what my wife was doing there once she had already asked him not to make noise.

“Well, what do you say, shall I pour you one? I helped myself to some of that whisky we had yesterday,” said Víctor, revealing to me that the previous night, apparently, they hadn’t just drunk wine; though I hadn’t smelled it on her breath.

“You’re crazy...”

“Why?”

“What do you mean why... because I have to get up early tomorrow, because I’ve been exhausted all day today, because of yesterday...”

“Well... yesterday went on longer for another reason,” Victor remarked, and I heard the ice tinkling again.

And if she responded to that trap, I couldn’t hear it clearly, or perhaps she responded with a gesture. And then I heard footsteps. His. I didn’t understand anything that was happening. I suffered from not being able to see it. I couldn’t hear all their phrases clearly either.

“No,” she said then.

And another silence.

But Carolina wasn’t leaving. I couldn’t hear her footsteps moving away. She wasn’t saying goodbye.

“Well... tell me,” Victor began again, “did you two fuck here in the end?”

“Shhh! Will you keep your voice down!” my wife hushed him and whispered in response, while an impulse had surged within me, to the point of standing up.

“What...? He can’t hear us...” he replied, in a low voice.

“Well... just in case,” my wife whispered.

I, standing now, with my ear almost pressed against my door... suddenly heard only silence.

And a few seconds passed.

And more time.

I could only hear my heartbeats, which pounded, and again that annoying throbbing in my neck, like a vein hammering with spasms.

And more silence.

And I didn’t know if they had gone quiet or if they were now speaking at a volume impossible for me to hear.

And then, a sound: the television.

A very annoying, inappropriate noise, somewhat loud, which was immediately turned down a bit. I could hear commercials, advertisements, and then, their voices.

Voices obscured, hidden under the noise of the television. Television which I suspected they had turned on —perhaps him, perhaps her— to mask what they were saying.

I couldn’t bear it.

I went back to my desk. I sat down. I closed all the open windows on Carolina’s computer, one after another, until only the empty desktop remained. Then I carefully lowered the lid. I did the same with mine and then placed them back in their spots, erasing any trace of my incursion —more than justified— into her privacy.

The room seemed to run out of air.

The hum of the desk lamp, the murmur of the television on the other side. I even thought I heard the refrigerator, in the distance, starting up and also emitting a sound. Everything seemed to conspire so that I couldn’t hear what they were saying.

Because yes: they were talking, whispering. I could hear the hissing under the sounds of the television.

Time began to weigh on me. I felt my pulse in my fingers, my skin hot, my muscles rigid, as if my entire body was asking me to do something but I didn’t know what. The chair creaked at the slightest movement, the air smelled of metal, of confinement. Each breath was a fight against myself: to endure or to leave, to wait or to confront. I ran my hands over my face, rubbed my eyes, sweat ran down my neck. That mixture of voices, noises and silence was worse than any certainty. The confinement hurt me, boiled inside me, reduced me to pure tension.

I couldn’t stand it anymore. I decided to go out.

The “click” of my doorknob was a thunderclap.

But I went out.

I left my refuge although I didn’t even know what for.

I felt the air there much colder; the mixture of silence and sound enveloped me.

And I hadn’t even taken two steps. Two steps that still had neither direction nor destination, when I heard:

“Miguel!”

Victor’s voice.

He was calling me.

I exhaled.

I directed my gaze to where they must have been: on the other side of the bookshelf, there, in the living room. The luminosity was bluish, coming from the television that was on. Beyond that, the white curtain of the terrace waved minimally, explaining the reason for that slight coolness.

I walked toward them, searching within myself for strength that could convey normality, cordiality. At the same time, I feared seeing them together, even though I knew I wouldn’t see anything flagrant.

“Miguel, sorry, is the TV bothering you?” Victor asked as soon as the three of us could see each other.

He had anticipated me. Whoever asks, commands. And I would have liked to have started, if only to make a quip, something that could put me at the front, almost in command, to reproach them jokingly for having continued the party from that bar in our house.

But no. I couldn’t, and I found myself forced to respond with barely a “no, it’s fine...” while I looked at them.

They were both sitting on the bed, at the edge, in front of them the coffee table pushed forward, and the television, which bathed their faces, their bodies, with a light that, depending on what was being projected, was more whitish or bluish. Victor, in his dark navy blue suit and white shirt, with a couple of buttons undone too many. The suit was no longer so neatly in place, although his face, his hair, his mustache —everything— still looked impeccable on his face. His legs, however, somewhat spread apart, took up more space than a formal and sober Victor would occupy. And he was drinking from a short, textured glass —a gift, like the bottle of whisky that was on the small table—.

Next to him, my wife, Carolina, was fixing her hair and looking at me, but evasively: sometimes at me, sometimes straight ahead. Slightly flushed, with her legs quite close together... and wearing an outfit that, being homey, usual, familiar, was not at all appropriate: her blue silk nightgown. The one we had fucked in the night before. The one with thin straps and a V-neck, the one that barely covered half of her thighs, or less, with a small and elegant white lace that adorned that hem and caressed her legs. But worse than what was happening at her thighs was what was occurring higher up: the straps were extremely thin, and the fabric, the silk, didn’t cover but rather molded breasts that lived freely and pressed against the silk; breasts that demanded attention from the nightgown, flowing to the sides, large, heavy, alive beneath the satiny fabric. Everything was vaporous, light, almost like wearing nothing. And, despite her blushing, the coolness coming in from the terrace was affecting her; her skin didn’t look goosebumped, in fact her face seemed warm... but there, under the silk, her nipples were visible and fighting against the coolness of the night.

“Come on, you will. You won’t let me down. Get yourself a glass. Wait... you’re more of a rum guy, aren’t you?” said Víctor, yes, somewhat drunk, and yes, with that gleam that Carolina had seen in his eyes.

“No, no... okay, that’s fine,” I said then, accepting the invitation, but not before taking another blow, as Carolina took Víctor’s glass from his hand and drank, thus sharing the drink with him.

She had done it with nonchalance and yet with an undertone of cockiness, looking toward a television that, evidently, didn’t matter to her at all.

“I better go get two glasses...” I said then, and averted my gaze, annoyed, irritated, disconcerted, almost incredulous at seeing this Carolina, and began my way to the kitchen.


Should I say it?

I left the artificial light coming from the television screen and crossed that bookshelf that had served as my shield; then I passed through the dining area —where Carolina, that morning, had knelt at her friend’s request— and moved toward the kitchen. As I moved away from them, their voices sounded more muffled and diffuse, but at least they didn’t seem to be whispering, which seemed almost the only non-aggravating fact in what had transpired so far tonight.

I hadn’t turned on any lights until I reached the kitchen. There I opened the cupboard and took two glasses identical to the one Víctor had taken with tacit permission, born of a habit that was barely twenty-four hours old. I dropped a couple of ice cubes in each glass, and the tinkling didn’t sound as erudite as when he shook them.

I felt an abuse of trust, of intimacy, when, in reality, beyond the game —although that was a lot— it wasn’t actually happening. Perhaps it was because I saw him, suited up, almost imposing, while we were dressed in our usual clothes: me, in gray pajama pants and a white short-sleeved t-shirt; Carolina, in something that, when alone, could be suggestive, spicy, but with a guest it thoroughly crossed that line and became something inappropriate. Mine did seem part of a routine; hers, a choice.

At this point, how could I not suspect that this might have been another request from him. Nothing and no one could assure me that their game wasn’t continuing to develop through a channel other than text messages.

All of this made me place my hands on the marble countertop. I hesitated. I didn’t know if my breathing or my neutral expression were enough to hide what was boiling inside me.

I was trying to convince myself that I should stay calm, appear in control, but it was also true that a part of me wanted the opposite: to stop pretending, to stop sustaining the farce, to stop acting as if nothing was happening.

I heard voices in the distance, a low murmur, without clear words, but I could detect that tone of Carolina’s which, however subtle it might be, seemed excessive to me.

I picked up the two glasses and retraced my steps, toward them, not knowing how to face this three-way encounter, at this hour of the night, in my own home.

I returned to the living room. They were in the same place. Sitting, to me, too close together.

Víctor was pouring himself more whiskey and holding the glass with a steady hand —the ice cubes maintained sufficient form, so I wasn’t obliged to formally offer to get more—. He had one knee slightly forward of the other, his back straight and, between the opening of his navy blue suit jacket, those extra unbuttoned buttons on his white shirt that created a clean, masculine line, revealing two hairless pectorals.

Carolina, beside him, was tucking her hair behind her ear and then stretching out her hand, asking me with the gesture for one of the glasses. She was looking at me, finally, and I, standing, from above, saw a neckline peeking from her light blue nightgown. This enraged me so much that I leaned over, ignored her request and placed the glass on the table. The dry knock of glass against wood resonated more than it should have.

I didn’t wait to see the change in her look because of my gesture. I sat in the free armchair —diagonally across from them— and waited my turn to serve myself.

Even if Carolina didn’t suspect that I knew about her game, she was intelligent enough to understand why I was upset with her.

I looked at her: her face illuminated by the television screen, letting Víctor serve her. She wasn’t looking at me, but it wasn’t necessary; I could imagine her dignified face, pretending it was normal to be sitting like that, next to him, in that nightgown, in front of her husband.

It seemed that everyone there was pretending. Perhaps everyone except him. That was the only thing I still didn’t know.

I knew her. I knew her too well. That’s why, right after Víctor said “here, let me pour you some” and I gave him my glass, Carolina asked him about a mutual friend, someone I didn’t know. That was her response to not having received her glass from me: taking me, like at the bar, back to ostracism.

And she succeeded. Her plan, with a more relaxed Víctor, less formal, less attentive, was easier to carry out.

They talked. I didn’t really know about what, but they talked. Names that didn’t sound familiar to me: a law firm, a presentation, a colleague whom Víctor called “a phenomenon.” Carolina commented on something about a dinner with former classmates, an anecdote without humor, something about someone called “Echarray” or “Echegaray” that sounded so pompous it produced rejection in me. I didn’t understand a single word, but I pretended to, at least at first.

I took sips from my glass, each time longer. The whiskey went almost immediately from tasting too strong to tasting like nothing. My throat had barely burned the first second.

I leaned back in the armchair, or tried to, as I couldn’t find a comfortable position. I watched the television, just to look somewhere. I didn’t register the images: lights, colors, a car, a face, a cologne commercial. Everything dissolved in the blue glow that spilled over them.

Carolina crossed her legs. The silk of the nightgown shifted slightly, revealing another line of skin. Víctor was talking, smiling; she listened to him with that attention that had belonged to me at other times. I realized that perhaps it had been some time since that was the case.

I poured myself another drink while they continued with their infamous chat.

The coolness entering from the terrace stirred the curtain, barely, and hit me at the ankles. I didn’t know whether to appreciate it or curse it. It was a physical relief and a moral sting, as if the air came to remind me that everything else was tainted.

“Did you know him, Miguel?” she suddenly asked, turning slightly toward me.

“Who?” I said, and my response came out harsh, dry.

“Elizagaray,” she repeated, with a half-smile.

I shook my head slowly.

Her trap.

Bitch.

“Nah, it’s true, he doesn’t know him,” she said, turning her gaze back to him.

And then Carolina took a sip from her glass and placed it on the table, very close to his. The bases of the two glasses touched and produced a sharp, almost intimate sound.

I found myself staring at that contact for a moment longer than I should have: their two glasses together; the third one, in my hand, two meters away.

Víctor continued with his deep voice, picking up the topic with her. Then, without saying anything, I turned my eyes back to the screen. A car was still crossing an endless road, wrapped in an ochre dust.

The air moved again, and now the coolness was starting to feel excessive to me. And not just the coolness.

I couldn’t say how much time passed. Maybe twenty minutes. Maybe less. The murmur of their voices had become a kind of constant hum, like a radio playing in another room. I was there, but not entirely. I drank slowly, at increasingly shorter intervals, and looked without seeing: the changing lights of the television, the reflections in the glass of the tumblers, the projection of their illuminated bodies.

At times my mind wandered. I thought about whether the ice in my glass would last a few more sips without melting, whether the whiskey still had color, whether that tinkling of our glasses was casual, a free melody, or if it was almost always deliberate.

But although I wanted to absent myself, I couldn’t. Every change in posture, every touch, every exchange of glances between them brought me back to the present. I pretended to watch the television, but I was aware of everything: the angle of their knees, the way Carolina turned her face to listen to him better, the way Víctor held his glass, unhurried, confident, letting the ice hit the crystal before drinking.

She spoke less, but her body remained active: she played with the edge of her nightgown, smoothing it over her thighs, raising it slightly, as if unaware. Sometimes she held the glass with both hands, in a coquettish, almost childish, youthful gesture. When she drank and, at the same time, looked at him and nodded—that triple gesture—it hurt me, because it felt tremendously intimate. Her lips almost always looked moist, noticeable, almost demanding; her blonde hair fell forward and the neckline opened with each movement, obeying—I assumed—her breathing more than her will. The nightgown, made of the finest silk, almost always betrayed her nipples, tense, defined beneath the fabric. If Víctor looked at them—and it seemed unlikely that he wouldn’t—he did so with enough precision and discretion that I couldn’t catch him in the act.

I remained there, motionless, in that impossible balance between lethargy and vigilance, until a phrase cut through the air like a snap:

“Don’t call her that.”

I didn’t react immediately. The words reached me disordered, without context, as if they were coming from another room. It took me a few seconds to understand them. Only then, reviewing the last thing I had heard, did they start to fit together in my head, one after another, in their real order: “she was all over you,” “don’t tell me she wasn’t a bit chubby,” “the busty one”... And then I understood. They were talking about the girl from the bar.

“I’ll call her whatever I want,” Carolina said then, with that tone of hers of false calm, almost lazy.

“She wasn’t all over me, what are you talking about?” Víctor replied, exaggerating his voice, as if he needed to justify something no one had asked him to explain.

I remained completely still, with the glass between my hands, holding my breath.

Now I was scrutinizing not only their movements, but also what they were saying.

“Well,” she added, feigning indifference, “and how did things progress?”

He took his time responding. He was drinking. He took his time. Then a silence.

The slight knock of the glass against the table.

“It didn’t progress in any way,” he finally said, “but anyway... it wouldn’t have been my biggest mistake. Not by a long shot.”

And another silence.

The three of us drank.

“Oh, no? Tell me about those mistakes...” Carolina pressed him.

“You tell me about yours...” he countered, barely smiling.

And then, my wife looked at me.

“And you?” she asked me.

It took me a moment to react. I had been invisible for so long that her sudden attention irritated me more than it flattered me. I felt the weight of her eyes on me, a kind of forced invitation, a theatrical gesture to maintain the appearance that the three of us were sharing something.

“Me? I don’t...” I said, and drank before finishing. “At least I don’t remember mistakes of that kind.”

It came out dry, but not very convincing.

Carolina looked at me. I knew that look.

“Oh, no? Are you sure? Come on,” she said, with a fake half-smile.

I drank.

Victor drank.

“I do remember, actually. I remember a couple... and pretty good ones too,” said Carolina, and my heart suddenly pounded.

My chest tightened as this was a veiled threat: a couple, two, counted, evident.

My mind sketched: “You wouldn’t dare...”

“Should I tell him?” Carolina pressed me, abusive, disconcerting.

I couldn’t believe it.

Then I swirled my glass; the ice cubes floated over the drink as if in a tremor. I crossed one leg over the other and whispered into a silence that the television granted me, as if it wanted my phrase to sound with even more composure:

“Say whatever the hell you want, Carolina.”

And I drank again.

I expected an impact. An accusing silence or a complaint about my tone. Or perhaps even a plea for peace from Victor. But what came was a brutal counterattack from my wife:

“Fine. I’ll tell him.”

Silence fell.

Victor, uncomfortable.

Me, having a heart attack.

Her, ecstatic, excited like a child who’s been given access to a box seat to be heard.

And she looked at me.

I neither acknowledged nor rejected her gaze.

She cleared her throat and, turning slightly toward him, whispered:

“This guy... right here... hooked up with two of his students.”

The air seemed to stop. I felt the glass growing warm between my fingers. I didn’t take my eyes off her. I couldn’t. I didn’t want to look at her body, even though her nightgown barely covered anything, even though the fabric molded to her voluptuousness. I looked into her eyes, fixed, crystalline, merciless. I wanted to understand. I wanted her to tell me why. Why, Carolina. I didn’t say it. I thought it. But I knew she could hear it anyway.

The silence was absolute. If the television was still on, I couldn’t hear it.

It was only broken by the tinkling of Carolina’s glass.

She drank and looked at me.

It was finally Victor who came to my rescue:

“...Well... we all have our things.”

“You think so? At this level?” my wife said.

I drank.

The bitch wouldn’t let go of her prey. The prey was me. I still didn’t understand anything.

And I understood even less afterward:

“What were their names...?” she asked, to the air, not to me, remembering or pretending to.

I, apart from burning her with my eyes out of pure rage, feared that Victor, in his innocence or ignorance, might erroneously suspect that my end as a professor could have been due to that, and not to a romantic desire to dedicate myself to writing.

“Oh, yes. Blanca and Inés.”

Their names, coming from her mouth, stabbed me like two daggers.

But she wouldn’t stop:

“Inés... Inés what else...? She had a last name that was kind of... pretty cool.”

This wasn’t just an affront. It was a fucking humiliation.

I was gripping my glass tightly.

I felt my heart racing at one hundred and eighty beats per minute.

And she continued:

“But you know what’s craziest...?” she whispered again, turning her face toward him. “That he was like... in cahoots with his ex, who was also a teacher, and they fantasized about the girls...”

Carolina’s voice hadn’t come out clean, but somewhat slurred, drunk. But I didn’t exonerate her, nor did it seem like a mitigating factor at all.

“Damn...” whispered Victor, who seemed to be torn between curiosity and trying to save me again.

“What? Aren’t you going to say anything?” Carolina then looked at me.

“What do you want me to say,” I answered, feigning skepticism.

“And you know what’s even crazier?” my wife turned back to him.

“More crazy things?” Victor smiled, uncomfortable, but somehow also in suspense.

“Yes... Well... should I say it?” she looked back at me.

I didn’t flinch, but a vein in my neck was pulsing so hard that I feared it might be visible from a distance.

Carolina took advantage of my silence to continue:

“That...” she turned her face to him, “...well... I don’t know how they managed it, and I don’t know if it’s Inés’s or Blanca’s, but... we have her uniform here. In the closet.”

I sighed. I let out air. I couldn't contain it. And I breathed forcefully. I wasn't drinking, as the glass trembled in my hand.

“Whose was it? Inés’s, I think... right?” she turned toward me again, before turning back to him. “Well, it doesn't matter. And... well. Sometimes we use it. The uniform. You can imagine what for. Though it's been a while since we've used it.”

“You use it...? You wear it... You wear it, not him, I assume,” Victor smiled, who seemed, despite the story becoming increasingly darker, to be handling his discomfort and, somehow, accepting that outrageous tale without showing exaggerated signs of shock.

Carolina then drank, after leaning back slightly.

One of her breasts, due to her posture, strained against the nightgown in a brutally sexual way.

I had gone a while without breathing again.

Until I gathered my strength and whispered:

“Well. Since the topic has come up... we could say that in the closet there are things from both of us... right?”

“Right,” my wife answered immediately.

“Should I say it?” I asked, mimicking her, fixing my gaze on her.

“Say it, if you want... Because anyway... he already knows.”

Carolina answered, destroying me.


The impossible relief.

I couldn't believe what I had just heard.

That thing in our closet that served as the guilty counterweight to Inés's uniform was her pink balaclava. That piece of wool with which Carolina had fucked countless times with a former lover: Daniel. That absurd, ridiculous object that nevertheless represented something much greater: her boldness, her surrender, her capacity to decide how and with whom to descend into the deepest void of lust.

The silence following my wife's devastating statement lingered, and in that silence my mind began to fabricate images I didn't even want to see.

I saw it in my mind with uncomfortable clarity: the rough texture, the pastel tone, the three daring, precise holes: for the mouth, for the eyes. Like the uniform, Carolina had also worn it for me. That too had been quite some time ago.

I directed my gaze toward them. The fact that Víctor knew about it pierced me with a mixture of revulsion, fear, and bewilderment.

How did he know? How could he know?

His knowing implied an old intimacy, since that had happened three years ago. An eminently sexual intimacy. Confessions not made to a mere university classmate.

She was leaning slightly backward, with one breast straining against the nightgown and the other flowing more freely; one strap taut, the other looser; glass in hand, legs crossed, body slightly turned toward him.

The television was speaking, we weren't, but something hung suspended: a stillness that wasn't calm, but rather a kind of invisible current, like static electricity before a storm.

Carolina lowered her gaze for a second, then raised it toward me.

She displayed a slight, almost innocent smile, but one that seemed to me an invitation, a warning, and a mockery, all at the same time.

“What do you mean he knows?” I asked, unable to disguise my tone.

She didn't move. Just a gleam in her eyes.

“You know, don't you, Víctor?” she said then, addressing him, but without taking her eyes off me.

He set his glass on the table and exhaled pure alcohol. He always displayed a mixture of discomfort and curiosity.

“You bet I know.”

I remained motionless.

That “you bet” seemed excessive, unnecessarily cruel.

“And how is it that you know...?” I managed to say, barely in a thread of voice, ending the absurdity of Carolina acting as a bridge in our dialogue.

And it was just then that a sound came from above, breaking the stillness like a cord stretched too tight.

A moan. Long. Female.

“Aaaahhhhh...”

Then another, the same, identical, carbon-copied.

“Aaaahhhhh...”

A vibration that seemed to descend from the ceiling to our bodies. The air thickened. The television in the background continued casting its blue and white lights, but suddenly no sound existed other than that one.

It wasn't just uncomfortable, it was disturbing. I knew the melody by heart. It wasn't something that would fade away. It was the beginning of something pounding, incessant. A discomfort that, repeated over time, always ended up leading to something strangely afflictive, and guiltily morbid.

Víctor smiled awkwardly, uncomfortable. He brought a hand to his shirt collar and raised it just slightly in a useless, compulsive gesture that I had seen him make before. And he returned to his drink.

“Just what we needed...” Carolina said, looking at no one, with a half-smile. And she drank too.

The next moan was even more high-pitched, more distinct. An echo that bounced off the walls.

“Aaaahhhhh...!”

I said nothing. I felt my temples throbbing, my jaw tense. I remained rigid, glass in hand, skin bristling, feeling that everything —the house, the air, my own body— vibrated to the same rhythm as that foreign voice.

She was breaking our silence. Accentuating our discomfort. Her moans grew, slow, syncopated, increasingly closer, and in that same tempo, Víctor began to speak:

“So... shall I tell it?” he said, placing his glass on the table again. And he turned toward Carolina, almost asking permission with his eyes as well.

“Yes, yes. It's no big deal,” she said immediately.

“Well, let's see. When was this...? When you were getting divorced, right?” he turned toward her again and then looked back at me, with a gaze full of brightness yet also as if trying to gauge my reaction— “Well, it was a time when, I don't know exactly why, we reconnected...”

“Reconnected?” I asked without thinking.

“Yes, yes. Connected. Nothing physical, okay?” he smiled— “I mean, I had my own things, my girlfriends... and she started telling me about this guy... Daniel... and some others...” he gave her a slight touch with his knee, barely a brush— “And then she told me about that, which you obviously already know: that she went to break up with him, and I told her... 'you don't break up with lovers... you string them along... until things die out...' Remember?” he asked, turning to my wife again.

Víctor spoke steadily but without raising his voice, so that if his sentence coincided with a particularly loud moan from the neighbor, that sentence was almost buried.

“And... well, that’s it, she told me about that night when she went to end things and it ended up how it ended up... and about that mask... and about other times. But anyway, that was during that period between the divorce and meeting you, right?” he turned his gesture toward my wife, seeking her complicity.

She would sometimes look at me. Sometimes she even seemed to concentrate. With one hand she played with the lower part of her nightgown, pleating it between her fingers, as if focusing on that minimal gesture to fix his words, examining and reviewing that everything was exact.

I listened to him and took refuge in my glass.

The neighbor’s lover had decided that the moans weren’t enough; that it should be accompanied by rhythmic bangs of the bed against the wall.

“Are you going to tell everything or not?” Carolina suddenly said.

I swallowed.

The neighbor screamed a heart-wrenching “Aaaaahhhhh!!”

My wife’s subsequent silence was meant to encourage him to keep talking. I had no idea what she might be referring to, or whether it would be serious, concerning, or if it would affect me directly.

“Everything? Let’s see...” he picked up his glass, but didn’t drink. “Those weeks, between when she completely ended things with Daniel and... met you... well... we had...”

Something rose up in my throat.

The “plock, plock, plock, plock” of the neighbor’s bed hitting the wall became an extremely annoying sound.

“We had...” he continued, “I don’t know what to call it... sexting? Is that what it’s called?” he tried to smile. “I mean, we wrote things to each other. Just that, right?” he looked at her again, with a gaze that was both pleading and provocative, as if seeking validation.

He always gave the impression of asking permission, of being beneath her, but I had the feeling that wasn’t the case.

“And... but nothing. Shortly after she started seeing you, we stopped. We stopped doing that.”

“Shortly after...?” I repeated, unable to contain the tension in my voice.

“Shortly after, yes,” he said, while Carolina didn’t seem to react and the neighbor’s commotion continued.

I drank. A silence fell between the three of us.

Víctor looked away toward the television, feigning interest in an image he wasn’t seeing. Carolina, meanwhile, smoothed the silk of her nightgown over her thighs with slowness. My temple throbbed with an irregular rhythm, parallel to the moans that resonated without rest, a series of “ahhh... ahhh... ahhh...” that penetrated my body.

And I thought —unable to help it— of Carolina in her bed, alone, texting with that man who was now beside her. I imagined her fingers on the phone’s keyboard, her held breath, the words they might have sent each other.

How far would they have gone? Just written words? Would my wife have touched herself... thinking of him... thanks to what he wrote... imagining herself with him?

Víctor drank, the neighbor screamed, and I looked, for the first time and without knowing exactly why, at the center, at the neuralgic point that resided between his slightly parted legs, at the bulge that formed there, under his suit pants.

I imagined my wife shuddering in bed, eyes closed, her body arched under the bedroom’s dimness. I imagined her leaning to one side, breathing heavily, searching in her cunt for the precise key and on the phone screen for an echo that would ignite her.

My chest burned. The whiskey had turned bitter, heavy.

She drank too. The movement caused her nightgown to shift slightly: the silk clung to her skin and traced her shape with precision. The neckline, too open, rose and fell with the rhythm of her breathing. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, defined, tense, as if the air coming in from the terrace had summoned them.

The three of us drank in silence. He served himself again. He served her too.

Carolina uncrossed her legs slowly; she did it with subtlety, elegance. I still couldn’t accept that she would display herself like this in front of him, especially now that I knew what I knew.

The liquor fell into Carolina’s glass, served by her friend, while I wondered about that “shortly after” that Víctor had pronounced: how long was “shortly after”? Days? Weeks? Could it be that, after some date with me, she had gone home and written to this man who was now in front of me, dedicating her desire to him?

The air smelled of alcohol and something else: of heat, of nerves, of guilt.

Guilt because, perhaps lulled by the neighbor’s moans, I found myself aroused by imagining her like that, panting, writhing, in the dimness, texting with him while touching herself. My wife rubbing her cunt... perhaps caressing her breasts... while impatiently and excitedly waiting for a response from that man who was sitting beside her.

And again the neighbor’s “ahhh...”, “ahhhh...”, and again I wondered what they might have written to each other, if he had told her how he would fuck her, if she had told him how she would want to be fucked by him.

My cock twitched, constrained beneath my pajama pants, but this wasn’t scandalous because my legs were crossed.

I felt almost pain from that pressure.

I exhaled. I sighed. But the neighbor wouldn’t stop.

They drank from their gleaming glasses.

And then Victor, after making the ice cubes sing and exhaling, said:

“Well... but we were talking about mistakes, weren’t we?”

“Yes, we were,” said Carolina.

“Okay. So what about you? Would you say that Daniel guy was a mistake?”

She twisted her expression slightly, crossed her legs again, tucked her hair behind her ear, placed her free hand on one knee and said:

“Mmmm... I’d say no. Imagine that.”

And then Victor looked at me. He did it in a strange way. As if measuring me. And whispered:

“A mistake you could have... would be with that Edu guy I need to introduce you to.”

I swallowed hard.

I didn’t understand anything.

My wife looked at him, but not surprised. She knew what he was talking about.

“Go to hell,” she snapped immediately.

And then Victor, with a relaxed countenance, his eyes shining from the alcohol, with his severe bearing and his shirt slightly open beneath his impeccable jacket, while the neighbor continued her moaning, spoke to me:

“Well... only if you both want.”

“What...?” I said immediately. “Introduce her to someone? Why?” I asked, with a knot in my throat and my hands sweating unbearably.

“Don’t listen to him,” said Carolina.

“No... I just didn’t know we had an open relationship,” I suddenly said, not quite knowing why I’d said it.

“What do you mean open relationship? What are you talking about?” she protested, turning to me.

“Ahhhhhhh!!” screamed the woman upstairs, as I became aware of my mistake.

“And what do you mean ‘if we both want’?” she asked, turning her face toward him. “As far as introducing goes... it would only be if I want. I don’t need to ask permission now to be introduced to a guy.”

I drank again, emptying my glass to the bottom.

The ice in everyone’s glasses was dying. We were almost drinking warm liquor.

But no one got up for more.

For some reason —or for many reasons combined— none of the three of us wanted a break. Not even the slightest respite from that tension that only found relief when it grew again.


Suffocation, bewilderment or rage.

Silence suddenly took over. The neighbor seemed to be taking a break. The television remained on, but the volume was a remote murmur. Only the whitish light moved slowly across our faces. No one spoke. The three of us were drinking. I watched them. I was looking for something; probably more complicity than I had already been seeking; an updated, harmonious one, now that I knew what had been revealed to me. I felt that if I blinked, I would miss a gesture, and if I closed my eyes, I would see an image of my wife masturbating with one hand... while with the other she read over and over again, on her phone, what he had written to her.

And then, from above, came the sound of something being dragged across the floor.

A heavy object, perhaps a chair, perhaps—though it seemed too much—a bed.

Then, a thud.

And immediately after, the sound we already knew, but this time different, longer, more heart-wrenching:

“Aaaahhhhhh...!”

I swallowed hard. Surely all three of us did. Because it hadn’t been just pleasure: there had been a hint of anguish, tension, almost even pain.

The echo had descended from the ceiling and remained floating in the air, and the three of us looked at each other almost simultaneously.

Brief, uncomfortable glances.

And the next sound was worse:

“Aaaahhhh--OOOO--mh!!”

More pitiful, deeper, with a tremor in the middle of the cry, abandoned, surrendered. And then the rattling, the “plock... plock... plock...!” of the bed hitting the wall, but now with a much slower cadence.

That tremor transformed the moan into a whimper, as if it were a body being forced or too surrendered.

We said nothing, but I knew we were thinking the same thing. The tone, that mixture of pain and contained pleasure, combined with the more laborious, rough rhythm... We looked at each other in silence, and I believe all three of us suspected that perhaps that woman was no longer offering just the usual orifice.

I, with my legs crossed, was containing a throbbing erection beneath my pajama pants. My wife, also with one leg mounted over the other, was smoothing her hair and staring, with glassy eyes, at nothing in particular, pretending to listen more intently.

Victor moved around more, and again pulled slightly at his shirt collar and, with a slight smile, confirmed his discomfort by whispering:

“Damn...”

And then, while the “Ahhhh-oo-mh!”, “Ahhhh-oo-mh!” continued, and while the “plock... plock... plock...!” maintained its heavy cadence, the sound of footsteps could be heard.

Again, the three of us were thinking or suspecting the same thing.

“But how many people are up there?” said Victor, looking at the ceiling.

“Can you imagine?” asked Carolina, though with a skeptical undertone.

“Ahhhh-oo-mh!”

“Aaaahhhh!!-oo!!-mh!!”

“Plock... plock... plock...!”

“No, no; I’m telling you there are more than two people up there,” whispered Victor, and took another drink.

The silence that followed was barely a pause before the collapse.

Because upstairs, the bed began to hit again.

First slowly:

“Plock... plock... plock...”

Then faster:

“Plockplockplockplock...!”

And the sound of the moans changed again, as another one emerged, from another person: deep, irregular.

“Mhh... mhhh...!” a masculine voice, rough.

“Ahhhh... ahhh... ahhh...!!” the woman moaned.

“Mhh... mhhh...!” the lover again.

“Aaahhhh...! ahhh!... Oooh!” she again, broken, choppy, with that permanent edge of pain.

The sound filled the house.

Each moan seemed to go straight to the chest, or lower.

The air thickened even more. I squirmed in my armchair, and the sofa unfolded into a bed became a stage where the two of them seemed afraid to move.

The neighbor screamed again, but now louder, longer:

“Aaaahhhh-aaahhhhhh... aaahhhhhhmmmhhh...!!”

Carolina took a deep breath, as if the voice had struck her. Her breasts pulsated inside her nightgown. Her discomfort made her sigh and uncross her legs.

Victor leaned forward, attentive, with the glass between his hands.

I felt my heart pounding against my ribs.

There was something unbearable and, at the same time, fascinating about that mixture of pleasure and whimpering, in that moist echo that descended to us.

Then Víctor spoke without taking his eyes off the ceiling:

“She’s not faking it, is she?” he said, almost in a whisper, but with clear intention.

His question pierced through me.

Carolina sighed again. Her cheeks revealed her flushed state.

“No, no…” she responded after a brief silence. “It seems clear she isn’t.”

That nod to their game from the night before humiliated me, but Carolina didn’t seek to mock me by looking my way.

And then the neighbor’s moans became shorter, more broken.

“Mhh… mhh… mhh-nhhh…!”

Everything had changed. It was a sound without vowels, wet, as if the air couldn’t find its way out.

Her mouth was no longer moaning freely.

It wasn’t just pleasure that sounded anymore, but suffocation, restraint, impediment.

They were contained laments, snorts swallowed by something or someone.

“Mhh-mhh-mhh-nnnhh-mmhhh…!”

The rhythm changed too.

With each bang of the bed —plock, plock, plock!— came that suffocated panting, a wet impact against the throat.

A murky certainty invaded me: there was something in her mouth.

A hand.

Or an improvised gag, like that pink shirt in which Carolina, not long ago, had buried her face to muffle her own moans.

Or perhaps it wasn’t just that.

Perhaps, indeed, it wasn’t just one person.

Perhaps her mouth was occupied by something else, hotter, harder…

Another man’s cock.

And the cadence, the irregular pauses, the echo between the bangs and the “mhh-mhh-ahh-mhh!” gave the impression of two bodies moving around just one.

A confusion of breaths, of flesh pushing flesh.

The air between us became dense, almost viscous.

The three of us listened.

The three of us breathed at the same rhythm as her.

“It must be true…” whispered Carolina then, in a barely audible voice, as if talking to herself, being this time the first to verbalize the suspicion.

Víctor exhaled.

“Fuck…” he said again, and drank.

I then noticed my wife lowering her gaze.

First to the floor.

Then, to one side.

To his side.

To him.

To his crotch.

And I knew she had seen it. That she was seeing it. That she saw what I saw.

That bulge.

It wasn’t exactly a silhouette. At least I, from my position, couldn’t see it as such, but rather I noticed the whole, the magnitude.

It hurt me that she looked there.

It tore me apart.

And then, almost playfully, almost cruelly, or pretending to be casual, she said:

“Don’t tell me… this is turning you on?”

As she said it, she shifted a bit forward; her ass rubbed against the sheet and moved closer to the edge of the sofa.

The movement was slight, discreet, but it was enough.

Víctor noticed it immediately.

“And you?” he asked, defending himself or counterattacking, barely turning his face toward her, and then he placed his free hand near her knee… but it was already on her flesh.

It was, without a doubt, her thigh.

… My wife’s thigh… and his hand there.

I stopped breathing.

“Mhh… mhh… mhh-nhhh…!!” the neighbor showered us with her laments.

“Plockplockplockplock…!!” the bed protested.

“Mhh… mhh… mhh-nhhh…!!” she insisted, with her occupied mouth.

“Plockplockplockplock…!!!”

Víctor’s movement had seemed casual, innocent, almost reflexive.

Perhaps a joke, perhaps nothing.

But his hand remained there.

And it changed everything in the living room.

“Mhh… mhh… mhh-nhhh…!!” that sound drilled into me.

“Plockplockplockplock…!!” the bed pounded.

“And you? Does it turn you on or not?” Víctor insisted, without removing his hand.

And Carolina didn’t respond. What she did, at that moment, while the three of us listened, was raise her eyes…

… And look at me.

I drank, without taking my eyes off her, peering over the rim of the glass.

The smell of whisky was unpleasant.

That hand there was too much.

My heart was pounding.

The bed was rattling.

The neighbor was gasping, breathless. She, indeed, without the slightest modesty.

“Take your hand off,” Carolina whispered then.

To him. But looking at me.

And then Víctor followed the path of her gaze.

And looked at me too.

“Should I remove it?” he asked.

To the air.

To her.

To me.

Carolina was looking at me.

She was waiting for my answer.

And I wasn’t saying anything.

“Aaaahhhh-aaahhhhhh!!! Aaahhhhhhmmmhhh!!!” moaned the woman upstairs, with nothing blocking her mouth now, momentarily freed, emphasizing something that, if not her climax, was a peak of unbearable pleasure.

And then Víctor’s hand moved.

My heart exploded.

“Stop…” my wife whispered.

The hand had slid toward the inner side of her thigh. And higher up.

That man was feeling up my wife. Right in my face. In my own home.

Carolina was looking at me.

She was accusing me.

And I was drinking. Or pretending to drink, as there was barely anything left in that glass.

And my cock was twisting, compressed between my crossed legs.

And then it happened:

More movement. More progress. That hand almost reached the edge of the nightgown, halfway up her thigh, touching flesh, feeling skin. Carolina tensed her abdomen, exposed, flushed, looking at me, her hard nipples marking the blue silk, lips parted in an expression I couldn’t tell if it was breathlessness, bewilderment or anger.

And my silence.

My muteness.

But the thundering in my chest.

And the vein in my neck.

And an “Aaaahhhh-aaahhhhhh!!!” from the woman upstairs.

And then Víctor, with a different look, with a different voice, whispered:

“What was that about… an open relationship, yes or no…?”

And I exhaled. My cock throbbed.

My wife was looking at me, with that intrusive hand between her legs…

She was still, but at the same time she wasn’t.

The silk of her nightgown seemed to breathe; her thigh tensed, her chest rose and fell with a new rhythm, more powerful, more sexual, as if her tits no longer fit there.

Her nipples pressed against the blue silk with even more definition.

I swallowed. I thought she did too.

Nobody moved.

That hand, there.

Those long, masculine fingers, darker, more tanned than the white skin of my wife’s tender thigh.

And then something awakened in her.

Rage. Anger. Rejection. Fury.

And she snapped at him:

“I said stop!”

And she removed his hand forcefully and quickly.

Her breathing had changed, agitated, tense, her shoulders rigid.

Almost at the same time as he whispered:

“It was a joke… Carolina.”

“Joke, my ass,” she replied abruptly, her voice breaking.

And she stood up, the nightgown waving at the level of her thighs, and moved away from him, and from the sofa, and from me.

She was leaving, without taking her eyes off me.

She was walking away, with her glass in hand and her eyes fixed on me, toward the terrace.

Leaving me there, alone with that man…

While the neighbor wouldn’t stop fucking.


The Voice Note.

I knew that my mixture of feelings would be unbearable, impossible to endure if it weren’t for the effect of those warm sips that watered my throat practically once per minute. Short swallows, with a dense aftertaste and strong, unpleasant smell. It wasn’t that I was drunk—none of us were—but I wasn’t at my sharpest point of lucidity either.

Víctor wasn’t speaking.

Neither was I.

I didn’t know what he was thinking, but the image of his hand on my wife’s thigh wouldn’t disappear from my mind.

Especially the second moment, when his hand had slid toward the inner side of her thigh. I could feel the touch. I felt it in my fingertips as if it had remained imprinted there, as if I had touched her myself.

And his look. Perhaps playing. Perhaps asking for my permission. A false permission.

It was madness. Or perhaps nothing at all. Just part of his stupid game.

I always had the feeling that there were many things escaping me.

The sounds from the neighbor seemed to have softened. There were no more banging noises, just a weak rhythm, almost lazy, and, from time to time, a series of subdued moans, sometimes so low you couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or exhaustion.

“Here, let me pour you some,” he finally said.

It took me a moment to react.

I leaned forward and gave him my glass.

We both acted as if nothing had happened, as if he hadn’t put his hands on my wife in my presence. He took my glass naturally; his fingers brushed against mine, and the contact, though brief, made me feel uncomfortable.

While the liquid fell in a spiral, creating an almost intimate sound, the amber seemed to ignite, glowing in the dim light. In my head, his “here, let me pour you some” still resonated, as it had been said with a different voice, one I could categorize as “the original”; it had certainly been different from the one that had emerged when he kept his hand on Carolina’s thigh; that one had been even deeper, but, above all, colder.

He served me without looking at me. His hand was steady. The tiny earring he wore in his left ear—that simple silver hoop—sparkled for an instant, like an erratic flash in the middle of the darkness.

“I say let me pour you some as if the bottle weren’t yours,” he murmured, and finished his task.

He offered me the glass and said:

“Sometimes I think I take advantage of your trust.”

The phrase hung between us. I didn’t know if it was an apology or a provocation. But, of course, the phrase carried an obvious double meaning.

I didn’t respond.

The glass, warm, seemed to sweat between my fingers. I felt its weight. Two small ice cubes, almost completely melted, were dying as they floated like a pair of planks, like evoking the remains of a shipwreck.

The light from the television, now even dimmer, barely illuminated the living room; the shadows of the furniture seemed to blur into a scale of grays. It was as if we were inside a silent film, in black and white, with the neighbor’s sounds as the only dialogue.

I uncrossed my legs; my erection had subsided. I wondered what Carolina was doing on the terrace. I wondered about her level of anger. Sometimes, with her—almost always, to be honest—one never knew how much was truth and how much was exaggeration, how much was a ploy to get something, how much was reality, how much was show. I turned slightly; the curtain was still waving, inflating and retracting, and, behind that fluctuation, she must have been there, perhaps drinking, leaning against the railing, but I couldn’t see her.

I turned my gaze back to the living room. Víctor ran a hand over his neck, then the nape. His gesture of weariness was evident, but it didn’t make him lose his composure.

The silence seemed to make me more uncomfortable than him. I reviewed what had been said. All the doubts I had. All the information that was escaping me. I felt that a somewhat drunk Víctor without Carolina’s presence might be eloquent.

I cleared my throat.

The neighbor moaned an exciting but almost listless “Ahhh…”

A “plock” sounded, singular, isolated.

And then I said:

“What about that Edu?”

Víctor raised his head, slowly, as if he hadn’t understood.

He took his time to respond.

“Edu…? Oh, yes,” he said, and took a short sip.

And then I made a gesture with my face and shoulders, expressing incomprehension. I didn’t say anything, but my entire body language clearly asked him for explanations.

Víctor settled on the edge of the sofa bed, cast a fleeting glance toward the terrace, and then said:

“A lawyer I’ve known for years. I never worked with him, but I run into him everywhere.”

He continued talking then, giving me details that were absolutely irrelevant to me. Obviously, I only wanted to know why he wanted to meet with Carolina. To know how that had been arranged and why Víctor was interested in making it happen. But he wasn’t revealing information in that direction, and I didn’t interrupt him to ask specific questions either. Until, as the conclusion of his explanation, he said:

“He’s... quite peculiar. He has this look... like a surfer boy, half yuppie... And he brags about sleeping with all of them.”

That affected me. I swallowed hard. That “sleeping with all of them” sounded crude, coarse, especially coming from Víctor.

I tried to hide my reaction.

“Does he brag or... actually follow through?” I asked.

“Mmm... Probably follows through...” he answered.

“Well, in any case... not all of them,” I said, and immediately something rushed through my body, as I had included my wife in that “all of them.”

He gave a brief smile, understanding my point.

“Well... not all of them, of course,” he said, turning the glass in his hand in a strange manner.

And there was a pause.

And then, like someone casting a fishing line, he added:

“By the way, they already met today.”

I didn’t react immediately.

“They did? Carolina and him?”

“Yes. We were in a group at the exit. I didn’t introduce them, but they saw each other.”

I felt a stab in my stomach.

Víctor took a drink.

I began to imagine, to picture it: the lobby of the conference building, a group of suited men forming a relaxed circle. Jackets on, shirts slightly open. Empty laughter, an echo of confidences, that climate of false camaraderie that had always disgusted me.

And her, walking in.

With her confident stride, with her gray pencil miniskirt and her pink blouse clinging to her body from the afternoon humidity and the wear of the day. Faces turning. Smiles interrupted. The murmur breaking for a few seconds when a woman like that bursts in among men.

I imagined the gazes traveling over her: first her hair, then her neckline, then her legs. Edu — the yuppie surfer boy — leaning his body forward just a step, displaying an almost animal confidence, the kind that only comes from immediate desire.

Víctor commenting on something trivial. Carolina smiling politely. And that brief electricity when their pupils meet and neither yet knows what they’ll do with what they’ve felt.

I found myself wishing he had actually introduced them. That they had exchanged two kisses. That their cheeks had touched. That they had collided with their perfumes, with their egos. It was absurd: I couldn’t even put a face to that man. But that’s how I felt it.

My throat burned.

I took a short, bitter sip.

“He wrote to me afterward,” said Víctor, with a barely sketched smile. “Well, he sent me a voice note... you can imagine.”

He adjusted himself a bit. The earring in his ear sparkled again, as if the gleam accompanied his words.

“He became obsessed right away. Well, you know perfectly well what Carolina stirs up just by being seen.”

I didn’t respond.

Nor did I nod.

I just looked at my glass; the ice cubes had been absorbed.

And then, as if the ceiling wouldn’t accept our sudden silence, the neighbor moaned again:

“Aaaahhhhhh...”

Long, sustained, pleasurable.

The air grew thicker.

That woman — or her sonic shadow — was back at it.

The rhythm returned: the “plock, plock, plock” of the bed hitting the wall, the broken moans, the echo descended and reverberated in my chest again.

And something in me ignited again: a dirty, diffuse excitement, difficult to accept. It wasn’t new to know that strangers desired my wife, but this, with a name, with a body, with concrete intent, was different, was more.

I drank again.

The neighbor wouldn’t stop moaning, once more.

And then I whispered, barely moving my lips:

“And that voice note... is it...?”

Víctor smiled without looking at me.

Then, he slowly placed the glass on the table, with a dull thud. And then, unhurriedly, he stretched his arm downward, toward the lower shelf of the side table, where his phone, apparently, was resting among old magazines and a couple of books.

He took it, unlocked it skillfully, and the light from the screen tinted his features with a bluish glow.

His eyes revealed themselves darker: neither brown nor green, they had a peculiar grayish tone, alive, but almost opaque.

The sound of the neighbor was still there, constant, with that background cadence that made the living room vibrate.

I glanced at the terrace: the curtain was still swaying, but the gap was black.

And then, without saying anything, I received Víctor’s phone.

A voice was already playing through the speaker.

I extended my free hand and brought his phone to my ear, and I heard the raspy, slow voice of a man saying:

...Víctor, holy shit, what a knockout; tell her I want to have a drink with her tomorrow night... Damn, she reminds me of María, the one who was with that Pablo guy but she definitely wanted to hook up... remember?... ...This one’s married, right? Well, talk to her and tell me things...

After that rant, background noise started coming from the phone: distant laughter, the sound of a car, and then again the calm but obsessive voice of that man, saying:

“If she tells you she doesn’t dare, give me her number and I’ll talk to her myself.”

I swallowed hard.

The neighbor screamed an “Aaaaahhh!” that was once again one of those extremely pleasurable, almost climactic ones.

That “if she tells you she doesn’t dare” had pierced my chest.

If she doesn’t dare to what. Why.

I returned the phone with a less steady hand than when I had received it, almost at the same time as a bluish shadow entered from the terrace.

Carolina, the one who had received Victor’s hand on her thigh, the one who had awakened something so dirty in Edu...

Carolina, my wife, entered the living room again.

And I knew something had changed.

And then I felt her hand.

Light.

On my shoulder.

Fresh, almost cold.

Her skin smelled of whisky, and of her, of how she smelled at home, with me.

“Is that crazy woman still fucking?” she asked lightly, in a friendly tone.

Perhaps deceptively so.


More than two.

Her question needed no answer; the neighbor herself was providing it, reaching new heights in pleasure and volume.

And Carolina’s hand had barely rested on my shoulder for a few seconds, but her touch conveyed many things: a closeness that might be seeking a truce or a silent, momentary peace. Because, beyond the consequences of having tolerated—both she and I—Victor’s hand on her thigh, there was still the impending explosion of her discovering that I knew about her game with him.

Then she walked in front of me. Her steps were precise, measured. A barefoot, bluish lightness, bending toward the small table—between Victor and me—to pour herself a bit more alcohol. From my position, I saw how her movement made the silk outline her buttocks slightly, revealing the contours of her underwear. But Victor, if he wanted to look, would surely see much more, as the forward tilt of her torso must have offered a heart-stopping view of her swaying, unrestrained breasts dancing inside the nightgown, in a neckline that was no longer a neckline but a forbidden balcony, exuberant, plethoric, and whose nipples, after prolonged contact with the cold outside, surely didn’t present themselves timidly, but quite the opposite.

I didn’t know if he was looking at her. If he had followed her with his eyes as she bent down, as she served herself, as if nothing were happening. I imagined him doing it. And, for a second, I wished he would.

She straightened up, standing between the two of us, while the neighbor continued her sexual marathon, and drank holding the glass with both hands. There was something in that impasse of a decision to be made, a choice; but then, once again, the neighbor spoke and acted for all of us:

“Aaaaahhhhh!”

“Plockplockplockplock.”

The three of us sketched an uncomfortable smile.

“My Goood...” whispered Carolina, playfully, stretching out the word, and taking a step back, toward me.

“I still insist...” said Victor, standing up, “that there are more than two people up there.”

And again:

“Ahhhhh!”

“Plockplockplockplock.”

The screams were brutal, the bed’s pounding, thunderous.

“I’m going to the bathroom for a second,” said Victor, and began walking, skirting the small table on the opposite side from Carolina, taking his glass with him.

My wife then turned toward me. Me, sitting; her, standing. I couldn’t read her expression.

We were alone, though for a short time. I wanted to know why she had escaped to the terrace and why she had stayed there so long, though I sensed the answer might be a fierce counterattack, perhaps a “reflecting on why someone can put their hand on me and you don’t protest.”

She approached, friendly again, or so it seemed. This time her hand didn’t go to my shoulder, but to my hair. She caressed me strangely, as if combing me, with affection, with care. Her shoulder-length blonde hair, her green eyes, her tender lips, her substantial breasts; her nipples, as I suspected, standing out as much or more than before. I felt something like tenderness and, above all, a lot of tension. Because there was always something: a strange undercurrent, of trickery, of cunning, and of something about to happen.

“Here...” she whispered, just as the characteristic sound of our bathroom latch was heard in the distance; a sound that slipped under the neighbor’s screams.

I gave her my glass and she leaned again toward the small table to set it down.

“I wonder if he went to jerk off...” I whispered, trying to be funny. But she turned around and didn’t respond to that, nor did her expression change.

She approached me—I realized she had also left her glass on the table—and seemed to come with the intention of sharing the armchair, of mounting me, placing her knees on either side of my legs.

“What... are you doing...” I whispered, as she made her move.

“Nothing...” she answered.

“Are you crazy...?” I was uncomfortable, knowing Victor wouldn’t take long to return, and it didn’t seem very appropriate for him to find his friend straddling me.

“Why...?”

“Come on... What’s wrong with you... did you drop acid on the terrace or what?” I whispered, with her already on top of me.

“Nobody says acid anymore, Miguel,” she said, and placed her hands on my shoulders.

The situation was strange. Forced.

“Aaaaahhh! Aaaaaaa!” could be heard in the background, constant, and sometimes those moans made an impression, slipped into my body, into my chest... and elsewhere... making my member swell a little, and rise, caressing my pajamas.

And then my wife confessed the reason for her strange approach:

“What... was he showing you on his phone?”

I twisted my expression, not knowing whether to laugh or get angry. I felt the warm touch of her cold thighs, her skin against mine, her slower breathing. I placed my hands on them, barely resting, carefully, as if calm depended on not squeezing.

I looked at her. Her blonde hair caught glimmers from the television, and that bluish light painted her face with an unreal, almost cinematic beauty. Her eyes shone with something that wasn't just curiosity; there was an internal pulse, a desire veiled by suspicion. The folds of the light blue nightgown stretched across her chest, which filled it almost to the point of deforming it, as if the fabric were the only thing containing the air between us.

“Is there something on that phone I shouldn’t see?” I asked.

“No...”

“Then what?” I wanted to corner her, and I caressed her thighs slowly.

“No... but I don’t like conspiracies between boys,” she whispered, and brought her face a little closer, almost breathing it onto mine.

“Oh, you don’t like conspiracies...?” I provoked.

“No, I don’t...” she whispered, completely leaning over me, almost brushing my face with her cheek.

I could feel her breath, her body scent. A mixture of the freshness she brought from outside and a warm heat, tense, a blend of alcohol and skin.

She pulled back slightly; her hair brushed my chin.

Her green eyes. Her flushed cheeks.

“AAAhhh!!! AAAhhh!!! AAAhhh!!!” the neighbor screamed incessantly, in a tone that was the opposite of ours.

“What are you looking at...” Carolina whispered, and quickly tucked a blonde strand behind her ear, then returned that hand to my shoulder.

“Nothing,” I answered, and caressed her thighs again, slowly. Her touch was so soft it was intimidating.

And then the sound of the toilet flushing was heard.

“Come on, Carolina...” I protested, asking her with my eyes to get off me, so her friend wouldn't find us in this spectacle.

“Come on... what...?” she purred, dragging her words. And then she leaned in more, again, closer to me, but this time more firmly, decisively.

Her mouth brushed mine without warning. A moist, trembling touch that transformed into a kiss. Her light blue nightgown brushed against my stomach, and the silk became warm between our bodies. Her chest, full and heavy, flattened against me, and I felt the touch of her hardened nipple filter through the fabric of my t-shirt, seeking my skin. She tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling just slightly, setting the rhythm. Our tongues sought each other clumsily, urgently, with that whisky taste that seemed to anesthetize the shame.

The neighbor's moans continued, amplified by the walls; they were the metronome of our own confusion. I could feel my cock throbbing, pulsing, hard, under my pajamas, trapped between both bodies. She moved in disordered impulses, breathing heavily, and her belly went down and up against mine, as if measuring it, calibrating the exact limit.

“Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!!”

“Plockplockplock.”

Those sounds entered our bodies. They had been affecting me for some time. I discovered they affected her too. The kiss became deeper. Every time she breathed, her chest rose and fell against mine, and that soft, elastic friction seemed to seek its own rhythm.

Everything came crashing down on me: the neighbor's morbid moans, the memory of Víctor touching her, Edu's voice note desiring her, and now her, kissing me with a mixture of excitement and revenge. My body responded without control, with urgency, because I knew we didn't have time.

I slid one hand along her side, up to her breast, and felt it firm beneath the silk, full, alive. She gasped just an “ah...”, subtle, minimal, and in that moan there was something that disarmed me. With the other hand I sought her hip, the curve of her back, the limit where the fabric surrendered and skin began; and then I slipped that hand under her nightgown, until I touched panty, and then buttock, and felt the power of her ass, and I thought I noticed the raised texture of her skin.

“Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!!”

“Plockplockplock.”

“Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!!”

That's what could be heard.

And suddenly, footsteps.

But footsteps that weren't coming toward us, but seemed to be tangled in the distance.

I couldn't place them, and our kiss became even more urgent. She kept tangling her fingers in my hair, drawing me to her, biting my lip gently and then pressing against me again. I felt her belly against mine, the pressure of her thighs, her disordered breathing. She moved slowly, almost imperceptibly, but at the same time she did it as if she were riding me... and sometimes, subtly, her pelvis seemed to brush against my member, which throbbed under my pajamas, and I already suspected she could feel my hardness.

“Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!! Aaahhh!!!”

“Plockplockplock.”

And further away, the sound of the refrigerator closing, and the tinkling of ice cubes.

Víctor was refilling his glass with those frozen stones while the heat grew at the other end of the house.

Carolina held my face to kiss me and now, without a doubt, was making the motion of riding me with her hips… of fucking me… sliding her sex, covered by her panties, against my cock, compressed under my pajamas.

I squeezed her breast over the silk nightgown —an ungraspable breast— and squeezed her buttock on her exposed skin, marking with my fingers an outline on her flesh.

The breath was thick, but her tongue was moist, fresh, and I wondered where all this desire was coming from.

Until the inevitable happened.

I didn’t ask her to stop. I couldn’t stop her.

And she didn’t seem willing to do so.

Among the neighbor’s screams, footsteps.

Getting closer and closer. Clearer.

More distinct.

Carolina felt them too. She heard them.

My heart was pounding.

And then I knew —we knew— that he could already see us.

We heard that now familiar tinkling: the new ice cubes in his glass.

A sharp “clink, clink” that announced his presence; a noise perhaps casual, from his own walking, or perhaps forced, voluntary, announcing.

And Carolina then broke the kiss, but stayed there, on top of me, with her cheek making mine burn. Skin to skin. Flesh to flesh. Gasp to gasp.

Her riding didn’t stop completely, but slowed down. She was acting as if she was mounting me, but with a slow rhythm, with a minimal yet precise swaying of her hips.

Víctor walked through the living room.

Discreet.

He didn’t say anything.

I couldn’t see him, as Carolina was blocking my view. Carolina couldn’t see him, as her back was to him.

And we could hear how he sat down on the sofa bed; probably in his usual spot.

And we could hear how he poured more whisky into his glass.

Meanwhile, the neighbor kept going and going, as if wanting to tell us there was nothing reproachable about enjoying oneself, about letting go.

And I suspected then that Víctor, with his continuous allusions that there were more than two people up there, had perhaps been proposing, guiding, pushing us to mirror, among the three of us, a madness similar to the one reaching us from the ceiling.


The Blue Veil.

At that moment I became aware that the alcohol was affecting me more than I thought. And her too. And, surely, Victor as well, who was coming, moreover, with more momentum, more drive.

There was also the shadow of distrust: nothing prevented me from suspecting that this Carolina on top of me, in his presence, in the dimness of our living room, wasn’t the fulfilled result of a request similar to having sex on the sheet of his sofa bed or to that gift from that morning, before going to work.

I still believed there could be information beyond my reach, beyond the messages I had accessed.

Stillness, or almost. A slight swaying, like a breathed tremor, so small that Victor probably couldn’t even perceive it. Silence covered us with the same density as the air before a storm; there were no more kisses, just the gravity of her body on mine, the shared heat, the discomfort that confused itself with desire.

The moans from the neighbor upstairs began to extinguish, fading little by little. The rhythm, brutal before, reduced to a broken murmur, an echo that barely reached the floor. I hadn’t received the signal of any specific climax, and I knew that woman’s explosions; perhaps a rest, a truce. She hadn’t been fucking for less than forty minutes.

The silence accused us more.

Victor’s muteness was perhaps worse.

In my head, “get off, Carolina, you’re crazy” kept forming, but I didn’t say it; I didn’t even remove my hand from her ass—a hand that, although covered by the lower part of her nightgown, must have been, in our guest’s eyes, an obvious and brazen hand. Nor did I remove my other hand from her breast; though this one, due to its position, I assumed wasn’t seen by him as clearly.

I wasn’t doing anything, or just letting myself be covered, feeling my wife’s breath against mine and my cock throbbing and fighting against the pajamas in an uncomfortable, twisted position; hard, but pointing downward.

And then, the tinkling.

The crystal of his glass.

The ice cubes moving.

Victor still said nothing.

Just that brief, clean sound that crossed the living room like a line of light.

A warning. An I’m here. Or nothing. Or the usual.

“Get off, Carolina, you’re crazy,” my inner voice sketched again, but not my mouth.

And, suddenly, a subtle but complete change: a dry click, the buzz of the remote control, the variation in the TV light. The blue turned to white, then orange, then blue again. The glow moved across the walls, coloring Carolina’s skin, drawing shadows on our bodies.

Each new channel change was a different vibration, a different tone, of volume, of timbre.

And while I was surprised by Victor’s apathy, by that apparent disinterest in us, Carolina, taking advantage of a loud sound from the television, whispered to me:

“Why didn’t you stop him?”

Her voice had come out trembling, warm, aroused and drunk. It took me a moment to understand what she was referring to. My entire body was covered by hers, her weight fixed me to the seat, her breathing enveloped me; she didn’t seem to know where to put her hands, but she didn’t remove mine, nor did she seem bothered by them there.

“Because you’re old enough to have stopped him yourself,” I managed to say, with an equally low voice, protected by the voices coming from the television.

She didn’t respond.

But she soon moved.

At first it was barely a gesture, a touch that seemed like a body adjustment; then, a more determined swaying, slow, moist in its intention, brazen in its rhythm. She was riding me over our clothes, with a perverse stealth. Her hip fluctuated, forward and back. We rubbed against each other. I couldn’t believe her audacity; that movement must surely be noticed by him.

And from the sofa came a dull noise, a movement of fabric and glass.

Victor had moved.

And then I couldn’t take it anymore. Shame, decorum, overcame my excitement.

“Stop... get off,” I whispered, more plea than order.

And then she stopped the swaying, that erratic, difficult friction.

And I thought a ray of lucidity had finally come to shelter her.

But what she did was bring her mouth to my ear and whisper:

“Should I adjust you?”

It took me a second to process her phrase. I knew what it meant, what it implied. “Should I adjust you” was a private language, an expression from another time, from when we were dating, of parked cars, of kisses in nightclubs and nervous hands, never said at home, and much less in front of anyone.

My cock, hard but bent downward under my pajamas, was hurting me; and perhaps it was uncomfortable for her too.

I understood then that the risk continued, that she wasn’t going to stop, that that word—so domestic, so innocent in appearance—was her way of reminding me how far she could go.

I barely stammered in an inconsistent whisper and heard a commercial on the television, almost thundering; Victor was changing channels again, and again the tinkling of his ice cubes.

And then Carolina acted:

The first thing she did was lean forward, slowly, and I thought she was going to tell me something. But what she did was press against me more, cage me more, take away my air only to give it back. And then, her hip moved back a little, sliding down my thighs, giving me more space and allowing that throbbing bulge to come to light. And then, hidden by the darkness, stealthy, expert, competent... she slipped a hand inside my pajama pants. The coolness of her touch was instant; the turn, slow, accurate, steady. Barely had I realized what was happening when my cock was already breathing relieved, positioned toward me, upward, toward my navel.

The air changed. I felt the brief, inevitable tug, and my body responded with a shudder I couldn’t contain.

The movement of her hand over my body had been threefold: not just the turn, the positioning, but the tug also caused my balls, sweaty and damp, to unstick slightly from the inside of my thighs, and that freshness also brought relief. And then, the gift: she took advantage of the motion to destroy me, once, just once; my skin forward and back, my glans covered and uncovered, the skin at the tip rubbing, wetter than I thought—from the head of my cock. Not a handjob, a shake, just one. She had sought my pleasure out of altruism or my gasp out of mischief; whatever it was, I had barely been able to contain my panting, and I hated and desired her in equal measure.

My heart was pounding, as Victor’s presence, though silent, was intense, overwhelming, oppressive.

I couldn’t believe the audacity, the shamelessness, the hunger for risk displayed by a Carolina who seemed to do everything with innocent lightness.

She finally withdrew her hand with utmost calm, and the fabric covered me again.

And just then, a noise from the sofa bed, and then the wood, the footsteps, and the tinkling.

Victor was getting up. He walked slowly. I didn’t know if he was looking at us or not, but each of his steps hit my chest like a hammer.

He was coming toward us.

I didn’t know with what purpose, what he intended.

And then, Carolina—who seemed to understand before I did—adjusted herself against me: with her belly against mine, with her torso against mine, covering me, covering that enormous erection that throbbed in involuntary spasms, raising the pajamas in the obvious area.

Victor walked past, perhaps glancing at us sideways, perhaps observing two bodies joined, one on top of the other, perhaps not bothering to look at all.

He was going out to the terrace, leaving us alone. And soon I heard the distant tinkling.

She then raised her torso, slowly, as if she needed air. I removed my hands from her breast and her ass and let them fall on her thighs, still, trembling, not knowing what to do with them.

We looked at each other.

Her blonde hair fell forward, framing her face. Her cheeks were flushed, her green eyes moist and alive. The light blue nightgown had shifted a bit with the movement; one strap hung, out of place, surrendered, at her elbow. The neckline was a slit of light and shadow, and the silk, clinging to her body, traced every curve, every breath; her breasts pushed against the fabric insistently, as if wanting to break free, her tits were precisely outlined, projecting forward and separating from each other at the fullest point; the natural weight of their movement, the way the fabric stretched and released as if breathing with her was absolutely overwhelming; and the crowning touch was sexual, erotic, obscene: two hard nipples tearing through the silk incessantly in two sharp peaks.

The air coming in from the terrace no longer calmed me. Sweat ran down my forehead, my chest, and the heat she gave off was the only possible air. I didn’t understand why Victor had left. Perhaps he felt uncomfortable, perhaps drunk, perhaps he simply wanted to give us privacy and had nowhere else to go.

She tilted her head. She was gorgeous. Perhaps like never before. If that was even possible. Her lips were a wreck, her gaze an abuse, the mark of her collarbone a basic, subtle, perfect harmony.

I swallowed.

And then she lowered her gaze to my body and, without saying anything, attacked again, now with both hands, toward my pajama pants.

“Carolina...” I protested immediately.

“What...?”

“What do you think...” I whispered, but she continued with her procedure, pulling the cotton downward, freeing my member, which emerged into the dim light of that living room, rock-hard, large, bouncing in spasms.

And a silence.

And she raised her gaze toward the terrace.

I didn’t know if she could see him, if she was keeping track of him, but I doubted she would have time to cover me if he chose to return.

“Carolina...” I protested again, while she adjusted the waistband of my pajamas to the base of my balls, thus leaving everything free, exposed, without needing to constantly push it aside.

“What... boy... You’re going to wear out my name,” she whispered, and then placed both her hands along that hot shaft, while checking the terrace again and tossing her hair with a neck gesture, proud, controlling.

What happened next was an abuse. An abuse of her power. She controlled him with her gaze, me with her touch, though sometimes she gifted me her green eyes. Her hands, both of them, moved with a calm, measured confidence; the pleasure was indescribable, liquid, tense. She uncovered and covered the head, tightened and loosened, accelerated and decelerated. When she looked toward the terrace and shook her hair, she showed calmness; when she looked into my eyes, she showed dominance; when she looked down, at my agitated cock, she showed something like curiosity, as if she had never lost it.

“Mmh... Carolina... for God’s sake... stop...” I protested, between moans, while watching her breasts subtly dancing with the movement of her arms.

But she had no mercy, nor was she willing to give up the risk.

And sometimes she would speed up more, and sometimes, looking at me, she would stop completely, and caress, with the pad of her thumb, the entire length of my glans. She did it in long circles, with just the right pressure, spreading the precum that flowed from me, moistening everything, and then she would linger by slipping that thumb between the gathered skin and the base of the glans, and the frenulum, seeking to awaken pleasure in me through the friction of each exposed millimeter.

“Mmhm... Carolina...” I protested again with a gasp.

“He can’t see us... relax,” she answered in a thread of a voice, without stopping her observation of the open door, the faint glow coming from outside.

And more pleasure. And again looking at me. And again her breasts dancing inside the nightgown. And that loose strap, vibrating on the outer side of her elbow, and my hands squeezing her thighs. And that uneven handjob, alternating, slow, fast, inconsistent, was undoing me in such a way that I was forced to puff, to moan and to protest:

“Ca-ro-li-na... st-op... Mmh... ple-ase...”

And then, at my most heartfelt plea, she stopped her punishment and looked at me calmly, as if she had been waiting for that exact tone, that precise point of surrender.

And she made a strange movement: she gathered the lower part of her nightgown and pulled it away from her belly and thighs, and crawled more with her body over mine. Her knees adjusted almost to the height of my side, and then she let the silk fly over me, over my cock, spreading the fabric like a veil that descended between us and covered it completely. Her movement had been precise, accurate; when I realized what was happening, the fabric was descending from her chest like a slow curtain, covering me to the base of my abdomen and wrapping my member, drawing an elongated, and obscene, silhouette under the unique light of the television.

And then she slipped her hand down there, also hidden between our bodies and the light blue silk, and grabbed my member, now hidden, but always evident.

“Better? More relaxed?” she whispered, in what was more a provocation than a solution, and I could do nothing but close my eyes and let her restart the handjob, there, with one hand, between her belly and her nightgown, while my breathing mixed with hers. Again the pleasure, and again her glances toward the empty exterior and toward me. Fear and desire were confused; the air itself seemed to stop, attentive to any sound of footsteps.

The rigidity of her hand on the shaft contrasted with the softness of her nightgown, which constantly rubbed against the tip of my cock in subtle, docile, silky caresses; and she seemed not to care that my precum, involuntary but incessant, was moistening that silk, which accepted without protest that sticky shine. They were undoubtedly two almost antagonistic, strange, disconcerting touches... but they only excited me more. And I, for a moment, let myself go and freed myself, panting, and brought my hands to her buttocks. My wife was riding me and minimally shaking her pelvis, taking to her own body the sway with which she rocked my pleasure.

And a sudden tinkling in the distance, peaceful, and the sound of the television, incessant, a buzz that seemed to come from another world, and an “uuf...” sketched by me, drowned by the fear of being heard. The sway of her hip, the dance of her breasts under the blue silk, her glances outward, toward him, and inward, toward me, and downward, toward that tension she was hiding between her body and mine.

Under the nightgown, the silk breathed with us. The air smelled of sweat and danger.

And then, gripping me firmly, she stopped the handjob and leaned toward me.

I thought she would kiss me.

But her face, her mouth, her lips, sought my ear.

And she whispered to me:

“What if you fuck me...?”

My chest thundered. I didn’t react.

She moved. She crawled a little further up. Her knees made her torso rise slightly.

And she said in a low tone:

“Come on... fuck me here... like this.”


An invisible change.

I felt the air had emptied of weight, of burden. Carolina had straightened her torso; she no longer covered me. She had thrust her hips forward and was looking down at me, straddling me, with that mixture of plea and defiance that had always been her most effective way of breaking me.

I was unable to respond, and her eyes were begging me to dare.

Her knees on either side of my legs.

Her breasts distorting her nightgown, which continued falling like a vaporous veil.

“What...” she whispered, urging me. It wasn’t a question: it was a demand.

My body was asking for it, begging for it, but I knew the risk was excessive, senseless, even insane.

The silence stretched on, and then she released my member with a sharp gesture, agitated by impatience.

Next, she brought both hands to her nightgown and gathered it from below.

The silk rose slowly up her legs, revealing the inner side of her thighs, and then something more, much more... Suddenly she was offering it to me, tempting me. Her panties, also silky, though lighter, purer, came into view like a promise waiting to be fulfilled. Her sex, her pussy, marked the fabric, filled it, bulged it... and I sighed seeing that intimate part of hers, wet, filling the delicate lingerie in such a brutal, overwhelming way. That which she was offering me to make mine.

Her voice came afterward, low, soft, sweet, up there, so light, so measured, that I felt the vibration more than the sound:

“What... are you going to fuck me or not?”

And then she looked toward the glass door, toward the terrace, making sure we weren’t exposed to a silhouette on the other side.

My cock twitched, free, treacherous, throbbing with blood that refused to obey reason. Carolina, who after tossing her hair had turned her face back to me, saw it, and her expression shifted to impatient confidence.

It was she who decided. It was always she.

I was still hesitating, pinned on that invisible line between surrender and paralyzing stupor.

And Carolina, ready to deliver the coup de grace, proceeded to turn temptation into obligation: without taking her eyes off mine, she lowered a hand and slid it over her pelvis, slow, determined, like someone who knows exactly what she’s about to do.

The whitish silk tensed for a moment, caught between her fingers, and then yielded, sliding to one side.

The fabric lowered just slightly, with a wet, undulating shimmer that gleamed in the blue glow of the television.

She was breathing harder, moving her hips forward, as if the movement itself was preparing her; a minimal, anxious, feline swaying, loaded with need.

And first pubic hair... announcing, and then the excess, the pinkness, the shining, the profusion.

My chest thundered.

My cock bounced, free.

My mouth gasped.

She was revealing it. She did it with a mixture of delight, elegance, and sweetness. She offered me the clear vision... the clean, explicit, sharp vision... of her pussy lips, hanging large and fleshy; the wetness glistened in the semi-darkness. The volume of her sex, its folds, its textures... everything was an unfair abuse, a deceitful excess. One lip seemed to flow more densely, more elongated; the other, more gathered, but even more tender.

I swallowed. I trembled.

My body shook in a slight spasm, and the culmination of all that impact, that excitement, manifested in a drop that departed from me then; I could feel it before seeing it. The mere sight of her sex had made it emerge, come out...

My cock, shining, crowned by that drop.

Her pussy, protruding, hanging, displayed an obscene sexuality without losing delicacy and femininity.

And she looked then, again, outward: protective, serious, controlling.

Her half-profile, her golden hair. Her large breasts, her aligned pussy. She barely had to lower her body and everything would fit together.

One hand gathering the lower part of her nightgown, and the other pushing aside the white silk, offering me that perfection.

I gasped from sheer tension.

And then, that hand, once it had left aside what covered her... went toward me, toward my cock: she gathered it, raised it, looked at it.

Delicacy and yet urgency, decision, efficiency.

She was holding it and directing it. Upward, toward her.

She was going to sit down. To bury it.

She was looking at me. Her mouth half-open. Her teary eyes. Exaggeration or real desire. Need or overacting to convince me.

The caress on my shaft. Her imminent movement. And then a “Mh,” short. A purr from her, premonitory, anticipatory.

And a whisper from me:

“No...”

Her eyes opened wide.

“What...?” she protested incredulously, with her pussy centimeters away from descending onto me.

“No... Seriously” I refused, not knowing where I found the strength.

I didn’t know if it was sanity or resistance. Lucidity or self-defense. Composure or suspicion.

Then, something ignited inside her.

“I’m not going to beg you... Miguel,” she whispered.

I said nothing. I couldn’t.

The silence grew thick. Her grip harsher. Her gaze more penetrating.

One. Two. Three. Five seconds like this. In an exhausting standoff.

Until, without breaking eye contact, she released my cock and moved it with a strange gesture, something like sudden disdain; annoyed, capricious, and, twisting her expression, she sat further back, on my thighs. She was breathing heavily, her breasts agitated, convulsing.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” she whispered, with a strange, drunken, uneven rage, letting the nightgown fall freely again, covering her sex.

“With me?” I responded, almost voiceless.

She looked away. My cock had been left free, abandoned, glistening under the television light.

Then she stood up, dismounted me and walked to the side table. Her movement had been agile, continuous, determined, somehow evoking a calm anger.

I covered my member, pulling up my pajama pants, while watching sideways as she picked up her glass. With her back to me, she was still breathing with an altered chest, her back tense, her bare shoulder blades —as the silk barely covered anything of her back— standing out with tension.

And then I saw it.

With the glass in one hand, she brought the other forward, under the nightgown, searching among the shadows of her own body. The blue fabric rose just slightly, revealing the upper part of her thighs. For a moment, her fingers paused at the elastic of her panties; then, with a slow movement, she shifted them toward the center and covered her sex again, adjusting the fabric as if wanting to erase the scene, as if that gesture alone would be enough to undo everything.

The friction was slight, but I heard it, though it should have been impossible: the sound of silk readjusting, the moist friction against skin. Her hand lingered a second longer on the fabric, as if dwelling on the sensation of rejection —surely no one, ever, had refused that from her— and then she turned back toward me.

She drank, looking at me.

She was challenging me. Reproaching me.

That fallen strap of her nightgown remained loose, hanging down to her elbow, making her breast on that side show more flesh than acceptable.

I blamed her. I didn’t understand her. Again that feeling that anything could happen.

I readjusted myself in the armchair. I looked away toward the side table, searching for my glass, and she slipped through that gap to walk in my direction, but not toward me.

Within seconds I found myself drinking, with an erection, my cock imprinting my pajama pants, while my wife had exchanged one room for another, one company for another.

It wasn’t long before I heard their voices, their whispers on the terrace, and no matter how much I turned, I could only see the curtain waving and darkness.

The warm alcohol was punishment for my throat, but a disinhibitor for everything that was happening, even for the latest event, for that sudden retreat, for that substitution.

I leaned forward. I tried to distinguish words, phrases, but I only caught tones: Carolina’s, light, contained, even honeyed, and Victor’s, deep, slurred, increasingly drunk.

I couldn’t hear more than that: a low music of disparate timbres.

I wondered whether to get up, to go toward them when my pulse calmed and my erection subsided. I wondered whether to go to the bathroom and splash water on my face; give myself a break from that tension. I even wondered whether to surrender myself to our bedroom and let everything take its course: let her be free, let her continue with her game, or let her destroy everything.

And then a voice, hers, Carolina’s, came out clearly, cutting through the air:

“Stop...”

My heart shrank.

And then, another phrase, low, shared. Several complicit questions, almost sweet, dragged with a complacency following a small laugh.

“Sshh... are you crazy...? What for...?”

The subsequent silence drilled into me.

I remained still, petrified, looking without seeing, drinking without swallowing.

The living room was a cell and the night, a trap.

Only silence.

And that bounced in my mind: “What for.”

It didn’t fit...

He didn’t seem like the type who asks for permission.

But still I feared it.

Did I want it?

I didn’t know.

And though it hurt me, though I disappointed myself, I found myself almost wanting to hear the sound of a kiss, just to know if it was real, if it could happen. And from a sudden need to feel. To feel something so extreme and dangerous that it would be irremediable.

My heart pounded in my throat.

And suddenly, his voice. It didn’t come out clear, but muffled, raspy:

“Thank you.”

And silence again.

More tense. Darker.

My mind searched for an exit, a solution, a reason for that expression of gratitude.

But I didn’t have much time to speculate, because a few seconds later I heard it:

Footsteps. Muffled sounds.

Carolina entered the living room, alone.

She walked past me without looking at me.

She leaned over and placed her glass on the small table, the loose strap sliding down even further with her movement, caressing more of her skin, more of her arm.

“I’m going to bed...” she whispered, into the air, toward me, but without looking at me, while the sound of her glass against the wood echoed with a cold ring.

And she straightened up, finally adjusting that rebellious strap, and began to walk away.

Leaving me alone in the living room. And Víctor alone on the terrace.

An elusive prey that allowed herself to be surrounded, but not caught.

Her bare feet flowed toward the dining room. Her blue nightgown rippled and darkened as she moved toward the hallway and disappeared into the darkness.

And I watched her silhouette dissolving and felt that something had changed…

…but I didn’t know what.


Not until he left.

I heard Carolina stop by the bathroom before going to our bedroom. I drank alone, staring into nothingness. Three souls in the dark, each in their own space. The living room, the terrace, and the bedroom were three islands sunk in the same tide. It was as if all three of us knew something had been about to happen, but none of us knew exactly what, why, and why it hadn’t happened. It hadn’t just been that hand accepted on my wife’s thigh for a few eternal seconds; it had been everything, a sum of fixed gazes, uncomfortable smiles, enticing gestures, and tacit consent. The mere fact of Carolina wearing that nightgown in his presence already represented a permission in itself; the confession about a past of sexual confidences revealed a latent tension they hadn’t wanted to bury.

And the game. Their messages.

I looked then toward the sofa bed, where we had fucked, flesh against flesh, skin against fabric, so that Víctor could lie down on the smell of my wife’s sweat and sex.

I looked away.

The television remained on, projecting a neutral tone, without meaning or barely any volume; a diffuse light licking the contours.

The neighbor upstairs seemed to have finished. Or it seemed they had finished with her.

Not a thump, not a moan: just the muffled murmur of the building returning to its natural breathing.

The alcohol was a sedative to calm my anger, but, at the same time, a trap, as it prolonged my wakefulness.

I thought about going to bed anyway, but I preferred to give Carolina some time; a margin for the night to cool her down. Waiting was my way of not provoking her. I needed my time too.

The glass no longer had ice. The whisky burned me.

And then, without warning, I heard the sound of company. Slow, irregular, somewhat drunken footsteps.

Víctor entered without saying a word.

Just that noise, that tinkling.

And, as if that place belonged to him, he sat in his usual spot. There, on the edge of that sofa bed that I had opened for him.

I didn’t know why, but it bothered me that he didn’t say anything to me. Not a greeting, obviously, but at least some absurd, empty, protocol phrase. Small talk, as his kind would say.

He let himself fall without making any sound, his legs somewhat apart —always without concern for occupying space, even if essentially it wasn’t entirely his—, one hand hanging, the other holding his almost empty glass. The white shirt, with one or two buttons open too many, revealed a steely, tanned chest almost glistening with sweat. The navy blue suit seemed to mold to him in such a way that it was impossible to imagine him in any other attire. His straight mustache, hilarious on others, competent on him; the side part, impeccable even at that hour; the small hoop in his ear glittered again with the reflections from the television light.

We weren’t looking at each other directly, but we felt each other’s presence. I thought that perhaps I had never really known what he thought of me. About what I thought of him, I was becoming increasingly clear.

He, elegant despite the wear of the day and the alcohol —his pristine white shirt peeked out from under his jacket, at the sleeves and collar; just right, impeccable, as if it were fixed, measured by a ruler—, and I, in pajamas, couldn’t help feeling inferior; not just because of our attire, but because of our lives.

Under my pajamas, my member had lost its erection, replaced by a damp, sticky, viscous discomfort.

I thought about speaking, but I didn’t know with what words.

And then, like a drop that snakes down a pane of glass, collecting remnants and growing larger, running faster, my mind recalled the recently heard fragments, those of them on the terrace: the “stop,” the “are you crazy,” the “what for,” the “thank you”… Her tone, his. That complicity. That taking advantage of my absence.

I remembered his hand on my wife’s thigh. I remembered how he had done it and how he had looked at me.

And his subterfuge regarding the existence of more than two people in the sexual act upstairs.

And his mocking phrase about the open relationship. And that nonsense about that guy Edu.

All of that vibrated in me like a tension line that was tightening, until I heard myself think: “What the fuck are you playing at?”

But what came out of my mouth was something else, a contained, false, civilized phrase:

“So, when are you leaving?”

Víctor raised his gaze.

I knew it.

Not the content, the tone. That had given me away.

But I didn’t care.

“The day after tomorrow,” he answered.

And a silence fell. We looked at each other.

It had to happen. It was going to happen.

“Am I bothering you already?” he asked without moving.

My body did stir, despite the alcohol, despite the half-light that, in a way, protected me.

A “yes” was going to war. A “no” was giving him all the power.

I took a sip. I felt like I had no way out.

I took a breath. I filled my lungs.

“It doesn’t... bother me...” I finally said, not quite knowing why, but the tone was confrontational, and he felt it as such.

“I can assure you it doesn’t bother your wife either,” he said, threateningly.

“Oh no?”

“No, I assure you it doesn’t.”

“Your wife.” Not “Carolina.”

“I can assure you.”

Cards on the table. That’s how he wanted it.

I leaned forward. A multitude of phrases came to mind. I knew I would probably regret all of them.

I placed my glass on the table. The sound echoed loudly against the wood, dry, like a chess piece capturing another.

Then I stood up, saying nothing. A polite goodbye would be hypocrisy. A neutral one, cowardice.

As I walked away, I felt relief.

But what happened next infuriated me, because despite him being the last to speak, I had felt like I owned the last word, perhaps because of the last look, the last gesture, but the final move wasn’t mine, it was his, and it was because of that damn tinkling. I heard it from a distance: mocking, challenging, clearly deliberate.

My head was spinning. The bathroom light blinded me. The urination was like from years past, like a pause at a nightclub, smelling of alcohol, artificial white light, premature hangover.

My arrival at the bedroom was clumsy. The darkness there, almost total. My lying down on the bed, uncomfortable, because of my state, because of Víctor, and because of her, who, lying on her side, had her back to me.

I felt the bedroom temperature rise five degrees just from my presence. I felt that she had sensed it too.

I closed my eyes with a strange feeling of defeat. Naive, childish, playing the victim; I didn’t yet know that in just a few minutes I would face a total defeat.

Or perhaps not even a minute had passed when it happened:

A turn of my back, sweat against the sheet. The heat. And a glow. My retinas affected, my eyelids wanting to rise painfully. And the sound of contact: hand, plastic, wood. Carolina, my wife, picking up the phone from her nightstand. There, on the other side. The review of the sin. The luminosity of her screen constituted a greater betrayal than a touch of skin. Her typing in response, in our bed, a humiliation. Her ineffective attempt to hide it, a stab wound.

I remained still. I didn’t breathe. I didn’t protest.

I let her do it.

I let her type, and wait. I let her interact with him. The weight of rage sank me into the mattress. Each brush of her finger across the screen triggered my incomprehension.

Her back was a wall. The silhouette of her uncovered body, wrapped in her nightgown, a punishment. Or a threat. Perhaps —I thought— too beautiful not to have to fight for, too powerful to be able to retain.

Her phone finally landing on the nightstand sounded thunderous. Her mistake.

She knew I wasn’t asleep. She had to know that I knew.

But the darkness that came afterward was worse. Because doubt is always the worst. And I had known I wouldn’t interrupt her exchange of messages with him, but I wasn’t so sure I could resist checking what had been sent.

The shadow of discovering the content of those farewell phrases that very night was too strong.

A “good night” can hurt more than an empty physical encounter devoid of feeling. And that’s without adding that such a “good night” might come attached with a subsequent promise. That bastard still had another night there, on the other side of the wall, on that sofa bed that I had prepared for him.

The silence became tangible.

The darkness, oppressive.

I had to wait for Carolina to fall asleep.

Yes, I was going to do it. And I felt that the distrust was much more serious than the risk.

I hadn’t heard anything from Víctor. While he had no right to suspect anything strange about my behavior in my own home, I didn’t want to run into him.

I imagined him tired, drunk, on the sofa. From there, barely, but he wouldn’t be able to see me enter my office.

The alcohol had dried my mouth. The last drinks had been absurd. I moved my lips, inhaling thick air. The hum of the refrigerator, the ticking of the hallway clock, and Carolina’s steady breathing were all that existed.

I waited. I didn’t know how long. Maybe ten minutes. Maybe fifteen. Maybe more.

I sat up slowly. The mattress gave way and she didn’t move. The sheet dragged with a slight rustle, as if wanting to hold me back, as if wanting to tell me I shouldn’t do it.

I crossed the bedroom seeking the most extreme silence. The floor creaked once, slightly, but it was enough to make me hold my breath. With each step I told myself I wouldn’t do it, that I didn’t need to. That I could review those messages calmly the next day. But, at the same time, I knew there would be no more calm.

Not until he left.

The hallway stretched before me like a dark throat. Each step seemed to sink into its own echo.

Upon reaching the dining room, the air changed. There was a different smell, less stuffy, but with a lingering taste of alcohol. My bare feet advanced a bit further. To my left, the office door; ahead, the bookshelf that separated the dining room from the living room, right where he must have been.

Everything was in shadows. The television was off. The only brightness came from the large window, from the terrace, a whitish light that hinted at shapes and shadows.

My heart pounded forcefully, marking an irregular rhythm. Everything seemed calm, prepared for me to discover those last phrases, so that I could finally know—not everything, but something, at least the latest—of what was escaping me.

And then, a sound.

Something faint, almost imperceptible, at first. Then, again. Rhythmic.

A tinkling.

Not of ice. Not of glass.

Something metallic.

Strange.

A sound that came from there, in the distance, from the living room, from where he must have been.

I stood still. The air grew dense, the silence absolute.

Beside me, my office door.

In front of me, that bookshelf dividing the rooms; that border, that trench...

...and beyond it: that sound.

A disconcerting, suggestive sound... that seemed to be calling me.

I swallowed. I closed my eyes for a moment.

But I did what I should, or what was least inappropriate: I moved until my hand rested on the handle of my office door.

The sound didn’t stop.

My heart was pounding.

I trusted then in my stealth, in the darkness, in my bare feet.

I released my hand from the door handle.

And I directed my gaze beyond. Toward there. Toward where he must have been.

And I moved forward...


The white banner.

The sound continued, becoming clearer, closer.

My feet slid until my body was on the other side of the bookshelf.

I leaned forward slightly, holding my breath.

And then the most absolute silence was heard.

I could only hear the sound of my heart pounding. And again the throbbing of that vein in my neck.

I peered through gaps between objects, not knowing which shelf was emptier, which would hide me more and which would allow me to see. What was evident was that the sound came from him, and it came from that spot he had made his own, that edge of the sofa bed where he always sat.

And then, the tinkling repeated. A dry, contained, brief clash. Then, a pause.

And again.

My mind searched for an explanation: a buckle, a key, a chain...

My heart was pounding in my throat. I didn’t want to think, but I was thinking. I didn’t want to look, but I was looking.

Until I moved a little more, so much that I knew my risk was now extreme, and I looked, and I saw.

Almost before the external image I felt the internal blow. Not a noise or a light, but something that pierced my chest, a mute certainty of witnessing something most abusive, most forbidden. I felt how the air compressed, how my entire body tensed from within, as if there wasn’t enough space in my lungs. It was a dense, grave, immobile and, at the same time, vibrant presence. Before understanding what I was seeing, I felt its gravity, its impact, and that something was breaking in that instant. There were no words or thoughts: only pressure, a form of suffocation that didn’t come from fear, but from the brutal awareness of being in front of something I could never forget.

His body, seated, occupied that place of his, where he had drunk, where he had touched my wife; it seemed like an immobile figure at first, barely a block of shadow. But then, when my eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, I perceived the movement.

The movement, and his body. The rigid back, the raised torso. A whitish shadow —his suit shirt open, free from his jacket, part of his chest exposed— and pants pulled down to his knees, dragging blue underwear with them. And what I had never seen before: an enormous member, a hard cock, dark, extremely dark, a purplish glans... Never ever had I seen a cock in that state of excitement that wasn’t my own, and from my position it looked strangely enormous, long, extremely thick; and it was grotesque, but, at the same time, not entirely crude: it was sexual, mature, rough, coarse. Somehow it was also threatening. The impact was absolute, paralyzing. And the tinkling —I finally knew— was the buckle of his belt, which flew and shook, free and rhythmic, due to the cadence of a hand that masturbated that enormity. A tinkling that now had a precise origin. Each thrust of his arm caused it. Each back-and-forth made the metallic sound mix with his breathing, with that dense air that seemed to vibrate in the room.

His face remained still, expressionless, with an almost ritual seriousness. There didn’t seem to be pleasure, but something resembling concentration; a cold, disciplined surrender. Everything about him was control: the contained breathing, the sealed lips, the tense muscles.

The light coming from the window, from the terrace, licked his chest, tracing pale gleams on his skin. The rest was shadow, but enough to guess the shapes. It was a worked body, adult, with that roughness that imposed its own masculinity even in the darkness.

And everything seemed larger to me. His body, his hand. Everything was more: his face more distinct, his shirt whiter, his chest broader, his shoulders firmer. It was as if the darkness itself had withdrawn to give him space.

The rhythm of the masturbation was slow, measured, present. And everything was especially vast and forceful there: his forearm, his wrist, his hand, his cock...

And then I saw it.

Something more.

Something in the hand of friction, in that hand that was jerking his member.

Something white, extremely white, as much or more than his shirt, but more tender and more gleaming. And mistreated. Squeezed between his cock and his hand. That wrapped around his member in a disorderly way, like a half-fallen bandage, like a half-placed gauze.

My heart exploded. I felt something akin to affront and humiliation. I felt him inside us, abusing us... when I understood that that white thing was my wife’s panties, Carolina’s, the ones from that night.

And I understood... that she had given them to him. I understood her change when she had left, passing in front of me, with that “I’m going to bed” that had offered me a different image, a different contour under that nightgown where there was no longer any relief at her hips, under the blue silk; she was no longer wearing panties. And I understood that “thank you” from him, on the terrace. He had asked for them, and she had given them to him. And she had given them to him, evidently, so that he, now, could do that.

I wasn’t breathing. I wasn’t swallowing. And everything was building up inside me. And I knew that if I didn’t expel the air immediately, it would end up coming out abruptly, revealing me.

The tinkling was incessant. Regular. Undeniable.

There was no relaxation in him, but a contained tension, a pulse that seemed to advance against the very stillness of the world. Everything was rhythm, breathing, friction.

I remained there, motionless, breathless, watching.

And it was then, as I leaned just an inch further, that I understood the risk: the white fabric of his shirt gleamed under the night light, and I realized that my t-shirt was also white...

I suspected that if he looked up, he might be able to see it.

See me.

And then, at that precise moment, everything exploded.

More.

And I knew that my suspicion about my lack of caution had come too late...

Because he stopped masturbating...

He raised his eyes.

And looked at me.

Time fractured. I didn’t know how long that exchange of glances lasted. Perhaps a few seconds, but to me it felt like an entire lifetime.

I felt my body collapsing.

His eyes, gray, opaque, held me. There was no surprise in him, no fear or shame; only the certainty of someone who dominates even in the most inappropriate moment. His breathing didn’t change. His arm, still. The rest of his body, motionless.

I, on the other hand, felt something dying inside me. I didn’t know if it was rage or reason.

The decision came without thought: I didn’t flee. I couldn’t say why. And even an impulse drove me to do the opposite: to fight, to confront, to demand my space without shame.

I moved. I skirted the bookshelf. I emerged.

The floor, cold beneath my feet; the air, thick; the silence, complete. There was no plan or defense. Just a body moving forward, aware of each step.

And he kept looking at me. Without covering himself, without any gesture of modesty. His cock, enormous, rose in the middle of his body, upward, like a huge rod, almost absurd, but above all, imposing. And that changed everything.

But he looked at me as if he weren’t the one exposed, but I was.

I was the intruder. The accused. The one who had sinned.

His gaze was neutral, dry, almost clinical. Eyes that held mine with the confidence of someone who has taken the exact measure of the other.

And I feared he would move from that neutrality to reproach, to a harsh word, to an accusation.

But he didn’t speak. Nor did he reveal anything more with his eyes. Nothing more than composure and control.

His gaze remained fixed on mine for a few seconds more, and then lowered, with a slowness that seemed calculated.

The silence was unbearable. I wasn’t even breathing.

It was then that I saw him barely turn his wrist, as if a thought passed from his head to his hand without crossing his body. He lowered his gaze completely.

With a slow, almost ceremonious movement, he took the white garment.

Between his fingers it seemed a fragile, valuable object; much more than a piece of fabric. He spread it out a little, as if recognizing its texture, and then let it fall gently onto his abdomen.

I didn’t know what he intended. Perhaps to humiliate me. Perhaps to boast. But there was something intimate in his movements, something personal, fetishistic. And he manipulated the garment as if I didn’t exist. The contrast between his dark cock, his tanned belly and the white silk of Carolina’s panties was brutal, shocking.

And then he continued with his movement, which seemed more like a ritual, unhurried, with the calmness of someone giving form to something already decided. He raised the fabric again with his hands and brought it toward his member.

It wasn’t tenderness: it was possession.

The garment descended with a gesture that I found incomprehensible. His pulse didn’t tremble. His hand paused for a moment, then continued, lower.

He was hanging them. Hanging my wife’s panties from his cock, using one of the openings.

He hung them, let them slide, fall, to the base.

My throat burned.

The sound of fabric rubbing against his skin mingled with the slight metallic tapping of the still-loose buckle, and with something in the atmosphere that wasn’t air, but a different type of pressure.

The garment, white, silky, now hung like a defeated, conquered banner. It hung from his cock down to his balls and below.

And then he cleared his throat.

And I trembled.

And with one hand he caressed his balls, over the white silk, in a strange way, almost pressing himself against himself with the fabric in between.

And then he spoke.

He didn’t raise his voice, didn’t look at me at first.

He just murmured:

“You know whose these are, don’t you?”

I swallowed. I felt the sting of dry alcohol in my mouth, as if I were still drinking.

And I felt an enormous emptiness.

“Yes...” I managed to say, though with a thread of a voice.

Silence closed in again, dense.

And he, then, looking at me, brought a hand back to his cock.

His glans, violet, was an enormous, shining head.

His hand barely covered half its length, and his fingers couldn’t close around the full width of that brutality.

I felt like I couldn't breathe, that air wouldn't enter my lungs even if I wanted it to.

And then, restarting the back-and-forth motion, his skin being pulled again and the tinkling resuming, looking at me, he whispered:

“What do you think... about her giving them to me...?”

I was paralyzed. I didn't know how to respond. But I did know that he wasn't really expecting an answer.

“Miguel...” he whispered, emphasizing each letter, showing both drunkenness and false complicity.

His earring glinted in the darkness.

And I felt my eyes watering, my armpits dripping, while my throat swallowed sand.

And his phrase, his subsequent whisper, was an affront. An affront toward me, but, above all, an insult to her. To Carolina. To my wife:

“Miguel... dude... wake up... Your wife is a total slut...”

And when I thought nothing more inside me could break... I broke even more. I broke because of the insult, and the suspicion, and from observing, from witnessing that: his jerking off, his slow masturbation. The monstrosity of his cock, my wife's panties hanging from it, submissive, defeated... as if they worshipped his member, hanging there and tenderly caressing his balls. And his rough hand, and his crude cock. And the smell of sex emanating from that veiny, iron-hard cock... And there was so much sexuality in that movement that I felt a guilty, hidden, treacherous sexual pulse. Because the beauty of his body was praiseworthy, exaggerated, sharp: his sculpted torso, his white shirt, his tanned skin, his clear gaze and his rhythmic, pure, sexual gesture...

But my stupefaction was broken by another whisper:

“Your wife... is a little whore... Miguel.”

His words pierced through me.

That diminutive was strange, humiliating, vulgar. Threatening.

He said it while looking at me, jerking off, with that mocking, accusing tinkling.

I didn't want to hear it. I didn't want to internalize that his insults should lead to suspicions.

And, at the same time, I was far from protesting, from fighting to defend Carolina's honor. How could I when her delicate panties were hanging from his enormous member.

And my cock, seeing that —that masturbation which, in a guilty way, I found suggestive— twitched in a minimal, inferior, observant spasm, hitting the inside of my pajamas.

Then he stopped his hand. One second. Two. Looking at me. Then he pulled all his skin up and down, in excess, in a display: all that violet head covered and uncovered in a few eternal seconds.

The tip glistened.

My heart wasn't beating.

And then he whispered:

“Go on... go... wake her up. And tell her to come. Tell her I called for her.”


The gap between us.

The first thing I did was look away. From his eyes. And from the atrocious yet strangely hypnotic horror of what I was seeing.

And then I walked away like an automaton.

I couldn’t feel my feet. I couldn’t feel the floor. I only heard something pounding inside me, as if my body wanted to expel what I had seen and yet couldn’t do it. I walked. I dragged myself. I crossed the dimness of the hallway. Everything was shadows, and none offered me refuge.

His proposal bounced around inside my body.

His confidence was a threat, an insult, and at the same time, it awakened an immense fear in me.

I entered the bedroom.

Carolina was still lying on her side, her back toward me, shoulder and shoulder blades exposed, the sheet at mid-height, the blue nightgown suggesting a body that was the origin and end of everything: the dispute, the passion, the betrayal.

I didn’t know if she was sleeping. I didn’t know if she was pretending.

I lay down. My side was strangely cold.

My chest rose and fell without rhythm. The pillow smelled like her. I closed my eyes, but the image remained inside, embedded, like a light burned into my retina. The panties, which she herself had given him, hanging from that bastard’s cock. The precise jerking motion. The enormous cock. His penetrating voice. His erect posture.

Tell her to come. Tell her I called for her.

I swallowed. My chest thundered.

I felt, in that precise moment, an uncontrollable desire to caress her, to worship the skin of her shoulder and arms with my fingertips.

But I didn’t.

A tremor ran through my ribs. I didn’t know if it was rage, if it was fear, if it was desire. My temples burned. I couldn’t breathe properly. Each second was a stab.

And, in the midst of the whirlwind, an absurd, humiliating, insistent idea: if I actually fulfilled his request, delivering Víctor’s message to her... what would her response be?

Nothing moved.

Until something did.

A whisper—not sleepy, not casual, but clear, sharp, awake—pierced my ear like a cold knife:

“What on earth are you two up to?”

I didn’t answer.

Silence stuck to my skin like cold sweat. I felt the pressure of blood in my neck, beating slow, heavy, as if each pulse were a countdown.

She remained with her back to me. There was a contained rhythm in her breathing, a tense waiting, a stillness too conscious.

A few seconds passed that I couldn’t measure. And then, without deciding to, without thinking about it, without wanting to want it, my voice came out, distressed, almost foreign:

“I’ve been talking to him.”

And after my statement: nothing.

Not a movement. Not a sigh.

But that lack of reaction was, precisely, a reaction. An immobile attention. An edge.

The room seemed to shrink. The air felt heavy. My throat burned. I felt my right hand brushing against the sheet, hesitating between touching her or digging my fingers into the mattress. I wanted to brush her arm, that warm skin, that gentle curve where my lips had rested on so many other nights.

But I didn’t.

Slut.

Little whore.

Those words suddenly echoed in my body, pronounced in that deep voice... and I wondered if she knew that’s what he thought of her, that he spoke of her that way. My feeling of bewilderment was so intense... I felt in such a position of inferiority—at the very least contextually—that I suspected she wouldn’t believe me.

I also wasn’t sure if what he’d said had been a real thought, a threat, advice, or simply the result of uncontainable excitement.

My head was spinning. The heat was suffocating me. The dryness in my mouth was fire.

And she still wasn’t responding, wasn’t asking. And that was worse than any phrase.

I questioned—again—if I was really going to do it. If I was capable of saying those words.

But I felt I couldn’t keep it to myself. That she needed to know. That hiding it would only be a cowardly escape.

It would be confessing that I was afraid of him. Or of her. Or of both.

“He wants you to go...”

The phrase fell between us like glass breaking without sound. No response. Just a minimal change in her posture: a tense muscle in her neck, barely perceptible, a breath that was suspended, that stopped coming out.

The sleeplessness was extreme. Darkness rocked us, but I had never felt more awake. Every sound was a knife: the distant hum of the refrigerator, the creak of the sheet under my elbow, the dry friction of my tongue against my parched palate. My heart was pounding in my stomach, not in my chest; descended, confused, as if it didn’t know where it should live.

Again, I wanted to touch her. I wanted to bury my face in her neck, under her silky, warm hair, to ask for forgiveness without knowing why, to grab her, to hold her. But my hands were pinned to the pillow and sheets, as if my body had understood before my mind that nothing could be done, that any contact would break something that was already broken.

Carolina didn’t speak.

Not yet.

And then her whisper —minimal, sharp, almost without air— brushed against the darkness like a cold tongue over an open wound:

“And you... what do you want?”

My lips trembled. My entire body trembled. There was no answer. None existed that wouldn’t destroy something.

I remained silent.

Doubt was an acid. Silence, a weight. Desire, a sentence. Humiliation, an electric current running through me. What did I want? What did wanting even mean now? What could it possibly mean?

Slow seconds passed. Perhaps many. Perhaps not so many.

She breathed. I tried to. The whole world fit in that narrow space between her back and my chest.

And then, another whisper.

Even softer. More dangerous. More human too.

“Tell me... that you don’t want me to go.”

She didn’t say it as a reproach. Nor as a challenge. She said it like someone who is about to lose their grip and needs a rope, a word, a crack to hold onto.

My throat closed up. My mouth didn’t respond.

Not a sound.

The silence I chose —or that chose me— became a dry, invisible, definitive blow.

She didn’t move. Neither did I. But something did move, inside both of us, somewhere the body cannot reach.

My chest pounded. A drop of sweat ran down my spine.

My mouth exhaled a thick breath.

I knew she was looking for a “no,” but I wondered why. Perhaps to remove guilt. Perhaps to avoid doing what she wanted to do.

Her game with him. Her jealousy of another woman. Her panties given as a gift. That hand on her thigh that she hadn’t wanted to push away. Their old messages, dirty, complicit.

What this could all explode into.

Who was I to stop it.

And, above all, what good would it do.

A betrayal is already one if it exists in the mind, in desire.

The only way to know if it would happen was to step aside.


Enough seconds.

Her question was still there and I was unable to answer it:

Tell me you don’t want me to go.

There was no time. No moving forward. No going back. Just an absurd suspension, like when a wave rises before breaking and the entire sea seems to hold its breath. Everything still, yet vibrating. Everything about to fall, but not falling yet. And I, trapped on that liquid edge, knowing that what came next would no longer be just another movement, but a collapse.

She, motionless. I, motionless.

The word was forming inside me. A “no,” tiny and enormous at once, crawling from my stomach to my palate. I felt it alive, tense, trembling, seeking to be born, seeking air. My tongue touched it, my throat pushed it. It was almost a cry, almost a prayer, almost a lifeline.

And when it was there, exact, ready to come out...

...I killed it.

I suffocated it with silence. Out of fear. Out of cowardice.

Because I didn’t know what I wanted.

Because I wanted to know what she wanted.

And in that minimal murder, something broke that made no sound, but hurt as if glass had shattered inside my chest.

I waited for another opportunity.

I waited for her to ask again, to gift me a second bridge, one last crack to say “don’t go,” to stop the water before it broke.

But it never came.

Why would it come?

The question had already been asked.

The abyss had already been named.

The air weighed like a wall. My fingers sank into the sheet. I felt the trembling in every joint, as if my body wanted to pronounce what I had not been able to say.

Then she breathed differently.

Not to speak.

Not to doubt.

But to decide.

And there I knew that this moment no longer belonged to me. That the next gesture would not be dialogue, but destiny.

She pulled back the sheet.

Slowly.

With that terrible calm of someone doing something inevitable.

My heart was exploding...

And she sat up.

That first movement —so simple, so small— was the collapse.

Mine.

Of everything I still wanted to believe existed.

I suddenly felt that everything between us was and had been a lie.

My soul was breaking...

...and I was unable to say anything.

A protest wouldn’t save me. A reproach would humiliate me.

She didn’t look at me. Not a gesture, not a hesitation. Just the soft murmur of the sheet being pulled away and the almost liquid shimmer of the light blue nightgown, that silky fabric that brushed against the dimness like a secret dressing in elegance to commit a crime.

She sat up with that dangerous stillness of those who move toward something they’ve already decided. The fabric caressed her waist, outlined her hips, suggested the perfect curve of her back. She descended from the bed and I wanted to extend my arm —as her blonde hair fell forward for an instant, like a soft curtain— but I didn’t.

She went around the bed and walked to the door unhurriedly. Without noise. As if her entire skin knew how to glide without being heard. The nightgown —light, suggestive, capriciously honest in its transparency— revealed the high line of her thigh, the firm outline of her buttocks beneath the silk, the slight sway of her chest, barely contained, almost completely free.

I wondered if she felt guilt.

And I thought about whether there was reproach toward me in her mind, toward my silence. If she accused me of not stopping her, of allowing it, of having allowed it. And indeed, the outcome was so evident that I was already thinking in the past tense.

The last vision of her body leaving me, walking away, evoked another image: her white panties hanging from that man’s flesh, dangling from his cock like a trophy. It evoked that image because beneath the blue silk, again, I saw no outline, no seam... she was going to him dressed only with one minimal, thin obstacle; that silky, weightless nightgown... she was going to him with bare shoulders, a clean back, her breasts powerfully showing through and... above all... with her pussy free.

She crossed the threshold.

She left.

And the silence she left behind wasn’t emptiness. It wasn’t sadness. It was something worse: the brutal certainty of her decision and the incomprehensible stupefaction of mine.

A few seconds of absolute silence, my body hieratic... and then I thought I heard something.

I couldn’t say what. Perhaps a murmur, a rustle, a presence on the other side of the wall. That wall separating me from the living room... where that bastard was waiting for her. I knew he took for granted that she would come, perhaps because he knew of her desire, perhaps because he had read mine —more twisted, more miserable than my wife’s— before I had myself. I remembered then his composure, and his deep, confident and presumptuous voice, whispering: “tell her I called for her.”

Or perhaps what I was hearing was just my breath going and returning against the walls, amplified, distorted.

I barely raised myself up, without sitting completely. I felt the trembling in my legs, a trembling that didn’t come from the cold —because I was sweating— but from something deeper, more animal. My pajamas stuck to my skin, damp, as if soaked from within. Sweat ran down my ribs and stayed there, trapped, making me feel dirty, sick of myself.

I wanted to get up. But I didn’t move.

I wanted to go to the living room. But I couldn’t.

I wanted to hear nothing. And yet, I wanted to hear everything.

It was the edge of an abyss. That instant before seeing a body fall, when you still don’t know if you’ll push it or hold it back.

I didn’t know if I wanted to verify what was happening on the other side… or if I wished to have no escape. And it was then that the most unbearable thing came, what made me most ashamed to feel: a dense, dirty excitement, like a hot drop at the base of my belly. A low, primitive pulse that destroyed me. Because a part of me —a rotten, broken part that I didn’t know existed— wanted to hear it. Wanted to hear a moan. Or a sigh. Or the friction of skin against skin.

That killed me.

I felt like hitting myself, tearing that idea from my head. How could I want to hear that confirmation? How could I desire proof of my ruin? What kind of man was I if my body reacted like this, if my sex gave a spasm, minimal but real, imagining it?

I brought a hand to my chest to contain it, but my heart wouldn’t obey. It beat in my stomach, low and heavy. And each beat was a discharge.

And I imagined it. I imagined her arriving there and seeing her panties hanging from his cock, as I was sure he wouldn’t be ashamed to keep them like that in front of her. I imagined my wife’s gaze upon seeing his enormous cock, raised. I imagined her trembling… and going to him…

I then felt something like a retch, but internal, not in my mouth, but in my belly.

I wanted to flee from that vision and, at the same time, I wanted to live in it.

And I wanted to touch the sheet where she had been. Not out of tenderness: out of desperation. I wanted to grab it, bury my face in the fabric where her scent still lingered, prevent the world from moving forward. But I didn’t; my hands remained pinned to my sides, as if my body knew that any movement could drag me to a place from which there would be no return.

I wondered if our relationship had been a farce. If she had always wanted that. If I was the only one who believed there was something to protect.

And then, a noise.

Distant.

A metallic click? A breath? A stifled moan?

It could be anything.

I was trembling. Not with a slow tremor, but with short, spasmodic jerks, as if my body wanted to flee without giving me time to think about it. I felt the blood behind my eyes, sweat burning on my neck, my throat dry and my tongue pasty, as if it had been covered with dust.

I didn’t know how much time passed like this. A minute. Maybe two.

I knew they were together. But they weren’t talking. What was there to talk about when her panties hung from his cock? What was there to talk about when she had agreed to go to him?

And then I heard it.

I didn’t dream it. I didn’t imagine it.

A gasp.

Or so I thought.

Brief. Cut short. As if someone had wanted to half-silence it.

My heart gave such a violent lurch that my chest hurt.

Then nothing. Absolute silence, total.

Perhaps it had been my mind, my fear, my desire.

But then another came.

Softer. More lost. Like a held breath escaping without permission.

My fingers dug into the sheet.

The world narrowed to the size of that wall separating us.

The bed frame creaked under my back. I hadn’t moved, but it seemed like everything in the room was vibrating. The air was thick, almost chewable, as if the house were breathing with me.

Then, a clearer sound: a slight squeak, metallic, rhythmic… like a spring.

The sofa bed.

The same creak I remembered from before.

That was it. It had to be.

A stab went through me and rose to my throat, where it remained trapped as if a hand were pushing from within. I didn’t want to believe it, but I did believe it. I didn’t want to hear it, but I heard it.

Perhaps it had only been the pressure of a body, sitting down or rising up. Or perhaps it had been everything.

It frustrated and excited me not to be able to know anything, to specify nothing. It was impossible to know how much was conjecture and how much was certainty.

And then I thought I heard another gasp. More distinct now. Though lower. My heart pounded, excited and bewildered, because it wasn’t possible to hear such a low gasp with that wall between us… and yet I seemed to hear it… and I became frightened of myself, since it was possible that this was my desire, and that would turn me into a person I wasn’t, that I didn’t want to be.

My breathing was irregular, almost painful. I tried to open my mouth to take in air and only managed to swallow dry saliva. I felt heat in my groin, a heat I hated, a pulse I didn’t want to recognize as mine.

I wanted to protest. I wanted to know.

The silence returned. A long, endless, cruel silence. It could be the end. Or it could be the instant just before the next sound.

And it came.

Another whisper, or a rustle, or a tiny moan. And that sound, so small, could be everything, or nothing at all.

My body acted then, without consulting my mind: I sat up.

My legs were trembling.

I was going to go.

I was going to witness it.

I was finally going to understand what was real and what wasn’t.

I was going to go... without knowing if I would go to show myself or to spy, to interrupt or to consent.

I took a step with my body, though my feet didn’t actually move.

I felt my heart in my mouth. The tingling in my fingers. The sweat in my armpits.

I got up in my mind before I got up from the bed.

And just then, when there was no turning back, another noise.

But not from the living room.

From the hallway.

From closer by.

As if someone, or something, or a movement, was coming toward me.

Terror shot through me like an electric cable. I let myself fall back again, almost with a thud, as if the body could protect me from the soul.

I stayed still. Completely still. Listening. Trembling.

Until I located the sound: her graceful, light, bare feet...

I didn’t hear her hand on the door, because there wasn’t one; she knew her house, knew how to enter without making noise, and the darkness opened to receive her as if nothing had happened. I didn’t move. I was just an agitated chest under a sheet. And I felt how she returned to the bedroom, how the air changed with her presence, how the mattress, seconds later, yielded just barely, very barely, to make room for her.

Her skin touched the sheets with the slowness of someone who wants to erase the trace of her absence. The nightgown brushed against the fabric, as if it still carried the electricity of another place. I knew it had been a matter of minutes, three, four... an entire ocean compressed into that minuscule time.

I thought —and I didn’t want to think it, but I thought it with all my blood— what can two excited bodies, drunk with contained desire, do in three or four minutes, when a caress takes a second and a kiss might be barely five.

My throat burned. I felt heat in my eyes. It was as if I had remained at the edge of something that shouldn’t exist, but did exist, and I had allowed it to happen. I asked myself the same thing in a thousand ways: what happened, what did you do, how far, why, and —worst of all— why did you come back so soon, why didn’t you continue, why this return, what stopped it, who stopped it, if it was him or you, if it was a limit or a beginning.

And beneath all that emotional disaster, below the pain, deeper than the rage, very deep, where the shameful questions hide, pulsed the most wretched, the weakest, the one that shouldn’t exist, a pitiful... “do you still love me?”

It was ridiculous, childish, humiliating, unlike me, foreign, like those questions that spring up inside you and never come out because you don’t feel them as your own, but it was there, beating like a small, wounded animal that ends up showing itself.

And I said nothing.

I didn’t ask.

She didn’t say anything either, didn’t seek my skin, didn’t ask for air, didn’t explain. She just returned to being there, on her side.

My breathing was uncomfortable. My pulse, like a hammer.

I wondered how I was capable of not asking and how she was capable of not confessing.

And faced with our silence, I returned to my sickening loop, reflecting on the quantity of time: four or five minutes, two hundred or three hundred seconds, enough for minimal or definitive things to happen, enough for two mouths to brush against each other, for two hands to seek each other out, for skin to decide for the mind, enough for an entire life to change.

And she was breathing there, near and far, warm and distant. And I wondered if she was at that moment with me, with him, or alone with herself.

I hesitated, again, about extending my hand to touch her shoulder, her arm, her back.

But I didn’t do it.

I pressed my lips together. I squeezed my eyes shut.

And I remained silent.

Like her.

And the night continued like that... without moving.


That man who wasn't me.

I wasn't sleeping. I was suspended in a state of limbo. Each second was a slab in an eternal dawn. I opened my eyes as if something had pushed me from inside my chest, violently. The silence was even more oppressive with my eyes open. Her body was there, next to mine, always with her back turned, always with her golden hair spread out, always with her sky-blue nightgown protecting her, as if only it understood her, as if it were her most loyal bodyguard.

I didn’t know if our sleeplessness had been shared or if each of us had suffered in a different dimension. She could have been asleep or awake; her breathing was calm, but calm too are the surfaces upon which guilt rests. In my case, I felt I hadn’t slept even ten minutes, neither consecutively nor in total. My chest, sleepless, had been pounding like a drum buried beneath my sternum; cold sweat freezing on my skin; images lodged like blades behind my eyelids: Carolina leaving, Carolina returning, her absence and her return superimposed, as if in my head there existed two simultaneous versions of her: the one who had done nothing and the one who had done everything.

I looked at the clock. 5:39. It wasn’t dawn yet; it was late night, that uncomfortable territory where the day is too far from arriving and the night is too far from wanting to leave. My stomach contracted in spasms, but the worst was my mouth and head; it wasn’t a hangover, it was a limbo of pain and weightlessness; I felt on the verge of fainting despite lying down.

I suddenly felt an inability to stay still, as if my body remembered something I hadn’t finished thinking about. And almost against my will, I got up without deciding to, seeking solid ground, or clean air, or something that might alleviate my headache and sore throat. I got up without feeling my muscles, without feeling my feet, without knowing if I was fleeing from her or from myself; as if I could erase something by leaving that darkness.

I left the bedroom. I walked down the small, dim hallway, dragging my body as if each step were borrowed, as if I were moving with the permission of a foreign destiny. I reached the kitchen. My t-shirt, soaked in sweat, gave off a rancid, sour, unkempt smell; it was the smell of a body that had lost all its battles. I didn’t know what I was looking for—perhaps water—perhaps just a space, a time for myself.

My heart continued pounding as if it wanted to break me from within. I could barely stand. I didn’t know how I could see, because I hadn’t turned on any lights; but I could see. I could see despite the almost total darkness, as if sleeplessness had imposed itself on my eyes, developing my senses.

I went to get a glass to pour myself some water. The simple idea of feeling something cold seemed like a minimal, necessary truce, the best way to quell my fire. But then I saw it: an open cabinet door. A door I hadn’t left open. A door that didn’t belong to the order of my house, but to something foreign, to another decision. The door to the liquor cabinet. A door that he had clearly left open at some point.

I wondered where he had left his decorum, his interest in not disturbing, that affected courtesy he had used to infiltrate my life. His masquerade hadn’t lasted long. That open door was a crack, a signature, an accident full of intention.

I looked and saw a bottle of rum, and I remembered that Víctor, polite, that same night, though it seemed a lifetime had passed, or that he was another person, that Víctor who had berated himself for ordering me a whisky when I would have preferred rum.

I remembered his countenance, false, utterly false, an impostor, and I felt unable to extinguish the fire.

I felt the absurd need to add more fuel, to stoke something that was already consuming me. I didn’t know why. Perhaps to mitigate that pounding in my chest even if my throat and head would pay the price. Perhaps because pain was the only thing that could make me feel that some boundary still existed within me.

I opened the bottle.

I found myself pouring a glass of rum. No ice, no form, no sense. The strong smell hit me, but even so, I brought the glass to my lips. Everything in me was trembling: my hand, my breathing, my gesture. I took a long drink, as if seeking to burn myself from within to see if something would awaken, or die, or explain itself.

The liquid went down dense, harsh, brutal. I felt the fire in my throat, in my chest, in the pit of my stomach. And only then did I understand that I wasn’t drinking to forget: I was drinking to endure remembering.

Behind me, the house remained silent, expectant. The coffee cups rested on the counter, as if when brightness returned everything could continue as if nothing had happened. And I, leaning on the warm stone of the kitchen, with the rum burning in my body, understood that I had gone there to remember, and to imagine. To hurt myself with that rum and with my own mind.

That bastard’s hand on my wife’s thigh. His expression of dominance, of control. Him, looking at me, not challenging me, but doing something much worse: telling me with his eyes that he could do it if he wanted to.

And his masturbation, his rough, dry, icy jerking off, with my wife’s panties... My heart pounded as I remembered his cock, its size, its power... and that white silk hanging.

I took another long drink, even knowing I would pay for it.

And I imagined them on the terrace and wondered how it was possible that she had given him that gift. I couldn’t imagine the gesture, her, standing on the terrace, in her nightgown, with the night caressing her shoulders and the cold floor beneath her feet. I couldn’t see the exact moment, but I could see the trembling that would have been in her hand. The silk brushing against her thigh, sliding down her skin... I wondered what that previous second would have been like, when one can still turn back.

And her lowering her gaze, or perhaps keeping it fixed on him. The fabric falling into his hand, light, almost innocent. A minimal gesture, but with the weight of an entire world being surrendered. A silent act but absolutely forbidden. My wife handing over the silky guardian of her sex. The custody of the smell of her pussy... How was it possible... her extending her hand. Him bringing his closer. And that second where both skins don't touch, but want to touch.

The breeze moving the nightgown. Her breathing. And that “thank you” from him while I listened and the fabric traveled from one body to another as if desire could be folded, bent and offered. And I, imagining it now, trying to decipher what trembled more in that moment: her wrist or her will. And I didn’t know what hurt me more: the image of her fingers abandoning the garment, or the certainty that he had received it with absolute calm, like someone receiving something that already belonged to him before being handed over.

The glass felt heavier in my hand. I squeezed it hard, as if I could hold onto something in the physical world before sinking completely into that image. But there was nothing solid. Just that imagined gesture, repeating itself over and over, a loop of silk and silence devouring me from within.

I took another drink. Again, I knew I would pay for it.

And what came next was chaos, my mind ran wild imagining what could have happened in those four minutes. My body was sweating, my heart exploding... and what was much worse: that man who wasn’t me returned, that man who got excited imagining the worst obscenity, the greatest barbarity that his wife could have done with another.

It had barely begun to grow and I had already used my free hand to slightly lower my pajama pants. As soon as its size was sufficiently consistent, I set down the glass, poured myself more alcohol, took another drink... and began to touch myself.

My imagination had no order, no development, they were just images, but so vivid that each time one emerged my cock twitched and my hand tried to calm it with a slow cadence. I felt the power of my member growing in my hand while I witnessed an incessant and random barrage of visions, each more obscene, more brutal, more painful than the last. Only the first image had a structure: my wife, nervous, going to him... and him receiving her, reclining, with her panties —her gift— wrapped around his cock. In my mind there had been no doubts, just a shared look and unequal excitement: the calm one and the agitated one, the instigator and the one who crumbles. There was no order in my mind, no one was going to anyone anymore, they were just loose images: them kissing on that sofa bed that I had opened for that guest, him sliding his hand between my wife’s legs, caressing a naked pussy, exposed, ready —wet— for him... and because of him... Her grabbing that enormous cock while they kissed... Him biting her neck and making her moan with two fingers inside. Her rubbing her body against those invading fingers...

I took another drink.

My throat burned. My body swayed.

The mixture of drunkenness and excitement was making me sway, almost making me reach for the floor.

The sound of the glass against the countertop screeched like a thunderclap in the most absolute stillness.

The masturbation was mechanical, absurd. There was no pleasure there. It was just a punishment. It was just the way of telling myself that I was already another man.

I imagined my wife sucking that bastard’s cock.

My member throbbed in my hand, which squeezed hard, and I let out a gasp.

Him sitting. Her bent over him. Him guiding her... with his hand on her head, in her hair, on that mane that I smelled almost every night.

My wife trying to swallow that enormity.

I took another drink.

Again the burning in my throat, the churning in my stomach, the pounding in my chest; the miserable jerking off, the pleasure that wasn’t physical, but pitiful, guilty... incomprehensible.

And again the thud of the glass against the countertop.

Víctor pushing her away, discarding her mouth... and ordering her to lie on her back.

I took another drink.

I shook my cock, which was already fully erect, with three quick strokes with my free hand.

What prevented me from thinking that he had penetrated her, that he had fucked her...

Even if it had only been for a few seconds...

Just for the mental pleasure of having done it. Of leaving her marked —both of us marked— forever.

Because when a man enters a woman there’s no turning back. It has already happened. Everything changes. There’s no artifice, no game, no seduction anymore. It has already happened. The power scale is reversed.

I took another drink.

And then, a sound. In the distance.

Metal, a rustle, a weight being moved.

Víctor.

Awake.

Rummaging in the living room.

I froze, motionless. Again, I felt caught. I felt that I was always where I shouldn’t be, when I shouldn’t be. Even though it was my house and even though he was the inappropriate one, the intruder, the one doing the forbidden.

Everything became blurry.

More.

Even more.

With my heart in my throat, I decided to flee. To seek refuge. Or I didn’t even decide it.

I didn’t even know how I was able to move. I was heading toward the bedroom, and, if the journey there had been erratic, the return was dreamlike, weightless, as if someone were moving me.

The noises coming from the living room not only increased in intensity and variety, but a light had been turned on.

Without knowing how it was possible, I slipped through the doorway, located the bed, and lay back down.

Carolina seemed to be sleeping. Always in her position, curled into herself, hiding from me.

My body, lying on my back in the absolute darkness, listened to those disparate, strange, inappropriate sounds at that hour.

Rigid, holding my breath to hear better, I tried to understand that urgency, those noises that were occurring more than two hours ahead of schedule.

Then came a collection of diffuse yet distinct sounds, disconnected, difficult to decipher: a buckle, perhaps. Or an object picked up from the floor. The rustle of thick fabric.

My heart rose and fell. Sinking. I didn’t know where to place my hands.

Then, a soft, repeated thump, like an object grazing the floor. It took me a few seconds to understand it was the rolling of his suitcase. It wasn’t moving toward the door; it wasn’t retreating down the hallway like someone leaving. It stopped, turned, barely moved... as if trying to avoid dragging too much, as if wanting to exist without leaving a trace.

Then, footsteps. Firm. Determined. Distant and close at the same time, as if the floor recognized a weight that didn’t belong to it.

Those steps were moving away.

My heart pounded faster than they did.

And then the sound. Not a slam, not a violent goodbye or a final blow. A measured closing, almost elegant, the door fitting carefully into its frame, like someone taking a deep breath to avoid making noise just before disappearing.

He had left.

I didn’t know what to feel.

But probably incomprehension more than relief. And suspicion more than certainty.


Present threat.

In bed, my body didn't move, but something inside did. A minimal readjustment. I felt Carolina's skin, the warmth of her body close to mine. She wasn't moving. But she was awake. I knew it. I felt it through a breathing that wasn't rest, but restraint.

Two minutes. Maybe three. The air thick, still, almost solid.

I didn't know whether to ask her. I didn't know whether to speak. I didn't know if my voice would come out whole or break into an afflicted thread. And in my chest, something like a cowardly prayer: that she would speak first, that she would tell me something, give me a clue, rescue me or sink me, whatever it was, but that she would do it.

There was nothing.

And then she moved. Slowly. The bed giving way slightly, the sheet whispering against her skin. She sat up without offering words, without seeking my eyes, without brushing against my body. And I understood that, for some hours now —I didn't know from what specific moment— there was no longer any language between us. Only movement. Action and omission.

And again that sensation of late dawn, that everything was happening ahead of time. Sometimes Carolina had gone to the office really early —excessive work, impossible sleeplessness— but I had the feeling that this time was different; that it had to do with me, with him, or with herself.

I heard her walk, leave the bedroom, slip through the doorway. Gentle steps, soft, her nakedness contained beneath that minimal silk, her bare feet touching the cold wood.

Then, the click of the coffee maker. The murmur of water heating up. The faint, sad aroma of coffee in half-light.

I didn't know whether to go after her. For some time now I hadn't known what my place was. Perhaps I hadn't known since the precise moment he had arrived. And I remained motionless. Like a coward.

The sound of a cup. The coffee pot. Domestic sounds but in a new context, unknown, dangerous. Carolina didn't seem to go further, to the living room where he was no longer there. She didn't seem to have the curiosity that I had, or perhaps she knew more than I did.

Then, a silence. Then, her footsteps. Then, the shower.

Everything was normal and at the same time absolutely inappropriate. And not just because of the premature hour. There was something in the cadence, in the movements, strangely different.

I could hear the water falling with determination.

Then I did sit up. I sat up and felt the world tilt, as if gravity had decided to abandon me or bend me. A thick, dirty dizziness pierced me from the nape of my neck to my stomach. My head felt heavy and painful as if someone had been squeezing it all night with both hands. My chest, without respite. My mouth dry, but with that bitter aftertaste of whisky that was no longer whisky, and rum that I should never have tried.

I felt nausea. I felt rage. I brought a hand to my forehead. It burned and froze at the same time. Cold sweat began to run down my back. And even so, I stood up. I walked clumsily, slowly, like someone traversing a nightmare knowing that what comes next won't wake them up. I left the bedroom stumbling. The hallway seemed long and narrow, as if the house had shrunk. The floor anchored me, but my body was a second behind my head, out of phase, blurry. I passed by the bathroom and heard the shower water behind the door, constant, sure.

I continued forward.

I passed through the dining room. Beyond it —on the other side of the bookshelf— the living room was dark except for a glow coming from the terrace; an artificial glow, from a streetlamp, from city light, not twilight, as the night was as dark as it only gets before dawn.

I wanted clues, I wanted certainties. I wanted to know how far Víctor's absence extended, and I immediately saw that I couldn't feel relief, because his things were still there. They remained, but there was a remnant of order, not intrinsic to him, but one that announced an imminent departure: the closed and set-aside suitcase, the cushions placed in a gathered position, the small table moved to another spot. Everything called to collection, to an upcoming exit.

I advanced further, positioned myself next to the sofa bed, and then, despite his absence, I felt his presence: the slightly wrinkled sheet where he had slept, the indentation marked by his body, his smell still there, mixed with ours, invading my house as if he had the right to do so.

But the detail that pierced me was another: a folded garment that gleamed on the dark sheet. A soft and very white white, which had something of an evocation of an atrocious past and at the same time a present threat.

White. Silky. Delicate. Her panties. My wife's panties.

My heart shrank. I felt the mockery. The deliberate act. The humiliation.

I stood there, looking at them. I didn't know how long, but I felt that the air stopped with me. It was a symbol. A signature. Not a forgetfulness; never a carelessness. It was pure intention.

I remembered them… hanging from his cock… and I had to look away.

And not only that shook me, as the shower stopped. And that sudden silence pierced me like a dry blow. The water had been a noise that protected me, and, when it fell silent, I was left more exposed to my thoughts.

I didn't know what to do. I didn't understand the urgency of everything: Carolina's shower, the departure of a Víctor who, perhaps in a few hours, perhaps that afternoon, or night, would have to return.

I looked at the garment again, but only dared to do so sideways.

One second, two.

And then, as if pushed by something I didn’t understand, I went out to the terrace.

The cold air hit me and held me up. I breathed and realized, as I smelled and felt the pure air of that endless early morning, that I was coming from a place that smelled of him: it wasn’t perfume, it wasn’t sweat; it was presence. It was dominance. I wanted to believe it was just my mind, but it wasn’t. It couldn’t be. That smell, that energy, that trace... in the living room, on the sofa bed, even in the hallway, didn’t belong to our house.

I didn’t know how long I was outside. Maybe a couple of minutes. I felt like a stranger everywhere and the sweat was cooling on my body. The dizziness was becoming more limiting, more oppressive.

I peered back into the living room and could hear Carolina’s hair dryer, breaking the early morning with its domestic noise, almost ridiculous in the face of disaster. That sound pushed me to move. And I advanced, crossed that room crowned by that garment that seemed like a desecrated altar, and went to my office. I didn’t know if I was going there to discover what I was missing that would be written on her laptop or simply to take refuge.

I sat down. I didn’t turn on any lights. The closed laptop in front of me, like a secret breathing under a cold lid. I put my hands on the desk. I felt the pulse in my fingers, as if they were pounding from inside asking for help.

I didn’t know what I was going to do.

Meanwhile, I could hear her moving. Carolina, going back and forth, getting dressed. She went to the dressing room, and to the bedroom, and back to the dressing room.

My heart trembled, imagining, figuring out, suspecting, until the sound of her high heels announced to me that she was already fully dressed and above all informed me of another imminent departure, the second of that early morning, both strangely early.

The office door was ajar.

I was putting off snooping on her laptop until I occupied a safe space —something that seemed would be soon—, and I lifted the lid of my computer, and a blue glow illuminated me.

And then, everything rushed forward: a succession of sounds, from various places, from various sources.

First, I heard the sound of Carolina’s footsteps through the hallway and dining room.

Then, another noise, that of keys.

Metal against metal. The lock giving way.

A door opening from outside.

Him.

Víctor.

Coming in.

My blood stopped. I didn’t know if I was breathing. My chest pounded. A thick nausea clouded my vision and made me tremble. I didn’t know if I felt confusion or something more like fear.

I heard how the apartment door closed with that soft, measured, almost intimate sound. A sound that doesn’t belong to a guest, but to someone who returns to his place, or who feels it that way.

And again, footsteps.

First hers, light, advancing toward the living room.

Then his, heavy, confident, entering the house as if he had never left.

Footsteps crossing the dining room.

I followed them without moving, without blinking, nailed to the chair, breathing with difficulty.

One, two, three...

Carolina must have already been in the living room. No light was turned on, but even so I assumed that, like me, she had to be seeing what I had seen: that soft, obscene, shining white; the mockery of our marriage condensed in an act, in a garment.

And then, his footsteps. Which passed by my half-open door.

He didn’t look. Or, if he looked, I didn’t know it.

But I felt his shadow brush the frame, as if his presence could stretch the air.

And then I heard her.

Her voice.

A whisper.

Tense. Low. Almost intimate.

Not a greeting. Not exactly a reproach either:

“And you... What are you doing? Where were you?”

And then, silence.

And then, the slight sound of him moving closer.

I imagined two bodies meeting in the dim light.

And I couldn’t move.

My hands were shaking. My throat was burning.

My entire body wanted to stand up, go out, intervene...

...but it didn’t.

It didn’t, perhaps, because what it wanted was to step aside, to let be, to let happen...

Because the only way to know the truth was not to prevent it.


Another possible exit.

“I went down for coffee at the place on the corner of the back street. I was making enough noise as it was,” I heard Victor whisper, his voice not sounding fresh but rather dragged, as if he too were living anchored in the early hours.

“And it was already open? Don’t you like my coffee or what?” Carolina asked, also whispering, but making me feel pain, as her tone was subdued, almost tender, always complicit with him.

A silence was born then that stretched on. And that was killing me.

My chest was pounding.

Then he said something I couldn’t understand.

I couldn’t bear it.

And I stood up.

“What a bastard... You could have said so,” she whispered, playful, friendly.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said then.

And another silence. My hands were sweating. The dizziness from the alcohol, from not having slept, and above all from the most brutal unease, was destroying me; I could barely keep myself standing.

“So you’re really leaving...? For real?”

Carolina’s voice came out much clearer. Her diction allowed me to understand her precisely despite the distance. With him it was harder for me.

He didn’t seem to respond. Or at least I didn’t hear anything. Perhaps the answer was obvious—they had already discussed it—or perhaps he had responded with a gesture. Not being able to see was infuriating me, destroying me.

And then I heard or could even feel movement. However, they weren’t turning on any lights.

“I’ll shower, kill some time and leave,” he whispered. “You’re going pretty early too, aren’t you? What time does the office open?”

“Yeah, well, I have keys... I’ve been there at seven before.”

And then I could feel it. The silence. But a different silence. Or perhaps it was that this time the voices had come from exactly the same point.

I had a feeling. I could sense it. Like a sixth sense.

I pressed myself against the door. I was almost pushing half my body through the gap.

And then he, with a clearer voice, whispered:

“Have you told him anything?”

And another silence. I swallowed. I felt an oppressive, unbearable dizziness.

And she wasn’t responding. Or perhaps she was shaking her head.

I couldn’t stand not being able to see them anymore.

And then I heard:

“Is he sleeping soundly? Let him sleep. He can afford to... after all, he doesn’t work...”

His insult. His spite.

My hatred, being born, or growing.

“Don’t be an asshole...” she whispered then, defending me... but lightly, tepidly.

My heart was exploding with tension. My temples were exploding with pain. My knees could barely keep my legs rigid.

I felt like I couldn’t see properly. That the dizziness was affecting my vision. Suddenly I felt hungry, and thirsty, but the worst was feeling the silence and having to imagine, to suppose...

And after a few seconds I heard a sound, a strange noise, like a rustling, like fabrics rubbing together.

I couldn’t bear it.

I decided I had to go out, which wouldn’t be the same as revealing myself, as I assumed the darkness and my stealth would shelter me.

And then another sound. Another rustling. And after... perhaps... perhaps... something like a kiss. Or maybe I was imagining it. Or wishing for it. For it to happen already. For it to happen so I could finally know what I was facing.

My body acted for me:

I slid, floated, slipped through the gap in the door...

And I saw them.

I saw them just as he insisted with another whisper:

“Have you told him anything or not?”

She looked impeccable. I didn’t know how it was possible, with everything that was happening, with that stressful, anguishing early morning, but there she was. Her cream-colored silk blouse appeared so soft it seemed to breathe with her, her gray pencil skirt outlined her hips and thighs as if the fabric recognized and adored her; her heels made her stand tall and elevated even further that innate elegance of hers, and her hair... dry, shiny, loose, with volume, with life. All of her evoked cleanliness, fullness, splendor... as if she had slept eight hours and not gone through a hell... as I had gone through and was still going through.

Next to her, he was almost the opposite: yesterday’s clothes, the white shirt wrinkled from a day and night’s use, the navy blue pants with some creased folds, and his jacket—that dark blue jacket—resting on the sofa, and I thought that perhaps that rustling of fabric I had heard had been him dropping it there, appropriating my space, my sofa, my home...

He had his back to me, broad, solid, like a human wall that cast a shadow over her. She was standing but angled toward him, half-turned, as if she had already taken one step and didn’t dare take the next. Her head was slightly tilted and, although I thought I was hidden, her gaze—not frontal, lateral, barely a slip of pupil—seemed to graze me. I wasn’t sure.

She was immaculate, radiant, perfumed. He was worn out, but intact. And I... I was a body supported by a doorframe, breathing but not receiving air.

She wasn’t answering his question. She wasn’t answering whether she had told me anything about those four minutes.

And then he, close to her, in the dimness of the living room, placed a hand on my wife’s waist and, crude, coarse, strangely aroused, whispered:

“I almost touched your pussy and he didn’t even flinch. I think you could have told him...”

My heart exploded.

I swallowed hard.

“Shut up...” she whispered, but she wasn’t stopping him. She wasn’t backing away.

And then it happened.

It happened so quickly that I couldn’t even react.

Neither could Carolina...

“Did you tell him this...?” that bastard Víctor whispered to her, and his free hand went to my wife’s face... and he moved closer... and his lips were going to hers, his mouth was about to invade her, she was letting him hold her face... she was almost closing her eyes... my chest was exploding...

And then she turned her face, at the last moment, and a kiss sounded, forceful, neutral, on her cheek...

And she pulled back a little. At least her face, though not her torso, and, in a thread of a voice, whispered:

“Stop...”

I, petrified, believed my legs could no longer hold me. I thought my fainting would cause the noise that would stop everything and leave me exposed, betrayed.

Their silence. Together.

My tension was killing me.

But even more than my tension, theirs was killing me... my wife’s. Because in her gesture there had been a refusal, but not in her eyes, not in her gaze, and that was destroying me.

“You don’t want to...” he whispered to her, his cheek almost pressed against hers. “You prefer... with Edu then? Are you seeing him tonight?” he provoked, playing.

And she pulled her face back a little. Her arms hung lifelessly, her blouse covering them to just below her wrists. She wasn’t touching him, but she was allowing herself to be held, supported, retained.

“It’s a bit early to talk about that... isn’t it?” she said then, looking at him, in a thread of a voice.

“Early? And last night... was that early... or was it late?” he whispered to her, and moved closer again... this time more slowly, as if he wanted to savor the advance itself, as if that millimeter still separating them was a possession in itself. He hunched over and his forehead almost touched hers. His hand on her waist pressed a little harder. His other hand rose again, this time slowly, grazing her jawline, her cheek, as if he already possessed her.

She wasn’t backing away.

And that was killing me.

She wasn’t backing away.

She wasn’t giving him permission, but she wasn’t taking it away either.

A suspended consent, cruel, ambiguous, where yes and no breathed under the same skin.

He tilted his head, slightly, seeking her mouth again.

And I saw how she closed her eyes for a moment —to surrender, or to gather strength— and, in an almost imperceptible gesture, turned her face again, subtle, elegant, desperate. Her cheek grazed the corner of his lips, deflecting him once more. It was a silent rejection, delicate, but so fragile that it hurt me as much or more than if the fall had occurred.

And I could hear then an exhalation from him, frustrated... but at the same time it evoked an undercurrent of confidence, as if he knew that this wasn’t an end but a waiting measure.

And what came next destroyed me more than any kiss, because the rejection didn’t create distance: it didn’t separate them, there was no break, no escape; there was advancement, an advancement I couldn’t understand. I didn’t know if it had been her hand, or his; I didn’t know if it was impulse, fear or surrender, but their bodies came together, leaned against each other as if that touch were shelter. My temples throbbed, my thighs vibrated, and I then saw how her hands rose to his back, not embracing him, not completely, but supporting herself on him, her fingers resting on the white shirt, in the middle of his back, just enough not to fall, just enough to surrender without declaring it. She lowered her head then, and her forehead fit into the hollow of his neck, and that gesture was intimate, secret, devastating, like someone seeking air or absolution or trying to contain a tremor. And I felt something inside me breaking, slowly, wetly, irreparably.

My heartbeats were blows. My throat burned. My chest was closing. I didn’t know what I wanted to do: stop it, shout it, accept it, become a witness, an enabler or a martyr. I hesitated whether to come out, to burst in, to exist. I couldn’t bear it anymore, and yet I was bearing it, as if torture were the only path to truth. My hand released the frame, my foot took half a step, but I didn’t advance; I remained fixed, condemned to watch.

He bent his head a little more. She sighed, minimally, broken, surrendered or exhausted or lost. And then her face rose slightly, seeking his, or responding to his, and their lips remained at a sigh, a breath, an accident of distance apart. I saw the prelude. The intention. The gaze. The fall casting its shadow before occurring. And something inside me screamed without sound, without muscle, without air. My body wanted to flee and at the same time stay until the end. A part of me died in advance; another wanted to see the rest of the collapse, to verify, confirm, sink with evidence.

Only then did I move. Not because I could stop it. Not because I had the strength. But because I could no longer keep breathing inside my body without something bursting.

And I took a step. And that step wasn't just noise: it was a sentence. The floor creaked with me. Something inside me broke from within, as if the weight wasn't in my feet but in my chest.

They heard it. Or felt it. Or knew it.

Or all at once.

But they didn't move.

My throat closed up.

My step seemed not to have existed.

Everything was going to happen. It was happening. In my presence. And they knowing it. And me allowing it.

He leaned down to seek her mouth again, not with hunger, but with certainty. The way he did it... slow, controlled, inevitable... was worse than any outburst of lust. She raised her face. Slowly. The skin of her neck gleamed for a second under the minimal glow. Her lips were moist, and as she raised her face... it happened. Her eyes closed and their lips touched. Not a collision. Not an invasion. But a gentle brush, an encounter so delicate that it was more intimate, more painful. A kiss that was heard, and felt like a dagger. A kiss that said more through what it wanted to be than what it was.

They separated barely a breath. And touched again, brief, dry, precise. And another. Three notes. Three blows. Three sentences. Not an unbridled surrender, but a lucid acceptance, like someone who knows something is already beginning and wants to enjoy the prelude; to linger in that moment, in the expectation.

I exhaled involuntarily. As if something had drawn the air from me with a hand.

They didn't open their eyes.

They didn't interrupt anything.

They didn't change the rhythm of their breathing.

I was a ghost in my own home, and I didn't even disturb them.

She nestled her head back under his neck, as if that were her natural place. He breathed deeply, near her ear, and his hand moved a little higher up her back, caressing the silk of her blouse, slow, firm, protective, toward the base of her neck. It was almost an embrace. Almost a possession.

Me, there, standing, but suspended.

My body, my soul, feeling the humiliation.

And then a caress on my wife’s cheek... guiding her... seeking for their lips to meet again, and I, witness, in the dimness, watching, and they knowing that I was watching... And I knew that this time would be different...

...and the movement occurred, the mutual approach... and their mouths met then with a tense stillness. He didn’t take: he proposed. His lips brushed Carolina’s, tasting them, and she held her breath. A second later, he announced with a caress of his lips that their mouths should open, and she, killing me, complied... complied and allowed him to slowly slide his tongue into her mouth, and her body, far from holding firm, yielded. She didn’t respond with eagerness, but with restraint, with broken obedience: minimal opening, a trembling touch, her tongue playing with his as if it were an act desired but hidden for a long time...

...And their heads tilted, my soul crumbled, their tongues danced, my chest exploded, their lips slid and moistened; my wife’s hands clinging to his back, and that bastard’s hands on her neck and waist, fixing her, holding her. The make-out session became liquid, sensual, shameless; the sound of the kiss reverberated with electricity in the dimness and I thought I was dying there, in my living room, at dawn, watching that man, who was theoretically her friend, kissing her calmly, with composure, with dominance, with my consent. Savoring her lips and tongue, caressing her with sweetness, possessing her from calmness, from contained desire, from his secure and firm masculinity.

The pain was so intense that I felt I couldn’t stand for even one more second.

But I continued observing, witnessing that kiss.

There were no gasps. There was no rush. Just a moist, slow, intimate caress that ended without breaking: he separated a few centimeters, looked at her, and kissed her again. Then again. Then again. In short pecks. Soft. Even painfully affectionate.

He kissed her with tenderness, in my presence. And lowered that hand that held her neck, again down her back, over her delicate blouse, and minimally caressed her ass, with the tips of his fingers, over her skirt, in the umpteenth display of composure and possession.

Carolina’s hands remained clinging to his back, to his shirt, not to push him away, but to support herself.

And then, in a second, in a murderous second, Carolina took shelter again under that hollow —under his neck, over his chest— and both looked at me.

They both looked at me, in that dimness. Embraced. Calm.

She with bright eyes, insecure, but at the same time docile, meek.

He, with firm, severe eyes, as if telling me with his gaze that there had never been, at any moment, any different way, any possible exit.


Consenting Weakling.

I didn’t know how long it lasted. That gaze. Eternal and, at the same time, strangely fleeting.

I said nothing. I couldn’t. My chest paralyzed me. My wife’s gaze prevented me from reacting.

And the worst part was that I couldn’t stop feeling for her what I had felt for years. I didn’t blame her. I didn’t know why, but I didn’t.

And I felt that everything happening was forbidden, but somehow, it was also inevitable.

The silence thickened between the three of us, and even the air seemed to hold its breath.

Then he leaned toward her and whispered something, so close to her ear that only she could understand it. I thought I heard one word. Just one.

“Strange.”

Strange, your husband. Strange that he didn’t protest. Strange that he didn’t stop it. Strange that something was happening between them after so long. Strange to feel her so close. Strange to feel her trembling.

He didn’t pull away. Precise, expert, he took advantage of the journey, the proximity of his mouth to her ear, to slide a hand and gently move aside the collar of Carolina’s blouse. A minimal gesture, almost elegant, but one that reached another level, another invasion. The silk yielded with a slight sigh, revealing a strip of clean, warm skin, freshly bathed and perfumed.

His mouth descended an inch.

And he kissed her there.

First a brush. A touch. A breath.

Then another.

She kept looking at me. Her gaze was fixed, motionless, as if she refused to close her eyes. As if she thought she could endure it without crumbling.

The third kiss was different. He squeezed her waist with one hand, while with the other he kept her blouse slightly parted, and then he didn’t seek a kiss, but something more piercing, even more sexual: a skillful and sharp bite.

And then yes.

Carolina couldn’t contain herself, couldn’t bear it... and closed her eyes.

Her eyelids fell with a felt heaviness and her breathing was held; her body, which had resisted in tension, yielded. Her hands gripped Víctor’s back more tightly, her fingers sinking into the white shirt, into the taut fabric that fitted beneath his broad shoulders.

The sound of rustling, of air, of lips, of the kiss, of the bite, filled the living room.

I remained standing, motionless, watching him kiss her, nibble at her, and feeling that if she wasn’t stopping him, how could I. And, as I thought this, I noticed that my breathing had become something else, hotter, dirtier. I found myself wanting him to continue, for her to continue, for something—anything—to fully explode.

I didn’t know if I remained motionless or if my body had shifted a few inches. I felt the weight of the air, dense, suspended, as if breathing it cost effort. My entire surroundings became blurry, except for the two of them, melded in that kind of slow choreography.

He pulled his face back slightly. His mouth still brushed the skin he had just bitten, and I saw how his breath left a slight tremor on Carolina’s neck.

I blinked. I wanted to move, but I didn’t know if I had taken a step or only imagined it.

She moved her arms slowly and rested her hands on Víctor’s shoulders. Her fingers remained there, motionless; it wasn’t pleading or resistance, but something more intense, like a guilty expectation.

My breathing had become unraveled. It was erratic, heavy, uneven.

He looked at her then, very close. There was no hurry in his gestures; he seemed to know the exact rhythm of what was about to happen. And he readjusted the collar of her blouse with tender delicacy, with care; a minimal, protective correction, but one that concealed a silent possession. Then he lowered his gaze to the fabric, and his movement was so slow that the textile seemed to flow, undulating with his breathing. Víctor’s fingers found the first button of my wife’s blouse and undid it with precision, without roughness, like someone opening something they respect. Carolina didn’t step back; she looked at him. And in that gaze was a serene surrender, almost proud, a slight flash of ego, as if she knew exactly what she awakened in men when her neckline crossed the boundary of suggestion. And I felt that boundary breaking inside me, like a stab. I wasn’t just looking at her: I desired her. I desired her from outside, not as if she were mine, not as if she were my wife. And that desire, so out of place, so obscene, was already a form of surrender. And the second button yielded with a sigh of thread and air. Between the fabric and her skin opened a gap of warmth that wasn’t just from the body, but from the moment. She continued holding his gaze, conscious of herself, and of him and, perhaps—just perhaps—of me.

He then brushed her cheek. A sweet caress, but full of possession. It wasn’t tenderness, not entirely. It was something else.

I thought I was going to collapse.

It was like watching something that couldn’t be real, but with the certainty that none of it was a dream.

And, suddenly, I felt that what I was seeing wasn’t infidelity. That it transcended that. Perhaps because of the beauty they evoked, perhaps because of the weight of what had been latent, unfinished, but desired by both, for years, perhaps because of how unfair it seemed to me to place a moral limit on something so physical, so real. It wasn’t love that I saw. Nor was it just desire. It was something else. Something cleaner and, at the same time, more cruel. I knew because it hurt me and attracted me at the same time. It wasn’t a betrayal. It was something pure, overflowing, without shame. And it hurt. It hurt because I still saw her as mine, even though at that moment she wasn’t.

But then everything changed.

Everything accelerated.

The harmony. The calm. The decorum.

Victor lowered his hands with a quick gesture, placed them for a moment on Carolina’s waist, and then pulled the silk shirt upward, seeking to free it from the yoke of the skirt. The fabric rose for an instant, rippling elegantly before falling, now untucked. He had done it with an obscene, possessive efficiency. The fabric obeyed, releasing itself from the waistband, and my wife’s body suddenly inhaled, somewhat surprised.

And then he whispered in her ear, but this time, clearly, not just for her:

“Isn’t he going to leave or what?”

The words hit me like an electric shock. They cut through the middle of my chest, making me feel rage, offense, and disbelief. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t even breathe.

Carolina looked toward me. A dry look, without plea, without explanation.

He, still leaning over her, pressed on with a lower voice, but more distinct, more cruel:

“Are you going to kick him out or should I? We can’t continue like this…”

I felt the floor opening beneath my feet. That the air I was breathing was no longer mine. That something inside me was breaking.

What he was already doing to my wife wasn’t enough for him.

In my presence.

He wanted to humiliate me.

Destroy me.

And then, completing his transformation, perhaps showing who he really was, he pulled back slightly from her, looked at her face, then at the neckline he had created, and then lower, and said, inflamed:

“What amazing tits you have, damn…”

She, also noticing his change, lowered those hands that were on his shoulders and brought them to his waist.

Her gesture had something protective, defensive about it. Tense, nervous, surprised, she looked into his eyes. And then he, who sometimes seemed to be fighting against himself, couldn’t contain himself: he went toward her and tried to kiss her. She moved away slightly, more from surprise than rejection, but he didn’t give up until he found her. And he kissed her. Hastily. Without warning. Just the wet sound of impact, the friction of two mouths molding together. Their tongues played, and the end of the kiss was his decision, as he finally descended: his mouth traveled down her jawline, then her neck. He kissed her there, where he had bitten her before, and his hands, confident, rose until they rested on her breasts, over her shirt and bra.

I held my breath. I felt pressure in my ribs, a mixture of jealousy and dread.

His hands moved with vehemence, measuring, squeezing, releasing, as if it all belonged to him. One more button, or two. He squeezed her breasts over her shirt and bra; one tug, and the shirt opened. A large, elegant bra, the same color as the shirt, emerged into the faint luminosity of the half-light, gleaming. But he didn’t adore it, or look at it: he pressed with his hands there while kissing her neck again, and she closed her eyes and contained him as best she could, while he pressed her breasts through the bra, sinking his fingers, marking the shape, making the fabric deform.

She shuddered. Her breathing changed. But she allowed herself to be attacked, harassed.

And I remained there, paralyzed, feeling immense pain… but also a guilty excitement that had been born some time ago, though now it had become unbearable, evident; so much so that, if they looked at me, they could surely discover it.

And then he wanted to humiliate me again, and also attack her, accuse her, expose her. Because, while hunched over her kissing her neckline and squeezing her breasts, fighting against her bra, he whispered:

“Damn… with your little nightgown it was easier…”

Something in me shattered. He was revealing something about what had happened hours earlier.

And then she, annoyed by his revelation and fearful of his impetus, wanted to contain him. She brought her hands to his head, to his short hair, and held him there, while he went down further, showering her neckline with saliva… and… one of his hands, the one squeezing one of the cups of her bra, could no longer restrain itself: it completed the removal of the shirt —the silk brushed against her skin with a long sigh, sliding down her neckline like an involuntary caress, almost reverent, through the opening he himself had created— and he didn’t want to continue kneading fabric instead of flesh, and he pulled…

…he pulled and the thick lace of the bra creaked with a dry, obstinate snap, as if the underwires were complaining as they gave way. He pulled downward, taking with it the formality, the elegance, the last veil of Carolina’s decency, the remnant of modesty that still clothed her; and the sound of the garment surrendering cut through the air with a soft, harsh, intimate blow. For an instant, the entire living room seemed to shudder, as if the air also participated in the outrage. Turning my wife into pure sex and me into a consenting wimp. The echo of that gesture —a brush, a creak, a breath— remained floating, mixed with her breathing. That breast emerged with power. The contrast between her naked skin and the fallen fabric was unbearably beautiful. The overflowing exuberance left one breathless, it impacted… And my wife, proud possessor of that power, gasped a surprised, broken and alarmed “ahhh… mmm… what… are you… doing” and my cock surged, humiliated and excited, beneath my pajama pants.

That changed everything. These were no longer heated groping sessions. It was sex. Her breast, free, was sex. Its abundance, its voluptuousness, its femininity. The extension of her pink areola, there, exhibited; the hardness of her nipple crowning that sexuality… changed everything. That breast left the room breathless, or consumed it, and consumed me. Her tit there, out, unbridled, surely made her feel that she barely controlled anything anymore. How to command, how to impose, with that indecency exposed.

He, however, didn’t seem to feel any impact or give it the value it deserved. Bent over her, he kissed and bit her neck, and squeezed her breast, her flesh, her skin, but he didn’t worship or look at it; he only felt its touch, its softness and tension. He pressed with his large hand —much darker than that voluptuousness—, kneading eagerly, but without veneration, that breast that rested enormously, overflowing the bra, seemingly unaware of the obscene and, at the same time, beautiful asymmetry it displayed: one breast covered and the other exposed.

She held his head, but at the same time allowed that outrage and that vehemence.

Seeing her breast squeezed, crushed, as if it had no value, inflamed me, humiliated me, and struck me. I couldn’t bear that harassment, that violent, almost inhuman degradation; and above all, it was killing me that she allowed it.

And it was then that my eyes descended. And I focused on him: his white shirt, tucked inside his suit pants, revealed the front part of his pelvis, and there it pounded, stretching the fabric... undoubtedly... with power, with evident brutality... an imposing, animal erection... that expressed his excitement, his eagerness to possess my wife. I then diverted my gaze and directed it toward the sofa bed —barely five feet from them— and saw Carolina’s panties resting there like a guilty witness, as if they had initiated everything.

And then I heard a short “ah...” and looked back at her. I didn’t know if she was asking for mercy or if for a moment she was letting herself go. One of her hands, which had previously held his head, had descended and was now positioned at his waist, inches away from that enormous cock that was punishing his pants.

Each second was a blow, an open wound and at the same time a silent plea for that to continue.

The guilt for wanting to see her even more harassed... more dishonored, was killing me.

The desire for her to touch there, and discover that enormity, and not be able to contain herself... was destroying me.

But then the other part of me made me look away at the precise moment when my wife gasped an acute, tender, almost plaintive “Ah... mm...!” perhaps from the bites, perhaps from a hint of pain caused by that hand trying to encompass her enormous breast. Etched in my memory was that hand, those fingers between which peeked an extremely extensive and rosy areola and a hard, sharp nipple, betraying her excitement.

And I felt that, contrary to what I might have supposed, the more my excitement spiraled out of control, it didn’t overlap my pain, but multiplied it.

My heart was beating with such intensity... The torment, the ordeal, were such that, when I heard another lament from Carolina —another “aahh...!” that had much more passion than affliction— I knew I couldn’t bear it.

I knew I had to leave.


The True Collapse.

However, my body, at first, didn’t obey. My hands, knees, chest were trembling. I tried to take a step, but the floor wouldn’t move beneath my feet.

Heat rose from the base of my neck in a wave that mingled with vertigo and fear. The alcohol from the entire night coursed through my veins making me feel like I wasn’t in control of myself. I could feel the sweat between my palms and my pants sticking to my skin. My erection weighed heavily, absurd, almost painful, like a physical guilt reminding me who I was in that moment: the one who watches. The one who consents.

I closed my eyes for a moment. I tried to breathe. I couldn’t. I opened my mouth and nothing came out, just a minimal, moist sound that never became a word.

Then I took a step. Then another. The wood muffled my movements, but each advance felt like an act of cowardice. I had to go toward them to leave, go around them, pass behind his back and go toward the dining room. As I moved forward slightly, I felt the air smelled of perfume and sweat. Of a dense, sticky heat that struck and oppressed.

I didn’t want to look. I didn’t want to look at them. And then I heard something: a prolonged rustle, an extended creak of fabric, a dilated movement, and a complaint from her in the form of a sudden lament; a murmur of refusal, of surprise, of disagreement.

My chest constricted. And I wasn’t looking. I was incapable of facing it.

My erection throbbed, grown, but pointing downward.

And then I heard something that broke my soul: a different moan, an “aaahh...” as grateful from my wife as it was painful for me.

That destroyed me and surprised me. That moan, so pure, so sudden.

And I didn’t want to look.

I was leaving. I was walking away.

But then, a whisper from him:

“Better... tell him... to stay a while.”

“Mm... N-no... Stop...” she protested, in a lament that was also a moan.

And I, barely four steps away from them, was torn between looking and not looking, and I wondered what that “no” meant, since the “stop” had come out so faint that it hadn’t sounded like a refusal, but like a plea for mercy. Meanwhile, the “no” could be because she didn’t want me to leave, or because she didn’t want to tell me herself. Or because she didn’t want me there... seeing her like that.

And then something in me forced me, drove me to look...

I took a breath, looked, and understood the sound of rustling, of clothing. And I understood why my wife had moaned so deeply.

I gasped, unable to contain myself, as soon as I saw it; my chest contracted as soon as I saw something that alarmed me, in the first tenth of a second: my wife’s legs looked, bathed in the bluish tone of the half-light, longer, more powerful, and that was because her skirt had been pushed up. Her thighs almost gleamed, tense, smooth, and higher up —between her skirt hiked up at her waist and her powerful thighs— shone the soft brilliance of panties identical in color to her blouse and bra, which were being attacked. When my gaze moved up, it observed, paralyzed, Victor’s body harassing her, their torsos almost touching, that free breast of Carolina overflowing from her bra, her open blouse... and his arm, wide, strong, ending in an intrusive hand... that felt, brushed, caressed... Carolina’s sex. I, having a heart attack, tried to guess in the half-light the extent of that touch, that fondling, and sensed that he was touching her over her panties, but couldn’t tell if he hadn’t moved them aside a bit... and was already touching her pussy.

“Aaahhh...” my wife whimpered, and she moved, closer to him, bringing her face to his shoulder —killing me, destroying me—; her mouth there, against his body, against his suit shirt... and she turned slightly, leaning on him, and closed her eyes. And if she opened them, she would see me: she would see her husband there, still, standing, two meters away, looking at her, looking at them; watching how that bastard held her and masturbated her —over the silk of her panties or underneath—, and did nothing. I just tortured myself, trembled and got excited.

Seeing your wife, in the darkness of your home, being masturbated by another man. There, both standing, at those untimely, indecipherable hours, dressed for work, with her high heels that made her legs endless, enhanced her thighs and raised her ass, with her blouse open and her breast coming out above her bra; freshly showered, clean, but dirty at the same time, for what she was letting happen, for what she allowed, for what she desired.

And another “aaahhh,” abandoned, tender, and her hands barely holding onto him, onto his waist. She, shorter than him, there, sheltered, protected, being masturbated, offering him her pussy without defense, without modesty.

The breathing of both filled the room. His calm breathing and her slight laments; it was like a murmur that wouldn’t stop, a movement of air, a back and forth. Each gasp seemed like a heartbeat of the living room itself.

And then she opened her eyes, just a little. And she looked at me, there, with her face resting on his shoulder and her blonde hair already somewhat stuck to her face from the heat, from the sweat, from the lust. And her gaze, although soft, tired, destroyed me, because she wasn’t accusing me, nor accusing herself, and it wasn’t exactly desire either, but a mixture between calmness and plea. As if she were asking me to stop it and at the same time thanking those fingers in her pussy, satisfying her, satiating her, every second.

“Ahhh... mmm...” she panted, blowing her pleasure onto his shoulder, and in my direction, and briefly closed her eyes, rocked by him, attacked by those fingers.

And there were moments when time seemed to stop, the night seemed to grow darker, the silence seemed to want to squeeze itself so that my wife's soft “ahhh... ahhh... mmm... ahhh” could be heard more clearly, which sometimes seemed like mere calm breathing, but which, combined with her tearful gaze, evoked a serene, placid, relieved pleasure.

And I, with pain, with anguish, could only think, suspect, that such placidity could only be due to the fact that this had already been longed for, craved, for some time... with him.

I closed my eyes for a moment. Aroused and humiliated. Unable to bear seeing her face evoking so much pleasure from another man and degraded by seeing her so surrendered, when I then heard movement, a rustle of clothing, fabric tensing, and a complaint from Carolina, a short, surprised “Ah!” and even, instantly, what seemed to be footsteps, his, two of them, in two dry thumps, and then I opened my eyes again:

Víctor had moved slightly away from her, leaving her orphaned, exposed, half-naked, there, in the middle of the living room.

And seeing her like that... I felt the true collapse: seeing her gaze, seeing her open shirt, her lowered bra —now not just one, but both of her breasts spilling enormously over the cups of her bra folded under her tits—, her skirt pulled up to her waist and her whitish panties half-pushed aside, covering her pussy in a disorderly, ineffective way...

I felt the true collapse even, precisely, in her gaze: in eyes I had never seen before; it was a look of incomprehension, of incomprehension of what was happening, and of herself, and of an excitement so intense that witnessing it made you feel as if your soul was being torn out.

He was exposing her, it was his way of dominating her. He gave her space to decide, to protest, to flee. To save herself or to ask me to save her. But she, like me, kidnapped by the tension, by the excitement and by that obscene and sick lust that seemed to emanate from the nonexistent, almost vaporous luminosity, as if it were a deceptive glow that drugged us... did not react.

And after three or four seconds like this, seconds in which she neither covered herself, nor protested, nor asked for help, nor fled... he gave her no more respite.

He returned to her. He approached. And whispered to her:

“Take it out... come on.”

I swallowed. I was almost crying seeing her like this. And seeing how that bastard treated her.

It was obvious what he was referring to: that imposing bulge that was violating his pants... and he didn’t want to be the one to free it; he wanted it to be my wife, as if he were certain that, by doing so, her will would already be completely subdued.

When, suddenly, while she was looking at him —overwhelmed, suffocated, affected by that command and, surely, still damaged by how that bastard had defiled her pussy—, I heard Víctor’s voice who, turning slightly in my direction but without actually looking at me, said:

“And you stay a little longer. We’re going to do this right. I’ll lead you both.”


How it should be done.

His phrase pierced through me. His confidence. His gravitas. I felt a jolt that froze my temples while my body remained rigid, useless, treacherous. A taste of alcohol rose from below and flooded my throat. I felt my sweat running down my back and a kind of buzzing in my ears, as if blood refused to flow where it should.

And I had to look away. I couldn’t keep watching. The excitement paralyzed me, but above all, I felt fear; fear because I controlled nothing: neither what was happening, nor what I was feeling.

I closed my eyes, and all I heard was my own broken breathing, my mouth open searching for air. And then came two sounds. Two dry taps on the wood. Two steps. But they weren’t the same. They were sharper. They were Carolina’s heels.

“You… are leading us…” she whispered.

Her voice sounded different, firmer. Almost haughty. And in that tone was something that struck me: it wasn’t pleading or surrender. It was a new version of her, one that seemed to be reborn from humiliation while simultaneously rebelling against everything that was happening.

“Yes…” he answered. “Otherwise… this won’t work.”

Their phrases were strange, presumptuous, enigmatic.

He seemed to emphasize how much all this overwhelmed us, especially me; despite Carolina being the one exposed, the inappropriate one, the one who appeared in that way which my excitement forced me to look at again:

I turned my head slowly, like someone who fears what they’re about to see, and I found her there, standing, facing him. The heels elevated her body with a lustful firmness, tensing her calves, drawing a perfect and voluptuous line from the profile of her ass to the edge of the gray skirt, hiked up to her waist. The fabric, tight, seemed to resist her breathing. Each minimal movement made the material tremble over the curve of her hips.

I then raised my gaze:

Her cream-colored silk blouse was completely open; the fabric itself, soft and shiny, gleamed elegantly in the dim light, and one of the buttons sparkled, just as his earring had done several times that night. Her breasts, always overflowing above her bra, glowed under the fading light, marked by sweat; their contour was exuberant, fleshy, full; her areolas displayed an enormous pinkness across the frontality of her breasts, embodying an overflowing femininity; her nipples stood out sharply even from a distance.

I, seeing her like that, with her breasts like that, wondered how she had been capable of sounding petulant seconds before.

Her belly seemed to betray her, as it trembled, contracted by her breathing. And lower down, the white trace of her panties remained in place, though perhaps twisted; pushed aside by him, bulging from the excited protuberance of two huge, wet lips; that subtle displacement tore me apart and killed me for not knowing if he had really touched her… defiled her, skin to skin, flesh to flesh.

She had moved closer to him again. Not hurriedly, but with something resembling the calmness of someone accepting a sentence. She was close enough that one’s chest almost brushed against the other’s when breathing.

He looked down at her with an intimidating tranquility; and she, despite her nakedness, held his gaze. In that stillness there was something terrible: she seemed neither submissive nor free, but suspended, as if her entire will depended on the next gesture, the next command. Everything seemed capable of breaking, in one direction or another, at any moment.

Their faces, face to face. Then, his moved, and his mouth sought her ear, and whispered to her:

“Come on… take it out…”

He said it with weight, with dominance, with eroticism. I felt his voice rocking us, propelling us.

And he pulled back a little, and his hands went to his own shirt.

I didn’t want to look.

I didn’t want to see the exposure of that torso of which I had already seen something. I didn’t want to see my wife’s gaze there. And, above all, I didn’t want to see how my wife obeyed…

I exhaled. I averted my gaze just at the moment when Carolina’s arms, and hands, went toward him.

Toward his waist.

Toward the front part of his pelvis.

Toward that bulge that both enchanted and horrified in equal measure.

I closed my eyes, and, after two or three seconds, I heard the sound of a zipper…

I wasn’t breathing.

My cock throbbed inside my pajamas. I felt the need to lift it, to adjust it, now just me; to bring it upward; even to free it.

I didn’t understand how it was possible. How we had arrived there, at that situation.

Meanwhile, I heard sounds, breathing, the sound of clothes tensing…

And, suddenly, something that destroyed me, that made me weaken, almost having to lean on the armchair beside me:

“God…” my wife whispered, shocked, defeated, almost anguished.

My eyes betrayed me, betrayed the rest of my body, especially my chest, which knew it would implode upon seeing it…

They betrayed me because they went there, and looked.

My wife, Carolina, had taken out his cock through the opening of his pants… And a monstrosity, dark, long, wide, presented itself, rock-hard, horizontally, toward her. The thick greatness gleamed powerfully, looking even more imposing than how I had seen it hours before. A pale, feminine, timid hand collected it, confused, overwhelmed, as if wanting to feel its weight, its thickness, its roughness, while simultaneously feeling guilty for desiring it.

“My God...” whispered my wife, once again affected, once again worshipping... once again humiliating me.

Victor had finished unbuttoning his white shirt and didn’t seem affected by those compliments that were tearing me apart. Only after another impressed “God...” from Carolina, and feeling her fingers erratically exploring his magnificence, he whispered:

“What...? What’s wrong...”

“What’s wrong... is where do you think you’re going with this...” she whispered to him, and my chest thundered, and I gasped again, and my cock, until then never insecure, always sufficient, throbbed in a wide spasm, yet somehow diminished.

Carolina’s whisper had revealed shock, but also complicity.

And that was killing me.

Seeing her fingers, unsure whether to caress or grab... was destroying me.

But I didn’t yet know what pain was. And I would know it a second later:

She took another step. She moved closer until her breasts were at the level of his torso, almost brushing against it. Their bodies touched: first the warm, flowing silk of her shirt, then the stiffer cotton of his... and, finally, skin. A minimal touch, a clean caress, enough to change the temperature of the air. She seemed to shelter herself in him again, beneath his neck, seeking the exact hollow where her breathing could fit with his.

And he accepted this, moreover, torturing me... Because not only did he welcome her, but immediately held the back of her neck with his hand, with an open hand, firm, sheltering her.

And then I saw her move her hand, slowly... over that dark cock... her fingers and palm sliding over his skin; and he trembled a little, but didn’t even let out a sigh. He endured the touch of my wife’s hand on his cock, endured without agitation how she held it, measured it, tested it... even... squeezed it...

“God...” she did sigh, overwhelmed, there, beneath his neck, barely audible, while killing me with yet another movement: she tried to close her hand around that brutal thickness and couldn’t; she reddened the dark skin of Victor’s cock by applying pressure with her fingers, but that enormous rod didn’t deform; it only, barely, changed color from the pressure she exerted.

And then she, there, sheltered against him... looked at me, with half-closed eyes. And I couldn’t read in that gaze anything but pure excitement and lack of control. She looked at me while making a long stroke with that hand, taking with it the skin of that cock, forward and back, and all that dark skin unfolded along that length in a dense, sexual drag; an enormous and heavy curtain of rough skin that covered and then uncovered a violet and gigantic head, a shining and shocking glans, wider than the rest of the member; an obscenity that I didn’t know whether was absurdly grotesque or decidedly perfect.

And that movement produced a sound, a moan from that skin, a sexual “click,” wet and imposing. And that sound, besides piercing me, made me feel as if the floor was opening beneath my feet. An unbearable heat suddenly rose to my chest, making me feel vertigo, nausea, desire, impotence, trembling... and even a slight fainting, as if, for a couple of seconds, I had lost consciousness.

He said something then, a brief whisper, almost unintelligible. I wasn’t sure if I had heard it correctly or if my clouded mind had invented it. I only perceived the deep, authoritative tone, like a veiled order, and the gesture of his mouth attacking her ear with arrogance.

“What...?” murmured Carolina in response, confused or overwhelmed, barely turning her face.

And I trembled in a spasm.

He repeated something, perhaps the same thing, but lower, and his hand remained on the nape of her neck, tangled in her golden hair; the other remained at her waist, unhurried; he didn’t even lower it to her exposed buttocks.

His whispers. His words.

He was guiding us.

He was telling us, with his tone, with his silence, with his cadence, how it should be done.

And then Carolina withdrew her body, her torso, a little, without releasing that monstrosity.

The movement was slow, almost ceremonious. My wife separated herself just a few centimeters, just enough for the distance between them to fill with hot air. Her arm remained extended, taut, and her hand continued trying to close around that imperturbable member. The swaying of Carolina’s torso, from moving, reverberated in her breasts which, contained below by her bra, gleamed brilliantly in the half-light, and her areolas seemed to exude heat and desire, increasingly extensive, dilated, as if greater excitement meant greater femininity. Her nipples also seemed to vibrate with each breath.

Victor didn’t move; his white shirt, open, fell from his shoulders like two pristine curtains. His torso could be seen almost completely. The dim light highlighted his muscles, his sweat, and skin clear of hair.

The order had been clear, and she was trying to fulfill it: to show themselves, both of them, to me. To show me what she was doing...

I swallowed hard seeing her obey, seeing her turn; both of them, halfway to the side...

Carolina had turned her body slightly, with her heels marking her balance, seeking to transform her profile into a frontal view. Then, very slowly, she turned even more, until she was almost completely facing me. Then I could see her with total clarity: the raised skirt, the open shirt, the hair stuck to her neck, and her hand moving slowly over the length and width of that barbarity.

Victor remained at her side, more in profile with respect to me. One of his hands went again to her blonde hair; he gathered it a bit and moved it away from her face, clearing her neck, for which he also used his other hand for an instant.

I, unable to breathe, watched how he took pains to position her, to present her, to show her off, without looking at me... while she, with lowered gaze, moved her fingers and palm back and forth, covering and uncovering that unfathomable cock.

She took a deep breath then; her breasts swelled, symmetrical, sublime, still supported from below by her flattened lingerie.

Her hand continued moving slowly, in rhythm with her breathing; each stroke seemed like a silent question directed at me. The sleeve of her blouse, light and satiny, enveloped that arm of hers that moved in precise oscillation and sparkled in the darkness from the contrast and the movement; the swaying of her wrist made the air seem to vibrate between the three of us. I felt that sound—that “click, click,” that humid, dense friction—was made for me, created for me, as if she wanted me to hear it.

Her way of masturbating him, of jerking him off, had something of desire and much of respect, of admiration; she admired his body, his cock, his masculinity, and there was in her gaze a hint of distress, of impression, of intimidation, for what that body was, and perhaps, for what it could do to her.

I had never witnessed anything like this, so sexual. And least of all from my own wife. Something was again terrible, unbearable, and, at the same time, strangely right, necessary, natural.

Her delicate hand. His enormous cock. An unequal magnitude, but, at the same time, similar, as if he expressed as much sexuality through power as Carolina did through delicacy.

And then she, my wife, while masturbating that man in our living room... looked at me.

She looked at me with a tearful gaze, but without tears; moist, contained, loaded with something that was neither guilt nor pure desire, but an unbearable mixture of both. Her hand had already been managing to go back and forth in a more or less rhythmic way for a few seconds; her attempt to close her hand had already been abandoned, and now she limited herself to feeling it... her pale hand; that dark, threatening cock...

I, unable to breathe, felt such excitement and rage that I noticed I could barely stand. And there was something grotesque in that image: her masturbating him, him taking care of her... Something grotesque and, at the same time, something beautiful.

I suddenly felt a sudden urge to vomit.

And it was then that he spoke again, but this time not to tell her what she should do...

But to tell me.


What I wanted to fulfill.

His words hung in the air and, instantly, I no longer remembered the exact terms, but I did remember his diction, his cadence... and the content. The phrase had been spoken with weight, with authority; it had fallen with consistency, and my chest had tightened. But, at the same time, I had felt it necessary, almost evident, logical. And Carolina, who had also felt the impact, hadn’t protested either.

A few seconds of silence, my heart pounding, and it wouldn’t dissipate: it continued to resonate, recent, still warm. Something in the tone of his voice, in the stillness that followed, pushed me to do it.

I moved slowly, as if the floor had become unstable. I felt the soles of my feet damp, sticking to the wood. Each step made a dry, contained sound, and it seemed to me that all the sounds in the living room were arranged around that noise: the breathing, the rustling of fabrics, the dull beating inside my chest.

I sat on the sofa bed. The soft fabric of the sheet received my thighs and my ass through my pajamas. I didn’t know where to place my hands. My cock throbbed, swollen, guilty. The mattress, soft, yielded just enough to make me feel vulnerable, exposed.

I didn’t raise my eyes immediately. The smell of the room filled everything: perfume, sweat, alcohol, a slight metallic trace that I couldn’t decipher. I heard a rustle, a slight shift of weight, and understood that they were continuing; that the act continued without me, or with me as a witness.

And then I breathed, deeply, out of pure necessity. The air had a warm, dense taste, as if it had been breathed before.

And I was about to look, to raise my eyes toward those two bodies that crowned the room, in the dim light, but then, to my right, on the sheet, I noticed a warm, gleaming, forbidden presence. That white silk. My wife’s panties.

For a moment I didn’t breathe. I stared at them as if they belonged to nothing and no one, as if they presented themselves above everything else. The fabric, despite being folded, still seemed to retain the shape of her body, her essence, her sexuality. I didn’t know whether to touch them or look away. Whether to reach out my hand or hide them.

Barely three or four steps away, the air was moving. I heard short breaths, a rustling of fabric and the unmistakable liquid sound of Victor’s cock; my wife was still masturbating him, jerking him off; and not only did that sound destroy me, but also what might have been their lips melting together, their mouths kissing.

Cowardly, aroused, humiliated, I kept staring at the silk, motionless. It seemed to me that if I touched it, time would fracture.

To be silent. To see. To observe. To suffer. That was the essence of the order and then something happened that made me realize he was only ordering what I wanted to fulfill.

It was more than a sigh, more than a lament, more than a gasp, but less than a moan.

It was a short “ahh...” docile, feminine, pure, and at the same time embarrassed, pitiful, surrendered.

I couldn’t bear it.

I had to look.

And I felt something breaking inside me.

I raised my gaze toward those two bodies...

And I saw them:

My wife had her back to me and, pressed against him, she was kissing him and gasping, their faces together, their lips, their cheeks. Her hand continued squeezing and demanding from his cock with that slow cadence. I could see that enormous, wet glans emerging through her palm, between her fingers: unfathomable, uncontainable. Carolina’s heels raised her ass, and her buttocks were offered to me almost frontally. And then, the impact, the terror, the pain: her panties partially lowered, tensing her thighs; her knees subtly flexed; and the reason for that gasp which was followed by another, and another, and another, in relentless, broken “ahh... ahhh... ahhh... ahhh...!” that tore through the silence. Victor was touching her pussy, caressing it, rubbing it; his hand enjoying the feel of my wife’s sex, five feet away from me... and she was letting him, and enjoying it.

And then... everything changed.

I changed.

And it hurt. It hurt as if something was being torn from me, as if desire came to occupy a place until then unknown.

Repulsion and adoration. Resentment and shamelessness.

I slightly pulled aside the pants of my pajamas... uncovered my cock... wet and hard... and I took my wife’s panties: that white silk that lay beside me, that I had seen peeking out from under her nightgown, and that I had seen hanging from that bastard’s cock.

And I gripped my member, as I had seen him do, with those soft panties caressing my palm and my shaft: a bridge of silk and delicacy between the roughness of my hand and the ruggedness of my cock. And that was adoration and shamelessness.

The repulsion and resentment manifested afterward.

They manifested as I witnessed how my wife flexed her knees slightly and gave access to that hand to pleasure her... They manifested as I saw how she squeezed his cock, in a disorderly and overwhelmed manner... They manifested as I saw how it was she who sought his lips and gasped there her “ahhh... mmmm... aaahh...!”, for it was she who was kissing the handsome face of that man who masturbated her with one hand and held her nape with the other, as if she weren’t mine, as if she were already completely his...

... The repulsion and resentment manifested when I began to masturbate, with her silky panties wrapping my cock —feeling that mixture between her delicacy and femininity and my roughness and masculinity—, while the aversion and rage led to obscene, murky words, to accusations against my wife, my spouse... for doing that, for starring in that shameful, excessive and surrendered spectacle. And everything came together: her jealousy, her games, giving him her panties, her secrets, her dirty conversations, her desire for him, true and buried, and then, while they kissed, she jerked him off and let herself be touched, while I snorted, sighed and touched myself with a dirty cadence... an insult erupted from me, and then another, and another, snorted inside me, contained, inaudible, but surfacing as if they were shouted...

… I called her a whore…

… I called her a slut… inside my head, for doing that… for making me feel that… for how she moaned, for how she gave herself, for how she went too far…

… And I hated myself.

I hated myself for not stopping her, for watching her, for wanting to keep watching her.

And then, between kisses, between whimpers… above their whispers… I could hear from him, clearly, a mocking and humiliating: “you’re going to suck me off… aren’t you?”, and then a gasp from her, a longer, more intense “aaahhh…!”… and her panties stretching across her thighs, and her pussy being rocked, agitated, by one or two fingers of that bastard… And then, face to face, lip to lip, skin to skin, another whisper: “come on… suck it… in front of him…” And I exhaled, let out air and gripped my cock harder. I did it out of pure tension, incomprehension and rage. I did it even though it didn’t really give me pleasure, and I did it even though nobody saw me, nobody looked at me, because what mattered wasn’t what I was doing, but what I was allowing.

Me, the husband: the leftovers, what was already done; her panties from the night before, jerking off like he had already done.

Him, the lover: the unknown, the brand new; my wife’s tender and freshly washed pussy, the panties from that morning, her moans of pleasure and a new surrender.

Víctor then removed his hand from THERE.

I swallowed hard and stopped jerking off.

Carolina trembled at the abandonment and pressed herself closer to him.

And then, a whisper —a thread of voice— from my wife:

“No… let’s go you and me… to the bedroom.”


False guilty.

I no longer knew what to feel when I heard her say that. Perhaps the feeling of betrayal surpassed everything else. Even more than rage; more, if possible, than excitement.

Victor, facing her, with his dress shirt open and his enormous cock protruding through the opening of his pants, between both their bodies, brought his hands to my wife’s face —who still had her shirt open, her bra pulled down, her skirt hiked up, and her panties binding her thighs—. And he did something resembling care: he brushed a strand of hair away and then kissed her, carefully, tenderly, on the lips; fleetingly. He held her face between his hands and then whispered something —something I couldn’t understand—. And she, after hesitating a bit, pulled back; he released her, and turning around… she looked at me.

My wife was looking at me. Looking at how I was holding my hard, erect cock, wrapped in her panties.

My wife was looking at me, half-naked, with her sex protruding, hanging… and she seemed to judge me, attack me with her eyes, as if my excitement and consent were more serious than her infidelity.

Carolina, with accusing eyes —as if it weren’t more pitiful that her breasts were out of her bra and her panties pulled down than my excitement—, looked at me as if she wanted to bury me.

My wife, with flushed cheeks, hard nipples, and breasts swollen with the most immoral desire, said nothing, but placed a hand on Victor’s muscular torso; she turned to him, whispered something I couldn’t hear, gently kissed his neck… and descended. She descended with her entire body, her entire torso, until she was squatting in front of him; in front of that enormous cock that protruded, wet and gigantic, through the opening of his suit pants.

And suddenly, while a tremor shook my body so brutally that I thought I would faint… Victor looked at me. For the first time in a long time, our gazes met and held: his gray eyes, his proud mustache, straight, stable, his serious expression, authoritarian; his immaculate hair, his small earring glinting in the dimness; his open shirt, his pectorals, his abdominals… the perfection of his figure, the superiority of his bearing, the splendor of his cock.

And then, while looking at me, one of his hands went to my wife’s head, to her mane, and there he slid his fingers, enjoying that moment… enjoying and gloating in front of me about having my wife like this, with her face so close, with her lips so close.

I, defeated, humiliated, endured the torture; I waited for the moment, awaited the instant when the guillotine blade would fall: the instant when my wife’s mouth, Carolina’s, my spouse’s, would move forward, toward him, toward his cock.

But then he removed his hand from her and moved a little, turning.

And Carolina, squatting, also tilted her body, and the silk on the back of her shirt glinted in the dimness; she made her mane wave with a gesture of her hand, falsely proud and haughty. Her breasts seemed to overflow even more abundantly over the cups of her bra; her wet sex —due to her posture, squatting— seemed to protrude even more from her body, hang more, in an exaggerated, brutal, hypnotic way. And his cock seemed bigger, more enormous, seen like this, in profile.

My wife’s hands rested on his thighs, covered by his dark pants. There was no middle ground: either the inert nothingness of the fabric or the living flesh that protruded through the opening.

Nor was there any between them: my wife’s trembling hands… and his unshakable firmness.

I, petrified, not moving my hand over my member, guilty for tolerating it and for being aroused, felt my heart in my throat and my eyes tearing up seeing my wife like this… with that enormous thing… in front of her mouth.

And it was going to happen.

Victor was already enjoying it.

I was falling apart, almost fainting.

And my wife hesitated, but I knew she wanted it… that she craved it… that she had wanted this to happen since that bastard had entered our house.

Her femininity, her delicacy, surrendering to him, in front of me… I couldn’t bear it, and at the same time my cock strained upward, on its own, powerful, oblivious to my pain, moving the inert hand that barely held it.

And then… a whisper:

“No… I can’t like this…”

Carolina, who wasn’t touching that monstrosity, intimidated, almost frightened, had whispered in a thread of a voice.

Victor looked down.

“I can’t like this… let’s go to the bedroom…” —she whispered again, flustered, overwhelmed, when, almost before she had finished her complaint, a “shhh” could be heard from Victor, interrupting her and silencing her. And, almost overlapping her voice, seemingly unconcerned with her plea, he whispered:

“Smell them… Smell them… Come on.”

I, with my chest exploding between my ribs, followed the trail of his gaze.

He was looking at me.

That phrase was for me.

With my wife squatting, with her face centimeters from his cock, with a hand on my wife’s head, he was talking to me.

He was telling me.

He was ordering me.

It was obvious what he was referring to.

And I felt a sudden shame.

Again that tone. That certainty.

I looked away. I focused on myself, on that softness that remained in my hand…

And then everything clouded over, everything rushed forward, everything fell:

I raised my hand. I brought them with me. Toward me. I felt the touch and, afterward, the smell: the silk on my face, on my cheeks, on my nose; what had hung from Victor’s cock now caressed my face. The scent that reached me was potent, deep… a smell of sex, of woman, but also of something more masculine, which I couldn’t tell whether it was more mine or his.

I inhaled the scent of my own wife’s pussy, feeling that no relationship of affection united us in that moment; I felt her purely as a woman, as a female. It awakened my basest instincts. The softness of the silk on my cheeks, on my nose, on my lips, made the skin all over my body bristle. Her scent, so dense, compressed my chest and made my cock throb. Those seconds were so intense, so sexual, that I thought I would lose consciousness again, when then, through the white fabric, I peered out: my wife, Carolina, squatting in front of him, was looking at me.

In the dimness I could barely make out with clarity the gleam of her silk blouse, her buttocks, her golden hair, and that elongated monstrosity, close to her lips.

Her gaze was unreadable: I didn’t know if she blamed me, if she didn’t understand me, if she didn’t understand herself.

But she did look shocked, and at the same time aroused. And then I felt like a participant, felt that without me this wouldn’t be possible, or at least not like this. That this wasn’t a common infidelity, but that my presence amplified the sensation of sin and transgression.

Victor thrust his hip forward and brushed the tip of his cock against my wife’s lips.

I trembled, snorted into her panties with a huff of rage and desire, and saw, through my narrowed eyes, how she was a little surprised by that subtle attack, but continued looking at me.

Her hands on his thighs, restraining him. One of his hands on her head; the other on his hip, having pushed aside his own white shirt a little, arrogantly displaying a defined abdomen.

That enormous glans millimeters from her lips.

She had to smell it. Just as I smelled her.

We both narrowed our eyes.

And then we heard it.

We heard it the same way: clouded, dreamlike, dominant, but with an echo, with force, with calm; a flattery of her full lips, a mocking grimace, and a degrading word that had crowned the phrase. Everything was humiliating, cruel: the order, the boasting, the diminutive:

“Little mouth.”

I shuddered.

She trembled and turned back to him.

I inhaled, breathed in her pussy scent. Let the touch of the silk of her panties shelter me.

She narrowed her eyes more… and slightly parted her lips.

His hand tangled in her hair. His hip attacking.

His cock, straight… striking.

A muffled sound: the echo of saliva separating from her lips…

Carolina was losing her dignity.

Victor was losing his humanity.

I was losing my identity.

I closed my eyes for an instant, barely a fraction of a second… and when I opened them… when I opened them, my wife had closed hers… and her hands were still on his thighs, but they no longer restrained anything. She furrowed her brow and slightly withdrew her face, her neck… but her mouth allowed, received… and a deep and unpleasant “ooohhh…” could be heard, snorted by that bastard who strongly interlaced his fingers through Carolina’s blonde hair and pushed his hip forward… violating her lips and her mouth. The “little mouth” that he had ordered to open and that had opened. Victor’s cock was entering my wife’s mouth. That purplish enormity, tense and wet, was violating my wife’s mouth, and she, overwhelmed, was trying to accommodate that violet head, that brutal width as best she could.

My heart was shattering into a thousand pieces while my eyes couldn’t look away from what was inhumanly atrocious, terribly obscene, pitifully humiliating, but at the same time so purely sexual that it made a drop of pre-cum emerge from the tip of my cock and slide, with an exhalation, down my glans. And I wondered then what my wife was receiving besides touch and smell, because perhaps he was already spilling some drop like mine inside her… or even thicker.

My terror. My arousal.

Victor’s snort. His cockiness, degrading her.

My wife’s overwhelm, and, instantly, her complaint:

“Hmm!”

A short complaint, almost a plea. A way of telling him she couldn’t handle it.

My chest broke, but I couldn’t stop looking at her.

And if I thought there couldn’t be more submission, I soon knew I was wrong; because, at her protest, Victor sketched another “shhh,” which he accompanied with a “easy…” that tore me apart, but that, at the same time, made me think that perhaps he was right and there was no other way for that madness to occur. Only if he led us —as he was leading us—, could that obscenity, morbid and guilty, of her and of me, subsist.

Only if he was the falsely guilty one could she forgive me for not stopping him and for being aroused; and I could forgive her for everything she was doing and allowing to be done to her.

That “easy now...” had lingered in the air, covering her lament. He wasn’t stopping completely, but he eased the thrust of his hips. His hand remained firm in her hair, more holding her than pushing her. Carolina breathed with difficulty; shocked, overwhelmed; the trembling of her neck was visible even from my position.

She was trying to accommodate it, to take that extremely wide glans into her mouth. The brutality, the flesh, the roughness, the veins raising the shaft, reinforcing the hardness: everything was excessive. She kept her hands on his thighs, palms tense, fingers marking the fabric, as if she needed to anchor herself. Then she opened her eyes. I saw the shine of her damp eyelashes, the effort, the humiliation, the surrender.

He lowered his gaze to observe her. She raised her green eyes and, in their glow, there was now a calmer excitement, as if the unease was subsiding.

I removed her panties from my face and began masturbating again.

They looked at each other. My wife, squatting, with the tip of his cock in her mouth... inside her mouth... was looking at him.

The excitement was such that a single withdrawal of the skin of my member made me gasp, absolutely surrendered, shameless.

And I didn’t know on whose initiative —whether it was a sudden eagerness from him, or if it was she who, feeling her mouth adapting, getting used to that width that I didn’t have, understood that she could take it— and the movement began. A slow back and forth, more or less sufficient, more or less dignified in its readiness, though absolutely undignified in its nature.

I didn’t know on whose initiative, because both were moving, and both were looking at each other. My wife, from below, without using her hands, moved her head forward and back, and was now taking in more than just the tip. That violet head slid between her tender, moist and demanded lips, creating a symphony that was both atrocious and beautiful: a liquid, sexual, intimate sound that she was giving to him and that humiliated me. Seeing my own wife’s eager mouth giving the pleasure of her flesh to that man tore me apart as much as it excited me.

My masturbation was erratic, wrapped in a pleasure that was more mental than physical; my other hand squeezed her panties with afflicted dejection. And my gaze didn’t turn away from that back and forth: from her head going backward and forward, from her mouth receiving, from her breasts shaking through her shirt, over her bra. And she didn’t exaggerate the pleasure with forced moans, but she gifted him with a subtle purr, heartfelt, intoxicating, almost grateful... a “hmh... hmh...” almost tender... while she looked at him from below, submissive, surrendered.

And he held her with one hand in her blonde hair and moved his hips back and forth, in a slow, firm rhythm, in time with my wife’s mouth, while keeping his other hand on his hip, exultant, planted in the center of our living room, at the absolute epicenter of our home, of our marriage... He was putting his cock in my wife’s mouth and adorning his cadence with rougher, more obscene and, above all, dominant “hum!, hum!”

I narrowed my eyes, almost unable to tolerate that different pleasure, almost more spiritual than physical: the mixture between humiliation and morbid fascination almost made me collapse, and each of their gestures made my cock throb in my hand. Her adjusting a strand of her bangs for a moment, him throwing his head back for a split second and sketching a very long, exultant, pleasurable “ooohhh!”; her sucking, and sucking, with a liquid, sexual sound; him guiding her with his hand in her hair and pulling back his hips a bit to invade her more; his cock entering and exiting, and sometimes taking a break and coming out into the dimness, creating a bridge of saliva and pre-cum, thick, viscous, obscene... that started from her lower lip and ended at the tip of his cock.

She returned to his cock, eager, shameless, and whimpered a tender and long “hmmmm” upon feeling it again. Her cheek was deformed by the greatness of that violet and rock-hard head, and for a few seconds he brought both his hands to her head... and almost fucked her mouth. She whimpered some “hmm, hmm” accusing him for his power and his humiliation; and I closed my eyes and opened them again, observing how he, sometimes, again seemed to care for her: removing a strand of hair, subtly adjusting the collar of her silk shirt, only to change that protective role, returning to being the more dominant Victor and fixing her head with both his hands, and thrusting into her mouth —his “little mouth,” my wife’s mouth— in three dry blows, accompanying his thrusts with three crude and humiliating “hum, hum, hum.”

Time had stopped. The darkness of the early morning seemed to close in more, when then Carolina, finally, brought her hands to his cock. She placed them covering all that length with both hands and ignited in an even more obscene, even more immodest, even more liquid, even more sonorous back and forth. And that was the moment he chose to look at me.

Me, with her panties in one hand and masturbating a mediocre cock with the other, in pajamas, sitting, watching them. Him, standing, with his impeccable, very white dress shirt, open; with his enormous cock coming out through the opening of his pants... being devoured by my wife.

His two arms akimbo. He was letting it happen. Letting my wife go crazy sucking him off.

My cotton t-shirt, soaked in sweat, barely let me breathe.

There was no guidance anymore. His hands no longer drew her in. His hips no longer moved. It was my wife, Carolina, who went back and forth in increasingly longer movements, working hard at an obscene, lustful blowjob. She moaned on his cock incessant, pitiful “mmm, mmmm, mmmm” that didn’t just debase her, but both of us. Her breasts shook over her bra, overflowing, enormous; saliva fell from the corner of her lips, sliding down her chin, and her pussy protruded downward, completely shameless and absolutely exposed, prominent due to her excitement and her posture.

Meanwhile, he was looking at me.

He was looking at me and telling me with his gray eyes that sex was that, that true desire was like this: brutal, humiliating, irrational.

And I entered a state of semi-unconsciousness. The excitement was such that my vision blurred and I could barely see flashes: the swaying of Carolina’s torso, her light silky blouse gleaming in the dimness, her golden mane waving with the blowjob; her “mmm, mmmm, mmmm,” the liquid sound of Víctor’s cock, his white shirt, open, enormous…

And I was going to cum, I was going to abandon myself, humiliated, cumming over my belly while my wife sucked off another man, in my own home…

And I closed my eyes, and allowed myself to pant, to huff, to feel the thickness of my member in my hand, about to explode in an orgasm that promised to be as pleasurable as it was heartbreaking, as explosive as it was sad, when then I heard:

—Stop, stop, stop, damn it… what a fucking cocksucker you are… you’re going to rip it off…

And then I interrupted my masturbation, opened my eyes, and he had stopped her… and was caressing her cheek, her face, and whispered something to her.

She listened to him in silence. She hesitated for a moment, but didn’t protest. She didn’t reproach the insult or the order; she only expressed a contained breath.

And immediately she was moving.

She was fulfilling what he told her.

That double command:

First, my wife went to him, standing up.

Then, my wife looked at me: there, degraded but solemn, with a luminosity in her eyes as accusatory as it was feverish, as lascivious as it was vulnerable.


Agreed in shadows.

She remained standing, still, as if the air had grown heavy around her. Victor moved minimally and positioned himself behind her, so close that his chest almost touched her back. He raised a hand and gathered her hair with a feigned softness, murky, strangely protective. He tangled his fingers among the golden strands and pulled them back, forming a small fist or bun that he didn’t tighten, but which contained a promise of dominance. His other hand then rested on her shoulder, on her cream-colored silk blouse, barely a touch, but enough to make her tremble.

It was all so brutally sexual that I wasn’t even able to breathe.

And I wondered how a man is supposed to feel after experiencing what I had just lived through. But the urgency of the present prevented me from feeling pain over what had just happened. The urgency of the present was that man behind my wife... It was her... with her skirt hiked up, with her panties pulled down, with her tense thighs and her open blouse.

The urgency of the present was her breasts: immense, firm, spilling over the defeated bra, lingerie reduced to a piece of subjugated fabric. They fell heavily, pushing the blouse to the sides, crushing the cups that could no longer contain them. They weighed, they throbbed: they were sexual, unbridled, crushing the elegant lace with an impossible power and fierceness.

The weight of the present was her immense pink areolas, which drew two perfect circles topped by her compact, iron-hard, raised nipples. The urgency of the present was her gaze: overwhelmed by him, accusatory toward me, and ignited by herself.

I watched them without breathing and didn’t understand his gesture, didn’t know if it was care or subjugation, but it hurt just the same. The trembling of Carolina’s body pierced my chest; it was a slight tremor, of fear or surrender, of something she perhaps could no longer distinguish. In my wife’s eyes there was reproach, but also a gleam that hurt me.

Victor then brought his mouth to Carolina’s ear and whispered something that I could hear. He said it with complicity, almost with a smile:

“I thought you were going to rip it off...”

She turned slightly then.

“Shut up...” she whispered in a protest that carried such a clear undertone of affection that it destroyed me. It was as if hardly anything had happened, like two friends who hadn’t stopped being friends despite the madness that had just occurred, despite her pussy and breasts being exposed outside her clothes, despite his cock still being hard and protruding from his pants, probably hitting some part of her exposed buttocks.

She tried to turn toward him, but he subtly prevented her. Perhaps she intended to kiss him and he didn’t want that... I focused on her lips: tense, full... and wet... wet from her own saliva and from the extreme moisture of his cock... It was obvious what my wife’s mouth must smell and taste like at that moment.

And then Victor, taking advantage of having prevented her from turning toward him, completed the subtle manipulation of my wife’s body. It was a brief gesture, almost imperceptible: one hand still in her hair, the other descending down her back and then along Carolina’s arm. He slowly traced her form, went down to her waist, then, from behind, seemed to caress a naked buttock. My wife closed her eyes and allowed herself to be caressed, guided... and exposed.

Because that’s what he was doing.

He was exposing her.

He was presenting her.

He was showing her off.

To me. To her own husband. Perhaps to destroy me. Perhaps so that I would truly be aware of what I had so often had and now he possessed.

And then, Victor, behind her, with his chest touching her back, tilted his head over her shoulder and subtly moved aside the collar of Carolina’s silk blouse. His fingers traced the edge of the fabric until exposing the skin of her shoulder, a brief stretch, barely a strip of light in the dimness. There he kissed her.

Once. And again. And again.

They were minimal, precise kisses that didn’t seek the noise of desire, but rather the shudder.

She closed her eyes barely at the second contact and let her head fall slightly backward, leaving her throat offered, whitish under the dim light.

The air seemed to become still; only the moist friction of those kisses could be heard. And I trembled watching her tremble. I sighed seeing her sigh. The spasms in my chest blended with her agitated breathing. I saw the shadows, the contours. My wife’s sex fell beneath her pubic hair, fell in two plump, joined lips; her blouse shone like his earring did.

Carolina closed her eyes and he looked at me.

He looked at me and my body froze. He looked at me while kissing her and keeping her blouse pulled aside to continue destroying her. He looked at me while his other hand encircled my wife’s torso and attacked her from the front: he caressed one breast with his fingertips; her tit bristled, her nipple almost wept with excitement; and then he caressed her with a bit more tension while continuing to kiss her. My wife began to gasp, harassed by that hand and that mouth. My wife was melting, in my presence, there, standing, barely supported by the thin needles of her heels... barely standing thanks to leaning on him... while that bastard melted her with his kisses and caresses.

I, petrified, watched my wife while feeling his gaze on me.

And as my chest pounded, I knew that dominance would soon manifest itself... lower down.

And I almost wept waiting for the moment.

He knew that I knew.

She only shuddered, trembled, and let herself be handled; her arms hung lifelessly, her head tilted back, her lips, sprayed with the moisture from his cock, glistened in the half-light.

And then it happened.

That hand that had been torturing her enormous breast moved downward.

It pushed her silk blouse aside slightly, caressed her belly, touched the waistband of her skirt, brushed against her thigh... and then turned inward, toward the center, toward the curly culmination of her pelvis... there it caressed a little... my wife’s thighs trembled... her heels wobbled... she let out a broken, shameful, anticipatory “mmmm...”

And then, while he continued kissing her neck and still looking at me... Víctor brought the tips of his fingers there...

“Mmmm...” my wife writhed as she felt her friend’s fingers caressing the lips of her pussy.

“Mmmmm...” my wife suppressed a shameful lament as she felt how he was undoing her with his hand on her sex.

“Mmmm... ah...!” Carolina released into the air, with her eyes closed, rubbing her back against his chest, and one of her hands went backward, flew upward, carrying her arm with it and landing on the back of his neck, to hold him there, to retain him, to thank him.

I exhaled sharply and looked away.

My cock wouldn’t stop weeping.

My hardness was such that it made me dizzy.

My anguish made me tremble, sweat, lose the rhythm of my breathing.

“Mmmm... mmmm... ahhh...!” she writhed, being masturbated and kissed by him.

And I didn’t need to look at her to know that her breasts were vibrating in the half-light, that her lips were glistening in the semi-darkness, that her legs were failing her and that her pussy was melting, soaking that bastard’s fingers.

Time stopped again. The early morning darkness closed in again. Her moans were destroying me. Víctor was masturbating her, there, standing up. And I turned my gaze back to them just at the moment when he, dominant, withdrew his fingers from there, and his mouth from there, and, shortly after she opened her eyes... he spoke to me.

Víctor, there, standing. His tall figure, half-dressed but with his shirt open and his cock out... with his bulky silhouette behind my wife... spoke to me.

I could barely understand what he was saying to me. His deep words sounded with an echo. But he was making demands of me.

They weren’t orders. He spoke to me. He proposed. He suggested.

Carolina, ecstatic, listened to him as I did, but the reverberation of her pleasure seemed to prevent her from assimilating what was happening.

I, broken, almost completely destroyed, tried to understand and tried to speak. And somehow, he was suggesting that I should decide.

And I, who had never thought —not in the deepest part of my being— of seeing my wife surrendered to another man, couldn’t understand how it could unfold like this, as he intended.

He intended it in a discussed manner, in an agreed manner, humiliatingly agreed upon. Especially for my wife.

I trembled and she listened to him. I managed to pronounce a few sentences and she, at that moment aroused and more timid than belligerent, seemed to limit herself to letting us talk and letting herself be touched, because he, while talking, caressed that breast that he had taken again with one hand and gathered her golden hair to one side of her neck to speak there, whispering the dirty negotiation beneath her ear.

There were barely three or four sentences from each of us. And each sentence of mine seemed not to come from me, as I barely existed anymore.

Three or four sentences that concluded with a satisfied smirk from Víctor... and with my wife’s awakening.

An awakening that culminated in a look, toward me, that had gained in tension and had mutated into explicit reproach.

But I knew that, beneath that reproach, pulsed a foundation of acceptance.


My decision. Her decision.

Her gaze—that spark of reproach that wasn't just reproach, but something deeper, more wounded, more lucid—remained. It stayed fixed, suspended between the darkness that resisted and the execution of the agreement that was being born. And while she remained like this, with her chest heaving, with her pulse throbbing in her exposed neck, Víctor, behind her, proceeded to fulfill what had been agreed upon.

He did it without words.

His hands sought her shoulders, over the silk of her blouse, and found them. He pulled the garment with measured slowness, pulled it backward, like someone removing a veil, like someone stripping away something that no longer belongs, that is no longer appropriate. The fabric slid, shining, obedient, leaving behind a trail of light in the half-darkness. The silk gleamed as it flew and gasped as it fell. It wasn't a blow, but a moist caress against the floor, a soft friction, ambiguous, almost sexual. And then Carolina's skin emerged: a more neutral skin, less dazzling, but especially alive, sensitive and receptive to everything that was happening.

For an instant, it wasn't a woman who stood exposed, but a form of strange purity, almost abstract, a figure that didn't know whether it was being born or surrendering.

Víctor's breath grazed her nape. Carolina's shoulder arched, slightly, and the glow of her skin seemed to absorb the shadow.

I looked at her—continued looking at her—and knew what was coming, and it came immediately.

Víctor's fingers, patient, descended to the back clasp of her bra. He didn't force it: he felt it, caressed it. And then, with a slight click—a tiny sound, but one that made its way through the living room like an intimate detonation—he released it.

The clasp surrendered.

And then her breasts breathed.

It was a minimal movement, but absolute: a soft tremor that traveled through her entire torso. The cups—previously flattened, subdued—slid downward, flowing over her abdomen, while Carolina's breasts—completely free—followed that natural, heavy, warm, living movement, descending with a cadence that seemed to have its own pulse.

Her breasts looked enormous and crowned her torso with a suffocating power and grandeur. They flowed slightly downward and subtly to the sides, separating a little at the end, in such a sexual way that they seemed to empty the room of oxygen, as if their weight consumed the air. Her areolas, wide, seemed to dilate her femininity; her nipples, tense and sharp, stood erect like the abrupt conclusion of all her sensuality.

The bra was removed from the front. Víctor lifted it, moved it aside and pulled it off through my wife's arms with the same slowness and composure with which he had earlier stripped her of her blouse. The garment waved in the air: the silk and lace gleamed for a moment, capturing the light of the half-darkness as if breathing on their own. And then it fell. The sound was different this time: more abrupt, drier, heavier.

Her sexuality was so striking that I had to look away.

But I knew I was also looking away because of the pain, and despite the agreement, it didn't disappear, but presented itself as a shiver: the shiver of the inevitable.

A shiver that wasn't pain like a blow, but like a tear.

And that was what I felt while I wasn't looking at them, but hearing them.

I heard them moving, positioning themselves, undressing.

My wife's skirt also fell to the floor.

I didn't know if she had removed her panties, if she had pulled them down her thighs... or if it had been him.

I heard the jingling of Víctor's belt. That jingling. Again.

My chest was pounding and my cock continued to weep. I both blamed myself and blamed her as much as I took refuge in hating him.

Until I heard footsteps, my wife's. Just two or three. Her heels echoing against the floor. She positioning herself in front of me. Me, sitting; her, standing.

My ribs tightened around my chest. I felt mediocre, diminished, insignificant.

Carolina was in front of me, naked, wearing only her high heels...

Meanwhile, I heard Víctor, who continued undressing.

And a whisper. From top to bottom. With spite.

A whisper from Carolina:

“You're a... bastard...”

And an immediate response from me, belligerent, revolted, raising my gaze toward that naked body. Naked, except for her high heels: my decision.

“If you want... we can stop everything...”

She, fixing her hair. Looking at me. Me, waiting for her answer.

Her inflamed gaze, her defiance despite everything.

I was opening the door to escape while he composed himself.

The gleam in her eyes, the sexuality of her gesture, the power of her thighs, the swollen voluptuousness of her excited breasts, the piercing vulgarity of her erect nipples...

She had time. Time to stop it.

But what she did, again, was rearrange her hair, and her enormous breasts danced tensely with the movement of her arm.

And I looked at her mouth... her lips... lips that had opened for him. For his cock.

And, suddenly, not her voice, but his:

“Here. Put it on.”

Victor, standing, naked, with his cock no longer so firm, but hanging, swollen and heavy, handed her his white shirt. His decision.

She, who had heard everything, took it. And while holding it, she looked at him, and then at me. She said nothing. She only breathed, deeply, before beginning to dress herself with that foreign garment.

The white dress shirt, Victor's, impregnated with his scent.

Carolina slid one arm into the sleeve with slowness and false skepticism. As if fulfilling some sort of absurd fantasy or fetish. The gesture was almost neutral, but there was a hesitation in her breathing, a small pause; something in her chest rose and fell with an alien, involuntary rhythm. The fabric began to cling to her skin and then she half-closed her eyes for an instant, perhaps because of the contrast between the warmth of the cotton and the heat of her body. Or perhaps because of something more.

Her gaze drifted, not toward either of us, but toward a shapeless point, as if trying to contain something that even she couldn’t understand.

The fabric brushed against her neck, her chest, her belly; the shirt molded to her with a strange docility. The rustle of cotton sounded faint, almost moist, and enveloped her as if breathing with her. Victor’s perfume and essence wrapped around her, entered through her nose and descended down her throat. Her shoulders rose, minimally, in a trembling inhalation, and then fell with a barely audible sigh. It was too big for her, almost immense, but it didn’t diminish her: the fabric sheltered her, caressed her, adopted her.

She rolled up the sleeves to her elbows, clumsy at first, due to the great expanse of fabric, then more efficiently. Her hands seemed slower than necessary, as if seeking to linger without wanting to. The white fabric gleamed, almost as if making the room dawn, and each new fold seemed a flash of light. She didn’t close it. She left the garment open, alive, breathing with her.

And, through that opening, her breasts seemed to seek their own place: large, heavy, tense, they peeked between the white folds of fabric. The cotton curved, marking the volume and movement, and each breath she took made the edge of the shirt vibrate, as if the fabric itself refused to hide her. Her areolas, in contrast to the white, looked intensely pink, almost inflamed, a color of living flesh that stood out against the clean whiteness of the cotton. Her breasts pushed the fabric to the sides, and one of the edges, as if trying to close over her, over one of her breasts, couldn’t: right there the edge collided with her nipple, raised and firm, large, tense, almost haughty, setting the limit, the physical obstacle, to being covered. The edge of the fabric, barely a millimeter of seam, curved over that pink tip as if wanting to surrender to it; the difference in tones —white, pink— made the collision, the contrast, the pulse between the cold and the living even more visible. The roundness of that nipple, holding the shirt open, its hardness and size defying the fabric, hit me with such visual force that I had to swallow, abruptly and arrhythmically.

Her buttocks were covered from behind, the fabric caressed her ass there, but her pubic hair and her cunt emerged alive, glistening, from below, through the complete and frontal opening of the unbuttoned shirt. The garment oscillated with each slight movement of hers, and in that swaying there was something of absent surrender and something of morbid control.

I thought I understood Victor’s gesture. His decision. For what could express more dominance than dressing her in something of his. What could express more possession than his scent on the skin of a woman who wasn’t his. And there is no deeper dominance than that exercised from within and through the senses.

And undoubtedly, dressing her like this… humiliated me.

She lowered her gaze, adjusted the shirt a little, and as the white covered her, light seemed to emanate from her.

She breathed more slowly, as if each movement of the fabric forced her to feel herself inside it.

Her expression oscillated between shame and a calmness she couldn’t fully accept.

She pretended discomfort, but I knew that perhaps she was excited by the touch, the contact, the submission, the obedience… and that scent...

And then, with a sigh that intended to convey anger, she whispered:

“What sons of bitches…”

He didn’t hear her…

…And I didn’t believe her.

“Come on, stand over there,” Victor then said.


A mistake or quite the opposite.

“Get over there” had been his decision.

“Get over there” meant coming toward me. Joining me. Coming to the sofa bed where I was.

“Get over there,” and she came, and her presence hit me.

Her presence hit me because an uncontrollable and sudden love assaulted me.

And I wondered how it was possible. Why that eruption at that moment. Why my chest and stomach churning in a thunderous affection before those green eyes. Why adore every inch of her being and her body at that moment, when, dressed in the shirt of a man whose cock she had just sucked... she was coming toward me.

But that’s how it was. That inappropriate. That excessive. That inopportune.

I filled my lungs while that feeling attacked me and a mixture of her scent and his shook me.

Carolina, my wife, oblivious to that flash of love that paralyzed me, rolled up to her elbow a sleeve that fell loosely over her wrist if she didn’t hold it almost permanently, and extended her hand toward me... toward me... toward that which remained hard and dripping.

She grabbed it; I felt her touch. She didn’t grab it with force or eagerness. She felt in her hand an inferior value, familiar, perhaps even dull. She did it while not fully sitting down; she had slid next to me, halfway between obedience and defiance, one knee resting on the sheet, pressed against my thigh, her body turned toward me. For a moment she remained like that, suspended, so close I could feel her breath.

Then she leaned more over my torso, and the movement caused a fold of the open shirt to brush against my arm, then one of her breasts to strike against my sweaty chest, and its power and heat made me stagger. I felt her breath on my face, the rebellion in her fingers, the clear intention in her gaze, and then I understood: she wasn’t going to obey. At least not yet. Her lips, glistening from what she had done to Víctor, then went for me, to punish me, to humiliate me, and that was her way of saying “yes, but no,” that “maybe yes, but in her own way.” The brush of her lips against mine made me feel a shock; and I received her scent and the moisture... from what she had done... from the place where those lips had been. The wet touch and the smell of sex... of cock... ecstasied and humiliated me instantly... but that was just a prelude to what I felt when her mouth opened, and mine responded, and I felt her tongue caress mine and spread there the loaded and sexual aftertaste of Víctor’s cock.

I suffered the humiliation, the shame and the excitement feeling that passionate, punishing, degrading kiss from my wife, who held my cock with indifference while kissing me and playing with my tongue, spreading the stench of Víctor’s cock; and I barely reached out a hand to touch her, but what I touched was the enormous shirt that enveloped her: his shirt, who surely watched us and enjoyed that little rebellion.

Rebellion that materialized with her next movement: she released my member with a gesture that was almost a snub and barely straightened up, while she continued impregnating me with her mouth, punishing me, humiliating me. But this time she didn’t stay by my side: she advanced over me, enough to feel the weight of her body, the slight creak of the sofa, her heat making its way. She kissed me again, deeper, slower, and I understood that she wasn’t going to comply, that she wasn’t going to do to me what she had done to him; that my cock didn’t deserve the surrender of her mouth; that we weren’t three, but two and one. Already straddling me, she got rid of my sweaty t-shirt, which, sticky, adhered, flew —not without difficulty— over my head, to instantly kiss me again; but her kisses weren’t my wife’s kisses: they were the kisses of a woman who wanted to harass and affront, watering my tongue with the memories of the cock she had just devoured.

What she didn’t know was that that kiss was the most guilty, most exciting and most morbid that I had ever enjoyed. She didn’t know that her cock smell aroused me, that remembering her squatting in front of him drove me crazy, that remembering her tongue —the one now sliding against mine— running over Víctor’s glans, made my cock surge again, between our bodies, with an insistence and spasms that were almost violent.

She, straddling me, wearing his open shirt, with her knees on both sides of my body, with her enormous breasts powerfully striking against my now naked torso, thus showed her rebellion.

But it lasted until we both felt Víctor’s presence: his footsteps, nearby.

And then the kiss was cut off; I let myself recline backward, she kept her torso erect, on top of me, and then it happened.

An improvisation from him happened. He, who also wasn’t complying. And she, killing me, looked at him, saw him maneuver, move, and I, with my back on the sofa bed, lying face up, trembling with desire and excitement, thought I would implode, and my chest thundered upon feeling the abrupt and violent creak of the bed.

Víctor, completely naked, had climbed onto the bed, standing, beside us.

There, up high, close to her, he was holding his cock, not fully erect. And Carolina, my wife, mounted on top of me, but barely touching me beyond the casual brush of our thighs, seemed to accept that change.

A change that destroyed me.

It destroyed me to see how he brought his cock to Carolina's mouth and how she, unlike with mine, didn't rebel, didn't hesitate; she brushed the hair from her face and went to him, ignoring her husband's body lying beneath her, ignoring her husband's cock that throbbed freely, close to her exposed pussy.

She went to him, turning her torso slightly, quickly rolling up those enormous sleeves of the shirt that bothered her as they kept falling down, to bring her hands to his thighs.

I, from below, could see the majesty of that cock that was neither fully hard nor hanging limp: it maintained an excited yet somewhat relaxed equilibrium. The skin, at that moment, only covered half of the glans; its violet tip gleamed in the dimness in an almost magical, attractive way...

And then, when Victor felt my wife's hand on his thigh, when she looked up at him from below, he, gently brushing a strand of hair away with overwhelming tenderness, whispered:

“You, Carolina... do whatever you want.”

And instantly, while I—beneath her body, but without her touching me, except for the warm brush of her thighs straddling mine—heard the response, my wife's counterattack:

“Shhh...”

And I trembled. She was responding with something that was his. That way of silencing him, of cutting him off, as he had done to her.

Victor replied with a twisted grimace, between acceptance and respect, acknowledging my wife's subversion and lucidity.

And I, from below, saw how she, despite straddling me, only had eyes for him. Dressed in his open shirt, she touched that man's thighs with feverish impatience and brought her face toward that latent monstrosity that pulsed and hung, marked by thick veins that ran along the dark skin of his cock.

The power of her enormous breasts—which I saw as if I didn't know them, different, foreign, even larger, absolutely immense, violently projected from her torso—seemed to fight against the shirt, pushing from within with a living urgency; perhaps it was just the angle, or perhaps they truly were more swollen than ever, inflamed by an excitement that had never been so great, nor so physical, nor so brutal. And, again, one of her nipples—sharp, erect, enormous, sexual—held open one half of the open garment by itself, keeping it apart. Just below, half an areola peeked out, and the other half—though covered—was equally discernible, because the pink glow shone with such powerful sweaty brilliance that it showed through the cotton that couldn't contain so much sexuality.

I closed my eyes then, and wanted to touch her, feel her, feel her while she did it, because, again, she was going to do it. I stretched out my hands to caress her knees, her thighs; the shirt was so big on her that I had to push it aside as it fell amply over her thighs; and then I touched her there; it wasn't a grip or a caress, I just wanted to feel her, feel her while she did it...

But I grew impatient... and opened my eyes. I, cowering, aroused, the one at the lowest of the three heights—as if that configuration of our bodies were a metaphor for our reality—witnessed the pain, the unease, of seeing my wife doing something abusive, terrible, disheartening: her face, her hands, everything was going toward him, toward that greatness. But she wasn't going with lust, but with adoration. She caressed his hanging balls with sweetness—her white fingers caressing that rough, dark, sexual relief—and she seemed to tremble at feeling that touch... and she half-closed her eyes while her face almost rubbed against his cock... and he returned to that posture: one arm akimbo and his other hand entangling itself in my wife's golden mane.

And then... it happened: the sound, the touch, the horror. Small kisses, which resonated throughout the living room, throughout the entire extension of that dark trunk; my wife adoring, kissing in small contacts, holding with one hand that enormous roughness that hung... moistening that trunk... as if she lacked kisses, and hands... to admire and feel that cock that humiliated me in size, in greatness, in masculinity...

I, defeated, humiliated, began to caress her thighs, but she, there, felt nothing.

***

He, at the top, in the dominant position, above her, above me, with his feet planted on the sofa bed, extended his arm downward slightly, and his fingers carelessly pushed aside his own shirt—the one she now wore—to take one of her breasts. He lifted it, squeezed it, crushed it, made it his with force, almost with reluctance, without consideration, without respect. The areola of that breast looked attacked, and the firmness of her breast appeared deformed, but she didn't protest; she continued depositing, almost blowing, small kisses on his cock.

Until then, when he was trying to encompass my wife's entire breast with his hand and couldn't, but lifted it, keeping it much higher than the one that hung free, while I continued to caress her in a rhythmic, sad, overwhelmed way, with my nervous hands traveling her thighs in short, quick paths... Carolina's neck made a contortion. Her face tilted, wanting to go from bottom to top... and her lips parted... and her mouth opened... opening while her gaze also went upward, and a pleasurable, heartbreaking “huummm...” was heard in the stillness of the living room, there, at the second height: my wife, Carolina, took his half-flaccid cock into her mouth... she devoured half his cock, taking advantage of the fact that it wasn't at full strength... and she seemed to enjoy it more this way, to feel more powerful, more fulfilled, more accomplished by going further, by sucking deeper, by blowing him to the halfway point.

And Victor exhaled a “fuck...” and released that breast, which bounced free and reddened between the open white shirt, while I saw how Carolina, with her eyes half-closed, sucked that cock and held onto his thighs. Her cheek looked deformed by that tip, by that violet and extremely wide glans... and it wasn't long before she made an enormous, very long, exaggerated movement of her neck, back and forth, with a lustful impulse, burying inside his cock another heartbreaking and devoted “huuuumhhmmm,” and you could feel, and see, how, second by second, that cock grew, grew inside her, inside my wife's mouth, tensing, hardening... marking that cheek more and more from within.

The back-and-forth didn't stop. It continued, long, unhurried, almost hypnotic, as if she wanted to take advantage of this moment of transition, that brief space when it wasn't yet completely hard, to deep-throat him fully, with advantage, with dedication. And from below I could see everything: her head fluctuated with extremely long, almost ceremonial movements, and her hair, disheveled, damp, undulated to the rhythm of that slow cadence, swaying sensually each time she went back and forth.

Víctor couldn't contain another gasp, another “fuck...”, huffed out, rougher, and at that moment I saw how Carolina's breasts shook almost violently, enormous, bouncing from the effect of that exaggerated, lustful, and even worse, presumptuous movement: as if that motion —that swaying of abundant, free, exposed, dancing flesh— wasn't just an effect, but also an intention.

I was panting, gasping in pain.

And I was a witness, and I was necessary, but always for watching, for consenting, never for doing.

And suddenly I noticed a change in the light: through the terrace window, a whitish, bluish light, cold as a slow revelation, began to flood the interior of the living room and outline the contours of their bodies.

It bathed with a natural, premature, whitish light, the body of a tense, firm Víctor, standing, who sank and deformed the sofa bed with his weight, with his presence. From my position he seemed enormous, gigantic, almost herculean: his muscular and long legs, his hard abdomen, the marked curve of his abs at the sides of his hips, his powerful and smooth pectorals, the slightly sweaty skin that shone under a growing radiance; his serious expression, the dense and dark mustache, the tinkling earring, shining, a hoop of power and arrogance.

His victory was complete. He had removed his hand from my wife's hair and kept his arms akimbo, watching how my wife sucked him off in extremely long and rhythmic movements, morbid and devoted:

—“Huummm...”

—“Huum...!”

—“Huuhmhhmm...!”

Carolina went back and forth with her entire torso, with her hands together, small, white, pressed at the base of that cock that grew and grew, leaving the tip for her mouth... a mouth that, as a consequence of that grandeur becoming hard and unmanageable again, reached less and less... moistened less, sucked less extension... and now struggled to coat and lick beyond that purplish glans...

I, with my heart leaping out of my chest, watched her toil, surrender, humiliate herself, with those incessant and desperate “huummm...! huummm...! huummm...!”, while she played with her tongue, licked anxiously, took a breath, returned to him, returned to suck that enormous cock that released abundant precum that mixed with her saliva, generating a liquid, viscous, deep sound that merged with her moans. Precum and saliva that soon became uncontainable for her, and began to shine —first on her lips, then at the corners— and I, paralyzed, continued caressing her thighs in a pitiful way, as if without right, while the white halo of morning entered from one side and bathed her with softness, almost tenderness, creating a chiaroscuro that washed over her breasts, her pink areolas, and that white shirt that seemed to shine more... until it happened.

It happened that she stopped and opened her mouth. Nothing more. She opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue... and let his enormous, shining, pulsating, purplish glans rest there, as if offering it to the air. She wasn't licking it. She wasn't sucking it. She was just letting it rest, wet, on her extended tongue... And then he looked at her, and I saw her too: her open mouth, her wet lips, the glans shining like a carnal jewel between them, and her gaze... her gaze upward, toward him. And a blink. A blink of her eyes, perhaps of impression, or surrender, or gratitude.

I trembled. A spasm shook me from within, sudden, as if I could no longer sustain the tension. I felt my bare back rubbing against the damp sheet... damp from my own sweat.

Her tousled hair fell forward, covering the contour of her face, sticking to her cheeks.

And then... she took it in her mouth again. As much as she could, with eagerness, with ferocity, as if she needed to do it; and she adorned it with another excessive, voracious “Huuhmhhmm...!” that humiliated me; she did it as if something inside her dragged her to swallow that pulsating trunk. Her cheeks hollowed. Víctor, above, guided her firmly, placing his hand on her nape, intertwining his fingers in her damp hair, setting the rhythm, holding her, pushing her.

I was falling apart. I could barely breathe. And I continued caressing her, defeated, almost devout, with the tips of my fingers lost on the outer side of her thighs, back and forth in a weak, almost useless movement, as if my only way to remain there was to touch her while she sucked that man's cock.

—“Aaaahhh...” —she moaned then, with her mouth more open, and a thread of saliva stretched from the glans to her tongue when she pulled away for a second. Her lips were trembling. She closed her eyes. And she took it in her mouth again.

—“Aaaahhh...” —she almost screamed and released one hand from the base of that cock, and brought it urgently to her own breast and pulled the shirt aside with an impatient tug. The fabric slid, revealing her sweaty, warm, goosebumped breast, and she took it with her open palm, squeezing it as if she needed to feel something of her own, something that wasn't just his flesh in her mouth. The movement was so quick, so desperate, that I felt I had run out of air.

—“Aaaahhh...” —she moaned again and her thighs tried to close suddenly, in a dry, almost electric spasm that ran through her entire legs. The tremor was so intense that I felt it in my own thighs and in my hands. She continued panting and leaned even more and continued devouring that cock with a broken rhythm, unable to hide those whips of pleasure.

“Aaaahhh…” she dissolved into a lament, and with that sound the curve of her neck became more extreme, more beautiful, more devastating. Her nape arched so much that her hair slid like a shining curtain.

“Aaaagghhh…!!” she moaned, and this moan was different, murkier. After it, she released her breast, which fell and bounced, enormous, heavy, moving with a slow sway that seemed to linger in the blue air of dawn. Her hand then went down directly, without hesitation, across her trembling abdomen; it slipped over her hip bone and descended toward her pussy, where she pressed without delicacy, barely a second, barely a touch, but enough for her breathing to break. And her entire body trembled with an endless and heart-wrenching “hhuuummmmh!!” with his cock in her mouth, with her fingers buried between the lips of her sex, as if she needed to open herself up a bit more to endure what she was feeling.

But that wasn’t a fleeting visit. Carolina began to rub her clit while she continued sucking him, rubbing herself with an almost unconscious surrender, as if her hand was seeking its own rhythm, born from the trembling of her thighs, from the voluptuous tension of her breasts and from the caress of dawn on her skin.

And then what had long seemed inevitable happened: the saliva and pre-cum, now mixed without distinction, began to overflow: a thick, shining thread, vibrating like a liquid cord, that slid from the corner of her lips, descended down her chin, stretched, hung, and refused to break… until it finally fell. It fell like a symbol, like a collapse, and dripped onto her cleavage, then sinking between her breasts, which were enormously exposed through the open shirt. It was a suspended moment, dreamlike, in which the shine of that thread seemed to condense all the excess, the madness, the brutal surrender of the moment.

I, trembling, watched that thick, viscous, almost transparent but shining mark, right between her breasts, flowing densely between them; meanwhile, my cock throbbed alone, hard, alive, pulsing just beneath her, beneath her pussy, beneath the fingers that rubbed her clit with small, urgent, enveloping movements, as if she were trying to open herself a little more; perhaps —I thought— as if her hand wanted to decide whether he would enter or not…

And that thought made me tremble, and for an instant I considered assaulting her, assaulting what she was rubbing, what was so close; I considered trying to put it in her, letting my flesh displace her fingers and push her, and fill her from below; I wondered if, undone by the excitement he produced in her, she would accept the invasion of her own husband…

But then Víctor —with his hands on his hips, with his broad chest illuminated by the whitish light of dawn— whispered a deep, hoarse, grateful grunt, feeling that she was no longer just using her mouth, but now was also masturbating him with her free hand: her closed, wet hand that, again, couldn’t encompass his merciless thickness. And that movement —that hand advancing and retreating, that tongue circling, those lips sucking, that neck going back and forth— began to blend with another: with the slow and heavy oscillation of his hips, which moved forward and backward just a few centimeters… or perhaps it was she who was guiding him… or perhaps both were pushing at the same time, creating a sway impossible to attribute, a rhythm born of two bodies that no longer knew who was following whom.

And I saw, from below —crushed, trapped, nullified between her thighs— that blowjob, that infamy and, at the same time, beauty. I saw how his balls hung and shook, heavy, loaded, marking a back-and-forth motion that I no longer knew if it was him pushing toward her mouth or her mouth advancing toward him, as if the two had found a middle point, an exact pulse, a rhythm born of both, an obscene dance in which neither commanded but both obeyed.

That sway —that movement that no longer belonged to anyone— made Víctor’s entire body tense, his abdominals marked with a cold shine; and made Carolina’s face rise and fall in an irregular cadence, as if her mouth and hand were responding to different impulses, but synchronized by desire. And the sound… the sound became wet, viscous, repeated… a “slk… slk… slk…” that reverberated in the living room as if there were an echo.

She sucked him. And he fucked her mouth. And he pushed himself toward her. And she plunged toward him.

And then more saliva fell, more pre-cum: a very long thread fell that stretched between the glans and Carolina’s mouth and descended, trembling, to her breast, where it slid over the hot skin, a few centimeters from the previous mark. And she moved her mouth away for a moment and gasped another “Aaahmm…!”, a moan that was born from the hand that rubbed her clit, and her neck trembled in a contortion, twisting in impossible movements of her torso that made her breasts shake and kept the shirt open, while she masturbated and continued devouring that cock.

And I, from below, feeling my hands sweat, my thighs tense, my breathing break, knew that they were both close to coming, that the air was going to shatter at any moment and that there was nothing in the world that could stop that collapse.

“Ahhh…! Oh G-od…!” my wife lamented in a heart-rending moan, taking that huge cock out of her mouth for a moment and closing her eyes tightly, while her fingers wreaked havoc on her pussy; and I looked down and saw her pubic hair glistening and the lips of her sex protruding, hanging, already showing a bestial separation between them, and she pressed them, sank into them, rubbed them and threw her head back; and the shirt —which was his, and was enormous, but she had already made it her own— opened and slipped a little backward, showing her breasts, and she arched, plethoric, on the edge of her explosion, but always without releasing his cock with her other hand… and I thought she was coming undone, that she was coming, when then a deep, masculine voice was heard, gasped at full speed:

“Shit... fuck... I can't hold back anymore...”

And Víctor then pushed her hand away from his cock and... began masturbating close to Carolina's face, with rough, urgent movements; the palm of his hand closed around his soaked cock. I couldn't believe he intended to do that, but she didn't protest or move away, despite the obvious... instead, what she did was lower that rejected hand and, in a quick gesture, partially closed the open shirt, covering one breast but leaving the other exposed; and she grabbed that uncovered breast, in the open air, moist, pinching the nipple between her fingers as if she needed to concentrate in it the vertigo rising between her legs, because with her other hand, she continued rubbing her clitoris with a desperate rhythm...

My wife was masturbating, on top of me, while listening to the ferocious sound of her friend's masturbation near her face; and she parted her lips and closed her eyes, and then... killing me... she began to move in a strange way: she began to move her hips rhythmically, back and forth, as if imagining... as if fucking... but she was fucking the air and being caressed by her fingers... because my cock, close to her, hadn't received even a glance from her...

...She touched herself and listened to the liquid sound of his jerking off—a quick, fierce, terrifying click, click, click, click—near her face, while she lost herself in that useless mounting, sexual but without contact; losing herself in a mixture of pleasure, submission, heat, and silent obedience. And he, standing, with his body completely rigid, abs tense, balls swinging beneath the base of his shaft and shaking his cock with one hand at full speed, gasped again—this time louder, darker—a “fuck... now yes... I can't hold back anymore!” that came out with a tremor in his voice, as if he was coming undone while saying it. And the next second... his hand slowed its rhythm, almost stopping completely, and he gasped a deep “Ooohhhhh...!”... and I couldn't believe it, and I continued caressing her below, on her thighs, timidly, and my cock continued throbbing alone, free... I couldn't believe it... because she had to know, she had to know what was going to happen... but she wasn't moving away... I couldn't believe it, but he exploded...

He exploded after another “Ooohhhhh...!”... over my wife, over her face, and the first impact was so abrupt, so powerful, that Carolina startled, felt the humid heat burst against her cheek; the whitish, thick stream hit her skin with such brutal violence that it disoriented her, shook her, and the stream fell, rebounding onto her shoulder and chest, over the white shirt; an explosion of semen that rebounded twice: on her cheek and then on his shirt, soaking it and making the fabric transparent, making part of her covered breast almost instantly visible... The stream was so abundant, so plethoric, so clear, so white, that my heart stopped... And then she half-opened her eyes, as if emerging from a trance, and looked down at her stained breast under the shirt, and then her gaze moved... and met my gaze: fixed, piercing, broken... squeezing her thighs, trying to contain something, or prevent something, as if I were restraining myself from screaming, from begging, from pleading for all of this to stop and at the same time never to stop...

...and right at that moment, another stream hit the same cheek, and her face trembled again in a spasm, surprised, affected, overwhelmed, but she wasn't moving away; she wasn't moving away and a thick, extremely white mass was already forming that, on the smooth skin of my wife's cheek, gleamed in the dimness of the living room, and she, with her eyes open, looking at me, continued with one hand on a breast and the other on her pussy, but she wasn't moving, simply, impacted and surprised, receiving and witnessing how Víctor humiliated her, bathed her...

...and he, masturbating slowly, grunting some unpleasant “oohhh” sounds, offering the clear vision of an enormous cock, in tension, discharging, emptying itself, fired a third shot that landed squarely on the breast she was still grabbing with her hand, marking the flesh like a burning, vibrating seal. You could hear the clear sound of semen forcefully impacting her skin, and my wife's torso then trembled, and Carolina's spread fingers barely cushioned the impact; the substance spread between them, sticky, dense, covering the upper part of her chest, overflowing through the gaps in her hand, sliding downward, soaking the white, tense curve of that swollen breast that she continued holding without letting go, as if that breast were the only thing anchoring her to her body. The areola, partially visible between her fingers, was crossed by a whitish shine, and the nipple, hard, sensitive, protruded between two phalanges like an exposed promise, and was also hit, barely trembling at the contact, rising against the sudden heat that now descended slowly from the point of impact.

Carolina didn't move, but trembled with each stream, with each lash. Her half-open mouth and her eyes... looking at me, but not seeing me... surprised, as if she didn't understand what she was feeling, while receiving the heat of those streams, one after another, as if each burst were a command, a silent confirmation.

“Oohhhh...” he writhed again in an obscene lament. And a burst of sadism seemed to take over his body, as he sought her face again, as if it hadn't been enough, as if he needed to see her even more stained, more marked. He bent his knees, raised his cock higher and aimed deliberately, with cruelty, with lust... punishing her with a fourth, fifth, sixth, and seventh stream, which burst on her lips... and on her chin... and on her neck... and on her collarbone, which peeked out from the open shirt; the fold of the fabric soaking without remedy. And each new stream landed with a resonance, creating a different sound depending on whether it stained lips, skin, or fabric, and each time drew a different, capricious, obscene, beautiful line, as if he were marking her, as if he were claiming her, as if with each impact, he sealed a new and definitive ownership.

She closed her eyes with each lash, but instantly opened them again to receive the next one and tremble once more. Her cheek could no longer contain that white mass and, from there, a thick thread ran down toward the partially closed shirt, soaking her breast, expanding the stain that was already there, and she opened her eyes again and received the impact on her lips; and her face trembled, she closed her eyes... and opened them again. And then she released her breast, and her stained and sticky fingers revealed an enormous white pool that covered her entire areola and, in the middle, surviving amidst the white mass, her erect nipple peeked through.

And she looked at me, with half-open, tearful eyes, with a mixture of the most brutal excitement and, at the same time, a feeling of the most extreme humiliation, all while he continued to come undone in harsh grunts, in “ohh... ohh... ohh”; and, suddenly, he uttered an absolutely dominant, grotesque “yes... fuck” that made my hair stand on end and made me tremble, right at the moment when he wanted to rub that soaked tip against my wife’s sealed lips. And I wanted to trust her... I wanted her to resist... but then she closed her eyes... and opened her mouth... to take in his soaked cock... and, at that moment when he was about to insert it, something fell from there, from that tip; something slid from his enormous, soaked glans, something white and thick, something hot, burning... something that fell onto my body, onto my abdomen: that man’s semen... on my skin.

And I trembled in a spasm, feeling that burning and humiliating drop on me... and I saw how she, with her eyes closed, completely soaked —her breasts, the shirt, her neck, her cheek—, was sucking it again, that cock that had just exploded. She moved her neck slowly... in a slow blowjob... heartfelt... almost reverential; and her arms, dead and fallen at both sides of her body, seemed not to belong to her, inert, abandoned, as if all her will —what little remained of it— was reduced to opening her mouth and receiving him.

There was something almost magical, almost unnatural, in seeing how he reinserted it into her mouth, thus subjugating her soaked body, exhausted, still shuddering from the remnants of his climax: a body barely supported by my trembling hands, a body that allowed itself to be invaded without offering resistance, a body that no longer seemed to respond to anything other than the weight, the heat, the smell, and the rhythm of that bastard’s cock.

And she continued sucking it with that obscene docility... ignoring me, not looking at anyone, not paying attention to the man —her husband— who lay beneath her, stained by him...

****

I, trapped in my own horror —in my terror, in my trembling— remained motionless, with my soaked wife on top of me, crushing me with the heat of her panting pussy, with my abdomen stained by that man’s semen; with my eyes open, still, fixed on her, while the whitish light of dawn illuminated her and showed her to me with such sexual rawness that it made me shiver and writhe.

I witnessed it all, petrified, not breathing, as if my own body had been replaced by a cold slab, while I watched my wife continue to suck him off... without pause, without reflection, still without remembering that I existed. And then I saw everything, with a clarity that pierced me: the semen sliding down the curve of her cheek, in a thick, extremely white stream, falling toward the corner of her mouth, joining with the cock she was sucking; another more liquid thread running down her neck, disappearing under the shirt; and that enormous stain on the fabric, soaking it, sticking it to her breast like a dirty second skin. The other breast, perhaps even more stained, made its areola and nipple gleam in that mixture of white and pink. And a drop ran down her breast at great speed, dense, heavy, caressing her goosebumped skin, cruelly tracing the curve of her femininity. Each mark, each gleam, each stain was proof, a signature, a reminder of what he had just done to her... and I, stained by that drop and beneath her, felt that I was nothing more than the mattress where the remnants accumulated.

And then he withdrew and his cock emerged shiny, still completely stiff, and two thin threads connected for an eternal instant that tip with my wife’s lips... And she opened her eyes... and one of the sleeves of her shirt fell toward her wrist, completely covering her arm and even her hand again, and the excess fabric —the wide, fallen cuff— was trapped between her fingers, and she took advantage of that to try to clean her face, her lips... her cheek... with it, with the cuff of his shirt.

The gesture was tender and, at the same time, heartbreaking.

And I had no time for anything. Not to swallow, not to fully comprehend the disaster of her body, not to count how many stains had marked her: the fabric of that sleeve absorbed part of the white, but left intact the humid, warm glow that continued to reflect on her skin.

I had no time to understand that mixture of beauty and defeat that seemed to have taken up residence. I had no time because he descended from the bed. And the movement was so sudden, so silent, that neither she nor I expected it. His foot touched the floor decisively. His entire body suddenly came down, as if what he had just done hadn’t been enough, as if the final gesture, the most brutal one, was still missing.

And I saw him lean in.

I saw him approach from behind her.

I saw him position himself, standing, right behind Carolina’s panting body, which remained on top of me, straddling me, barely moving, with her breath still broken.

Víctor didn’t say anything at first. He just placed his hands on my wife’s back and pushed her with a dry, firm gesture; without violence, but without the slightest care. A push that didn’t seek to direct her, but to subdue her. And she, defeated, tired, disconcerted, let herself fall forward, onto me.

She let out a short whimper, between frightened and surprised. Because in this new position there was no direction, no defense, no possibility of holding herself up: the fall made her his. His and mine. His because he had pushed her... mine because she fell onto my body, undone, defeated, like a hot weight that no longer had a will of its own.

Her face was just inches from mine. I felt the weight of her breasts hanging, warm, heavy, touching my bare chest... and something else: a viscous wetness spreading between us, hot and tepid at the same time, like an indelible mark staining my skin. And I noticed then the cruel difference between them: one breast naked, warm, alive, throbbing; and the other, covered by his shirt, colder, stickier, even more humiliating, because it carried the touch of someone else’s fabric, his smell, his shadow. Feeling that fabric against my torso —another man’s shirt, wet with his semen and her sweat— humiliated me even more than feeling her flesh, equally soaked but exposed.

Carolina had placed her hands on either side of my torso, without firmness, and her gaze sought mine, bewildered, as if she didn’t fully understand where she was, or who she was. She had wiped her cheek and lips, but they still glistened, as did her neck. And then the smell enveloped me: dense, raw, a smell of overflowing sex, of saliva and sperm mixed together. That masculine perfume also attacked me, its residue on the fabric that now wrapped around both of us; that whole that dominated us... that subjugated us.

And then, right then, Víctor leaned toward her, toward us, and brought his mouth to her nape... and I saw his hand rest on her shoulder... and, instantly, he whispered in a hoarse, throbbing, hurried voice:

“I’m going to put it in you... I’m going to put it in quickly, before it gets soft...”

Carolina trembled in a spasm... leaning over me, but on all fours with respect to him... soaked in his semen... vulnerable, exposed; and she whispered:

“What... no...”

It was a frightened “no,” almost pleaded, almost moaned... The sound of her voice vibrated against my mouth, because she was so close to me that I could have kissed her, but I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I was buried beneath her, beneath her soaked breasts, beneath the disaster that was now her body against mine; and he, behind, erect, determined, with his cock still hardened, was looking for the angle, the moment, the crack that would devastate everything.

“No...” she repeated, but she whispered it with her eyes closed and after tucking part of her hair behind her ear in an almost inappropriate, fleeting and trembling movement. There, on top of me, she whimpered her refusal while I felt the movement; I felt him lifting the shirt she was wearing to uncover her buttocks, and the white fabric ran up her back, from the lower part to the upper part, almost swirling and tangling toward her nape. He was uncovering her buttocks, her pussy and the lower part of her back, and I imagined his view with such precision that it was worse than if I could see it: the curve of her back arching, her tense buttocks, her exposed sex, throbbing... glistening.

I knew how the lips of her pussy were, protruding, parted... I knew it... and I knew that he wouldn’t be able to give up on them... to open them, to separate them more...

“St-op... No...! ...You’re crazy...” she whispered, but even more dejected than before, with a tremor in her voice that seemed to contain fear, bewilderment and something else, something that not even she was able to understand.

And then she turned her face toward me, slowly, as if the movement weighed on her, as if it cost her to tear herself away from something inevitable. Her mouth was almost on mine, brushing the air, and her trembling breath hit me.

And then I saw it. The look. That look. A sentenced look, as if she already knew what was happening behind her. An impossible mixture: dread and eagerness, horror and desire, rejection and surrender in a single blink. It was as if she was begging me to save her... and at the same time pleading with me not to interrupt anything. A brief, brutal gesture, where she seemed to abhor what was coming... and yearn for it with the same force.

I felt that we were doomed...

I couldn’t see anything. I could only hear. I could only feel.

While that gaze remained fixed on me, soaking me with her fear, her vertigo, her desire.

And then, from the depths of her throat, came a different moan.

...a tearful “no-ho...” but pleasurable...

...pleasurable... because he was already invading her... already taking her...

“No-ho... Oh Go-od... don’t fu-ck... me...” she writhed, tense, on top of me.

But we all knew it was too late.

“No... no-ho... don’t-fu-ck-me...” she whispered, but it wasn’t an order, nor a shout. It was a weak plea, almost childlike, that she said with her mouth pressed against mine, with marked lips, with her wet and hot face brushing against mine.

She was imploring him not to fuck her...

She was whimpering it to him... breathing it into me...

But it was already happening.

He was already putting it in her.

That bastard was already invading my wife’s pussy with his cock.

And you could hear the muffled friction, flesh against flesh, a wet collision, a liquid invasion, a brutal sliding.

Carolina’s entire body shuddered on top of me, her breasts flattened against my chest, the tepid semen on her skin mixed with my sweat... and another “no...h-o” broke in half, turned into a pitiful moan.

And then I heard Victor snort, standing behind my wife:

“Fuck... how it slides in...”

I writhed beneath her, feeling her... and feeling him in his fullness.

“Mhh... No...o!” my wife whimpered against my face, her entire body quivering spasmodically.

“Mhhmm... No...o! Mhhmm... No...o!” she sobbed in shameful moans of pleasure, without resistance, defeated, penetrated... invaded... and she closed her eyes, as if she couldn’t contain so much pleasure, or as if she didn’t want to face it.

And, after a suspended moment, after a silence that opened like a blade, we heard Victor’s deep voice again, hoarse, panting, satisfied:

“Fuck... what a pussy you have... Feel it properly...”

And then I felt her tension, different, rawer, more brutal, and her body floating above mine... pushed with cruelty.

“Ahhh...!! No-oh!! Aaaaa-hh!!” she screamed and writhed in a long spasm, and her entire body tensed, feeling him, feeling his cock surely embedded to the hilt, all the way to his balls.

And then he savored it, because he didn’t push her, not for several seconds. He wanted to feel her, to feel himself inside, and I imagined it: that man, her friend, our guest, looking down and seeing his massive cock, recently spent, but buried in my wife’s pussy to the core.

My wife, still, impaled, not breathing, felt it, with her eyes closed, and almost wept with pleasure from feeling it inside.

And shortly after... it began to happen: the rocking motion started... my wife’s body, on top of mine, going back and forth...

It was happening now. He was fucking her now. Him, pushing from behind, slowly, hungrily, forcefully. Her, exhaling devastating “Mh! Mh! Mh!” into my mouth. Me, underneath, trapped, breathing her breath, holding her like a useless witness.

And then, as if something broke inside her, or as if she accepted that she could no longer and no longer wanted to stop it, she raised a trembling hand and sought my head —as if looking for support, or comfort, or companionship in her fall— and she caressed my hair with devastated tenderness, with fingers still stained, still glistening, and whispered in my ear, or perhaps just thought aloud:

“Go-od... he’s... putting it in me...”

And I, feeling her body coming and going, rocked by the motion, by the invasion, imagined how that enormous cock was entering her pussy, between her protruding lips, violating her drenched hollow... and I barely managed to whisper against her lips:

“...Y-es...”

And she continued:

“Mmm... Go-od... He’s... Mh!... fu-ah! fu-cking me...” she panted against my lips, tearful, trembling, undone.

“Yes...” I gasped, underneath, and then I brought my hands to her face.

“Mmm... ah... Mi-guel... ahh...! he’s fu-cking me... he’s ah! is ah! fu-cking me...” she whimpered, rocked, shaken, back and forth, accepting that it was really happening... accepting her humiliation... fucked by him... invaded by that cock that seemed not to diminish.

And I caressed her face... and I adored her, and I brushed her hair aside, and kissed her stained, fragrant cheek.

“Ahh... ah...! Mmm... He’s fu-cking me, ah! Mi-guel... that bas-tard ah! is fu-cking me...” my wife writhed with pleasure, tearful, feeling a quiet pleasure... endearing, and at the same time lacerating.

And I continued caressing and adoring her, and I felt her breasts rubbing against my torso, her nipples scratching my bare chest, and my cock throbbing and bouncing between our bodies.

“Mmm... he... he ah! fu-cks me well... Go-od... he... fu-ck ah! He... ah! He... ah! I lo-ve it...” she melted against my lips, confessing her pleasure to me, to her own husband, impaled by another man’s cock, and nothing could be more humiliating, but I adored her, and I almost felt pain from taking pride in a strange way, pride in the pleasure my wife was capable of feeling... pride in her being able to accommodate the enormous cock she was accommodating.

I was panting... we were breathing mouth to mouth, and we looked at each other.

And she continued:

“...Mmhhm... ahh...! I love it... how he ah! fu-cks me...” she panted to me, caressing my hair, and I touched her cheek, and I smelled her sex scent, and felt her sticky touch, and his shirt, which enveloped us, almost covered both of us as dawn broke, and I imagined what he saw, what that bastard saw: my wife’s open pussy, his massive cock going in and out, his body pushing my wife’s with each thrust; her, dressed in his shirt, and underneath, the cuckold, the husband, almost crushed, humiliated beneath that body that, open and surrendered, writhed with pleasure...

… Him, fucking that married woman, with her high heels and shirt, in her own home, in the living room, on top of her own husband, violating an enormous pussy, opened for him, while he listened to her panting to her husband constant and pitiful “ummm, ahhh…! he’s fucking me… he’s ah! fucking me… the ah! bastard is fucking me good…” and hearing how her husband, humiliated, asked her what she felt, and her responding: “mmhhmm…! I ah! lo-ve ah! how he fucks me… he fucks me good… the bastard ah! fucks me good… Ahh…! Ahhh…! Ahhh!”

And then I felt Carolina tremble more, writhe more, anticipating a climax, an explosion, and he read it too, and, maintaining the firm cadence, whispered:

“Seriously… you’re going to cum…?”

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…! Oh Go-od…!”

My wife writhed, almost crying from pleasure.

“You’re going to cum like this…? But I’m barely even hard anymore” he whispered mockingly.

“Ahhh…! Mmm…! Ke-keep going…! Ahh…!” my wife screamed, surrendered.

…And then something happened, everything changed, an impulse, a movement: he grabbed her forcefully and took her away, pulling her torso, her shirt. He pulled her toward him, upward; she was on her knees again, trembling; her hands abandoned me, her body was abandoning me. He positioned her as he wanted, without stopping fucking her; he pressed his muscular chest against her back and fucked her almost from below, and I saw it: I saw that dark flexion going up and down, filling, overwhelming, violating my wife’s pussy.

“What… Ahhh…! No-o! Mh…! Aaaahh…!” my wife half-protested, half-abandoned herself to her climax. On her knees, straddling me, with her shirt open and her breasts exposed, both of them now, through the shirt, and her arms falling dead, inert, downward. He was using her… He was fucking her in a frantic, aggressive way, and I, from below, lying down, humiliated, witnessed how he thrust into her, how he degraded her, how he held her by the forearms and fucked her in long, thunderous penetrations, creating an obscene and sexual echo: a “slap, slap, slap, slap, slap!” of his pelvis hitting against her sweaty buttocks.

“Ahh…!! Aaaahh…!!” she began to scream then, announcing her imminent orgasm, reduced to a rag, shaken, subdued, fucked from behind, with her knees vibrating on both sides of my body, with her torso agitated, feeling that enormous cock splitting her in two.

“Fuck… cum already… come on… I’m losing my hard-on…” he urged her, furious…

And he kept thrusting with a thunderous “slap, slap, slap, slap!”, and her enormous breasts began to bounce against each other, in an almost grotesque way, disproportionate, as if her own body was ridiculing her; and they made their way through the open shirt, bathed in that white liquid, with an extravagant exuberance, and her areolas shone, wet with sweat and semen, and her breasts bounced with such violence that it almost seemed like semen could splash from there due to the brutality of the fucking and the ferocity with which her tits collided and jumped.

And she, without containing her breasts, just feeling, feeling that cock melting her, undoing her with pleasure, writhed, agitated, and announced it:

“Aaaahh…!! Aaahh…!! Oh Go-od!! Ahh…!!”

“Come on…” he grunted. “Come on, damn it… cum…”

“Ahh!! No!! … Mmm…!! No…-ooh!!” she babbled, as if she wanted to avoid it, as if she didn’t want to give him that gift, but each push destroyed her more, each thrust killed her a little more.

“Cu-um…! Mmm!! Cum. Humm!! In front of your husband…” he almost ordered her, surrounding her, embracing her, enormous, naked, behind her.

And Carolina’s body broke then: a sudden, disordered tremor that shook her from her belly upward. Her knees gave way, her breasts trembled, and he held her while continuing to thrust into her lower, dirtier, deeper.

And I saw that dark monstrosity entering and exiting, and her coming undone, dying from pleasure…

Until a deep, almost animal moan came from my wife’s throat like a collapse. Her hips trembled in an almost ridiculous jolt, and her pussy vibrated, humiliated, pulsing in spasms, around him, around his cock, and her whole body contracted, convulsing, wanting to fall toward me, but she was held by him…

“Ahh…! AHHH…! AAHHHH…!” she screamed. “I’m!! AAAHHH!! CU-MMING…!! I’M CUMMING…!! I’M CUMMING…!!”

He squeezed her, embraced her from behind; a muscular arm slid between her breasts and his hand gripped her throat from the front.

“That’s it...” he whispered in her ear, panting, while he continued fucking her. “YES, YES, CUM LIKE THAT... TREMBLING... BITCH...”

“Ahh...!! AHHH...!! AAHHHH...!! AAAHHH!! Yes! Yeesss! Yeeessssss!!! I’M CUMMING...!!”

My wife exploded in an orgasm... in which there was no longer any refinement... or elegance: my wife was cumming, melting with that bastard’s cock that moved in and out, not even fully hard, but it was enough for her, enough to melt her, to undo her, to make her cum... She screamed, illuminated by the dawn light, announcing to him that she was cumming, that she couldn’t take anymore; she screamed that she was cumming, drenched in semen, on top of me, on top of her own husband. She trembled in ridiculous, tearful spasms, and thanked him for the pleasure with: “AHH... AHHH... Yesss... I’M... I’M CUMMING!!” while she let herself be thrust into, humiliated, wearing high heels, on the sofa bed, on top of me, wearing his shirt, smelling like him... she was cumming while he held her, supported her because she couldn’t do it herself, and whispered to her:

“I can feel how you’re cumming... fuck... you’re soaking my cock...”

“Ahhhh...!!! AHHHH...!!! AHHHH!!! Bastaaard...!!” my wife suddenly burst out, in a final surge of her orgasm, from his words, from how he dominated her, from how he treated her.

“Ahmmhhh... ahhmmmhh!!! Yessss!!!” she writhed, finishing her explosion, and I could see how she did it with just half his cock inside... and I saw it while looking at him, who, behind her, was also looking at me: with his gray eyes, with his extravagant mustache, with his dangling earring... there, in my house... he was fucking her, he had just fucked her... he had just torn a brutal orgasm from her, without even needing his cock to be hard... he had humiliated her, and fucked her, in front of me, on top of me... humiliating me above all.

“Ahhmm...” my wife sighed, defeated, with her eyes closed, in something that was now more of a grateful lament.

And then an almost sepulchral silence fell. All that could be heard was my wife’s agitated breathing, and how she swallowed, still without opening her eyes. And he didn’t waste a single miserable moment before pulling out. I saw him abandon her. I saw him flex his knees more and saw that dark monstrosity emerge from inside my wife: a cock that, indeed, wasn’t completely hard, but even so, swollen, veiny, soaked and thick, had completely filled and satisfied my wife’s pussy.

My wife, who at that moment was left alone, abandoned by him, straddling me, with her pussy lips enormous, protruding, dripping... with the shirt open and her breasts swollen, reddened, always pushing the shirt aside with a sexual, animal, brutal exuberance, so forceful it was almost grotesque. The shirt, half rolled up, wrinkled, gleamed in a darkness that wasn’t quite clearing, in a slow, cold dawn... with her eyes closed and her chest rising and falling from the climax, from the explosion, from the pleasure... and her skin glistening on her cheek, on her neck, on her belly, on her breasts; still remnants of everything he had ejaculated onto her.

And her arms hung lifelessly... and then, while he —panting— withdrew, I stretched out my hand and reached for hers, and whispered to her:

“Come...”

And I pulled her, and she let herself fall forward, collapsing onto me. Once again torso against torso, chest against chest, face against face, mouth against mouth.

And I didn’t know by whose decision, I didn’t know how long it took her to come back to herself, I didn’t know how long it took her to place her elbows on either side of my head... but... we kissed, in a tender and bitter kiss, tasting of semen and defeat, but, above all, tasting of something unknown, as if we had discovered something different, something brutal, something that we didn’t even know whether it had been a mistake or quite the opposite.


Everyone in Their Place.

I didn't know how long we stayed like that, with her mouth suspended over mine, without urgency, without noise, just shared breathing that seemed to hold us in an impossible place. We kept kissing. And I felt her warm, exhausted mouth on mine; a mixture of defeat and sweetness I never would have imagined after something like that. She kissed me as if she needed to stay there, suspended, still with me. And I noticed how her chest continued rising and falling, agitated, her heart still beating, still disordered by what had happened, and yet, there was something new there, something so quiet it was almost frightening to touch. Her skin remained damp, marked... but I could only think about her body on top of mine, like this, and how she wasn't moving away. And part of me needed to try to decipher her, to guess if that warmth was refuge or simply collapse.

We could hear Víctor, beyond us, moving around, picking something up; his presence alive in the living room, like an echo of everything that had just happened. But she didn't move. She said nothing. Neither did I. I just felt her there, still except for her lips; still except for a hand touching my face... supporting herself on her elbows.

We perceived the sounds of Víctor rummaging around, oblivious to us, moving something in his suitcase, while my hands began to trace her hips and the skin of her back. He was still there, physically present, a few steps away from us, naked, surely elated, surely satisfied; and he also remained within us, in the drop he had spilled on me, in my wife's accelerated pulse, in his semen on her body, in the scent of his shirt that still enveloped us...

But I wanted to escape from there, from him, from his dominance, from how he had led us, manipulated us, guided us; and I wanted to return to the kiss, to Carolina's touch... and I realized, as if by impulse, as if by some strange illumination, that I had nothing to whisper to her, nothing to ask her. Nothing. I didn't need to know why she had allowed herself to do that, why she had given herself over like that. And, in the same way, I felt that she also didn't need to ask me how I could have consented to it... and how it was possible that I had become aroused... seeing his own wife like that.

Perhaps she was wondering how it was possible that I still loved her.

And she couldn't know then that I did love her, but in a different way: more intensely, more obsessively, more devastated.

She sighed against my mouth, and my hands slid tenderly down her back, downward, to her buttocks, which I felt damp and warm, tremendously sweaty. And I felt not only the accelerated beating of her chest, but a minimal tremor that remained between her legs. And then I... I noticed something else that devastated me: there was no guilt. There was something else. A strange, deep, murky calm. As if we both knew—without saying it—that what had happened couldn't be undone, that it had broken and united us at the same time, that it had taken us to a place from which there was no return and that, despite the horror, despite the vertigo... we wanted to try to stay together there, to explore that place, that edge.

“Well... I'm going to take a shower,” said Víctor, with a tone that had already changed, with a voice that was no longer that of that polite guest; I understood that that voice, whether false or not, would never return.

She said nothing; she barely stirred except to stroke my hair and to hold my lower lip with hers, but I did move, in an involuntary spasm: my member throbbed, hard, between our bodies, revealing that this kind of mental calm was only one part of me, that the physical part remained excited, tense, agitated.

“So... do I spend tonight here or go to the hotel?” said Víctor, in a question that never quite achieved the intonation of one.

Carolina stopped the eternal kiss and slowly sat up; her torso rose slowly, as if there was still suspended heat between our mouths. The open shirt slid a little further down her sides—a gentle slip—allowing the slight trembling of her breasts to rise with her. She remained straddling me, but moved back just enough to settle better on my thighs, sitting on me with a tense calm, and placed her hands on her own legs, breathing deeply, calm, but still shuddering.

And then, without turning toward him, she said in a tired voice, but admirably clear:

“I don't know, man... do whatever the fuck you want.”

And instantly you could feel, almost hear, his grimace, and his response wasn't long in coming.

Víctor, naked, leaning over his suitcase, after making noise with one of the zippers, said:

“No... doing whatever I want is precisely what I just did...”

She, hieratic, seemed to absorb the blow without flinching, and there was no response other than a banal, yet composed gesture: she simply tucked a strand of her bangs behind her ear—with a steady hand—and looked at me.

And nothing remained of him but the sound of his footsteps, barefoot but forceful, leaving, moving away from the living room, skirting that bookshelf that had served as my refuge when nothing was yet clear, passing through the dining room where my wife had complied with me, on his orders, in a game that now seemed trivial to me; with no importance other than having been, perhaps, the seed, the origin, the first stone of the true madness.

I, lying down, numb, looked up... at a Carolina with reddened cheeks glistening from her sweat and her lover's semen, with the shirt open and her voluptuous, gleaming breasts exhibiting themselves with shamelessness and exuberance, with her nipples even more erect than before; perhaps from the coolness of the morning, perhaps from an imprint inside her that wouldn't fade away.

I contemplated her, scrutinized her, and felt a tremor in my neck and back as I recalled, deep inside, the echo of the word “lover.”

I observed her, admired her, and felt that perhaps I had never seen her look so beautiful.

And my cock, oblivious to my enchantment, throbbed on its own, free, between our bodies.

Dawn had already broken. The light entering from the terrace was smooth, horizontal and whitish, but now also added the yellowish tone of daybreak. This light no longer just washed over her laterally, but illuminated her above me and shone in her golden hair.

Carolina, sitting astride me, without saying anything, lowered her gaze slightly toward my torso and then toward my erection, and her fingers—trembling, warm, marked by everything that had happened—brushed my abdomen before moving slowly toward my sides. Her breathing remained agitated, but no longer because of him... but because of something that now existed between the two of us, in that pause, in that dawn that left us exposed, naked, defeated and united.

And my body responded: a stronger pulse, an involuntary impulse, a silent shudder that she saw perfectly.

“Miguel...” she whispered, barely audible, with a slight smile.

“What...” I almost panted.

And then, a distant sound: a buzzing. Absorbed in analyzing what I felt and admiring Carolina’s body, it took me two or three seconds to locate it... to recognize it as the running water from the faucet in our bathroom.

And as I looked at her, my eyes went to her shirt—his shirt—that she was wearing: to the sleeves of that enormous shirt that had unraveled again over the skin of her arms, covering her wrists, her fists and almost her hands; a shirt that fell behind her, covering her buttocks again; a shirt that smelled of him, of his cologne, of his semen, and also of her, of her sweat and her arousal. Pushed aside at her ribs, displaced by her breasts, it looked refined, with a pure whiteness of an expensive shirt, but in some parts it appeared wrinkled and, in other places, shiny, gleaming: flashes of semen stains that continued to shine... as if they still radiated their own heat, as if they still retained the temperature of his discharge.

She wasn’t taking it off, and I felt there was something there, something unnameable, something indecipherable, something suspiciously murky, in not doing so yet.

And I felt she was going to speak, but she didn’t...

And then my body spoke for me again: my cock twitched on its own, mindless, in a pulse that moved the shaft upward, away from my belly and toward hers.

Carolina, up there, splendid, tucked part of her hair behind her ear again and smiled again.

“How long... have you been like this?” she asked in a warm voice.

“Tonight... or in general?” I responded, almost humorous, without meaning to be.

Then she slid the sleeve of one arm back with her other hand, efficiently uncovering her fingers and palm, and grasped my member delicately.

“In general,” she answered, and I felt her touch, that of her hot hand, viscous from sex, calmly directing my cock upward, so that it rested raised, without needing to tense to capture her attention.

“I don’t know...” I sighed, already on the verge of panting. “I’ve been sort of halfway for a couple of days...”

“Sort of halfway?” she almost laughed. “What does sort of halfway mean?” she whispered, repeating that phrase, certainly strange, clumsy in its formulation, while, in an extremely slow movement, she pulled all the skin of my member upward... and then downward, making my glans tremble from the tension.

The pleasure was sudden, spasmodic, so much so that it forced me to close my eyes for an instant.

The silence was almost absolute: the sound of that faucet was no longer heard. A silence that lasted until my member began to generate a liquid sound, but more subdued, softer than when it had been Víctor’s cock that was being shaken; as if everything were smaller, less powerful: less flesh, less skin, less moisture, less smell, less sound. She shook it, shook me, and soon established a constant rhythm in that calm, early morning, marital handjob, and her palm didn’t close completely, her fingers didn’t encircle the thickness, but because she wasn’t trying hard, because she wasn’t measuring it, not because she couldn’t... as had happened with him.

Soon the sound of my wetness, of my skin moving up and down, was overlapped by another: the buzz of the shower water; there where Víctor was cleaning himself, washing himself after having fucked my wife. My wife, who looked serene, placid, fulfilled; and she didn’t appear sketched or outlined as during the dark early morning, but present, complete, framed by a natural, yellowish light that slid down her face, down the moist curve of her neck, over her shining, tense, profuse breasts, emerging through the open shirt as if the day itself claimed them. Her scent—of sex, of sweat, of her own skin mixed with his masculine and forceful cologne—enveloped me with an almost painful softness, just as her hand enveloped me in a slow but iron-like, confident back and forth, with a certain automatism—she knew every curve, every vein, every ridge—though she did it with a different, new tenderness: more intimate, more secret, as if we now shared something more.

The shower water wrapped us in its constant murmur, a sustained thread that seemed to float to us as a reminder that we were alone, but that we weren’t.

And Carolina let me pant, sigh, look at her, adore her... She let my abdomen contract, let moans escape from between my lips. Let my body tremble. Let me look at her and stop looking at her. Let me open and close my eyes. My wife was undoing me in a slow handjob that burned me; and she did it unhurriedly, with no apparent interest in seeking an end, but rather with the intention of gifting me with the journey, with the cadence, with the affection, with the tenderness.

He had never given me a handjob like this. Never. Never so calm. Never so serene. Never looking at me like that; at one point, she tilted her head to the side, observing me with a new sweetness, an almost inexplicable tenderness, almost inappropriate after what had happened. And her hand kept moving slowly, with an almost ceremonial calmness, as if she wanted to undo all the violence, all the rawness and all the vertigo from before with that gesture, or at least move away from it.

—Miguel… —she whispered, and her voice had the tremor of an aftermath and, at the same time, the shiver of something new.

And I, between spasms, thought I was going to witness an untimely confession, perhaps a manifestation of her love for me, because that’s what her green eyes were saying; that’s what the mute expression on her face was saying, her steady gaze, clean, reborn and transparent.

But she said nothing. Nor did I. And then she changed the rhythm: a hint, a sigh, a breath, a minimal change in pressure, an almost nothing in the cadence… but enough. Enough for her elbow to shake a little more, for the breast closest to that elbow to tremble and bounce hypnotically; enough for the liquid sound of the handjob to become more agile and louder; enough to draw a shameless “ohh…” from me; enough to tense my entire body, even my legs and down to my toes… and enough also for her to raise herself just slightly, a small, accidental gesture that changed the inclination of her hip just enough for me to see something I didn’t expect to see: her pussy open, used, wet, dripping, peeking between the shirt and the angle of her thighs; a minimal vision, immediate, ephemeral, that seemed like an involuntary gift that my subconscious would not have wanted to receive… or maybe it would.

… and then she, my wife, my spouse, unaware of what I had just seen, but reading everything else, understanding my body to the last detail, abruptly stopped that masturbation, squeezed hard almost at the tip, caressed my balls with the fingertips of her other hand… directed my cock toward myself, toward my abdomen, toward my navel… and whispered:

—Come…

And I exploded instantly, perhaps before she had finished pronouncing that word. I exploded without her needing to continue stroking me, with our bodies absolutely still. I exploded, and my back arched, and I shivered between spasms, panting, gasping, with the hum of the shower in the background, while I looked at her with eyes half-closed from pleasure… and I came… in long, dense spurts that stained my belly and even my chest, almost reaching my neck. And she —Carolina, perfect, radiant, expeditious— restarted the movement of the handjob just when the fourth jet had splashed upward and toward me; she did it a tenth of a second before I begged her with a pitiful “keep going,” because she already knew what she should do… and she continued squeezing me slowly, in the following thick lashes that kept staining my torso, squeezing until the last drops, which were now flowing down, irrigating my glans, my shaft and her fingers…

She hadn’t stopped looking at me for a second: she had held my gaze as if that were the only important thing, as if the entire world could fit in that moment.

When the trembling stopped, she smiled again, just barely.

A minimal smile. Intimate. Again, as if it were secret.

And then she released my member, but she did it in such a subtle, tender way that it seemed like a caress, a reverse caress… and my member rested, still throbbing and dripping, still bouncing in spasms, toward my belly.

I looked at her.

We looked at each other.

The sound of water was no longer heard, but we didn’t care.

My mess on my chest, on my stomach.

The splendor on her face, in her gaze, in the heart-stopping sensuality of her body.

And there it was, the overflowing sexuality that had emerged with him —as the vision of her undone pussy had reminded me, as the vision of her swollen breasts asserted— but the exquisite Carolina I knew was still there too. And that mixture didn’t hurt me. One part didn’t nullify the other. One part didn’t make me love the other any less.

And then, unhurriedly and without dismounting me, she began to take off Victor’s shirt, with a slow, almost ceremonious gesture, and then she did stop looking at me, as if she were keeping that moment for herself.

First she brought her hands to the front, almost under the line of her collarbone, and peeled the fabric from the side of the curve of her breasts, which, trembling, complained in convulsive spasms under that first tug; and then the shirt yielded with a wet whisper, as if breaking a silent pact between the sweat and semen that had kept it stuck to her body. Only afterward did she let the fabric fall backward, sliding down; then she uncovered one shoulder, then the other… and the shirt finally fell, sliding down her back and arms, leaving her skin with a brief tremor, as if the fabric resisted for a moment before accepting it. And then her breasts, finally free, moved with an almost hypnotic slowness: wet, shining, gleaming under the dawn light; her very pink, fleshy areolas vibrated with each breath, with each slight movement of her body.

His scent began to dissipate, to flee from her skin; she no longer smelled of his perfume —or not as much— and something about that detachment, that liberation, made me shudder; it made me shudder especially because I felt her shudder too.

And she tried to fold the shirt, but with indecisive hands; it was too big, too soaked, too marked by what had happened. The fabric yielded, overflowing between her fingers. And then, with an almost clumsy but intimate gesture —with both hands, and always remaining seated on top of me— she turned it into a small bundle, a damp, white and heavy wad, and brought it close to my chest.

I felt the contact immediately —before understanding what she intended—: colder than her skin, warmer than the air, a strange mixture, damp, violent and, at the same time, sweet. And then, to my surprise, she began to clean me with that white fabric. First my chest, with a gentle pressure that pushed the cloth against my skin, taking with it the rivers of my discharge, absorbing them, snatching them from my body. Then she moved down to my abdomen with the same calmness, without words, in a silence that seemed even more intimate than sex; and there she took away the largest part, the thickest, most viscous pools. And then... my cock was also attended to, and I felt a strange tingling from the touch as I felt it practically wrapped in that foreign, marked fabric, while she caressed it through the cloth, slow, careful... and squeezed out the last drops there, in something that had elements of ritual, of mischief, and much depravity.

I, while she finished emptying and cleaning me, looked up at the ceiling and closed my eyes. For a few seconds, there was only the damp, faint sound of his shirt rubbing against my skin.

Until I felt it: the fabric leaving me, abandoning me, as if having completed its task. And, almost instantly, I felt the movement of her body on mine, an impulse, a contortion... but she remained on top of me, and I heard the faint impact of something falling onto another surface.

A dull thud, in the distance: a small rustle of fabric against something.

And then Carolina’s voice, soft... but cutting:

“Fuck him.”

And I, hearing that, opened my eyes and sat up a little, leaning back on my elbows.

The soaked shirt had been thrown and had landed on Víctor’s open suitcase.

And perhaps it was revenge, or a gesture of anger, but I felt it differently: like a silent correction, like an intimate message... but not directed at him, but at me.

Because, throughout the night, I had felt that we were three, but two and one: the two of them... and me alone.

However, seeing that shirt there, fallen and defeated, in its place, where it belonged, set aside... next to his suitcase —distressing symbol of his invasion—, after Carolina had humiliated it, staining it with what she had drawn from me, I understood that for her it had always been different.

That we had been three, yes... but the two were us; and the one, the one who remained outside —although he had taken perverse advantage of his opportunity, although he had crossed through our world, and although perhaps he had appeared to stay—, was him.

To be continued.

Thank you for joining me in these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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