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CHAPTER 1

I felt like I didn’t know the person lying next to me at that moment. Her name was Carolina, my wife, and yet, for more than twenty-four hours, I had been invaded by the disturbing feeling that she had become a stranger.

I assumed she was sleeping. She must be tired, I thought. And a wave of anger swept over me. I remembered one of the last phrases I had exchanged in person with Daniel: “Don’t you hate her?” he had asked, and I had answered no. I hadn’t lied at that moment, but perhaps that was changing.

Hate is a very strong word. I carried and accepted tons of guilt. Instigator, enabler, even creator. To compound my crime, I had been present during her surrender; for greater vileness and immorality, I myself had ejaculated on her face while pretending to be her lover as she kept the blindfold, our blindfold, over her eyes.

When she had gone out to our terrace, obeying that cretin, just minutes after their savage sexual encounter, I knew I was facing a bigger problem. Carolina was one for immediate regrets, for instantly regaining her senses once the cause of her momentary disorder moved even an inch away, and yet she had wanted to prolong the lustful and treacherous experience.

That was probably what had made me flee, find a hotel, and try to sleep. But solitude didn’t help me. Everything seemed to worsen. Each memory became more raw. Each moan more heartfelt. Each orgasm more devastating. Each of Carolina’s attitudes more guilty. Each lie more flagrant.

That Friday, the hours didn’t pass, they dragged on. My wife had just been fucked, and I was exchanging messages with her lover, who assumed I felt only arousal and no pain, and I was exchanging messages with my wife. She pretended she hadn’t been fucked, and I pretended I didn’t know. To my carefully written phrase: “So what happened with that man last night?” her response was a lie that I felt was half mockery, half offense: “Oh, nothing, nothing happened,” I read on the screen and squeezed my mobile phone tightly.

The farce continued. Huddled in my cave, with the blinds almost completely lowered despite it being midday, I tested her by saying that I would finally return from my trip that same afternoon. And another blow to the chin. Another stab in the heart. She neither asked me about the reason for my early return, nor did I sense the slightest joy on the other side of the conversation. I then remembered that Daniel was leaving on Saturday and that their original date had been scheduled for that same Friday night; the suspicion that my return might thwart their plans annihilated me. I wrote to her lover seeking information, and he didn’t respond. In fact, it was the last I knew, or didn’t know, of him, until that moment.

If her fall had been painful, even more so was suspecting that in her mind might lurk the idea of an almost immediate relapse.

My afternoon, now in our house, was one of surveillance over Daniel’s terrace, where I detected no movement. And also an afternoon of waiting; a long wait bombarded by countless accusatory phrases: “Were you that desperate?”, “Was that what you wanted, a brainless animal to fuck you senseless, a huge cock to satisfy you?”, “How can you lie to me like this?”, “Would you be such a slut as to want him to fuck you tonight too?”, “Did it piss you off when I told you I was coming back today?”

I wasn’t proud of myself each time one of those questions sprang from my mind. But I couldn’t help it. It took great effort to calm down. Finally, by mid-afternoon, and perhaps exhausted from so much rage, I tried to find a way in which my wife could have a more exculpatory exit. I attacked myself again for my share of guilt and interpreted her gloom about my return as being linked to the fact that for her, my return could mean her confession. I thought it made sense. I visualized a reunion with an initial pretense, but full of affection, in which I told her I had been offered the job, she was happy, and then, dejected, she confessed to me what had happened with Daniel.

Carolina, who usually returns home around eight on Fridays, wrote me a message after nine saying she was with a friend, that I should go to sleep, that I must be tired from the trip.

She arrived almost at midnight, showered, and got into bed without saying anything.

I pretended to be asleep.

After a few minutes, I sensed a subtle glow; her phone lit up. She grabbed it, typed discreetly, and I heard her place it back on her nightstand.

Shortly after, it was my phone that silently lit up. But I didn’t move. Motionless, I waited for the screen to lose all luminosity. I didn’t dare reveal myself as awake to her, nor did I want to show vulnerability to whoever had probably written to me: that bastard Daniel.


CHAPTER 2

In the dead of night, the absolute silence was disturbed by the subtle patter of bare feet. The darkness was complete, and I recognized the sound pattern: Carolina was heading to the kitchen for a bottle of water.

I was tempted to take advantage of the solitude to check my phone. But I didn’t. Perhaps it was absurd, but I still didn’t want to show Daniel that I was hanging on his ambiguous messages.

I sensed light. Distant. And I heard the refrigerator door open and then close. Carolina drank cold water whether it was November, January, or we were traveling through Iceland. Diffuse, whitish light, faintly tinting the hallway floor that I could see from the bed. I remembered that I hadn’t seen any light in Daniel’s house all afternoon, nor all night, until I had gone to bed. If my wife and he had met one last time, it hadn’t been at his place. Or at least it was highly unlikely. Who enters their own home fumbling in the dark, regardless of what sin or perversion they’re about to commit.

Habit was being overshadowed by novelty. Carolina wasn’t coming back. I imagined her staring into nothingness in our kitchen, in front of that long counter, identical to the one in Daniel’s house. I couldn’t help thinking that perhaps she was remembering, seeing herself up there, being fucked by that bastard. There had to be regret, in some form, for her, for me, or for both of us. Something. I told myself it couldn’t be self-deception. That she had to feel some guilt, somehow.

More silence. I wondered if she had gone out to the terrace, but I figured I would have heard her. Another possibility occurred to me, so I turned toward her nightstand, but her phone was still there. I turned back to my side of the bed. I saw my phone. I couldn’t help it. The strongest resistance evaporates in the most fleeting moments of distress. I picked up my mobile and read the message.

Indeed, it was from Daniel.

I swallowed hard. I strained my ears in case my wife was finally returning. The first thing I noticed on the screen was that he had ignored my questions, followed by the content of a cruel text. I then heard footsteps approaching, locked my phone and placed it down with extreme care as Carolina’s body flowed toward our bedroom. She was entering the room while Daniel’s phrase bounced around in my mind. I had closed my eyes, but the words were etched on my eyelids, glowing with their own light against a black background. It wasn’t a suggestion, it was half warning, half sadism. I closed my eyes tighter as Carolina slipped into bed, subtly, on her side. I squeezed my eyes shut and Daniel’s words continued to glow persistently: “Damn, Rafita, you know I’m leaving tomorrow, but some advice: keep your little slut on a tight leash.”

Beyond the shock and the multitude of speculations, what struck me was the tone, the undertone, the subtext. And, obviously, the final insult.

Until that moment, Daniel had treated the subject—the subject of him having fucked my wife—in an almost trivial way, and always without assigning blame. Sex as a mere element of pleasure. Infidelity as a way to experience sexuality more intensely. However, that last message displayed a ferocious hostility. I could assume the worst: that Carolina had gone looking for him and he himself had been surprised by her enthusiasm and willingness. Or I could assume the best: that my wife had rejected him, hence his sudden anger and aversion.

A few minutes passed in which the stillness of the night contrasted with my wife’s restlessness. Never, ever, not even in the first weeks of our relationship, had her agitated movements under the sheets led to anything carnal. However, that night, I noticed a different kind of stirring.

Her arms pushed away the sheets and she turned over. One leg bumped against mine. The back of her nightgown rubbed against my bare torso. Her hair caressed my face. Her scent, subtle and deeply feminine, infiltrated every corner of the bed. A delicate essence of femininity spread out, filling every crevice of my body. When suddenly, her hand landed on my thigh, and then I knew that suspicion was transforming into reality. “What are you doing, Carol?” emerged from my mind when I noticed she was taking more and more steps toward a goal.

I knew that she knew I was awake. If she feared I might suspect this wasn’t normal, she hid it well, especially when she crawled downward. Before I realized it, her body was crowding between my legs. I trembled, confused yet grateful, when a warm hand unstuck my member from one of my thighs.

Suddenly the sheet was superfluous, and I was happy because my wife was showing desire for me. I wanted to evade reasons that might be painful or probable guilt that could be driving her.

“How was the trip?” she suddenly whispered, without warning, curling up in front of what she was holding delicately and which was growing in her hand.

“I got the job,” I responded.

“I already knew that,” she purred, and accompanied her grip on the shaft with a little tug on my balls, which went with her a few centimeters, and I trembled at the surprising pleasure.

“How did you know?” I asked while I imagined how her skillful hands each went to a sensitive spot: one kneading what was hanging, the other already pulling back and slowly exposing the skin, up and down.

“Because I know you. And because it was impossible for there to be any better candidate. I also know you’re not sure whether to accept the job.”

I abandoned myself for a moment. And she read it immediately. My silence contained a request. My mind struggled not to seek a dirty cause for her unusual initiative. My wife began to masturbate me. Calmly. My member was hard and firm, making me proud, making me feel not just adequate but abundantly virile. Her breath hovered around my exposed tip. It felt cool, as if the cold water she had drunk had chilled her mouth. I extended my hand to locate her body and found it turned over, on its side. Groping, I first touched neckline, then nightgown strap, then brushed firm breast under soft silk, then felt nipple covered with fine lingerie texture; then I moved hair aside, and when her stroking accelerated a bit, I sought her lips with my fingers. She didn’t completely reject me, but she didn’t open her mouth either.

I couldn't help but think instantly that if they had been Daniel's fingers, she would have welcomed them immediately. I imagined her sucking Daniel's fingers without hesitation, with that look of “I don't want to, but I do,” which had been seared into my memory.

“Where have you been these hours? The least you could have done was welcome me after being away for almost a week,” I implicitly accused.

“I already told you. With Marta. I had no choice. You wouldn't believe what a mess she's in...” she whispered sweetly while continuing to masturbate me, slowly but firmly. Each time she completely exposed the glans, I felt a little more pleasure; if she adorned it with a caress of my balls, my whole body vibrated in an uncontrollable spasm.

“Mess about what?”

“Trouble with her husband and someone from the office.”

“You don't say... Is she being unfaithful?” I asked, emphasizing the last word.

“Not yet.”

“Not yet?”

“She's confused,” she insisted without wanting to give more information, while continuing relentlessly and meticulously with her masturbation.

“Another cuckold husband?” I pushed.

“Another? Another like who?” she asked, and I felt her moving, returning to the space between my spread legs.

“I don't know. What happened last night with that man?”

“I already told you nothing...” she whispered, and then, after a minimal and brief silence, without time to react, I felt a mixture of coolness and heat. A mouthful that absorbed me. A hand that firmly squeezed the base, and a discharge of pleasure at the tip. A mixture of temperatures, and the image, not seen but envisioned, of Carolina's head, between my legs, on my cock, licking, sucking, culminating the novelty. Her tongue diligently struck the pink flesh she uncovered. Her lips smeared a throbbing glans. And then my hands went to her head and held it, fixing it with firm despotism. My pelvis moved upward, seeking for her mouth to engulf more. Her complaint, muffled, a dull and plaintive “Umh!” satisfied an undercurrent of rage.

I repeated the aggressive movement three times. I had never done that before. Nor had I ever felt that she deserved it until that night. She protested all three times, in identical purring, but she did so as if she felt it was justified.

After the small punishment, I returned to gentleness. My hands sought her breasts, which hung dancing and tender inside a nightgown that, disheveled and ethereal, fulfilled an erotic function but not one of shelter. However, she didn't change her approach. She had accelerated and was sucking with diligence. I, clinging to her tits, each hand on one, let my head fall backward and abandoned myself to the pleasure of her fleshy, wet lips, and her persistent tongue.

Her voracity incriminated her. My pleasure exonerated her. After two minutes of her hand going up and down, accompanied by her mouth; after two minutes of caresses on her tits and nipples; of a vulgar and sonorous engulfment; of drops running down the shaft of my member; of my moans and her efficiency, I asked her to climb up, to ride me.

“No... You enjoy,” she responded with her breath against my smeared cock.

“I also enjoy if you get on top.”

“I mean for you to enjoy alone,” she insisted.

“Right, because you've already enjoyed plenty,” I muttered.

“What?”

“Nothing,” I responded, surprised by my sudden rebellion and not knowing for certain if she had heard me clearly enough to understand.

“No. Tell me...” she whispered sweetly, and I remained silent. And she continued with a slow handjob. “I like your cock,” she said afterward.

“Oh, do you?”

“Yes...”

“There are bigger ones out there,” I said without thinking, and squeezed one of her breasts with some force.

“And there must be smaller ones too...” she clarified without stopping masturbating me and with her mouth always close to what she was shaking with her hand.

“Why do you like it?” I tried to reconcile.

“I don't know. It's well-made,” she responded, ending a somewhat absurd dialogue, as if what was pronounced constituted a truce intended to cover a buried and silent war.

Carolina bent over again, becoming involved as she never had before. Again heat and cold. Again my hands caressing her breasts that danced to the rhythm of the swaying of her head, which went up and down. A beauty between my legs. Carolina. My wife. An immense pleasure. So much that I felt I could explode at any moment. However, everything had changed. The night before, a man had fucked her; and she had given herself as she never had with me. As I felt more pleasure, more images crossed my mind: Daniel smearing with his cock the semen I had poured on her and putting it in her mouth. My wife sucking him lustfully. Daniel putting it in her... penetrating her, invading her previously forbidden pussy, while she looked at him with amazement, incredulous but pleased, reclining on the kitchen counter. Daniel fucking her standing up, against the counter. Her screaming, yelling, thanking the sexual capacity of that animal.

My wife was devouring me, and I knew that hunger was spurred by what she had experienced the night before, and who knows if by something experienced that very night. As long as she didn't confess, she was suspect of everything, and my guilt was lessened.

The sound of her fellatio reminded me of the sexual sounds from her night with that muscled giant. Pleasure enveloped me and rage wasn’t far behind. She knew I was about to let myself go in an orgasm, and I knew she would pull away just before feeling it to avoid tasting me or getting dirty.

“Are you... going to meet up with the man from yesterday... again?” I panted brokenly.

She removed her mouth and I felt her raise her face toward me, never stopping that hand that kept me subjugated.

“He was traveling... He’s already gone...” she lied.

“How did you meet him?” I managed to ask, and she accelerated, determined to overcome me.

“What does it matter? It happened for play... that’s all.”

“Mhh...” I moaned fleetingly while she continued relentlessly; her hand moved rapidly along the shaft. The pleasure was immense and the sensation that I was half a spasm away from explosion left me helpless.

“Are you going to accept the job? Do they pay you much more?” she asked, pretending not to know she was killing me with pleasure, in a dominant way.

“Mmmh... I don’t know... We’ll talk tomorrow...” I moaned again, and released that breast I was squeezing tightly. And then I gave a small tap, a subtle touch, to her large and exuberant breast, to one of those tits that Daniel had caressed and about which he had later said he could barely cover with his hand. And I remembered that my wife’s response had been to grab that bastard’s cock and tell him that she couldn’t cover his cock with her hands either.

“Mmh... Fu-ck...!” I groaned with rage, remembering those moments.

“Come on... Cum...” my wife urged me in two tender whispers, unaware that my moans weren’t solely due to the pleasure she was making me feel, but also to the rage for what I knew. And then, without stopping her stroking, she diverted the direction of the tip of my member, which went from pointing toward her to pointing toward my belly.

“Hhh... Mmm...” I sighed. “No... Swallow it...”

“Excuse me...?” she murmured in a strangely amusing way, with a mixture of surprise and unease.

“I don’t... want you to leave my belly a mess... and have to clean myself up,” I whispered as best I could.

“I would clean you...”

“Better... swallow it.”

And then, my wife, after a few seconds of doubt, plunged back onto me, engulfed me again. The heat and cold returned. I felt my cock devoured again. And my memories and suspicions returned. It wasn’t Carolina sucking me but that blonde Daniel had fucked; the cock-teasing neighbor who had spent a week provoking that man until he had taken revenge for her provocation. It wasn’t my wife bringing me to orgasm but that unfaithful blonde, that slut with the stunning body and enigmatic gaze who had been lying to me for two days.

I exploded in an immense orgasm. I did it bringing my hands to her hair, to her head, holding it with vigor. I released everything I had accumulated: rage and semen. And Carolina received it with self-incriminating fortitude.

She remained attached to me for a few seconds, with her mouth receiving, while my cock still throbbed, expelling the most lagging spurts.

She didn’t protest.

Afterward she went to the bathroom, and washed her mouth, but I knew she hadn’t spit, that she had complied, that she had obeyed. Love or guilt. Perhaps both.


CHAPTER 3

Daniel disappeared. Saturday went with him. The only clue, the only trace he left behind, were the memories in my mind and whatever might be on my wife's phone. That very morning I cursed myself for not having had the clarity of mind the night before to check her phone instead of mine when, in the early hours, Carolina had gone to the kitchen for a drink. That had been the moment, the opportunity. I was so certain she was too smart to leave evidence by the next morning that I didn't even bother to spy on her phone when she went to shower.

Midday was the closing chapter. After lunch I looked out from our balcony and saw a woman cleaning Daniel's terrace; the woman who always appeared between tenants. I felt as if she were erasing evidence of a crime, but I understood that no matter how much the somatic traces are eliminated, the murderer, the victim, and the witness remain so forever.

I couldn't help trying to contact him. I always told myself it would be the last time. I wrote asking him what was with that insult and that sort of threat in his last message, and his response, as had become customary in the last few hours, consisted of trying to position himself above me: not only did he not answer my question, but he posed another one, playing games, dangling bait about why I thought he had known she was my wife.

I was continually surprised by how suddenly Daniel had changed. From pretending to be an ineffable companion in mischief to playing like a pretentious gambler. Regarding his attitude, I felt that, as the hours had passed, he had gradually realized the magnitude of his surprising feat and couldn't process it. And I repeated a phrase to myself that was half accusation, half desolation: “Fucking my wife was too much for you to handle.” It tore me apart to think or suspect that it hadn't been one feat but two.

I didn't fall into his trap. I had already answered that question myself during the long early hours of Thursday: our names on the mailbox in the building entrance, our photos together in our home, a home where he had briefly been when they went for ice the night of the morbid tragedy. Either of these options, or both together, explained why he knew we were husband and wife. Whether he had known since the beginning of the week or discovered it that very night ended up seeming irrelevant to me.

How to return to the routine of married life while images of your wife fucking another man bombard your head. How to tell her about my week and my job interviews while wondering if they had also fucked the night before. How to ask her about the night with her friend Marta when I was predisposed not to believe absolutely anything.

In the evening we went out for dinner. I didn't feel like it, but what excuse could I give for not celebrating, on a Saturday night, that out of fifty candidates I had been the chosen one, the one who could decide whether to accept or not. I still couldn't believe that Carolina intended to continue a normal life after what had happened.

We went to a familiar restaurant, quite informal, and we spent the first two glasses of wine listing the pros and cons of what getting on board with the new company would mean. While she spoke, I appreciated how good she looked in entirely dark clothing, which made her appear barely thirty: black pants, black top, and black leather jacket; she looked like the pretty girl with her torrid scene inserted midway through a nineties film; although her hair, more straight than tousled, and her makeup, almost non-existent, brought her back to the present.

As I drank, I wondered if we would fuck that night, and if during the act my desire to punish her infidelity would return, and if she would again accept the punishment, deserving of my anger for having fucked Daniel.

—More money, but one night away per week. Deep down, no matter how we look at it, that’s all it is —I said as we poured ourselves a third glass of white wine that tasted like an anticipated hangover.

—Right. One night away, but two days —she wanted to clarify.

—A day and a half. You’d have to survive without me for a day and a half each week.

—I don’t know. Well. The decision is yours in the end. But they don’t pay you badly now either —said Carolina, whom I saw increasingly reluctant to change.

After a silence, her mobile phone, which was on the table, lit up. She immediately cast her eyes there. I couldn’t see from my position who had written to her. She turned the phone over and seemed to hesitate whether to cut it short and put it in her purse.

There was no blush on her cheeks, but I did detect a strange tension. Or perhaps it was my imagination. It hadn’t been an unusual gesture for her, always opposed to phones taking precedence over face-to-face conversations. But the shadow of doubt covered almost any movement.

—With a day and a half per week, maybe that gives you enough time to meet a man like the one from Thursday —I provoked.

Another silence. Carolina looked at me intently. It was evident she thought I suspected that much more than “nothing” had happened.

Her greenish, feline eyes searched for clues in me. Her petulant crossing of legs displayed a confidence that wasn’t feigned, but I felt I had the tools to disarm her.

—Considering what happened, it’s better if we meet him together. If you really want to. That night you were jerking me around —she said, counterattacking with cunning.

—Jerking you around?

—Jerking me around, yes. Saying if I want something to happen. If I should kiss him. If… —she whispered, leaning forward—. If you would be a good submissive cuckold…

—I didn’t say I would be a good submissive cuckold.

“Yes, you did,” she said with conviction and drank from her glass.

We were entering treacherous territory. And I considered that to be in my favor.

“Come on. Tell me how you met him.”

“How did I meet him? There’s no story to it. I met him in the building. He was renting in the second floor of the other block. He was alone. He was traveling and would only be here for a few days. You were, and I don’t know if you still are, obsessing about this whole thing... and an opportunity came up to play a little. But it went badly. There was nothing more to it.”

“It went badly?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Oh, Rafa... why do you think?”

“I don’t know. You tell me...”

“Well, because you don’t know what you want. Because I don’t know either. Because I don’t know what we’d gain... You saw last night that we don’t have too many problems...”

“Last night was... different,” I said and looked at her intently.

It had been different: my punishment, her acceptance, her guilt, her excitement. She could only acknowledge the latter, but she couldn’t justify anything.

Her silence allowed me to continue closing in:

“Why were you like that?”

“Like what?”

“Carolina...” I said with a half-smile, emphasizing the obvious unusualness of her sexual proactivity.

“Because you’d been away for a while,” she lied.

“Right...”

“What do you mean ‘right’... Listen, Rafa... do I really have to justify myself... for giving my husband a blowjob?” she shot back, surprisingly using an explicit term, with another whisper as she leaned forward.

She, like me, knew that this had never happened before, spontaneously in the middle of the night. She assumed I suspected her excitement came from her night with that stranger. And I wanted to pursue that angle:

“No. You don’t have to justify anything. But, and I’m fine with it, I think that... surprise... was connected to your individual adventure with the mysterious tenant. Which is fine. I think it’s good and even healthy.”

“Healthy?” she almost laughed forcedly.

“Yes... after all, it was what we’d been looking for all this time, that thanks to a third person, our relationship, the physical part, because everything else is perfect, would improve.”

My wife hesitated, but didn’t have the courage, or the audacity, to lie to me and tell me our sex life had no problems at all.

“And he doesn’t write to you after you... met up... or whatever it was... that night?” I asked.

“No, I don’t text with him. And this was Marta, by the way,” she excused herself looking at her face-down phone.

I wondered whether to press on or let go when a waiter interrupted us asking about desserts. The guy then recited a litany of sweets while I felt that Carolina had escaped almost unscathed.

Once we were alone again, and after thinking it over, I wanted to give her one last chance:

“I just want you to tell me if something happened with that man. Nothing more.”

“Rafa...”

“What...”

“Obviously nothing happened. Though sometimes I think you would have wanted something to happen,” she said, cynically, trying to put the focus on me.

“Last chance...” I said, pushing harder.

“Last chance for what? Do you want to go to hell, Rafa?” she said, and drank with arrogance. And I felt rage.

I contained myself. I tried to calm down. Then I gathered my courage and wanted to go all the way. I had the slight feeling that perhaps she might weaken and give in.

I looked at her. It hurt me to even say it. But I had to do it.

And I let it out:

“Carolina. Last time. Tell me: No, Rafa, nothing happened, we didn’t even kiss. We didn’t fu—”

“Fuck? Have you lost your mind?” she exclaimed, interrupting me, with an audacity that infuriated me.

I felt that I hated her. And that hurt me more than the hatred itself.

“You’re losing it... You’re sick, really...” she whispered, overacting.

She enraged me. Her cynicism was an insult.

Her body leaned back against the chair. Her breasts, under the dark, lingerie-like top, became evident. She brushed her bangs aside and feigned indignation.

“You’re fucking losing it...” she muttered again and my hatred grew.

“All right. All right,” I said, moving my hands slightly, signaling a truce, but as I said it I was thinking that I was willing to go all the way, even if the marriage fell apart.

Carolina asked for the bill. She did it with disdain. Exporting her insolence beyond just us.

And I told myself there would be either confession or revenge.


CHAPTER 4

One minute of silence. Then two. Then three. It became a matter of pride to see who would give in first.

Glasses being raised and set down. The bill. The sound of the card machine. The “good night” to the waiter. A tense and harsh symphony.

She went to the restroom without saying anything. But she left me two traps: the first, that phone I could unlock to find out if Daniel had written to her; the second: the unobstructed view of her ass in those thin black pants; an ass made even more hypnotic by her determined walk; each buttock moved just enough to show independence without flaccidity. I read both signals. With the first, she wanted me to show desperation. Besides, if I unlocked it and read anything, she would know. With the second, she seemed to want me to accept my fate: Carolina seemed to be saying: “I’m your wife, I love you, maybe I did something bad, so what, I have this ass, don’t complicate your life any further.”

She barely took any time to return. In any case, I had decided from the beginning not to fall into the trap. Or perhaps it was that the second signal was winning, at least momentarily, over the first.

Finally, she was the first to speak.

“So. Shall we have a drink somewhere, or what?” she said, grabbing her jacket from the back of the chair.

Her initiative made her come down a notch, but her cocky “so” and “or what” brought her back up. We left the restaurant in a technical tie.

As I walked with her down the street looking for any bar or pub that might extend our night a little longer, I realized I was obsessed, down to the smallest detail, with what had happened. And not just with the act itself, but I felt that I was comparing everything to the atmosphere of those hours. I found myself thinking that the night was warm, but that Thursday had been warmer; that Carolina looked beautiful and attractive, with nuances, but almost identical to how she had been on Thursday. That night had become a benchmark in itself.

Carolina and I weren’t much for nighttime adventures. We entered a pub drawn by that call that places make when they’re neither too full nor too empty; where the lukewarm who don’t want much action and the intense ones who seek physical and temporal space to gain momentum enter. We were undoubtedly among the former.

We went to the bar, because there we had everything: more light, less deafening music, and more accessible drinks. The walk had helped us relax a bit. Every war has fluctuations in intensity, even when the underlying conflict remains unchanged.

The conversation also softened. The past, the nights as a couple when we would go out just the two of us, how out of place we were in the nightlife scene “compared to what we used to be”… An endless series of implicit and disguised proposals for a truce, phrase by phrase, brick by brick. Although I was aware that we were building without cement and therefore the building hung by a thread.

At one point, Carolina looked around. I knew that the wine first and the gin later were taking their toll. Sometimes I was surprised at how well I knew her. I knew what she was going to say. I knew what her next step would be in search of peace. While I savored my certainty and prepared my response, I observed how beautiful she was: her blonde, shiny hair, the mole in the categorical center of her cheek, her splendid lips that begged to be kissed from twenty meters away, her greenish eyes that, without being large, projected a light half melancholic, half restless.

“Well, and from here… who would you choose?” Carolina asked, confirming that I had been right.

“What?” I said in her ear, relishing her peace offering and my accuracy.

“From here, who would you choose… even though we’re not going to do anything,” she said, also in my ear, in a louder tone.

My wife was returning to the game without really returning. Because what we had tried with that man and what she had confessed to Daniel had been true. However, we had never actually done anything. We hadn’t even come close. It had arisen casually, from my excitement at seeing her harassed at night by some stranger. The excitement that she had felt, or not felt, from such harassment, I had never been too clear about.

I looked around, as if I hadn’t noticed the peculiarity of that place many minutes ago. But then I wanted to stir up the hornet’s nest again and looked for a prototype, looked for a bald man, or with a shaved head, and a beard, large and muscular. I searched, among the crowd of that dark and elongated venue, for a man who resembled Daniel. I envisioned the possibility of showing her a man like him. I savored the moment when Carolina would find herself physically judging a man identical to the one who had fucked her. It stimulated me to imagine my wife denying the attractiveness of a man similar to the animal that had given her so much pleasure.

However, I couldn’t find anyone who looked similar enough to set my trap.

“Carol…”

“What…”

“It’s going to be complicated here.”

“Why?”

“Damn, don’t you see… It’s… a gay bar.”

“Gay?”

“They’re almost all gay men… and lesbians…” I said, and it was true.

“Really?” my wife confirmed, showing that she had noticed it too.

“We go out so rarely that we don't even know where to go anymore,” Carolina said, and I felt a certain discontent.

“Is that a criticism of us not going out?” I asked, somewhat annoyed.

“What?” she frowned.

“I'm asking if that's a criticism. As far as I know, we're living the life we want to live.”

“Oh, you're really something today, aren't you, Rafa...” she sighed again, slightly overacting her indignation, as she had at the restaurant.

We drank. In silence again. Meanwhile, the music bounced with a relentless beat and the place was filling up, like the cup of my patience. My mind was a punishing loop: “Daniel fucked you,” “you lied to me,” “damn, you look beautiful,” “I love you,” “I hate you,” which, depending on the tone it played in my head, was sometimes drama and sometimes almost comedy.

Carolina, feeling warm, took off her dark jacket and hesitated whether to place it on the bar or hold it herself with her free hand. Her breasts made themselves known with frivolous elegance, filling her bra and making her fragile silky top, which had some lace and a V-neck, flutter. The opulence was subtle, not so much exuberance as a secret for experts; a power in her slender body, only noticeable at first glance to the most experienced eyes. I looked around then and saw a woman looking at her. It was strange, and at the same time morbidly fascinating, to glimpse, I think for the first time, how she aroused passion in her own sex as well.

I was about to say something peaceful, but then I remembered that those breasts that woman was looking at had been devoured by Daniel just two nights before, and I couldn't contain myself. My mind, once again, traveled to the recent past. I remembered her with the blindfold... submissive to that bastard... and my pulse raced. I moved closer to her again and blurted out:

“You said earlier that everything is fine, as could be seen yesterday in that middle-of-the-night awakening you gave me... And maybe that's true. We could play with the blindfold then... tonight.”

Carolina remained silent for a moment. Now I was the one setting the trap. I suspected that the blindfold that had gone to Daniel's house had never returned.

“What blindfold? For what?” she asked, pretending again.

“The one we used once or twice. The black one. To blindfold you.”

“I don't know where it is,” she answered, frowning, as if I were talking about an object she hadn't seen in years.

“Where would it be? Where it always is. In the drawer of your nightstand,” I said with theatrical naturalness.

“I'm not sure... I don't remember seeing it for a while,” Carolina continued with her deception.

Once again her outright lie infuriated me. It seemed like I didn't get completely enraged until she also lied in response to follow-up questions, and at that moment the tension from waiting for her answer combined with the clear falsehood resulted in an anger that, to further test my self-control, I had to conceal, since theoretically I didn't know what had happened.

I chose not to insist and told her I was going to the bathroom, and that I'd be right back. Each word I uttered was spoken with a higher pulse rate and greater rage. I felt anger consuming me.

I made my way through the crowd. The place had changed in less than half an hour. I noticed the entrance to a hallway and wanted to advance through there, but soon realized that the people in front of me weren't there on a whim, but that this was already the bathroom line. Three or four men in front of an open door. Countless women waiting in a parallel line.

I looked at the ceiling. I checked my phone. The line wasn't moving. I felt an uncomfortable anxiety. I drank from my gin, which was warming up at a hellish speed. Next to me, in the adjacent line, I sensed a woman quite close, strangely close. I didn't need to look up to know she was watching me. My pulse quickened a bit more. I didn't want to interact with anyone, yet I knew some phrase was going to come from this girl who, for me at that time, was just a small blue blur. It was noticeable, palpable. I had that strange feeling you get when you're certain someone is going to speak to you.

I looked ahead, hoping for movement in the line, when the suspicion of interaction became reality.

“Hey, guy...” I heard beside me, and I had no choice but to examine the entire body of that girl, with dark hair pulled back in a tiny ponytail, glasses, and a blue shirt.

The exchange of glances seemed enough for her.

“Is that your girlfriend, the girl you were with?”

I couldn't believe it. She wasn't the girl I had seen before. So it seemed Carolina already had at least two aroused lesbians. And this girl in the blue shirt exuded lesbianism from every pore.

“Is who what?” I asked, to buy time, but it was a mistake, as what I achieved was for her to repeat the exact phrase, but in my ear:

“Is that your girlfriend, the girl you were with!?”

“She's my wife,” I told her, raising my voice, as we had a speaker quite close by and it was necessary to speak almost shouting, which she had done both times.

“She's hot!” she said, again in my ear, and I felt incredulity at her statement and annoyance at her presence.

And I don't know what I did. Maybe I frowned. Maybe I shrugged. Maybe I did absolutely nothing and simply kept looking ahead.

“I said she’s hot!” that voice, which was certainly not unpleasant, returned to my ear.

“Yeah, yeah...” I managed to say.

“Yeah, yeah... what?” she persisted with a shout that annoyed me.

“Yes, she’s hot, but she’s my wife and therefore I don’t think she’s a lesbian!” I said, and immediately felt I’d gone too far.

I didn’t look at her face after saying it. But I knew she’d heard me. I wasn’t sure if there would be repercussions for my bluntness.

“I’m not a lesbian either, you know!” her voice in my ear again. And I turned to look at her once more: the shirt buttoned almost to the top, the jeans, all her body language displayed masculinity, especially the posture of her legs.

“I’m bi, or at least I think so!” she continued, almost smiling.

“You think so?” I asked, squinting my eyes and shaking my head slightly. It was then that she just stared at me without saying anything. “You don’t know? You’re not sure?” I asked, although I really couldn’t care less.

“Well, it depends! You’re not bad yourself! You’re both good-looking!”

At that moment I felt an increasing sense of secondhand embarrassment. She was younger than us, but not young enough to justify this hilarious dialogue. She had to be twenty-six or twenty-seven.

She kept talking. She had an uncontrolled chattiness. My line moved forward a bit, hers didn’t, but she came with me. Her features were delicate, her complexion very fair. And again I was struck by her voice, which wasn’t particularly feminine, but was docile. Her eyes, brown, weren’t dull because of it. There was something graceful about that compilation of features that, trait by trait, would never have been selected to create a fortunate face. Her body seemed straight, like a rectangle from a mold, although her clothes, loose and neutral, didn’t allow for creating any shape or curve.

“So how do you guys do it?” she suddenly asked, surprising me even more, and slurring her words slightly. And I knew from the structure and content that she was quite drunk.

“How do we do it?” I repeated, and saying it out loud made it sound like a phrase from another era, old-fashioned, like something a clueless mother would say.

“Yes!”

Then, seeing that I was next to enter the bathroom, and knowing I would never see her again in my life, I let myself be carried away by that mixture of weariness and anger that had been consuming me for hours. I placed my hand on her shoulder and said in her ear:

“Well, look, random girl who I don’t know why you’re talking to me, we do it like this: I give it to her, because I have a dick... and she has a pussy... so I give it to her. That’s how we do it. I suppose like any normal, ordinary straight couple.”

I pulled back a bit, looking for impact, and found that she was not only smiling but on the verge of laughter.

My impertinence was hitting against a wall of levity.

“And nothing else?” she asked without removing the smile from her face.

“Nothing else?”

“Yes. Don’t you do anything else?” she asked, and I could already see the light at the end of the tunnel. My blessed bathroom was about to become available. The person inside was already washing their hands, probably the only one who did so, and it was my turn to wait for them. And then I wanted to end the conversation on a high note:

“Well, yes. We do more things,” I said.

“What things?”

“Well, she fucked a guy the day before yesterday. I know it, but she denies it.”

“No fucking way...!”

“You bet.”

“And how do you know?”

“Because I saw them. I... spied on them.”

“Holy shit, right?” she said, serious for the first time, but, above all, supremely involved. Which, for some strange reason, pleased me.

And then, the man with clean hands crossed paths with us. And I entered the bathroom.

And the first thing I thought, once I was alone, was that I was losing my mind.


CHAPTER 5

After urinating, I went to the sink. I washed my hands, like my predecessor, looked at myself in the mirror and remembered what the woman in the blue shirt had said: “you’re a good-looking couple.” It had been a strange, childish phrase, and moreover, uttered by someone irrelevant with imprecise sexual preferences; nevertheless, in my heart of hearts, I ended up accepting the compliment.

There was no denying that Carolina was on another level, but that had never held me back. I’d never felt inferior. She was obviously hotter than me, but I must have offered her something to have been chosen. Not even her lack of sexual appetite toward me defeated me. My wife, and this pissed me off but confirmed my theory, seemed to have seen heaven with someone I considered inferior to me in terms of verifiable aesthetics: Daniel. The same Daniel who had been rejected in those Italian classes by women vastly inferior to my wife. The paths of desire, attraction, and lust are inscrutable.

I thought about Carolina and how my absence, between urination, reflection, and waiting in line, would have easily extended to eight or ten minutes. I felt somewhat concerned, as I didn’t want to give her excuses to get upset and turn everything around. I also felt some agitation imagining that some man might have approached her; there had to be some heterosexual there, some lost soul like us.

I left the bathroom, the thundering noise and bass of indecipherable music returned, and I hadn’t taken five steps when, simultaneously feeling a hand on my shoulder, I heard:

“Hey, hey!” the voice was unmistakable.

I turned around and the omnipresent blue-shirted woman was attacking my ear again.

“What are you going to do?” she yelled more than ever, placing her voice well above the music’s volume.

“What?” I asked, bewildered.

“What are you going to do?”

“Do about what?” I said, half-turned, indicating with my body language that I wanted to continue on my way.

“About your wife cheating on you and her denying it!”

“I don’t know. Do you really care?”

“I don’t know...! But she was looking at us earlier...!”

“Who?”

“Who do you think, man! Your smoking hot wife!”

“So what?” I asked, finding it strange that she could have seen us from the bar, but it was possible.

She then shrugged her shoulders. I looked away and glanced toward the bar. I couldn’t see Carolina, but yes, it was true that she could have seen us. I didn’t know what the blue-shirted woman was trying to tell me, but I seriously doubted my wife would get jealous over that bespectacled lesbian.

“Hey! Will you give me your number?” I heard behind my back.

I couldn’t believe it. I turned around and went toward her face to find her ear afterward. There, cursing the volume of the music, I shouted, as loudly as she did:

“My number for what?”

“I don’t know! I can be a good advisor!”

My mind then traced a fateful statement: “My wife has been fucked, once for sure, maybe twice, she’s denied it to me, and you think I’m going to seek advice and moral support from a lesbian, or bisexual, who’s ten years younger than me, and probably thousands of miles away in life experience, and whom I don’t know at all.”

Finally, I managed to calm down a bit, enough not to commit more stupidities and continue getting entangled. And I said succinctly:

“No, thanks. I’m fine. I’ll manage it on my own.”

“If not, write to me on social media...! I’m on all of them and my profile is open! I’m Silvia dot gee.”

“Dot G?” I asked, shaking my head. This girl was a fucking delirium.

“Yes!! Dot G!” she laughed. “But you write the dot and then the letter ‘g,’ or rather not the letter ‘g,’ sorry, you put g and e! Without a y, eh! Two letters g e! Silvia dot gee!”

“Yeah... yeah...” I shook my head again, marveled again at her verbosity, and again appreciated the uniqueness of brown eyes that by the book should be dull, but in practice were really beautiful.

“You’re probably something like... Pablo... López... García... Official...” she laughed again.

“Official, yes...” I smiled, unable to help myself.

And at that moment she moved, perhaps someone pulled her, or it was her own doing. The truth is I didn’t have time to observe whether she was wandering alone or if she was with other people. She seemed to flow with the universe.

“Well! That’s it! Look me up! I’ll help you out! I’m going! I need to pee!” she launched in one final continuous shout, at full speed, and headed toward the women’s bathroom.

I wanted to turn the page as soon as possible. Forget that surreal double conversation. I turned around. I looked over the heads. And I saw Carolina. She was exactly in the same spot. With each step I took, I told myself that I had taken an eternity to return. The possibility that a man was harassing her vanished as soon as I noticed a perimeter around her completely oblivious to the solitary beauty dressed in black. All that remained was the possibility of her anger, and her first phrase was along those lines, but her expression didn’t show much recrimination.

“I took so long because I was accosted by a lesbian,” I answered and stood in front of her. I felt a strange impact then when I found myself facing Carolina. It happened to me sometimes. It was crazy, but when I had spent time talking with a not particularly attractive girl and suddenly saw my wife, I felt the contrast.

“Yes, I saw you. One with glasses,” my wife said, affable, showing no bitterness.

“Well, more than lesbian she was bisexual. According to her.”

“Really? How do you know?” Carolina asked, and the curves of her torso, her suggestive neckline, and all her femininity, fell upon me. Again, probably because of the contrast with the androgynous rectangle I had been conversing with.

“She told me.”

“What? She seriously told you that?”

“Yes, yes. Maybe it’s because I haven’t gone out in a long time... and things have changed... or perhaps in these kinds of environments people move at a different pace.”

Carolina didn’t say anything. She looked at me. I hesitated whether to approach and kiss her.

She sipped from her straw and raised her eyes. I moved closer and she adjusted herself to receive me.

Then, in a whisper in my ear, which again contrasted with the blue-shirted woman’s shouts, she said:

“So, if she’s bisexual... then maybe she liked you.”

“I think she liked you,” I answered without thinking.

“What are you talking about?” she was surprised.

“Nah, I don’t know. I guess she didn’t see you and that’s why she talked to me,” I backtracked.

A silence fell then. The kiss was imminent. And I realized we hadn’t kissed since my return. We hadn’t kissed since Daniel had fucked her. I hadn’t kissed my unfaithful wife. And that idea, as strange and sick as it might seem, and perhaps enhanced by the alcohol and the night, excited me. Without a doubt, I didn’t feel proud about feeling that excitement.

“Shall we go somewhere else?” she asked.

I looked at her. Her curves. Her neckline. Her breasts. Her hair. Her lips. Her long, toned legs.

I wanted to kiss her, but at the same time I wanted to delay the kiss. Her gaze was restless, sweet. I knew that the fact that she hadn’t been bothered at all by my leaving her alone for almost fifteen minutes could only be due to one thing: my wife felt guilty.

She felt guilty. She had reconsidered during my absence. And I felt, in the depths of my being, a desire to push to the limit:

“Let’s better go home...”

“Home...? For what?” she asked mischievously.

“To fuck...” I said again in her ear and looked into her eyes.

She then, without making any sound, playing, moving her lips so I could read them, slowly traced with them:

“That-sounds... good-to-me.”

After her playful acceptance, without backing down, and looking into her powerful green eyes, I did pronounce out loud and clearly:

“I want to blindfold you... If you’ve lost the blindfold... we’ll use something else...”

And she, my wife, Carolina, did her best not to change her expression. She didn’t respond, narrowed her eyes, tilted her head slightly, and then took one last sip from her straw to drink from her gin. She looked at me enigmatically as she did so.

And I realized I was getting hooked on this new game. A game in which I presented her with clues that I knew things that were impossible for me to know, and she pretended not to be suspicious.


CHAPTER 6

The journey back confirmed that, alongside the atrocity of what happened Thursday night, the inadmissible lies from Carolina, and the cruel suspicion hanging over me regarding what might have happened on Friday, there were also positive elements. I wasn’t trying to assess whether the total sum offered any gains, as the answer would undoubtedly be negative, but I did recognize a sexual tension with my wife that hadn’t existed for years, if it had ever existed at all.

First the walk, sometimes holding each other by the waist or hands. Then some feints at stopping when turning corners, but we always continued. We continued because something sick inside me wanted to delay the moment of kissing her; to savor the morbid knowledge that Daniel had been the last to taste her lips. Then the taxi ride, both of us sitting in the back, exchanging glances we’d never shared before, not out of complicity, but tension over what she had experienced and didn’t want to confess, and what I had witnessed and couldn’t reveal.

If while walking I had been the one reluctant to make contact, the subtle denier of kisses, in the elevator it was Carolina who avoided contact and pushed me away, cornered me, without touching me; displaced by her own ego. She looked at herself in the mirror and sighed. She wanted to externalize disappointment with her disheveled hair and her face punished by the night and alcohol, but I knew she was admiring herself. I always knew when Carolina was genuinely mortified and when she was being deceitful. I never understood the reason for those falsely disappointed sighs when she was actually using the mirror to enjoy herself. Her smugness, which sometimes irritated me, at that moment served me well to continue delaying a kiss that, if it happened, would make me the last; erasing the morbid pleasure of being the second-to-last.

We entered the house and I had my attack prepared. Not an attack on her body, that would have happened if nothing had occurred, but an attack on her charade.

Carolina’s heels echoed on the living room’s hardwood floor. She left her purse on the sofa and there was the dead calm of a sexual prelude in the air. She was probably imagining my approach, and especially the abandonment of my proposal. I turned off the light, which was too bright, and turned on a lamp located next to the sofa. But I didn’t approach her. Then Carolina, aware of her weapons, chose to act, and positioned herself in front of me, and, in the dimness of the room, took off her jacket and tried, with her curves, to make me forget my proposal of sexual play.

Her gaze, her lips, her neckline, her silky camisole top, and her suggestive breasts constituted a trap. One kiss, then another. The straps of the top going down with those of the bra, touching over the silk, another kiss, holding hands and heading to the bedroom. That was the trap. That was her implicit proposal. That’s what her eyes were saying. That’s what habit told us. Perhaps, thanks to what she’d experienced, she would be more active, more lubricated; she could enjoy me. I could enjoy her as I had years ago, or perhaps as never before. I couldn’t deny that her proposition was tempting.

But I didn’t let myself be defeated.

There were no kisses, no touching, no heading down the hallway. Standing before her, I whispered:

“Find the blindfold... I’ll be right there.”

Again her interpretive ability, her acting talent for not showing the impact of knowing she was cornered.

Carolina, after a slight hesitation, tilted her head and said in a soft voice:

“Okay... Let’s see if I can find it.”

We separated. The bait was set. I heard her heels moving away and chose to go in the opposite direction: I went to the terrace. I no longer knew how much of it was my desire for her to confess and how much was my desire for her to continue surviving her own lies. Nor did I know how much was the morbid fascination with what had happened and how much was the thrill that came from the game of leaving clues that disconcerted her.

I looked out into the night. The familiar railing. My gaze on Daniel’s terrace. No light came from there, nor from his living room and kitchen, where everything had happened, nor from that bedroom where I had hidden. Perhaps there was no tenant that night, or perhaps he was already asleep. I wondered if someday someone might give rise to something similar happening. I wondered if I would want it. I wondered if my wife would want it. I wondered if Daniel had been a mistake or a symptom. I wondered if it had been the exactness of a man like Daniel that had made her succumb or if it had been her lack of desire for me that had made her fall. For me, the least painful thing was to believe that just the right archetype had appeared that made her give in; after all, she herself had confessed to Daniel that she had had a lover in college with similar characteristics. It was excruciating to think that Carolina’s ideal for a night of sex was a muscled animal like Daniel, but worse was thinking that, just to escape the monotony of an insufficient husband, she could have succumbed to anyone.

I couldn’t hear Carolina rummaging around, as she was too far away, but I imagined her in the bedroom, looking for a dignified way out of the impossibility of finding a dark blindfold, which she must have known wasn’t there. I imagined her and felt a strange satisfaction. I felt it as a Pyrrhic victory. It made me feel possessed of a vivifying control.

I remained anchored to our terrace, to that railing, longer than agreed. I did so because her desperation was my triumph. Of course, I didn’t expect that the impossibility of finding the damn blindfold would lead to a full confession; probably what attracted me was hearing a new lie.

One more minute. And two. It was like a drug, as if more waiting meant more reward. Until I considered that her excuse would already be sufficiently well rehearsed.

I left the terrace and entered our home. Into that room, identical to the one in Daniel’s house, which comprised the living room and kitchen in a single space. And I saw her. I saw my wife. And I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe her audacity. Her boldness. I thought she was laughing at me.

Again that uncontrollable hatred. Again my buried insult in my mind. A “what a fucking bitch...” formed in the deepest part of me. She not only showed no weakness, not only continued her charade, but she was doubling down on her bet.

—“What...? Why are you looking at me like that...?” she gloated with a perversity that left me breathless.

And I looked at her, indeed, without holding back. Giving her that satisfaction. Carolina was wearing the black leather skirt and white shirt that she had worn the night she had let Daniel fuck her. In her hands she held a navy blue tie with small white dots; one of my ties.

—“I can’t find the blindfold. But we can use this,” she said, referring to the tie, as if it were nothing.

I didn’t understand what game she was playing. I wondered if she suspected that I knew more than I should, or if she wanted to remember how Daniel had fucked her. The latter was more likely: that she wanted to recreate her night with that animal with me.

—“And those clothes?” I asked.

—“I don’t know. It just occurred to me. It has something to it, don’t you think?” she answered as if she intended to excite me with it. And I hated her. My heart was exploding. My body was burning.

I moved closer. The chiaroscuro created by the lamp next to the sofa cast a shadow that indicated my wife wasn’t wearing a bra. The outline was noticeable. The fullness, under the white shirt, was clear. Just like the night with Daniel.

I hesitated whether to redeem myself. I hesitated whether to force the issue and make her suspicious. But I restrained myself. I restrained myself until she sinned even more. I couldn’t believe it.

Carolina walked, in front of me, and, with the tie in her hand, took a seat on the sofa. She relished the walk. She probably thought my shock was due to the eroticism she exuded, not because of what I knew. She sat down in exactly the same way she had done in Daniel’s living room. It seemed like a game of mirrors, forty-eight hours later.

She composed herself, or rather decomposed herself, deliberately, seeking the exact pose, hers and her clothes: seated, leaning forward, on the edge of the sofa, with her skirt raised and slightly gathered toward her waist, and with her thong, or her panties, I still didn’t know if she had imitated that too; and her buttocks in contact with the upholstery of our sofa.

That excess irritated me. Again I felt she was laughing at me. And I couldn’t take it anymore. And then, noticing the only difference, her bare feet, I said, feigning calm:

—“You know what’s missing... from what you’re wearing... to make it... to die for?”

—“What?” she asked haughtily.

—“Those high boots... The high boots you have.”

—“Mmm... Really...? I don’t know. Maybe that would be... too much... slutty... don’t you think?” she answered, without even blinking.


CHAPTER 7

Everything seemed like a replica. Or almost. Her torso was rigid, upright, as it had been at Daniel’s house, but her confidence was real now, not fake like two nights before. The light intensity was similar, but her buttocks weren’t as exposed on the sofa, as her leather skirt wasn’t pulled up as high. The biggest difference, obviously, was that she could see me and I could make all the noise I wanted.

I approached her while a multitude of questions assaulted me: “What do you want? What are you trying to do? Has it affected you that much?” And then a bolt of unease struck me, as I felt an unbearable responsibility when my mind opened to the possibility that she might be trying to find salvation, our solution, through this game of masks. But it wasn’t possible because I was me, and Daniel was Daniel. And it didn’t matter how she dressed, it didn’t matter if she blindfolded herself. Her madness with that giant had been because it was him and not me, not because of the packaging and everything she was trying to recreate.

She offered me the tie and I looked at her. I looked at her breasts marking the shirt, I looked at her blonde hair swept to one side, I looked at her powerful thighs on the sofa, and I said to myself: “I can’t fuck you like Daniel did.”

It wasn’t a recrimination toward myself, or toward her. There were no culprits.

But then she herself pulled me out of my fleeting daydream. She told me, without expressly saying it, that I was being naive, that there was no reason for that optimistic vision, that I should wake up from the dream and return to reality, that she wasn’t so stupid as to seek our salvation this way. She told me, without saying it, that the solution wouldn’t come like this, if it could come at all.

She was frank, she was direct, she was ruthless.

She said it right after I managed to blindfold her eyes with the tie, a somewhat difficult task that required four hands, leaving it placed unevenly. She said it while I was holding onto the hope that her outfit was for us and not for what she had experienced.

After a silence, I looked at her, and she said it. With her eyes blindfolded and lifting her face, she whispered:

“This way we can play... what would have happened if... the guy from Thursday hadn’t been an idiot.”

I understood it instantly. But, after the pain from the impact, a burst of masochism made me want her to elaborate:

“What do you mean?”

“Yes. By not seeing you... I can imagine... that you are him... and you... can imagine you’re him, too. Or that you’re watching me with him.”

“I see...” I said quietly, and I looked at her, and sighed; her turgid breasts barely contained by her clothes, her powerful thighs... her nipples, which stood out and traced a sharp relief under the shirt in an intimidating way. She exuded so much sexuality that desire was overcoming even the rage I felt about the game she was proposing.

She then, perhaps restless, or merely for comfort, parted her legs slightly.

“Are you wearing panties or a thong?” I asked.

“Thong,” she answered, confirming that, regarding the fabric guarding her pussy, she had also wanted to seek the most exact representation—“Are you him now?”

“If I’m him now...? What was his name?”

“Mmm... Daniel,” she answered after a slight hesitation, and I felt it was the first truth in a long time.

“And what was Daniel like?”

“Physically?”

“No... I don’t care about that.”

“Well... you mean personality? Well, an idiot, who thought he was... very bossy... And a brute.”

“Fine. Then open your shirt,” I said, with an anger that wasn’t fading, but increasing, and knowing that this order was risky, as it had been pronounced, with identical words, by that bastard whom I had to imitate without revealing that I had witnessed everything.

Carolina brought her hands to the buttons of her white shirt. And the change was evident, as this time she didn’t hesitate, nor did her hands tremble, as they had when she’d been in front of Daniel.

“And how do you know about him being bossy and a brute... if nothing happened?”

“Not much needed to happen to know that. You could tell...” she answered and began to unbutton her shirt. “Be him again, come on. Don’t ask any more questions. You know enough,” she said immediately afterward, enervating and irritating me.

I, who remembered exact phrases and precise gestures, both hers and his, had to move carefully. I knew that mentioning the boots had already been very reckless, but at the same time I was hooked on that risk. I knew it would be hard not to fall into the temptation of recreating something exact, something that would not only make her suspicious, but would leave her blocked, would leave her stunned and alarmed; an impact that would really make her think that I knew that she, my wife, wasn’t a “little slut,” according to her own words, for wearing those boots or not, but that she was one for having let herself be fucked by that “idiot.”

Carolina obeyed, unbuttoned all the buttons of her shirt, but, as with Daniel, she left the neckline made but contained: a channel of goose-bumped skin about eight or ten centimeters wide, but she didn’t part the shirt, leaving her breasts almost completely hidden under the fabric. I remembered that, after that, Daniel had pronounced, despotically: “touch your tits,” but I didn’t dare say it. It was too much, too exact.

Her image, beyond the morbid undertone of her attitude, was so brutally sexual that my member grew and pounded against my underwear and pants. The bulge that had formed, without me noticing, was uncomfortable and unnecessary. I then brought, without thinking, like an automaton, my hands to my belt and unbuckled it, then my pants: button and zipper, and she heard it; she heard the tinkling of the buckle and the other sounds. And then she whispered:

—“What a bastard...”

I swallowed hard. I despised her... Because she was perfectly repeating the phrase she had said to Daniel in an identical context, two nights ago. She felt confident enough to play, with no danger of me suspecting anything, at reliving Thursday night.

And then I, furious and reckless, inserted that other command that had also been spoken:

—“Touch your tits...” I whispered, and I couldn’t read her expression because of my tie covering her eyes, which removed almost all expressiveness. But I wished for suspicion, even though the order seemed logical, the natural next step.

And what happened immediately afterward infuriated me. I couldn’t believe it. My wife, Carolina, confident, perhaps even exultant because I was supposedly involuntarily giving the precise orders that made it easier for her to remember and imagine, was nailing the gestures. Yes, she calculated it, reproduced it, enjoying herself and screwing with me: she subtly shook her neck, her hair, and then slipped her hands inside a shirt that, although completely unbuttoned, partially covered her breasts. Her movement of hair and neck had been a perfect imitation of the Carolina from two nights before.

After doing so, she didn’t exactly flash a small smile, she didn’t go that far, but I did glimpse an expression of delight, which undoubtedly outraged me. My wife was caressing her breasts, with delicacy, with femininity... She felt herself, enjoyed herself, excited herself, surely more by what she remembered than by having me in front of her, and that both infuriated and excited me in equal measure.

Sitting in front of me, she raised her face and traced subtle caresses with her fingers over her substantial breasts; breasts hidden by the white fabric. Meanwhile, I let my underwear and pants fall to my ankles and my member emerged decisively, enlarged and pointing forward. And I felt I had two options: continue walking the tightrope of imitating what I knew had happened, or make use of the description she had given me of Daniel and take advantage of the fact that she had shown herself willing to pay for her infidelity.

As I wasn’t able to decide, I opted to buy time, and gave an order that I didn’t remember Daniel giving.

—“Touch... Touch your pussy...” I whispered, pretending to imitate that “idiot, bossy and brute.”

My wife, after hearing me, stopped her caresses on her breasts, brought her hands to her skirt, raised herself slightly and gathered it at her waist; leaving it now, finally, in the exact position as it had been, in an identical context, on her night with Daniel. Then, unconcerned that as a consequence of her movements her shirt might move and her impressive breasts might partially come into view, she placed one of her hands on the sofa for support, and began to slide the other down her belly, downward, until it slipped beneath her thong. I grabbed my cock the moment her hand disappeared under the black silk covering her pussy, and I wondered if the thong was the same one, if she had washed it, if it was another similar one, or if it was the same but still smelled of sex from her night with that bastard.

I gripped my member. I felt the touch, the thickness, my potency, my virility. And I didn’t want to compare myself with Daniel. I began to masturbate while watching how she touched herself in a way similar to what I remembered. She certainly wasn’t showing as much nervousness and excitement, and no matter how much she imagined, she didn’t reach those limits that I had witnessed. And I noticed how even with her eyes covered, she looked confident, lustful and powerful, just as she had looked on her night with Daniel; and similarly, her fingers probed inside her thong. Also similar was how her breasts danced minimally due to the movement of her arm. Her mouth and lips also vibrated, though in a more restrained way, revealing a growing pleasure, though much less intense, and her mouth opened and closed.

My wife was demanding of her thong. She slipped two or three of her long fingers in and wreaked havoc on a clitoris that I couldn’t see. The image was hypnotic, the dance of her breasts, heart-stopping. The opening and closing of her mouth, ostentatious. The feel of my member, my gesture, my masturbation, contrasted with how she seemed to float with her caresses. Her leather skirt was perhaps the only rough thing, everything else: her skin, her golden hair, her breasts, her hands, her thong, her shirt; it was all almost ethereal, graceful, exquisitely delicate. And then I, directing my gaze to that thong that prevented me from seeing the exact state of her pussy, felt that those questions I had asked myself regarding the journey of that garment went from mere curiosity to being almost a matter of State.

—“Take off your thong. I want to see your pussy while you touch yourself,” I ordered in another trap.

She then stopped her hand. And I felt that those orders that strayed from what she had experienced somewhat disappointed her, but she had no excuse to disobey for that reason. Pretending that this command fit an order that an idiot and a bossy person might have given, my wife brought both hands to the straps of her thong, twisted her hip without barely rising from the sofa, and extracted the thong down her legs with impeccable diligence.

After doing so, she seemed to hesitate about what to do with her underwear. Perhaps she was waiting for an order in this regard, or perhaps, if it was Thursday’s thong, she wouldn’t want me to encounter suspicious excitement.

—“Give it to me,” I said then.

She barely hesitated and extended her arm, and I took the black thong. She settled herself, sitting on the edge of the sofa, far enough forward that her pussy emerged freely.

Everything was suddenly rushing forward. I had already discarded the idea of continuing the game where I forced orders similar to those Daniel had given. And I opted for the second game: taking advantage of her willingness to accept her punishment. Besides, I had the excuse: I was pretending to be the idiot, brute, and bossy one.

Perhaps she could win this way too. After all, the cruder and grosser our sex was, the easier it would be for her to imagine that I was Daniel.

Looking at her pussy, observing her matted, curly hair, noticing how the lips of her pussy were blooming as they rarely did with me, I brought her thong to my face.

It didn’t take me even a tenth of a second to know that this odor wasn’t because of me, and to know that this smell couldn’t have developed in the few minutes of supposed use. That dense, thick, almost rigid fragrance, that smell of settled sex, could only mean that the thong was the same one from her night with Daniel.

And it came from my soul. I whispered:

“Fuck... How it smells...”

And she didn’t move. She knew I was smelling her eloquent and indiscreet thong, but she said nothing. And I, not understanding what had happened: why hadn’t she washed it? Or had she perhaps retrieved it before washing to precisely reenact what had happened? While I doubted and cursed her for her morbid delirium, I whispered almost beside myself:

“Smells like a whore...”

And that’s what I thought. And she didn’t have the courage to lie and say it was because of me. She barely flinched. And again I cursed that my tie over her eyes robbed her of almost all expressiveness.

“Put your hands behind your back,” I ordered then, after her silence, and I rubbed, in a sick way, her thong across my face.

I felt the softness of the silk on my face and its depraved smell entered my nostrils.

Carolina obeyed. She put her hands behind her back. As she did so, her bust came forward slightly, and I carelessly pushed aside her shirt with my free hand. Her breasts appeared brutal, frontal, plethoric, with extensive rosy areolas; her nipples stood proudly, oblivious to the traps their owner was falling into.

“Open your mouth...” I whispered.

“...Mh... Fu-ck...” my wife responded in two broken gasps. And I didn’t know if it was a protest at my change of pace or if it was pure excitement from imagining that Daniel was ordering her.

Without removing her thong from my face, I brought my erect member closer. I attacked that submissive body, with its hands behind its back. That torso. Those breasts that competently pushed her white shirt to the sides. I also wondered if it was the same shirt or if she had another identical one. Carolina, after swallowing, opened her mouth. And I directed myself. First I brought the tip of my member to the corner of her lips, to the side of her face, so that she, blindly, could calculate and feel the distances. There would be time later to imitate the demanded brutality.

My wife allowed the outrageous contact: she let the glans of my cock, smelly and hard, rub a little there, in that part that was neither cheek nor lip, and I inhaled again the stench coming from the black silk. The more I smelled it, the more indignant I became. The more I thought she had kept the dirty thong to remember it, the more hatred and morbid fascination I felt... And then I couldn’t take it anymore, desire and rage overcame me, and I directed my member toward the entrance of my wife’s mouth. A small sound, a muffled “Mmhmh!” from her, half complaint half surprise, and I pushed, centimeter by centimeter, into her wet mouth; with each second more lust, more heat and more pleasure. I looked down: her swollen breasts, my tie over her eyes, her hands behind her back, her open pussy breathing freely. I had never felt her like this with me. “Imagine whatever you want,” I thought as she took half my cock and I sighed. “Imagine it’s his cock if that makes you hornier...” I thought as I withdrew my member slightly, with my hip, and gently pushed again, fucking my wife’s mouth.

“HhmmHh...! Hmmh! Hmmm!” she moaned, randomly and chaotically on my cock.

She accepted my punishment, my roughness, like the night before. And I didn’t know if she was imagining she was eating Daniel’s and that was why her lust, or if she was fully aware that she was sucking her husband’s, but her guilt for having been unfaithful forced her to comply with maximum dedication. Whatever the case, I enjoyed her tongue hitting my glans, her lips smearing my member halfway down the shaft, her hands behind her back showing submission, and the coming and going of her head, going back and forth with my cock, in an obscene mouth-fucking on her part and resentful on mine.

Her blonde hair waved. Her tits came and went. The saliva from her mouth flowed, her “HhmmHh...!” “Hmmh!” “Hmmm!” became the soundtrack that enveloped the living room. Her blindfolded eyes allowed me to look at her with a contempt that I couldn’t show if she were looking at me.

“That’s it...” I whispered, and I went back and forth with my hip, forward and backward.

And so we were for a few minutes, minutes in which I kept increasing the rhythm and she kept accommodating my thrusts... Her moans excited me, her way of accepting me fucking her mouth excited me... Until after some “Mmhhhm!” “Mmhhhm!”, there was a “MMMMM-MM!!!” that was pronounced in a very high tone, in clear sign of protest; I assumed it was after a particularly strong thrust, or perhaps it was her excuse to stop what was already bordering on the humiliating.

After her complaint, she removed her mouth from my member, which emerged shiny and coated.

She caught her breath and I saw how saliva, or remnants of what I had released, slid down the corner of her lips. Then I grabbed my cock while she swallowed, her face still raised and her eyes still blindfolded.

And then she confessed again without being aware she was doing it. She revealed herself again without knowing she was unmasking herself unknowingly. Because she whispered:

—Come on... Fuck me.

—What? —I played along.

—Fuck me...

—Where? Here? On the sofa? —I asked.

—No... Take me to the kitchen counter... And fuck me there —she requested, and a lightning bolt split me in half, and a “fucking bitch...” erupted in my mind.

—Against the counter? There? —I pressed.

—First I get on top and you fuck me on it. Then I get down and you fuck me standing... against the counter —she confessed.

The little vixen, the bitch, was asking me to do exactly what she had done with Daniel. She was asking me to fuck her how that imbecile Daniel had done it. She had the nerve to ask for it just like that. And I felt like she was laughing at me.

While this dialogue was taking place, I was jerking off in front of her face. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and hearing: my wife, transformed into that lustful submissive, with her eyes blindfolded by my tie, raising her face and asking to be fucked as she had already been fucked... The more she confessed, the more rage I felt... and also the more aroused I became. The more she detailed the way she wanted to be fucked, the more vividly I remembered how Daniel had fucked her.

—Fine... Ask me... for it... —I almost moaned, while continuing to masturbate in front of her face.

—What...

—Ask me properly... as if you had him... right here... in front of you —I panted, erratically and brokenly, and I already felt enormous pleasure, the prelude to my explosion. I was stroking and covering my glans at high speed. I felt the thickness of my cock, the swollen veins; a heat that enveloped my entire body while keeping the silk of her pestilent thong against my face.

—Mhh... Alright... Daniel... Take me... and fuck me there;... Fuck me good... On the kitchen counter —my wife whispered sweetly, the bitch... killing me, humiliating me... and arousing me...

—Yes?

—Yes... but don’t cum inside... Cum on my ass when you want to finish... —she whispered, nailing what had happened, wanting to reenact everything, down to the smallest detail, of her fuck with that bastard.

—And are you going to cum? Huh! —I forced, when my member was already pulsating, giving unmistakable signs, and my whole body was trembling in spasms.

—Mmm! Yes...! Of course I’m going to cum... —my wife panted, with her enormous breasts, with her hands still behind her back, with her face still raised, inches from my cock that was being frantically masturbated.

—You’re going to cum like a slut, huh! Like a whore!

—Mmmhhh!! Yes! Like a whore! Your whore... Daniel! —she whimpered, humiliating me, ostentatious and histrionic, and I couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t take her audacity anymore, couldn’t take how much of a whore, how much of a slut she proved to be. And I stopped my hand at the instant when an immense pleasure crossed my body from head to toe, and an “Oo-hh!” escaped from me, and at that moment I felt the discharge, surprising, quick, and a shot came out, accurate, heavy and precise, landing, white and hot, on my wife’s face. A lash that made her face tremble, in an almost ridiculous quiver; surprised by an impact she wasn’t expecting. And then a “Mm-fuck”, a mixture of bewilderment and disappointment came from her mouth... a mouth she closed instantly, feeling a second impact reaching her lips. I was marking her face, first in a vertical stroke that covered forehead, tie and cheek, and then another, more abrupt and concentrated that attacked her sealed lips. And I wanted to see how she received the third, fourth and fifth; I wanted to see how I stained that graceful face of my wife, of my slut wife, but my pleasure prevented me from it; and I closed my eyes while she, in silence, received my punishment; and it seemed that she accepted returning to the first game: she forgot about Daniel and accepted her punishment, her punishment for being an unfaithful wife.

Carolina was being stained without much protest. With her arms behind her back, with her enormous breasts keeping the shirt parted by mere power, and with her face raised, which emphasized the acceptance of punishment with solemn compliance. With my eyes half-open I glimpsed how she slightly moved her face, accepting that I poured myself over her in various places; she accepted the degradation without being offended if the hot splash stained cheek, lips, forehead, neck, neckline, shirt or breasts... She accepted it. She received my sudden bursts, which sprinkled her skin with whitish and moist sprays. The semen spread in irregular patterns, smearing cheeks and forehead, while some drops slid down to the collar of her white shirt. She didn’t protest, she accepted the free will and disorder, the roughness of the hot splashes, which carried not only desire but also anger... And some “Oh!” “Ohh!” from me, harsh and deep, were uttered with rage... And I emptied myself... on my wife’s haughty face. I emptied myself completely, and only kept for myself the insults I dedicated to her, as they were too fierce to be pronounced.

Once I finished, I took my time before stepping back, taking half a step, and then opening my eyes completely. After doing so, I contemplated Carolina’s face, tinted by all those dense, thick, and heavy lashes. One of them hung from her chin and fell heavily onto one of her breasts. Another had stained her lips almost completely white.

After a tense silence, I thought she would return to reality and reproach my outrageous attitude.

However, in a neutral tone, she whispered:

“Will you clean me up?”

I then, perhaps emboldened because she wasn’t protesting, or perhaps wanting to test her limits, provoked:

“Would Daniel have cleaned you up?”

“Daniel would have fucked me,” she responded, and brought her hands to the tie. A tie that she removed in barely a second, and opened her eyes.

And I looked at her. I looked at her clear green eyes, which appeared above her degraded cheeks and the white and transparent drops that I had released.

And then, without warning, as we looked at each other, I felt a profound love. A love that tore me apart. Perhaps a more intense love than I had ever felt before.

I hated her for her lies. I hated her for her night, or nights, with Daniel. I hated her for her shamelessly stained thong that showed her desire for him. I hated her because she had wanted to recreate how he had fucked her, using me, like an idiot, for her purpose.

But at the same time, I felt that I loved her more than ever.

Carolina stood up, facing me. She still wasn’t protesting my degradation. Nor did she complain that I wasn’t helping her clean herself up. And she herself lowered one of her rolled-up sleeves and used the cuff of her shirt to clean her face a little.

And I thought, with her thong in my hand and while watching her clean herself, with a tight chest, with an unknown tension, while remembering the splendor of her green-eyed gaze, that I was going absolutely crazy.


CHAPTER 8

Love or rage. Cursing everything that had happened or accepting it and valuing the positive aspect that could emerge. Thinking that Carolina would confess at any moment or believing she never would. Exploring her phone or not bothering. Confessing that I knew everything or not even considering it. Exploiting my wife’s guilt or restraining myself from punishment. Trying to contact Daniel once more or letting it go. Accepting the new job or declining.

Nothing had a deadline, except for work matters: I had three weeks to decide. Three weeks during which I would work at my usual company, as if nothing had changed, and, if I accepted, I would figure out how to handle the awkward notice period later. I certainly wasn’t in the most serene moment of my life to make that kind of decision.

Sunday passed and Monday passed. On Tuesday, exhausted from working, but especially from so much thinking, so much pretending, so much hating Carolina and so much loving her; tired of suspecting her every time she typed on her phone in my presence, I lay down, in a disorderly and improvised manner, on our living room sofa after dinner.

My wife was getting in the shower, it was the usual time; she typically showered before going to bed and also when getting up. With one eye half-open, lying face down, I stretched out my hand to grab the remote control and lowered the television volume; I preferred to hear the distant hum of shower water rather than the nearby roar of the television.

I couldn’t remember the last time I had closed my eyes and seen darkness. I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt peace. Precisely in that limbo between being awake and being asleep was when I felt it most acutely; the bombardment of images was incessant, the obsession intensified.

I could hear the murmur of Carolina’s shower water while in my mind, in my memories, the moment was drawn when she, my wife, reclining on the kitchen counter, with her skirt pulled up and wearing her thong, allowed that bastard, with his monstrously large member, to thrust against the black silk covering her pussy. Black silk from that thong that I had smelled, and rubbed against my face, three nights ago. And I got excited. I became sickly excited realizing that, while I had masturbated in front of Carolina’s face, I had smelled her, but also him. I had smelled that thong that had been attacked, stained, and moistened by that bastard’s enormous cock.

Face down on the sofa, my member grew, on the threshold between wakefulness and sleep.

I could still hear the hum of the shower. I rocked myself. I was dozing off. It was constant. Unchanging. Meanwhile, I remembered how Daniel had moved my wife’s thong aside, under the pretext of coming on her exposed lips, and how he had directed the tip of his member afterward. I couldn’t forget, couldn’t erase, the face, my wife’s expression, when that bastard had pushed with cunning. My wife’s countenance: surprised, incredulous, seeing his audacity. Her gaze and her trembling when she felt it… when she felt his gigantic cock, long, wide, and shaved, making its way in. She looked at him, astonished, and also looked deep within herself. And she told him with her beautiful green eyes: “What are you doing. How dare you. It’s inside. You’re fucking me…”

That had been so extremely morbid that I knew I would never forget it.

There was no time lapse between remembering that and hearing Carolina’s barefoot steps down the hallway. I knew then that I had fallen asleep.

I soon felt her beside me. The silence was almost absolute. She sat next to my inert body and I perceived the smell, the fresh and clean aroma of her soft, freshly bathed skin. Then she whispered:

“You’re dead tired.”

I purred, in affirmation. I felt her damp hair caressing my face. Then she leaned over me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Want me to give you a massage?” she said in a sweet, soft voice, and her breath entered my ear gently. That, along with her hair that continued to caress my face, made me shiver with a tickling sensation.

I purred again, like a child. Giving her my approval. Although Carolina gave the worst massages in the world. Perhaps it was the only thing she did poorly. Recently I had discovered that she was even good at lying.

She placed her hands on my shoulders. She pressed with force. My position was ideal. The fact that I was wearing a T-shirt, instead of presenting a bare torso, I didn’t know if it was good or bad, as her fingers couldn’t flow, but it protected me a bit from the impacts. Trapezius, shoulder blades, deltoids, even vertebrae; Carolina didn’t distinguish between muscle and bone. I obviously did, but I didn’t say anything. At most I protested with a murmur when she pressed on a vertebra, fearful of ending up paraplegic from her altruistic massage.

After two or three minutes of danger, I finally sat up. I turned and sat facing her. I took off my T-shirt. I was hot. I looked into her green eyes, at her clear, pure, clean face. Carolina didn’t need makeup for absolutely anything. I looked lower: her brown nightgown covered her body with finesse and neatness. I reached out a hand and caressed one of her breasts over the delicate fabric. She accepted the caress and moved closer. It all happened very quickly. Our lips made contact, our heads tilted. Someone decided to start and suddenly our mouths opened. I felt her hot tongue and brought my hands to the nape of her neck. She brought her hands to my face with an almost inhuman delicacy. The make-out session was slow and heartfelt. Our heads moved in rhythm. I then captured her lower lip and pulled it slightly with my own lips, and I realized then that it was our first kiss since her night with Daniel. Now I was, once again, the last one to have kissed her. And I didn’t know what to feel.

Carolina’s activity during the kiss had been extremely sweet, but at the same time neutral, hygienic, harmonically conjugal. The familiar one. The expected one. I knew I couldn’t hope for her to put her hand on my chest, to push me backward, to take off my pants, and to climb on top of me. Instead, what happened was that we went to the bedroom, announcing each step. There I undressed while realizing that it had been weeks since we had fucked, and I also didn’t know what to feel upon realizing that the last one who had been inside my wife’s body had been Daniel.

There was no improvement or change whatsoever. In the bedroom's dimness, I was kissing a moderately passive body. She used her hands more to adjust herself than to attack me. I, completely naked and on top of her, after minutes of kissing her lips, nibbling her neck, and caressing her breasts, directed my member and sought to dethrone Daniel as the last one to have been inside my wife. And then, without anesthesia, with solemn weight, I heard in a despotic whisper:

“Where are you going? I’m not ready yet.”

I absorbed the blow. I didn’t give up. I withdrew and kissed her abdomen. I crawled and took refuge between her legs. Fumbling, I explored her body and ended up kissing the inner side of her thighs and burying my face in her pubic hair. There I inhaled a pussy scent that left me wanting more; I thought the shower had cleaned it too thoroughly and that ten minutes of her husband’s kisses had been insufficient to undo that cleanliness. The absolute frustration came when first my lips, and then my tongue, encountered an abstracted and impassive sex. A completely disinterested pussy. Her pussy welcomed me, as had been usual for some time now, in a laconic and worn-out manner. I remembered then that just three nights ago, with my tie over her eyes, sitting on the sofa, she had offered an open and deflowered pussy, a hungry and willing pussy, and I became enraged knowing it had been that way because she was thinking about Daniel, because she was remembering how Daniel had fucked her.

I hadn’t kissed even four times, hadn’t licked even three times, that withdrawn sex, when I heard:

“Leave it... It doesn’t matter. We have to get up early tomorrow.”

I sat up. On my knees between her legs. In the almost absolute darkness. And, with pain, knowing it was a blow I was inflicting on myself, I raised the idea of putting on a condom. Something we sometimes did to take advantage of the lubricant on the condom itself, to make penetration more feasible. I swallowed. I hesitated. And finally, tense and distressed, I whispered:

“Should I put on a condom?”

“No... Leave it. Rafa, seriously.”

After hearing her, I surrendered and fell on top of her. She welcomed me and wrapped her legs around me. Our chests made contact, skin to skin, and I could feel her heart beating, and she mine. She, lying on her back, caressed my hair, and I smelled her mane and her neck. And I thought that at least we had that, which wasn’t insignificant. Because I never, ever, despite all the lies I had heard in the last week, had doubted her love.

We stayed like that for a few minutes. I ended up closing my eyes. And it was the first time that, after closing them, I saw darkness. But darkness that was light. A darkness without harrowing images. A darkness, while she caressed my hair, that gave me peace.


CHAPTER 9

I opened one eye. I looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand: it was three in the morning. I discovered the reason for my wakefulness: I felt an uncontrollable urge to urinate. Every time I couldn’t make it through the night without going to the bathroom, I told myself I was getting older. I was approaching forty and knew I should take these signs of deterioration philosophically.

As I always did in these situations, I grabbed my mobile phone to use the screen light so I wouldn’t have to turn on the bedroom light. I didn’t want to wake Carolina or fully wake myself up.

Once in the bathroom, I sat down on the toilet to urinate in a calmer manner, as I knew it would be a slow and prolonged process.

While the stream of urine came out leisurely and I gradually felt relief, I took advantage of having my phone in hand to distract myself by checking social media. My finger scrolled through images listlessly. I had never seen much charm in this exhibitionism of lives when, without warning, I remembered that Silvia, Silvia G-spot.

I hadn’t thought about her at all since she’d hurriedly said goodbye in that narrow hallway of that strange venue. It had all been a fleeting delirium. An appearance taken out of context. I wondered if it had been real. If she hadn’t been pulling my leg.

I couldn’t remember exactly how to type the G-spot thing in the application’s search bar, but after two or three attempts, I found the aforementioned woman without much trouble.

As she herself had said, her social media was wide open. Anyone who wanted to dedicate time to it could learn all about this girl’s works and wonders going back quite a few years.

In the darkness of the bathroom adjacent to the bedroom, sitting on the toilet, illuminated only by my phone screen, I found myself scrutinizing photo after photo of that strange girl. They say there’s something intangible in the instant projection of a person, also of a space or situation; that your evolved mind saves you time and filters for you, positively or negatively. My mind, from the first moment, despite her peculiarity, had forewarned me positively, telling me there was no danger or malice there.

That girl seemed pleasant, different, peculiar. She was smiling in almost all the photos. She appeared to travel quite a bit, though discreetly and without too many resources. In other photos, she could be seen with an earpiece and some kind of uniform vest. There were also images of art: sculptures, paintings. Photos in front of monuments. Gradually I formed the idea that she was dedicated to something related to all that, perhaps working as a tour guide more or less professionally or to earn money for other purposes. There were also many nightlife photos: lesbianism everywhere. Many group photos, with many friends: gays all over the place. Until suddenly one photo, at night, in front of a pub, her next to a man, a man almost identical to Daniel.

“You’ve got to be kidding me...” I whispered upon seeing that version, probably homosexual, of Daniel, and immediately told myself that it would have been useful if that friend of Silvia’s had been there the night I met her, the night I had been looking for men similar to Daniel to put Carolina in a tight spot.

I continued exploring and, once I had located him, found many more images featuring that man: bald, or probably shaved, with a beard, stocky, muscular. Even in photos where he appeared with a restrained smile, he showed a countenance, a gesture, that was similar.

I then came across a photograph where both of them appeared, Silvia G-spot and the Daniel lookalike, in front of what seemed to be the door of the venue where I had met her the previous Saturday. I wanted to zoom in on the photo to confirm if it was indeed the facade of that strange gay venue, when suddenly, as a result of my fingers moving to enlarge the image, a heart flowed across the screen. I had accidentally sent a “like.”

“Fuck my life...” I whispered.

I tried to undo the mess. And I wasn’t even sure if I’d succeeded. The photo was from the previous year. I had scrolled down quite a bit looking for more images of the damn homosexual double of Daniel.

I sighed. I lowered my head. I didn’t understand what I was doing there sitting at three in the morning, snooping around. I went back to bed and tried to fall asleep as soon as possible.

Just after seven in the morning, I woke up. Carolina, who always got up fifteen minutes before me, must have already been in the kitchen having coffee. I then checked my phone and found a disturbing development: I had a notification from that social network, something that never happened.

I sat up a bit and found a friend request and a private message. Silvia G-spot was reappearing in my life, and this time I couldn’t blame anyone or anything but my own stupidity.

“So you’re not Official Pablo López, you’re Rafael, underscore underscore underscore twelve. You really put effort into that name. It would be cooler if you were Rafael Sanzio, wouldn’t it? Something cool like that” she had written, trying to be funny, I suppose, and obviously referring to the Renaissance painter.

I don’t know why. Perhaps because it seemed too cynical, or even childish, to have given signs of life only to disappear afterward, but the fact is that I accepted her friend request. Then I showered and got dressed for work. That day it was quite hot again.


CHAPTER 10

Fortunately, she received my acceptance but didn’t take it any further. I didn’t respond to her silly art history reference, and the matter was properly put to rest. I also didn’t hear anything more from Daniel, at least not on my phone, but suspicions were inevitable regarding Carolina’s phone.

It wasn’t that I noticed an excessive dependence on her phone, but I did see her typing on it from time to time around the house. After observing her, I would ask about Marta, and she would respond with trivialities, pretense, and reluctance. Sometimes I wondered if I wasn’t checking her phone not because I thought she was too smart to not delete messages immediately, but because I didn’t want to face the painful reality.

Friday arrived, and Carolina had a dinner for a friend’s birthday in the city center. I stayed home alone. I tried to distract myself with a book I was halfway through and wanted to finish, but I couldn’t get back into it. Then I tried watching a series, but I couldn’t get engaged with that either. I ended up going out to the terrace, and my eyes went, as if by recent instinct, to Daniel’s terrace; no other apartment in the entire complex existed for me except that one.

I didn’t see anyone out there, but I did see lights on. I wondered what the chances were that another tenant would appear with whom something might happen.

That night I felt different, agitated; I felt a strange tingling; the need for something to happen. I was considering many things, countless ideas occurred to me that might calm this restlessness: I thought about taking a photo with my phone, pointing toward Daniel’s house, sending it to my wife so she could see the lights on, and making up that I had seen an attractive man out there. I also thought about giving in and writing to Daniel, insisting on why he had insulted Carolina and made that threat or false advice, that “keep her on a tight leash.” I also thought about how to get hold of my wife’s phone as soon as I saw her typing in a suspiciously furtive manner.

I was in the midst of these extravagant musings when my phone vibrated in my hand. I immediately checked the screen to find Silvia dot G making her reappearance. Deep down, I knew this moment would come sooner or later.

I unlocked my phone and read:

“Hey, how’s it going with your hot wife? Are you guys going out tonight? I’ll be where we were the other night.”

Curiously, at first, the question that caught my attention most was the second one; I wondered how long it had been since someone had asked me that.

My mind, already in motion, began to scheme. The truth was that all the elements were in place. There was only one unknown: the presence of Daniel’s double. I thought it wouldn’t be difficult to suggest picking up my wife from the restaurant where she was and then propose having a drink where we were last Saturday. There, if the infamous double was present, I could play at putting my wife in that coveted predicament. Who knows if with Silvia dot G’s help I might manage to arrange an encounter.

I also thought it was absolute nonsense. Carolina could refuse. My wife could say she wasn’t attracted to that man at all or give any evasive answer. Even the double might not be willing to participate, or in person he might exude so much homosexuality that any attempt would be impossible.

But then, as if drawing a card from the deck that perfectly matched the mediocre ones I already held, I came up with a twist: telling Carolina, if Silvia’s friend was indeed there, something like: “that Daniel guy, from the beginning, I’ve always imagined him looking like that guy you see there.”

I looked at the horizon. At the starry night. And I imagined Carolina’s face trying to hide her surprise while simultaneously doubting the extraordinary coincidence, after hearing me.

I thought then about responding to Silvia and asking her about this man, but I felt I didn’t have enough patience to engage in a conversation with her. Nor did I see myself giving her explanations about why I needed the presence of a specific friend of hers that night. And it wouldn’t be easy to justify myself to Carolina if Silvia approached me in the venue. As I thought about my plan, I took two steps forward and one step back.

I was in the midst of these thoughts when Silvia wrote to me again. And I found myself facing a paragraph that seemed quite large, and that I certainly wasn’t expecting. I immediately read:

“Well, if you guys come, great, it’ll be nice to see you. If not, no worries. And don’t worry, if I see you I won’t come over and bother you. If I see you with her, unless you authorize it, I’ll act like I don’t know you, since she probably doesn’t know you’re giving ‘likes’ in the middle of the night.”

I realized that this at least addressed the biggest hole in my plan. The most awkward loose end had fixed itself.

I debated whether to respond to the peculiar Silvia dot G, but I didn’t want to complicate things further. What I did do was write to Carolina, offering to pick her up. After she accepted, we agreed on a specific time and I went to take a shower.

From the car, I watched my wife saying goodbye to her friends at the restaurant door. I was parked across the street and could clearly see a certain apathy in their faces. There were no raucous laughs or effusive hugs, just a few tired smiles and farewell gestures.


Carolina was adjusting the blazer that covered her short, dark dress, while the others dispersed, walking toward their respective cars or the taxi stand. From the beginning, they all knew the night would end with dinner; there would be no drinks or extensions. It was obvious that my wife had accepted my offer to pick her up because she knew no one would be up for having a drink afterward. I watched her cross the street, with a calm expression, as if the predictability of the night had brought her a kind of relief. When she got into the car, she smiled at me, and I knew she appreciated the favor, although she didn’t know my intentions weren’t so selfless. 

I started the engine knowing that in less than three minutes I would face a fork in the road: toward our house or toward a parking lot near that strange gay bar. I knew I needed to break the ice and appear enthusiastic about suggesting we have a drink together, but she beat me to it:

“And why are you all dressed up and freshly showered?”

“Well, I was bored at home and I had an idea.”

“Oh, really? What idea?” she smiled, moderately amused, which encouraged me.

“Well... We could have a drink together, like last Saturday.”

Carolina seemed to hesitate, and the car was heading inexorably toward the crossroads.

“Hmm. I don’t know. Where?” she finally asked.

“Maybe where we went Saturday? It was nice.”

“It was nice?” she seemed surprised.

“Yes, wasn’t it? We had a good time the other night.”

“Rafa... but we were bored out of our minds at that gay bar. Well, I was alone for half an hour.”

“Don’t exaggerate...” I protested, but tried not to sound confrontational. “You’re exaggerating. I think we had a good time,” I insisted in a calm voice.

She fell silent and began looking out the window.

“So you don’t want to?” I asked.

“No. Not really.”

“I thought you had a good time.”

“You had a good time, later at home,” she said, her tone now somewhat sharp.

“And you didn’t?” I countered.

And then there was silence. Carolina was looking straight ahead and I was already taking the road toward our house. She was showing more leg than cleavage, with a somewhat short dress but no neckline. Her shoulders were covered by a blazer in a similar shade to the dress, but despite this, her overall appearance wasn’t dull but attractive and eye-catching.

“Do you want to try again and see what happens?” she suddenly asked, in a more cordial tone.

“See what happens?”

“Yes, like Saturday but better. I mean. What happened, what we did at home. It’s just that the ending was a bit...” she whispered, and I understood that she was indeed reproaching me for my abrupt finale.

“A bit...?” I asked, wanting her to explain. Although it was obvious, I wanted to hear it from her.

“A bit... you left me a bit thrown off. Finishing... the way you finished... instead of finishing... I don’t know. Properly.”

“Fine, let’s try and see. With a different ending,” I replied, disguising obvious resentment.

And that “different ending” clearly consisted of her wanting to imagine, or remember, using me, that Daniel was fucking her again.


CHAPTER 11

There was much more coldness in the air than on Saturday night. Not only from my side, as I was unable to hide the discomfort and even repulsion that her eagerness to remember her sex with Daniel produced in me, but I also saw in her a strange tension and distance. Moreover, for both of us it had been unexpected; the Carolina who had gotten into the car had been different from the Carolina who had gotten out.

In the elevator I was abandoned again, but this time she had the decency not to pretend disgust while looking at herself in the mirror. She was fixing her hair, making sure everything was in place, staring intently at herself, narrowing her green eyes, adjusting her clothes as if she didn’t already know perfectly well that there was nothing to adjust.

“How was dinner, by the way? I haven’t even asked you,” I said, disturbing her intimate moment of smugness.

“Fine,” she answered without elaborating.

Unlike the other night, we hadn’t been, at any point, even remotely close to kissing.

We entered the house and I didn’t have time to manage or plan how I intended to develop the Saturday night scenario “with another ending.” She seemed to have it quite clear. As soon as we reached the living room she said:

“Wait for me here.”

In my mind, a “whatever you say” formed, but I didn’t actually say it. Behind me, I heard her turn on the same lamp as Saturday night and disappear down the hallway with firm steps.

I sighed. It hurt that she was using me for her performance, but at the same time, as soon as I envisioned it, even if very fleetingly, it excited me. Even regarding my feelings toward her, there was that confusion, that contradiction. The animosity fluctuated with love as if on a graph where the lines of both aspects sometimes crossed, rising and falling, and other times ran parallel. It wasn’t a mathematical rule where greater resentment meant less love.

I went out to the terrace. As before I had gone to pick up Carolina, the lights in what I now always called “Daniel’s house” were on, but I didn’t see anyone. I strained my eyes in case I wasn’t being observant enough and perhaps there was someone on the terrace, under a turned-off light, as Daniel and I had been when we were spying on my wife from a distance, but it seemed there was no one out there.

I remembered that moment when Daniel and I had been there, and I shuddered. The clarity of my memories from that night often surpassed the feelings of what was happening to me in real time. I remembered the impact of seeing her, when I was still pretending I was just observing a “cock-teasing neighbor”; the impact, the surprise, the astonishment of seeing your own wife in an unknown context; an unprecedented attitude, such unusual behavior that had left me disoriented, not knowing what to think.

Standing at the terrace railing, I remembered myself from the other side, on the terrace that I now saw dark in the distance. I could smell that night and even Daniel’s body odor. I remembered how Carolina had unbuttoned a first button and then another, and another. Without apparent reason. I remembered feeling that it made no sense. I remembered seeing in the distance, later, all the buttons of her blue shirt unbuttoned. I remembered how she kept the cigarette in her mouth while showing off. And, above all, the outrageous thing afterward, when she had rolled up her sleeves and opened her shirt, a little, but in a forced and unnatural way. The extraordinary, sensual and disconcerting moment that followed: when she had finished the movement allowing a glimpse of an extensive black bra. I remembered my incredulous astonishment and Daniel’s phrase: “Damn… she must have amazing tits naked…” I shuddered knowing that the bastard would not only see my wife’s breasts that night but would do quite a bit more.

I swallowed hard. I was standing at the exact spot where Carolina had positioned herself that night. My masochistic phrases came back to my mind then: “were you that horny?”, “were you that desperate…?”

I then remembered all my wife’s maneuvers, her logistics so that only Daniel could spy on her: extending the awning so that it would protect her from the upper floors and only he could see her. She had it all planned out. All to turn on that muscular giant. I wondered if she had fantasized about him long before Thursday night. I wondered if perhaps she had touched herself thinking about him, maybe as early as Monday or Tuesday, after her first performances, public, but essentially private, for him. Then I wondered if Carolina had ever touched herself thinking about me even a single miserable time.

I then heard a sound behind me that startled me. I heard Carolina approaching. I turned around, left the terrace and entered our house. I went to meet her and, as I did so and reviewed her outfit, I again felt that cocktail of disgust, indignation, and morbid fascination.

There was a new gleam in her eyes. An agitation. I read her immediately. I knew, at least that’s how I felt, that she was coming already excited from minutes before. It seemed evident that she had become aroused while dressing. At that moment I felt something that bordered on rage and frustration. And not only because I was witnessing that excitement that wasn’t for me, but also because she had decided to complete the performance: to the silk shirt and leather skirt, elements from Saturday night with me, and Thursday with Daniel, she had added the element that had been missing: those tall black boots that weren’t just a cherry on top, but an abrupt correction: from suggestive to aggressive, from contained eroticism to blatant provocation.

I approached without saying anything. Thanks to the heels of the boots, she was at my height. Her golden hair, thrown back, falling down her back, cleared the landscape, leaving you alone with the frontal view that radiated sexuality; the white silk shirt looked almost translucent in contrast to the dim light of the lamp, calmly explaining to you just how powerful her breasts were. She received me with a restless gesture, but I didn’t observe her face too much, as her nipples, visible through the fabric, seduced my gaze and captured my sight, and took me back again, faithfully, to her night with Daniel.

The exuberance of her body asked me, almost ordered me, to surrender, to accept my role. Her clothes, her sexuality, her eagerness, all pushed me to succumb and accept my role as a puppet.

Again, I wasn’t sure if it was my excitement or her desire to enact what she longed for as soon as possible, but before I knew it, her hands were already on my waist and mine were drawing her face toward me. Held by the nape of her neck, my wife kissed and allowed herself to be kissed. Rarely had I felt the throbbing, the bouncing, the twisting, the growth of my member already with the first kiss. Her tongue was electricity and I liked that. Her lips were moisture and that pleased me. Her purring was ostentatious, almost theatrical, and that bothered me.

The kiss was long, heartfelt. Our mouths, whenever they seemed to withdraw, returned in a cyclical continuation. Carolina sometimes squeezed my waist and purred in such a sexual way that my member pounded against the prison of my clothes. I knew that if my cock could give me an order, it would tell me to free it or to stop. I did neither; in fact, I provoked an even greater desperation in it, because while almost biting her lips, I brought one of my hands to one of her breasts, and caressed her tit over her shirt. My cock twitched as my hand felt how the smooth, warm texture of the silk contrasted with the firmness beneath. My palm perceived a nipple, hard and almost protruding, that stood out wildly under the silk. I wanted then to feel more, to knead more, to get drunk on the full volume of that breast: I squeezed and released, squeezed, heard a soft moan and then released again. I squeezed, intoxicated by feeling her feminine power under the silk of her shirt with my hand, and then released. And then I broke the kiss and whispered:

“What’s the point of a bra, right?”

My wife, after a couple of seconds of silence, answered:

“Yes. What for. Don’t you prefer it this way?”

Face to face. It wasn’t just a gleam I saw in her eyes, it was almost a fire. She looked at me, but I knew she didn’t desire me. She simply wanted me to fulfill my mission. Her excitement wasn’t about what was in front of her but about what I would give her the possibility to remember.

I unbuttoned one button, with great ease, with a snap of two of my fingers, silent and subtle. And I was about to slip a hand through the neckline I had created, but finally decided to caress her breast over the silk again, with extreme delicacy, almost without even touching it, and then whispered:


“Do you like the feel of your shirt on your tits?” 

My wife seemed to hesitate. Perhaps she wanted less talk and more action.

“What kind of question is that?” she finally answered, with her hands on my waist and allowing my caresses on her breast over her clothes.

“It’s a normal question,” I said.

“Well yes, look, it’s a feeling I like... on my tits. And you?” she replied with a mixture of eroticism and cockiness that stirred my body.

“Me, what?”

“Do you like that I’m not wearing a bra?” she asked, and I, almost unintentionally from the fondling, unbuttoned another button.

“Well yes... you could go out with me like this one day. Or one night, better,” I managed to say, pretending that what I was touching barely affected me.

“And what if someone sees me like this? Someone we know?” she provoked.

“We could go to another city. Or on vacation. Somewhere else,” I answered, and from my mind sprouted a phrase I didn’t utter, but a phrase that said: “Maybe if you go out like this with me... you’ll get wet... and your pussy will open, even if just a little... without needing to think about Daniel.”

At that moment Carolina brought her hands to the button of my pants, which surprised me, as it was unusual.

I let her do it, but she was having trouble unbuttoning it. I looked down and whispered:

“You put on those boots.”

“Yes, you had a good idea. Although to go out like this... the combo is too much.”

“The combo is too much?” I provoked while Carolina gave up on the button and looked for the zipper of my pants.

“Yes, don’t you think? The skirt so short... this shirt that’s so thin it’s almost like wearing nothing... these boots that are a bit slutty...” my wife whispered as the sound of my pants zipper coming down was heard and I unbuttoned another button of her shirt.

And I felt she had made it too easy for me. So much so that it was impossible for me to contain myself. And I let it out:

“Yeah... I wish that Daniel guy had seen you like this...”

Again I looked for a reaction in her expression. I looked into her eyes. I observed her. And she, absolutely composed, serene and expressionless, said:

“Yeah... Can you imagine? He would have thought I was a slut... if I had shown up like this... with him.”

“Yeah... A real slut,” I answered as I felt her hand making its way through the double opening of my pants and underwear. “And what clothes were you wearing?”

“When I was with him?” she asked, cynically, and I suddenly felt a notable pleasure, a delightful release, a wonderful relief, feeling her hand, which saved me; her warm hand that took hold of my cock, grabbed it decisively, and pulled it out through the opening of my pants.

“Yes. What clothes were you wearing?” I insisted with my cock emerging through the opening. Straight, firm, horizontal, facing her, almost touching the tip of her skirt.

“Well... I don’t remember. By the way,” she said while grabbing my cock as I fondled her breasts over her shirt with both hands.

“By the way, what?” I asked.

“That... speaking of Daniel. I want you to know that... he’s back here again.”


CHAPTER 12

My body vibrated, and perhaps she, who was holding me by what protruded from the opening in my pants, noticed it. Perhaps she had felt my trembling, my shock, in her hand, originating precisely from there. I tried not to stop my caresses on her breasts over her clothes; I tried to appear calm, but it was radically impossible for me.

I immediately thought about the lights on in Daniel’s house. I was overwhelmed thinking he might be there, so close. How was it possible... Barely five or six days had passed.

I swallowed hard. I looked at her. I felt her determined hand, holding me. I didn’t look down, but I knew she was gripping a hard, exposed cock; my pink glans uncovered, the normal thickness of my ordinary member. Although the opening I had created in her shirt now allowed me to touch breast, touch flesh, touch nipple, and knead her swollen breasts without impediment, I decided not to reveal any clumsiness due to my nerves and continued anchored in my subtle caresses over her shirt, seeking, sometimes with my thumbs, sometimes with other fingers, to emphasize the uneven contact between the delicacy of the silk and the hardness of her nipples.

“And that? Hadn’t he come because he was traveling?” I tried to appear serene.

“Well, it seems he comes quite often.”

“Didn’t you tell me you weren’t writing to each other? Has he called you?”

“He wrote to me today,” answered my wife, who seemed not to weaken with each response, but rather the opposite. It also seemed that with each question, she squeezed harder.

And there was silence. We stared at each other. And then something happened. I felt a spasm as a consequence of her movement. I even slightly flexed my knees and sighed, as my wife began to caress the glans of my member, delicately, with her thumb. I wasn’t looking down but I could feel the moisture and understood that she was spreading the pre-seminal fluid that I had been releasing from that pink head; moistening, not allowing any recess to remain unimpregnated. My body shuddered, she had me captive, but now not by firmly gripping me but by the pleasure that minimal movement of her finger gave me on the most sensitive part of my body.

And I knew she was doing it to calm me, to tame me, so I wouldn’t rebel. And then she let it out:

“I want you two to meet.”

I swallowed hard and my hands began to tremble, the caresses she was giving me on the tip of my cock were impeccable, the ones I was giving her on her breasts over her shirt were erratic and clumsy.

“When? Did you say he’s here already? Where?” I asked, and I was so tense that I felt as if I was listening to myself from outside, as if a body foreign to myself was speaking.

“He’s coming next Thursday. Did I tell you earlier that he’s here? Well, no. He’s coming Thursday.”

“And he’s coming here? To the building next door?”

“No, this time to a hotel.”

There was silence, and then Carolina helped herself with her other hand. She maneuvered efficiently, completely extracting the whole package; my cock and my balls. She did what she wanted with me. She pressed closer. Then she began to masturbate me, slowly. In a rhythmic and unhurried manner. My cock didn’t understand suspicions or fears, it rose and hardened, grateful for each maneuver. Her masturbation made me feel a different pleasure, less spasmodic than that moistening of my glans, more sustained, more bearable.

“What do you want to happen with him? Why do you want us to meet?” I managed to ask, still trying to appear serene.

“I think he’s an idiot. You know that. But I want you to decide,” she answered, with all her impudence.

“Me decide?” I asked in a louder tone.

“Yes. You decide.”

I had to stop looking into her eyes. Her shamelessness overwhelmed me. Her audacity entailed an unbearable betrayal. I could still feel how she masturbated me. No matter how much my mind schemed, no matter how much rage I felt, my pleasure didn’t cease. Then I lowered my gaze and managed to unbutton the last two buttons of her shirt that remained fastened. Suddenly I found myself calmer; as if the nerves concentrated with greater intensity before the verdict than when it had already been revealed.

Taking advantage of her completely unbuttoned shirt, I opened it a bit more. Her breasts appeared before me with such tremendous forcefulness that perhaps she noticed another tremor in me. Her areolas looked so categorical and her nipples so excessive that I could barely contain an animal and violent urge to grope there with vigor and inconsideration, or even to lick and bite with savage roughness.

“Me decide...” I repeated.

“Yes,” she answered and, to my surprise, released my member.

She stepped back a little. My cock remained firm. Her shirt remained open. Her breasts and my member were exposed, everything else was covered. She seemed to be waiting for my decision. She probably thought I would accept. After all, how many times had I been the instigator in seeking a third person with the aim of trying to solve a problem that seemed unsolvable.

Her expression showed confidence. Her expectation and excitement for me to accept enraged me.

And then I said to her:

“Go to the bar.”

“Excuse me?” she immediately bristled.

“You told me on Saturday that you wanted me to fuck you on it... And... how did it go? 'Then I get down and you fuck me standing up, against the counter.' Didn't you say something like that?”

She remained silent.

“I'm guessing all that was about fantasizing about what would have happened if Daniel hadn't behaved like an idiot, right?”

“Maybe,” she answered.

She understood that I wanted to delay my verdict. And she accepted it. She smoothed her hair, looking at me, setting the pace, as if wanting to tell me that she was also obeying because she wanted to. And then she walked past me. I turned to watch her determined walk. I could hear the thundering of her high-heeled boots hitting the floor with each step. Her breasts swayed shamelessly and freely, bouncing firmly with her walk. She covered the required four or five meters and, once she reached the kitchen counter, I said:

“Better not climb up. Let's go straight to the second part of your fantasy with the idiot, brute and bossy guy.”

Carolina stood still. She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear and I continued.

“It's just that I think your imaginary fuck with Daniel would have been a bit uncomfortable. Or that Daniel is quite a bit taller than me.”

I was laying my traps and baits with each sentence, but it was still true that if she climbed onto the counter and received me there, I would probably struggle to reach the required height to penetrate her.

Carolina, perhaps eager to imagine the second part of her fuck with Daniel, or perhaps anxious to finish once and for all so I could give her an answer about whether I accepted the three of us meeting, complied and positioned herself in front of the counter, with her back to me.

I then grabbed my member, felt the heat and hardness there that wasn't subsiding, and approached her. I sensed in her recent attitude more willingness, more desire for me to finish quickly and authorize the three-way date, than to imagine that I was Daniel. However, I knew that her excitement wouldn't be an impediment, that since she had dressed identically to the night with that animal, her pussy had become excited and expansive.

I felt powerful. She herself had opened the door for me to have the decision-making power. And, above all, time was on my side. I also felt that after my acceptance or denial, she would regain power.

I positioned myself behind her and felt like Daniel for a moment. Or at least I saw exactly what he had seen: that impressive woman, blonde, with those clothes, with those slutty boots fixed on the floor, waiting to be penetrated. I tried to imagine what that bastard would have felt, looking to one side and seeing the cuckolded husband of such a woman, staring in astonishment, excitedly waiting for the coup de grace.

I put my hands on my wife's leather skirt and began to pull it upward. Carolina remained still, with her hands on the counter. She didn't turn around. And I soon discovered that there was nothing there, no underwear hiding anything. Her buttocks emerged clear, extensive and lascivious. I kept uncovering until I fixed her leather skirt at her waist and whispered:

“Panties or thong for what, right?”

And she, without being intimidated despite her receptive and subjugated posture, answered after tucking her hair behind her ear again:

“Yes. For what.”

Her cockiness infuriated me. Especially when I remembered her with him. The more confident she tried to appear before me, the more I wanted to confess that I knew everything. I remembered when she had been with him, in the identical position, and had separated her legs a little... I thought that sometimes I felt like dying to tell her that I knew, that I remembered things as trivial as that moment when the sound of boots against the floor had resonated in a disturbing way. To tell her that I had witnessed everything and that I vividly remembered when Daniel had forcefully spanked her buttocks; that “Smack!” that had thundered with a roar, and how she had been propelled to stand on tiptoe as a result of the impact. To tell her that I remembered her submissive and complaining “Ow!” as a consequence of Daniel's spanking. Complaining and submissive laments, but above all eager for him to fuck her.

With her skirt now gathered up, I wanted to verify that her pussy was the one that had been with Daniel, and the one it was when she thought or had thought about him. To make sure, I used my hand, my fingers, fingers that I decisively brought to her sex, and immediately felt wet and protruding lips. My wife trembled a little, always with her face forward. For her, perhaps this wasn't easy. She must have felt some shame in revealing a clearly different state as a consequence of having fantasized about him. Our attempt at normal sex was still very recent, her pussy's apathetic attitude toward me a few nights ago was still very recent.

I didn't want to emphasize her shame. I didn't want to provoke the opening of a war with a whisper. I didn't want to reproach her for the fact that if she thought about that imbecile, her pussy would melt.

Perhaps taking a risk, I couldn't help but reenact experiences I remembered. And I wasn't doing it at all to help her remember, because I already assumed that she was experiencing this as a formality to go through before my verdict. So I began to knead my wife's bare buttocks as I had seen Daniel do. I wanted to feel like him. I separated her buttocks and observed how her pussy opened: her lips, wet and fleshy, separated as a consequence of the movement. I remembered that when Daniel had done it, my wife had sometimes turned around, asking him with her gaze to invade her, but with me she remained almost completely still.

After that kneading of her buttocks, I did something Daniel hadn't done: I slid one of my fingers along her pussy. First on the outside, then inside. That finger entered with astonishing ease. Then I used two and the cavity welcomed them without effort. I pulled out my wet fingers and wiped them on one of her buttocks. My wife said nothing. I looked at my hard member, close to her ass, and her boots, and her skirt, and her shirt, and her face always facing forward, and her body always patient.

And I whispered:

“Going back to the subject... If Daniel saw you dressed like this, he’d think you were a whore.”

Carolina said nothing.

I then placed the tip at the entrance of her sex and said:

“It’s true that night you asked me what kind of cuckold I would be, and I told you maybe a submissive cuckold.”

My wife, finally, perhaps surprised by the phrase, turned her face.

And I continued:

“The truth is I don’t know. And you? What kind of whore would you be?”

After saying it, I realized I was extremely aroused. Only that morbid delirium could make me talk like that. But my wife didn’t seem so surprised, and simply, turned toward me and feeling my cock brushing against the protruding lips of her pussy, whispered:

“I don’t know...”

My mind, spurred by an uncontainable excitement, by an excitement accumulated since that fateful night, was operating faster than I could control, and verbalizing phrases that I couldn’t contain, and didn’t feel were essentially mine:

“You know there are those who overact and moan, and others who barely moan, who limit themselves to being a pussy for the client. What type would you be?” I repeated, and she whispered:

“I don’t know...”

And after saying it, she placed part of her hair behind her ear again and turned her face forward.

And then I, frustrated by her refusal to answer me... pushed.

I pushed. I buried myself. I put it into my wife. Carolina’s pussy welcomed me. And an oppressive heat embraced me. An overwhelming pleasure. An almost unfair delight. An extraordinary joy. And it was that to the pure touch, to the physical pleasure of feeling her wet and burning pussy, was added the mental pleasure of knowing that that pussy wasn’t like this for me, that she hadn’t dressed like this for me, that her tits didn’t hang from her torso swollen and hard for me, that her nipples weren’t rigid for me.

And perhaps what excited me most was her silence. Her almost absolute muteness. I had put my cock all the way in and she hadn’t even gasped. The contrast with the memory of her trembling, of her spasms of pleasure when Daniel had penetrated her, drove me crazy.

I, completely inside her, with my balls contacting her body, whispered:

“You’d be one of the quiet whores, from what I see.”

And my wife, despite all my proposals of belligerence, didn’t respond. She accepted my dishonest phrases and my grievances. And I wondered if she did it so I would finish as soon as possible and tell her if I accepted her proposal, or if she did it because her feeling of guilt prevented her from revolting and counterattacking.

I then pulled completely out of her body and panted shamelessly. I felt it was the least I deserved. The very least I deserved was to enjoy my wife, my unfaithful wife. I emitted a long “Ufff...” which I deduced might have sounded unpleasant to her, to that wife who didn’t even tremble minimally when feeling empty again.

And I, unbridled and seeking her limits, pushed again, invaded her again, this time with a little more intensity. And after feeling again the immense pleasure her dilated and wet pussy gave me, and after verifying again that she didn’t emit the slightest sound, I whispered:

“Imagine Daniel fucking you like this, like one of the quiet whores. Imagine you’re just a pussy for him.”

After saying this, she turned her face slightly, and, far from rebelling, from answering me, she closed her eyes... and removed one of the hands she had resting on the bar and brought it to contain, to feel, one of her breasts that hung freely, taking advantage of the opening of her shirt.

“If he saw you like this... with this look... uh...” I whispered to her as I penetrated her, as I fucked her, as my cock slid with unprecedented ease. And she, with her eyes closed and clinging to her tit, let herself be fucked, let herself be rocked, and didn’t emit the slightest moan, and that excited me so much... It excited me so much that with him she would have screamed, she would have come undone, she would have shouted, she would have cum... and that with me she wouldn’t even pant... It was so humiliating that I felt I was already about to cum.

Accusatory phrases bounced in my mind. I thought about how she could be such a whore to have fucked him, and to lie to me... How she could be such a slut to have cum with that ease with him, when with me it was impossible for her to do it if she didn’t bring her hands to her clitoris while I penetrated her. I thought about how she was such a bitch to not even moan the slightest bit no matter how much I invaded her. And then I would accelerate the rhythm and pant, and moan, and she would accept that in-and-out with an indifference that was in itself an offense. She simply emitted minimal “Hmm”, “Hmm”, harsh, insensitive... She barely felt pleasure, she held onto her tit and closed her eyes and perhaps thought of him, but she did it in a calm and conscious way, without feeling net or strictly physical pleasure. My cock in her pussy was a mere and anodyne intruder, which barely contributed anything to her, and that excited me more and more...

… And my resonant gasps overlapped with her taciturn “Hmm”, “Hmm”, and the noise of our bodies accelerated and her “Hmm”, “Hmm”, “Hmm” became increasingly cadenced, occurring with greater frequency, but always equally silent and devoid of pleasure. And I looked down and saw how the lips of her sex moved back and forth with my member, automatic and efficient… but they didn’t quite detach, my cock couldn’t quite conquer that pussy, couldn’t quite undo it, damage it, diminish it… as Daniel had done. I felt that five minutes of that incessant penetration produced less pleasure for that pussy than the mere act of having dressed in those clothes imagining she was dressing for that bastard Daniel.

And all that rage and desperation made me remember when Daniel had pulled out of her body and had come on her, on her back, on her clothes, on her buttocks. And then, between gasps, and while listening to her “Hmm, Hmm” from my constant thrusts, I leaned forward, grabbed firmly the breast she wasn’t caressing and whispered to her:

“What if he fucked you? Huh…! If I wanted him to fuck you…! Would you let him come inside, huh?”

“Hmm… Hmmm…” my wife contained her breathing from my thrusts, but didn’t respond.

“Tell me… would you let him come inside? Huh…! Mhh… Go-od…” I was melting with pleasure and didn’t stop fucking her.

And she didn’t answer. Didn’t respond. She continued with her austere and neutral “Hmm”, “Hmm”.

“Fuck…! God…!” I suddenly roared, feeling myself dissolving from so much arousal from her silence, so much pleasure from the wetness of her pussy, and the delight from the touch of her enormous breast in my hand.

“Ohh…! Fu-ck…” I gasped and whispered to her… while I came, while I flooded her, while I dissolved, while I felt how a torrent flowed, left me and filled her:

“Oh…! MMM…! Only I come inside… Huh…! Carolina…”

“Hmm… Hmmm…” she breathed in listless puffs.

“God…!! Ohhh…! Only I come inside you…!” I concluded, in a final gasp, and stayed for a few moments, completely inside her.

Suddenly we were in absolute silence. Me clutching her breast, leaning over her. With my cock inside, still throbbing and emptying the last drops.

She then put her hand back on the kitchen counter. Standing, supported there, she had accepted and received my thrusts in almost total muteness, without being disturbed.

And I was still inside her, still within. We weren’t moving. And my mind flew to how he had come, that stallion, to how he had sprayed her ass and clothes; to how each hot shot and stream had fallen on her back, soaking through her shirt; and how with each thick and torrid lash, which she had felt on her buttocks, she had responded with a shiver, with a tremble, with a grateful quiver. And I compared her muteness with me, her apathy, which contrasted with those ridiculous “Oh God!” with him. And I remembered how her “Ahhh…!! Mmmm…!! Keep going… God…! More…!” with him, had contrasted with the miserable and harsh “Hmm!”, “Mh” with me.

And then Carolina pulled me out of my daydream:

“Come on, move away now.”

My wife accompanied that phrase with a movement of her arm, placing her hand on my stomach, pushing me back.

I pulled out of her. And she didn’t straighten up, and I could see how a large amount of semen fell from her pussy to the floor. Such was the quantity that the sound of the semen hitting the parquet resonated. Then I saw how a dense, white drop descended down the inside of her thighs.

“What are you doing? Will you fucking clean me up already?” my wife said, suddenly enraged, as if she had accumulated that anger and hadn’t brought it to light until that moment because it wasn’t convenient for her.

And I, without being intimidated, answered her:

“I didn’t come that much. I think nothing more is coming out.”

I withdrew. She straightened up. I could feel her superlative anger. She turned around, standing in front of me. My member now hung flaccid. She covered her breasts a little with her shirt, with false modesty, as if the person in front of her wasn’t her husband. Then, looking at me with animosity, she began to pull down her skirt.

And her insolence ignited me again. And then, holding my member, I couldn’t help but push the envelope again, to create once more the suspicion that I knew a lot about what had happened that night. And I said to her:

“A shame it’s not still hard, right? Like other people’s. You turn me on so much I’d fuck you again right now.”

And then she looked at me with a twisted expression. And then she said:

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you turn me on a lot.”

“No. The part about it not staying hard like other people’s. What people? Of course it doesn’t stay hard. You just came,” she said tensely, perhaps for the first time thrown off balance and speaking rapidly, because on her night with Daniel we had tricked her, and she, blindfolded, had believed that Daniel had ejaculated, yet his member had remained hard.

“I don’t know. Some men come, but stay hard,” I said confidently.

And then she, with her skirt now lowered, walked past me. She took a couple of steps away, then turned around and said:

“So what? Do you want the three of us to talk about it or not?”

“We’ll see. Today is still Friday. There’s almost a week left,” I answered, and she, without showing the slightest disappointment or the opposite, turned again and disappeared down the hallway, creating a thunderous noise as she walked in those high-heeled boots, the boots from her lustful night with Daniel.


CHAPTER 13

Carolina didn’t reproach my vulgarity, didn’t reproach my obscene words or my crude penetrations. And that was part of a whole in which she assumed I would accept the three-way date with Daniel.

For her it had to be obvious: if I had pressured so many times for the addition of a third person to improve our sex life, and now she was proposing it to me, and suddenly I was perpetrating an unbridled sexual act, it was because the idea excited me tremendously. That was what I knew she thought. What she didn’t know was that my angry sex was due to other reasons such as knowing she had been unfaithful to me and knowing she was lying to me.

I was also convinced that she believed I was delaying my verdict because she thought I was intimidated by the fact itself, and because I might feel less of a man by accepting the intrusion of a third party who would displace me. However, my delay was because I truly had doubts.

I would write, but always end up deleting on my phone, possible messages to Daniel. “Are you here again?” “Are you texting with my wife?” There was no human way to ask these questions without placing my face, sideways and on the ground, under his foot.

My wife behaved in the following days as if nothing had happened. If she had managed to act normally after being unfaithful to me and after lying to me, it wasn’t too difficult for her to remain impassive after proposing the three-way date. And the truth was that I felt I was getting used to that brazenness.

One of those evenings we went to the movies. It fascinated and overwhelmed me to think how we continued with our lives. Anyone who saw us couldn’t imagine that “that blonde who sat in the seat next to me” was waiting for her husband to give consent to meet with a lover for her. Carolina ate popcorn and looked at the screen, focused, with much more ability than I had to escape from what was looming over us. While she didn’t miss a detail of the movie, I wondered if I really wanted, or would be able, to see myself with Daniel. And suddenly I felt that it was an enormous mountain to even find myself in the same space as him. And I thought about how he would act. I thought about whether it would all be a trap, if once there he would reveal that I had spied on them and blow my marriage apart. Although it seemed to me that the most likely scenario was that he would pretend not to know me. After all, the prize for dissimulation was very large: to fuck my wife again in my presence.

I also thought about Friday. About that damn Friday night that I knew nothing about. Perhaps there had been a meeting between them and there she would have explained that they might not need to hide, because perhaps I would accept their encounter with the condition of being present. A calm and safe regularization. It was a possibility, but nevertheless, if everything was so agreed upon and peaceful... why that insult from Daniel? Why that “keep her on a tight leash”?

Our moments of intimacy also remained fairly constant, as before. We supplemented the lack of sex with sweet and candid approaches. The moments of sofa and television were moments of contact and random caresses on arms, necks or heads. At the beginning of each touch I felt strange, but soon my pulse would decrease and I would feel her as I had always felt her. I felt that Carolina was caressing me, the same as always, and the other Carolina remained apart, locked away, in a hidden and distant place.

Also, if the occasion arose, we would laugh or enjoy whatever it was, as always, and I didn’t feel strange at all, nor did I feel there was any falseness in either of us.

Tuesday came and I began to feel vertigo. I didn’t know if Daniel would be in the city from Thursday to Sunday or what his plan would be. I hadn’t seen excessive bustle with her phone in Carolina and, of course, I hadn’t felt at all attracted to bringing up the subject myself and asking her what my deadline was to respond to her transcendental question.

Work had become a competent escape route, but the stars didn’t seem to be with me those days, and in the middle of the morning the remote server at the office crashed and we were told it could take one or two hours to fix it.

Since it was more or less coffee time, I went out for a walk until I found a terrace where the sun hit with timid force, but enough not to be cold. Once there I checked my phone and noticed that I hadn’t even responded to poor Silvia Punto G. I took advantage of my free time to answer her, assuming that at those hours, working hours, she wouldn’t be paying attention to her phone. I responded simply telling her that we hadn’t gone out that night.

However, my prediction that she wouldn’t respond to me at those hours soon proved wrong: I hadn’t taken two sips of my coffee when Silvia reappeared with all her intensity. She immediately told me that it had been a shame, that she went out quite often, and, without holding back, she asked me again about how “my situation” was going. “My situation” was that a man had fucked my wife, I knew it, and my wife didn’t know that I knew it.

Of course, Carolina, she, the tireless namer of things, called her “your knockout wife.” And it never ceased to surprise me how she interspersed vocabulary that seemed too contemporary to me with other expressions as outdated as that one.

Again there was something in her closeness, in her colloquialism, or perhaps it was because everything is simpler when you don’t know your interlocutor at all, that I found myself answering with surprising frankness.

In fact, the phrase that changed the intensity of the conversation was precisely mine, and it was the following:

“Well, my hot wife wants the three of us to meet. In love and harmony.”

“No fucking way? But does she know that you know?”

“No,” I answered.

“And does that guy know you’re going to show up? And what’s he going to do? Is he going to play dumb? Wait, wait. Rafaello Sanzio, for God’s sake! Give me your number and I’ll call you right now.”

I looked around. The peace of the terrace was almost absolute. A group of women, looking like civil servants, talked non-stop, not listening to each other and overlapping, but at a safe distance from me. The sound of a motorcycle engine and some delivery van buzzed occasionally, but essentially nothing and no one disturbed me. I checked the time: not even twenty-five minutes had passed since I’d left the office. The horizon was clear.

I accepted and, before I knew it, I was already listening to her verbal torrent orally. It was strange. It was like talking to an artificial intelligence or a recording. And I felt that every sentence I uttered was a relief. I reflected then that at no point had it crossed my mind to tell anyone, not even a close friend, what had happened to me, and what was happening to me.

The conversation flowed. She didn’t judge. I did, however, hold back from sharing experiences such as Carolina dressed in the clothes from the night with Daniel, being fucked by an enraged husband, but I told enough for her to understand my situation.

“And what did you say this guy’s name was?” she asked.

“Daniel,” I answered without thinking whether giving names was irrelevant or unnecessary.

“And what’s he like? He must be hot at least,” she said, and I hesitated.

“Hmm. Well look... Coincidentally, he looks like a bald, bearded friend of yours.”

“The one in the photo I liked?” she asked.

“That very one,” I answered. And then I found myself entangled by her, and ended up telling her the reason for my error, trying to enlarge the photo, and also everything about our game of looking for people at night, and the compromising position I could have put Carolina in if I had proposed a man almost identical to Daniel.

I soon discovered that Daniel’s double, the almost identical muscular hunk, was named Carlos and had been a doorman at that club.

Carlos’s sexual orientation was revealed in a not-so-subtle way:

“Well, Carlos is into asses, you know. He’d gladly take your hot wife that way. Well, who wouldn’t. I would too. He’s into guys, but mostly asses, meaning women’s asses too. I can tell you for sure he’s given it to some I know,” Silvia said, and her way of expressing herself was so pure that I didn’t even reproach her for talking about Carolina that way, as if she were merely an ass ready to receive. And I listened to her, with that forcefulness and clarity, at that time of the morning, while looking left and right across my solitary terrace.

I didn’t know what to say. And she continued:

“But have you arranged to meet so he can give her another going-over while you watch?” she asked.

“No, no. In principle, it’s for me to meet him.”

“For you to meet the guy you already know and give your okay?”

“Something like that.”

“And if you give the okay, does he finish the job that same night?” she asked, and I became thoughtful, because I really hadn’t considered it.

After my silence, she continued:

“Well then. If I were you, I’d accept. The three of you meet. You show up there and you’ll have to pretend you don’t know each other. Obviously, he’ll do the same. And don’t write to him. Stay strong. Unstoppable. Like the song says. Don’t give him the satisfaction. You show up there. Hello, hello. You shake his hand. And let them do the talking. At worst, if you see her getting too forward, which I think might be awkward for her... Look, I don’t know her. But I don’t know, it would seem pretty intense to me if she wanted to seal the deal on the day that, in principle, is just for you to accept, right? I don’t know... Also, if you see things moving forward and you don’t want that, then stop it. Which, by the way, I don’t know what you want to happen and I think you don’t know either. Because on one hand you clearly liked it. I can read between the lines. Otherwise you wouldn’t talk about it like this and you’d be more divorced than Henry VIII and Catherine of Aragon. Anyway. If you stop it, she’s not going to be like ‘don’t be an asshole, let him put it in me,’ right? She’ll have some decency... I should hope! And him, this Daniele Crespi guy, even if you stop everything... he’s not going to start... telling her that you were present. He wouldn’t do that in a million years. Realize that if he slips up there... it would cause a mess that he’s not interested in either.”

“Yeah... Could be... Yeah...” I said quietly, while she delivered that entire speech.

The conversation went on a bit longer and finally ended because she had “a group at the cathedral at eleven,” which confirmed my suspicions about how she earned her living, and that was that until that same night, while Carolina was showering, Silvia Punto G wrote to me again:

“How are you doing? Have you accepted yet? By the way, I’ve looked at the photos where you appear with her... My goodness, what a little thing you have at home...”

“No. I haven’t accepted or rejected yet,” I wrote, taking advantage of my solitude, while already thinking about how to delete my conversation with her.

“Well, let’s see... Let’s see what happens,” she answered, and it seemed like the written chat would end there, but I felt a sudden need to take advantage of the fact that at that moment I could interact with her, and I wrote without thinking:

“What a little thing I have at home... What do you mean?”

After writing it, I read it and felt that she was dragging me into that strange childishness.

I looked at my screen, which was telling me she was writing to me; and I compulsively glanced at the closed door behind which my wife was showering.

“Damn. I mean she’s smoking hot. I’m telling you that if you organize an open house, Carlos would do her. And I would do her too.”

“And how would you do her?” I asked, again without thinking much, and without understanding why I was getting myself into such a mess.

“How would I do her? Are you asking me that to get all horny? HAHAHA.”

“No, that’s not what I meant. But I don’t know how you would do it.”

“Oh, boy. Women like me have our weapons. I’d do her with some little toy.”

“Really?” I asked, certainly tense.

“Of course. Well, first I’d lick her from top to bottom. She’s worth leaving spotless. And then yes, almost certainly a little toy.”

I didn’t know if I was surprised or aroused. Without warning, my mind imagined what she was describing and I didn’t know if it was erotic or grotesque.

“I could also lend it to her and let her do me,” she continued.

“Lend her what?”

“The little toy, Rafaello Sanzio... Oh... I think she’s cheating on you because you’re too vanilla. You need to be more playful.”

“Yeah... Yeah... But weren’t you bisexual according to your own words?” I escaped as best I could.

“What’s wrong? Are you jealous?”

“Haha. No...” I answered, and then I heard how the buzzing noise from Carolina’s shower stopped.

I didn’t want to prolong that strange and childish dialogue. I said goodbye abruptly and deleted the conversation. The die was cast. The decision, made.

A few minutes later, Carolina went to the kitchen, where I had been for a while, and took a bottle of cold water from the refrigerator, something she always did before going to bed. The temperatures had dropped a bit, her nightgowns had given way to pajamas consisting of pants and a buttoned jacket, similar to men’s, but which she wore with such delicacy that she didn’t lose an ounce of femininity.

“Carolina.”

“Yes?” she said and turned around with tiredness and apathy.

“Okay, let’s meet with that Daniel guy. When?”

“Well... Today is Tuesday. So the day after tomorrow,” she said and closed the refrigerator as if it were nothing.

“What time?”

“I’ll ask him tomorrow. Probably after dinner. If you want water, take some. You always end up stealing mine afterward,” Carolina said with a composure and serenity that left me breathless, and she went to the bedroom.


CHAPTER 14

I had long given up on finding any trace of nervousness or tension in Carolina. I wondered how the partners of professional actors or actresses could live. Added to her absolute normalcy was the fact that she didn’t seem to use her mobile phone much; if she was texting Daniel, she did it during work hours.

Besides, that date didn’t exist in our home. We didn’t talk about it. Only on Wednesday morning did Carolina write to tell me the time and place she had arranged with him, which reinforced my theory that she took advantage of moments when she wasn’t with me to contact or be contacted by him. Ten o’clock Thursday night, at a cocktail bar near a hotel on the outskirts of the city. The hotel was fairly well-known, a normal business hotel. Although that pomposity struck me as odd: business hotel and cocktail bar. It seemed like Daniel was trying to act like something he wasn’t. As if he were a big businessman when in reality to me he was nothing more than a muscular outcast, and, above all, an idiot with a lot of luck.

If I looked inside myself, I didn’t know what I’d find. I thought about how one can prepare for a job interview, for a public event, for a, let’s say, measured encounter. One can visualize and then practice for all that, but how does one prepare for a date like this? Plus, with the added complication of having to pretend I didn’t know him, and the extra factor, perfectly guessed by Silvia, that I didn’t know what I wanted.

“And for you to decide,” my wife had said. What if I refused? What would happen? To what extent would that be a setback for Carolina? And it was probably ridiculous on my part, but I had the feeling, and perhaps it was self-deception to protect myself, but most of the time I thought that she didn’t want it, that my refusal would be the way to close the chapter. My refusal as the final period. I thought that would be her relief and the way to get rid of the idiot Daniel. That’s what I thought most of the time. While also thinking I couldn’t be more naive.

I didn’t feel at all attracted to witnessing Daniel’s attitude, probably cocky, haughty, glancing at me when she wasn’t paying attention, pretending not to know me at all. But I did feel very drawn to seeing her: finally tense, finally nervous. In fact, from that night with him, even more than many acts and movements, more than raw and crude images of sex, I had felt an uncontainable morbid fascination with witnessing Carolina’s attitude; her body language, her discomfort, her silences, and her poorly disguised excitement.

On Wednesday and Thursday morning, I was surprised by my calmness. But when Thursday afternoon arrived, I did feel like everything was crashing down on me: Daniel, what I’d experienced, my wife telling me in no uncertain terms that she did want it, the danger of our marriage breaking, fear of losing her, fear of being the one to blame... A myriad of factors that exploded into an unfamiliar anxiety. And, completely gripped by anxiety, I tried to at least alleviate not knowing what Daniel intended. I felt the need to make sure he would pretend we didn’t know each other.

Carolina was in her office and I was at our home when, after thinking about it for a long time, and after writing and deleting several times, I fell, I fell into temptation, I betrayed myself, and ended up sending Daniel a message:

“How exactly are you planning to do this?”

It didn’t take him long to read it. And I remained frozen, tense, staring at the screen. The screen soon announced that he was writing to me. My nerves increased. I expected a cutting phrase even more than an absurd evasion. The longer his text took to appear on my screen, the more outrageous I imagined it to be and the more distressed I became. When, suddenly, nothing was written, I received nothing, and my screen no longer showed that he was writing to me.

I became enraged, irritated. And I looked him up in my contacts to call him. When suddenly I cut the call before the first ring.

I was going crazy. I tried to calm down. The truth was that when I tried to calm myself, I sometimes thought about Silvia Punto G, her lightness, her spontaneity. The same phrases spoken by me or represented by her voice carried a completely different weight.

The minutes of that afternoon passed with exasperating slowness. Around eight in the evening, Carolina wrote to tell me that she had a client in a few minutes, that she wouldn’t have time for dinner, that I should go ahead and eat alone, that she would grab a sandwich at the café below her office when she had a break and then would come home to change clothes. After reading this, I found myself pondering something I hadn’t thought about: how does one dress for a date with his wife’s lover and her? And, what was even worse: how does a husband witness his wife showering, getting ready, dressing up, to meet a lover?

Suddenly I found myself seriously considering the idea of refusing. Of calling Carolina and telling her we were canceling everything.

Back to trying to calm myself down. I ate something, with no appetite whatsoever, and then I got in the shower and told myself no. That I wasn’t refusing the meeting. I told myself I had to experience this. I told myself no because I wanted to face it and because I needed to see in my wife’s eyes what she wanted. She couldn’t act so well when she had him in front of her. I also felt that this ray of hope consisting of Carolina wanting to put an end to everything was what kept me going.

The shower was long and also transgressive. I felt aroused. The images I had experienced bombarded my mind as if two weeks hadn’t already passed. I realized I hadn’t masturbated while remembering it. And I realized it wouldn’t be difficult at all. I got excited and my member rose under the shower stream. And I thought that relaxation would do me good. As for what to think about, I was clear: that moment when my wife, leaning against the kitchen counter, with her shirt open and her breasts emerging enormously, with her leather skirt pulled up and her thong pushed aside, watched in disbelief as Daniel’s enormous cock advanced... through her body... invading her pussy... I remembered when he had inserted almost half of his cock inside... I remembered Carolina’s expression... and I touched myself; I grabbed my member that couldn’t bear comparison... and I swallowed... and then I stopped... It seemed too degrading, too lacerating to reach orgasm remembering something that was in itself the most absolute humiliation. And I also stopped for her, or at least that’s how I felt, because what Daniel had done had been a humiliation towards me, towards her, and also a joint humiliation towards us, towards our sex life, and, more painfully, towards our marriage.

While I was debating how to dress, and had almost completely convinced myself to go for something neutral, something that would suggest I hadn’t given too much importance to the meeting, my phone began to vibrate in short bursts. I was surprised by the number of continuous vibrations.

I immediately picked it up and saw several messages from my wife:

“Hey Rafa, I’m not going to make it on time.”

“The client still hasn’t arrived, and he’s a friend of the boss so I can’t leave.”

“And I still haven’t had dinner.”

“Better if we just meet there. I’ll call a taxi and we’ll meet there at ten.”

“If you feel awkward arriving alone, tell me a place nearby and we can meet there and walk together.”

After an initial disappointment, I soon saw several positive sides to her setback: first, I would be spared the pain of watching her getting dressed for the encounter... And second, I thought that perhaps, if she was delayed, I could talk to Daniel in person and alone before she arrived.

I had replied to Carolina telling her there was no problem, that we would keep the appointment without an intermediate meeting point, that I had no qualms about arriving at the agreed place first, second, or third.

I drove with competent serenity. I found myself, once again, hearing Silvia Punto G’s voice, saying that I should let them do the talking. Deep down, my role didn’t have to be the most uncomfortable one. If things went south, if Daniel behaved like a presumptuous idiot, which, given his behavior over the last two weeks, was most likely, I would only have to take my wife aside and give my refusal. As Silvia had said, Carolina wouldn’t have the shamelessness not to accept my “no.” Moreover, most of the time I still thought that was exactly what she wanted.

Carolina, however, finally seemed somewhat worried. And I even enjoyed her messages in which she appeared somewhat tense about her setback: “he’s gone now,” “we’ve finished,” “I’ve had dinner,” “the taxi is coming right away”... These were messages I received on my phone and to which I responded with phrases like “don’t worry” or “it’s fine,” which suggested a calmness on my part that perhaps wasn’t real, but which, by the mere act of writing them, made me almost believe the role.

I parked the car in that residential neighborhood on the outskirts of the city. It was a fairly new area, with wide avenues and abundant parking spaces. The silence of the deep night enveloped the surroundings, with only the distant murmur of some enormous flat screen in some modern bar and the occasional dog bark breaking the stillness.


The darkness was profound, but the air wasn’t too cold. I walked slowly, feeling the contained breeze of the night as I made my way toward the cocktail bar where I was meeting none other than my wife and her lover. Each step made me feel the tension in my muscles and the accelerated beating in my chest. The street lamps projected my own shadow, elongated and hesitant, and seemed to accentuate my nervousness. I knew Carolina hadn’t arrived yet and I didn’t know if Daniel had.


Upon reaching the entrance of the place, I paused for a moment to take a deep breath and try to calm myself. I observed the reflection of lights on the glass and thought about how surreal the situation was. With one last sigh, I opened the door and was already entering the warm dimness of the cocktail bar, ready to face whatever was necessary, when suddenly, I heard the soft sound of a car engine behind me. I abandoned the half-open door and turned around. And I saw a taxi.

The back door opened slowly and I saw her descend. My wife, Carolina, blonde and elegant, got out of the car with that natural grace that always made an impact, no matter how many times I had seen it. She was wearing a gray suit with a skirt that highlighted her slender figure and a pink blouse that added a touch of softness. Her high heels made a rhythmic sound on the asphalt and she carried a dark purse hanging from her shoulder.


Something had changed. I confirmed it. At last I could notice uneasiness in her expression, something that only someone who knew her as well as I did could perceive. Her eyes sought mine as she approached, and although she tried to maintain her composure, her nervousness was palpable. Each step she took seemed slower and more calculated, as if she were measuring the terrain before the imminent confrontation.

I wanted to pretend to be calm, but I couldn’t anymore. There was no kiss when we met. We didn’t even touch. Perhaps there was so much to say that it was better to say nothing. Then I pushed the door and let her go in front of me, while she whispered:

“He told me a few minutes ago that he’s already arrived.”

I swallowed hard. We both entered. I was behind her, almost at her side.

We were immediately enveloped in a sophisticated dimness, created by subdued and carefully designed lighting. The walls were a somber dark gray, and the hanging lights emitted a soft amber glow that bathed the space in a cozy yet intriguing atmosphere.


The furniture followed a minimalist and modern style. Almost all the tables were high, made of dark, polished wood, with matching high chairs that had padded seats in black leather. There were a few lower tables in secluded corners, surrounded by plush armchairs that invited more intimate conversations. The bar counter extended along one wall, with a black marble countertop and glass shelves displaying an impressive variety of liquors. The waiters, elegantly uniformed, glided with precision, as if floating on rails on their own trajectory, each following their assigned route.


The soft background music, a mix of jazz and electronic, contributed to the relaxed atmosphere. Conversations were maintained at a constant murmur, creating a background buzz that added life to the place without being invasive.


The impressively large windows allowed a view of the illuminated avenue outside, but inside, the dim lighting and modern design made the cocktail bar feel like an exclusive refuge from the bustle of the outside world. 

“He’s over there,” my wife said then, and continued walking.

I raised my gaze. I was walking with her. We were heading toward that man who was standing, leaning against a high table.

He, upon noticing her presence, made a move to approach, but without straying far from his table.

They exchanged two kisses. In an absolutely formal manner.

“Rafa. This is Daniel. Daniel, Rafa. My husband,” Carolina said, and I looked at that man, at Daniel, at the one who two weeks ago had fucked my wife.

I shook his hand. He gripped it firmly. My pulse skyrocketed. I felt he was trying to establish dominance over me; I told myself I wouldn’t allow it.


CHAPTER 15

All his features presented themselves with ostentation: his enormous body, his excessive bald head, his perfectly trimmed beard, his small teeth aligned like a uniform saw, his undeservedly graceful eyes. To the excess he brought with him was added an outfit that didn't match him: dress pants that barely contained his curved, muscular legs and a white shirt and dark blazer; a combination that on him didn't convey elegance and sobriety but rather a grotesque costume.

A waitress took our drink orders and the three of us began to play our roles. The table, tall and circular, was the epicenter; the stools surrounded it and Carolina, who had managed to position herself equidistantly, had the decency to place herself closer to me than to him.

I, following Silvia G-spot’s advice, whom I sometimes felt more as part of my conscience than as a flesh-and-blood person, let them do the talking, let them converse. I allowed them to get tangled in banal dialogues about the atmosphere of the place and about the temperature of the strange autumn. Daniel’s voice irritated me as much as or more than on the night in question. He returned with his annoying diminutives; the little warmth and the little ice cubes contrasted with the brutality of arms that barely fit in his clothes. And I, who in another context would be trying to distinguish myself as an interesting and eloquent person, allowed myself to adopt a passive attitude.

I saw no desire in his eyes. If it existed in Carolina, she had the decency to hide it. If Daniel didn’t show it, perhaps it was to not give her the satisfaction, not to avoid causing me pain. I looked around and wondered what people observing us might think. They seemed to be there for business, while I was dressed more casually. Certainly no one could imagine that the transaction involved neither money nor activity, but rather the woman in the pink blouse and gray skirt as physical and carnal retribution.

“The little apartment in your development was occupied this week,” said Daniel, to Carolina, always to her.

“Well, I think you’ve gained with the change,” she responded.

“Don’t be so sure. I like renting houses. More space... my little coffee on the terrace in the morning...”

I listened to them. There were no innuendos. No barbs. No baiting about the terrace views, no cutting replies from my wife. I missed those moments. Everything was contained and laconic.

Daniel, then, after a long sip of his vodka with soda water, less caloric than tonic according to his infinite wisdom, gave me a look and a grimace. And perhaps because I was expecting it, and my subconscious had already prepared for the reply, I answered his attempt to intimidate me:

“So, you... Daniel... What exactly do you do for a living?”

He looked surprised. The one who asks, commands, no matter how insubstantial the question. And he had no choice but to explain his job as a salesman of food products, energy products, or whatever it was. Of course, as weeks before, he denied being a salesman, and dressed it up with professional packaging, and I nodded pretending interest as if he had invented a medication that would save thousands of lives. I couldn’t reconcile that he had fucked my wife and that perhaps we were there for him to repeat his disgrace, but at least I gave myself the pleasure of seeing him squirm and sell himself.

Carolina drank in silence, sometimes smoothing her hair. She had one leg crossed over the other, with a high-heeled shoe resting on a horizontal bar of the stool and the other in the air. Elegant, sober, haughty; pretending she was a faithful wife who barely knew that man, when the reality was that he had fucked her like an animal exactly two weeks ago. And I came to feel and enjoy a certain control of the situation. Perhaps it was due to a kind of moral superiority.

“The truth is that it’s commendable to set yourself up on your own,” I said, and Daniel looked at me, I think without knowing whether I was sincere or if I was making fun of him. Carolina, whom I could sense was tense out of the corner of my eye, was taking off her suit jacket and arranging it over her crossed legs.

“I think so too,” said Daniel.

“Especially given how things are these days,” I added.

And then he drank, and at last I could see in his eyes that hunger that I had perhaps even missed. His gaze was murky and restless toward my wife’s torso. I didn’t need to turn my neck to assume that Carolina’s breasts filled her pink blouse with readiness, without said garment needing to be worn in even a remotely tight manner. Nor did I need to seek her face to suppose that she too had detected that dirty look. Daniel’s sip was endless, like his visual examination, and I examined him, and I couldn’t believe that Carolina felt attraction for that disaster, who wasn’t dressed but stuffed into his clothes; nor for his conversation, nor for how he was. Perhaps I could accept it, or understand it, as a separate compartment, as a pure body, as a physical animal for sexual purposes. Daniel had too much of everything else, everything that wasn’t his large and sculpted body in strict action.

A silence fell. For the first time a prolonged silence. How much more could one talk about nothing before talking about the essential.

“I thought you only came once or twice a year?” Carolina asked then, and he immediately justified himself by talking about the randomness and unpredictability of his work. And afterward, when it seemed his justification was dying, he said with clear diction:

“... Besides, apparently, and according to what they told me, I did a good job last time. So I had to come back to finish up some things.”

I was glad for that sudden outbreak of the real Daniel, but I didn’t look toward Carolina to notice the impact of the phrase on her. She drank, and if she looked at him while doing so, I didn’t see it. And then something startled us. An electronic sound. A familiar melody. Daniel began searching through the inner pockets of his blazer.

—"One second, excuse me," he said, getting the politeness right but failing with the imperative, and he retrieved his phone and stood up to answer a call. And I suspected, from his gesture, for some strange reason, that this call wasn't about work.

Daniel disappeared behind us and after a brief silence I finally turned toward my wife and said:

“So what?”

“What do you mean 'what'?” she answered, uncomfortable and defiant, uncrossing and recrossing her slender legs.

I remembered then that phrase of Carolina’s, that “you should meet him and you decide.” Suddenly her attitude bothered me. Many times I still couldn’t believe she felt attraction for that cretin. I couldn’t believe what had happened and I couldn’t believe she’d been lying to me for fifteen days.

“I don’t really know what we’re doing here. I don’t understand what you see in this...”

“I never said I saw anything in him,” she shot back, glancing behind for a moment, locating Daniel in the distance.

I had barely begun to pronounce a syllable when she, turned toward me, continued:

“Two weeks ago you were asking me to kiss him, and telling me you wanted to be a cuckold, and what’s more, a... submissive cuckold,” she whispered, lowering her voice. “That’s why we’re here, not because I...”

“Seriously, Carolina,” I interrupted. “Are you telling me we’re here because of me?”

She shook her head and sketched a cynical smile. I continued:

“Besides, I don’t know what we gain from this either. I mean,” I whispered and also looked behind, locating Daniel about ten meters away, talking on the phone near the bar. “I mean... what happens next? If something miraculously happened tonight, would you feel desire for me?”

“Rafa, I remind you that this whole idea is yours. And yes, I think if something happened, which don’t think I’m sure I want, it could make things better.”

“What? Why?” I asked, restless, surprised and thrown off balance. It was the first time she had opened up this possibility.

She was looking me straight in the eyes. Hers looked glassy and restless. I sensed she was about to say something important. To the uneasiness of intrigue was added that, suddenly, I was struck by two impacts: one, her fresh yet suggestive perfume; and two, like a sudden ray of light, I saw her, I felt her, especially beautiful, almost unfairly beautiful. Her shoulder-length blonde hair shone brilliantly. Her green eyes pierced through me. Her pink blouse, with sleeves unrolled and no neckline, gave her a sober and modest appearance, but achieved the opposite effect: it awakened a guilty sexual desire by contrast.

“Should I tell you?” she hesitated, suddenly flustered.

“Of course.”

“Well... Because... something that happened, that I felt... the day I met Daniel, and the following night,” she said in a way that conveyed deep reflection, but at the same time her words came out tense and hesitant.

“What? Why? What happened? And why are you telling me now?” I asked, with the feeling that this would be positive. Suddenly overwhelmed by a strange and unexpected hope that there might finally be a solution to the problem, and almost feeling a strange pride because it had been she who had found it.

And then I saw how she raised her eyebrows, looking behind me; her gaze was one of surprise, and I heard Daniel’s voice:

“Well here they are: Carolina and Rafael. It was Rafael, right?” Daniel smiled. And then a girl, dressed casually, with dark hair, of medium or even short stature, approached, forcing us to descend from our stools to give her the customary two kisses.

Daniel grabbed another stool that he placed beside him, and, as she approached to sit down, he whispered to her in a low voice:

“You see. Here they are... the voyeurs I told you about.”


CHAPTER 16

I wasn’t quite sure why, probably because I was witnessing a war in which I was a mere spectator; but that surprise made me smile, perhaps only internally, perhaps I showed it. Carolina absolutely hadn’t counted on this, but she tried to feign composure; she looked away and rolled up her sleeves almost to her elbows. I knew, it was obvious, that this was Daniel’s ploy, though I still didn’t know why. I could assume one thing: if he was forcing the issue, it had to be because his relationship, if you could call it that, with Carolina was at least strained, and that tension probably stemmed from something that happened that Friday night about which I knew nothing. His brutal words still echoed in my head: “a piece of advice: keep your little slut on a tight leash.”

Their whispering continued once they were seated. I remembered her name, pronounced during the brief introduction: Gabriela. He was asking her in whispers if she had gotten lost. She turned to him and cleared up an apparent misunderstanding about the meeting time. Carolina remained silent, regal, with her legs crossed, and I wondered if she had heard that comment about “here are the voyeurs.”

Another waitress approached and Daniel appointed himself spokesperson, ordering another round of what the three original attendees were already drinking, and a rum and coke for the newcomer. The waitress began listing all the rums she could offer, and Gabriela watched her with bright eyes, though slightly intimidated. She was considerably younger. I estimated about twenty-five or twenty-six. And if I somewhat broke the formality of the place with my casual attire, she did so even more with her black miniskirt, black top, and leather jacket over it. The top, moreover, almost looked like a corset, leaving her navel exposed and creating a neckline that attempted to enhance breasts that otherwise wouldn’t have stood out.

“I don’t care. The first one you mentioned is fine,” she answered in a sweet voice.

“How can you not care?” Daniel said, and ended up choosing a rum for her himself.

And then I caught Gabriela’s eye; her eyes were dark, inhibited, but at the same time with a glimmer of restlessness. She looked away and crossed one leg over the other, like Carolina, as if imitating her, but her thighs were wider, more muscular than my wife’s. Everything about her was less subtle, with less stature but more power. Her face was childlike yet vaguely sexual, especially due to her exaggeratedly thick lips and aggressive eye shadow that didn’t seem like packaging but part of her.

“Did you talk to Mario about what I told you?” Daniel asked her in another whisper, and she first hesitated and then answered affirmatively. Immediately, Daniel replied.

It was surreal, but above all forced, deliberate, calculated, the fact that the conversation wasn’t opening up to all four of us. They seemed to be talking about work, from which I deduced that she was dedicated to something similar to what he did, or at least they shared the same field. And you didn’t have to be very astute, from the looks, the gestures, the noticeable closeness, to guess that there was something more than friendship between them.

Deep down I knew the situation was humiliating. For Carolina and for me. Especially for her. And I wondered to what extent it would be. I wondered if she was feeling jealous and the remote possibility excited me.

“Hold this for a second,” I heard beside me, and saw Carolina handing me her suit jacket as she stood up. “I’m going to the bathroom,” she continued, speaking to us, without excusing herself to the other two, in a kind of snub that seemed even logical to me; a just punishment.

Her tone had been neutral, dry. I didn’t know how much was a real need to go to the restroom and how much was a need to be alone and try to understand what was happening.

“Rafita...” I then heard a voice from across the table.

I looked up. Daniel was watching me. Gabriela was adjusting her jacket, covering a somewhat crude neckline, repositioning her backside on the stool and looking around.

“Rafita, man. I’m in your boat, you know.”

“In my boat?” I was surprised.

“Yeah, man. I always have been, damn it. I was a bit angry with your little wifey, but I’m over it now. That’s why you might have noticed me being distant on the phone. But I’m over it now.”

“Angry, why?”

“Well, that doesn’t matter now. The thing is... let me see how to tell you this... Tonight we’re not going to sit here and talk, the four of us, in love and harmony. In fact, my intention is that we don’t talk at all. Or practically nothing. As far as possible, of course. I’m not going to gag anyone. But we’re here for what we’re here for.”

I looked at him strangely. Gabriela was beginning to do the same.

“And does Carolina know this?” I asked.

“Know what?”

“Well, everything. That we’re not going to talk about anything. And that thing about us being voyeurs. What the hell is that?”

Daniel was about to start responding when the waitress appeared with a tray full of glasses filled with ice and bottles of alcohol. He fell silent, Gabriela maintained her look of bewilderment, and I instinctively looked behind me, but Carolina wasn’t coming.

The girl was serving the drinks with exasperating slowness. My mind was trying to understand and remembered that Carolina had told me that that Friday, the night after her sexual encounter with Daniel, she had been with her friend Marta, but she had told me about ten or fifteen minutes ago that the day she had met Daniel, and the following night, she had felt, or something had happened, that could make things better. And that same Friday night seemed to be the night when something had also happened that had angered Daniel.

I looked back again. Carolina still hadn't appeared. I turned my gaze forward. The waitress was leaving. I then observed Daniel. I needed him to clarify everything before my wife returned. But it wasn't he who spoke, but Gabriela:

“So? I don't understand...”

Daniel made a gesture with his hand, telling her not to intervene, and she fell silent.

“We're here to find out how far Carolina wants to go. Or rather... how much she can endure,” Daniel said smugly.

“Endure what?” I bristled, increasingly lost.

Daniel began pouring his damn sparkling water over his vodka.

“And does she know about this?” I asked, raising my voice slightly.

“This? No. That's why...” said Daniel, and he looked up, gazed behind me, and I knew from his expression that something was happening; it was obvious that Carolina was returning.

“But are they voyeurs or not?” Gabriela then asked him, moving her hand and tucking her dark hair behind her ear, revealing earrings that had already been glimpsed; notably large silver hoops.

“Shhh... Of course,” Daniel answered her in a whisper, and I observed out of the corner of my eye how Carolina returned to take her seat beside me.

She pulled at her jacket and took it, without thanking me for the temporary custody; without saying anything. And then she poured tonic into her gin. The landing of the now empty bottle on the table was abrupt and loud. It seemed that the belligerent Carolina was resurfacing. And she immediately said:

“So you, girl. What do you do? The same as him?”

Gabriela then looked toward Daniel, as if asking for permission. She seemed as confused as I was.

“Something similar, yes. Well, but in a company. Well, I buy what they tell me. I don't sell. I mean. Like. I don't decide much,” she answered, getting tangled up, and a couple of times it seemed she was going to continue, but finally she said nothing more.

Then Daniel said something in her ear, and Gabriela listened with her gaze lost on the table. Carolina stirred, nervous, or at least quite restless, and murmured something I didn't understand either. Then she sighed. Daniel then placed a hand on Gabriela's powerful thigh.

“I'm freaking out...” my wife whispered, beside me, so that only I could hear her.

Gabriela blushed, her cheeks illuminating her fair skin. She was locating us out of the corner of her eye. Everything was accelerating.

I hesitated, hesitated to force the issue. For some strange reason, just like two weeks ago, at times I felt more on Daniel's side than on my own wife's. Daniel turned toward Gabriela. And I put a hand on my wife, on the part of her skirt that wasn't covered by the jacket that lay on her. Carolina pushed my hand away at the precise moment when Daniel leaned over and kissed Gabriela.

What started as a peck, and when it seemed that would be the end of it, evolved into a kiss, an explicit and shameless make-out session. In the most absolute silence we witnessed how their eyes closed, their heads tilted, and their tongues made contact. It was Gabriela who first used her hands and even pulled that shaved and rough head toward her, to kiss better, just as Carolina had done two weeks ago.

I expected a complaint from my wife. An exaggerated discourtesy. A half-voiced protest about that inappropriate outburst, about that improper spectacle, but she said nothing.

The make-out session ended. It had been scandalous because it was out of context, out of place, but it had been short, as if it had been born from an outburst, from an unbearable sexual tension. Although I was certain that there had been more show than incontinence. They drank, each from their glass, without looking at each other and without looking at us. Her face flushed. Him calm and satisfied. I wanted to find an impact on my wife, but I couldn't.

Then their murmurs and whispers returned. We weren't four, we were, and had always been, two and two. Two who whispered and touched each other, and two who were silent and watched. I wasn't going to make any decision; I left all the weight on Carolina. I thought that perhaps there were only two ways out: our pitiful retreat, in which Daniel would remain as the triumphant victor, kisser of young girls, who had tricked us into that humiliation; or to find between us a complicity that would rival theirs.

A second kiss occurred and I awaited Carolina's reaction. I wished that she would at least look at me. I wished she would whisper something to me, even if it was a grievance against them. But that didn't happen, and I, with her beside me, couldn't tell how much she was observing and how much she was slightly averting her gaze to avoid seeing them. The kiss wasn't exaggerated, but there was invasive tongue and receptive tongue. Their heads didn't tilt too much but there was some foreshortening. The kiss wasn't loud, but it was wet. The kiss wasn't long, but it was heartfelt. It was more morbid because it was inappropriate and because of the dirty intention than because of the kiss itself. At least that's how I felt it, and I remembered how, two weeks ago, my own wife had begun to succumb after the first kiss from that jerk, who now seemed to want to punish her for who knows what affront that had happened that enigmatic Friday.

After the kiss their whispers returned; they seemed like accomplice and forbidden lovers. Passionate exhibitionists before a taciturn and bewildered married couple. And I could wait no longer for Carolina's reaction. I brought my face toward her and deposited in her ear:

“Did you know this was going to happen?”

She turned immediately, her perfume hit me, the standardized and manufactured beauty of her face contrasted with Daniel's ugliness and with Gabriela's still childish features.

“What do you think?” she answered seriously.

“Does it bother you?” I asked while I heard them whispering.

“Yes, it makes me super jealous,” she said, ironically, but her response troubled me, as I felt it was a kind of “excuse not asked for, guilt manifest,” since I had expected a complaint or some expression of offense.

“Does it bother you or not?” I insisted.

“It doesn’t bother me. They’re simply ridiculous. I don’t know what we’re doing here,” she said and took a drink.

“So, what? Should we leave?” I asked her, and instantly regretted opening that possibility.

“No, we’re all leaving now,” I heard Daniel say, catching me off guard, as I thought he wasn’t listening to us.

“Hey... I still have half a drink left...” said Gabriela, exaggerating her confusion and seeming more confident, as if her performance had given her assurance.

“Doesn’t matter. Come on,” he concluded.

Daniel was trying to prevent our escape by transforming it into a peaceful, collective departure. Soon all four of us were walking between the tables. I was in front and heard Daniel say, behind me, that he was treating us, that he would pay at the bar. Then I went around another table and heard him telling someone to go with him. I walked a few more steps until I reached the exit door, turned around, and saw that the person leaving with me wasn’t Carolina, but Gabriela. She herself thanked me for letting her pass, when in reality what I was doing was looking for Carolina.

Before I knew it, I was on the sidewalk, outside, with that mysterious girl, and I was still searching, now through the glass window, for where Daniel and my wife were.


CHAPTER 17

My passivity and even delight at being a privileged witness to their confrontation disappeared in an instant. Suddenly all I felt was nervousness and tension, like a sheepdog watching its flock spiral out of control right before its eyes. In my head, my own voice echoed: “You trust her so little!” while my ears registered Gabriela’s words as she spoke to me, though I wasn’t listening.

I kept searching with my eyes through the enormous window, but between the tables, the venue’s ornate decor, people standing up, and waiters coming and going, I could barely see anything, much less locate them.

Until it occurred to me to look further back, where the bar cleared a bit and extended toward the restrooms, and I finally saw them. And then I heard:

“Can I tell you a secret?”

“What? Yes, tell me,” I answered Gabriela without even looking at her, straining my eyes to confirm they were standing together at the bar; Carolina was putting on her jacket and shaking her head, running a hand behind her neck, making her blonde bob fly up before falling precisely onto the shoulders and upper back of her gray blazer.

“Well... before coming here... I had a couple of big drinks at home,” said Gabriela, bubbly.

“Oh, that’s nice,” I replied and continued watching.

“Couldn’t you tell?”

“Tell what?”

“That I’d already been drinking.”

“No. Not really,” I said, finally turning my gaze toward her.

“And now I think it’s all hitting me at once. Even though I didn’t even finish that last one.”

Suddenly she seemed incredibly childish. I thought she might even be younger than twenty-five. I turned my gaze back to the inside of the venue. They appeared to be talking, but Carolina was gesturing with one hand. Was she stopping him? Saying no to something? Arguing? It was killing me not knowing.

“Why are you looking so much?” asked Gabriela.

I didn’t respond. I kept watching. I had the feeling something was about to happen. I didn’t know if I wanted Daniel to make a move, an attempt, or for my wife to leave there immediately.

“Oh, you like watching, that’s right. Did you enjoy... watching us?”

I turned my gaze back to her.

“Yes, it turned me on so much,” I said ironically.

“Really? She was watching us a lot. I’d say more than you were,” Gabriela clarified, surprising me.

I observed her more carefully: her very black hair, her jacket more open than inside the cocktail bar, her breasts pressed against that top. Her waist was solid. Her ass strained against that dark tube miniskirt, which in the streetlight appeared elastic, almost pretending to be leather without actually being it. And for the first time, I looked lower, at her feet, delicately fitted in heeled sandals that stood out with subtle grace. The thin straps intertwined and tied precisely around her ankles and higher up. Perhaps it was the only elegant thing about her. The heel was extensive, which made me guess she was shorter than she appeared.

“Oh, really? She was watching you a lot?” I asked, pretending, playing cynical, but genuinely tense.

“Yes, she was.”

A silence fell then. She, as at other times, seemed about to say something. I was already almost turning my eyes back toward the interior of the venue when she said:

“You know? I’ll tell you another secret, since we’re at it... Just so you know, I... once I’m... in my thing... I’m not the... little girl I might seem to be, or that you might think I am, okay.”

“Yeah... I imagine,” I conceded and immediately remembered her two kisses with Daniel: the skill of her lips, the tempo of her advances, and the subtlety of each movement had been etched into my retina, though I hadn’t stopped to evaluate it until that moment.

“So there,” she said, and suddenly something vibrated in my pants. I took out my phone and saw that Daniel had just sent me a message.

I remained fixated on my mobile phone. I didn’t look up to see where he was. To check if he was still with my wife. I realized that perhaps I had gone a minute or more without spying on them, and it seemed like a reckless eternity.

Even more nervous, I read on my screen:

“Hey man, change of plans. Your wife is too hot, haha. You two can go ahead.”

After reading it, I looked up. My hands were sweating. The air was rising in the avenue, hitting me with a dense and uncomfortable freshness. I looked inside. I didn’t see them. And then I heard Gabriela’s voice:

“Ah. Okay. Well, fine. Yes,” she was saying into her phone, answering a call that I hadn’t even noticed she had received.

“What the fuck is going on?” I said abruptly, and she said goodbye to her caller while looking at me with a furrowed brow, surprised by my anxiety.

“Nothing. Dani just called me, saying they need to talk about something. That we should go ahead.”

“Going? Going where?” I fumed.

“Just around the corner. To a pub nearby.”

“You and me? What are you talking about?”

“Hey, don’t look at me,” she responded, with about a third of the pulse rate I had.

I looked back through the glass window. I’d lost sight of them. They weren’t where they were supposed to be, or where they had been. I visualized myself going in and fetching Carolina, and it seemed ridiculously embarrassing.

I looked at my screen. I reread Daniel’s message, that jerk. “Your wife is too hot.” What was that supposed to mean? A change of plans on the fly? Was his punishment over just like that? Had the jealousy thing worked? The more options there were, the lower the probability of each one, but the truth was there wasn’t a good option. I went to my call log and called Carolina.

I listened to the ringtone in my ear while Gabriela wouldn’t stop talking:

“But it’s right around the corner. And I’m sure they’ll come soon...”

I looked at her. Listened to the ringtone. Looked back inside. Looked back at her. The wind was picking up, dragging fallen leaves from the large trees planted in the sidewalk. I kept listening to the ringtone on my phone. My eyes drifted to that girl’s crude cleavage. More wind, but she didn’t seem cold. I was about to upset her by mentioning that ordinary cleavage, exposed despite the gusts, but I said nothing. More rings on my phone until the call attempt ended.

“Leave them be... They probably want to reminisce...” she smiled, with an exaggerated, malicious smirk.

“About what?”

“About the two nights they spent together, right?” she said, as if it were nothing, but destroying me.

“Right. The two nights. And what do you know about that?” I asked her, drawing strength from where there was none. Pretending as best I could, but inwardly agitated and devastated.

“Well. Everything. Don’t you?”

“Oh, you know everything?”

“I think so. Anyway. Shall we go or what? Did I mention it’s just around the corner?” she smiled again, oblivious to the tremendous blows she was dealing me with each revealing phrase.

—I turned my eyes back to the glass window. Overwhelmed. Knowing they were probably somewhere in that place where I could no longer see them.

“Stop looking, you little perv. They’re not going to do anything in there. They’ll come soon...” she spoke again, with that lightness, unaware of how it was affecting me.

I sighed. Let out air. I was cold. I didn’t know what to do.

“Does it turn you on more to watch Daniel with her or Daniel with me?” she suddenly said, in an endless punishment.

I looked at her. She suddenly seemed to be flirting. I couldn’t believe it. She continued:

“Well. You haven’t seen them together, have you? I don’t really know much. I do know your wife doesn’t know that you two know each other. That I do know. And about what happened between Daniel and her, Daniel told me you were away on a trip or something both nights. Well, no, that the second night you had just arrived or something like that, and she was coming from being with him or something... right?”

“The second night...” I repeated like an automaton. “He told you about that one too...”

“Yes, of course. She told you about both nights and you two got... all hot and bothered, right? You’re into everything... That... Watching too...” she smiled again and I had to go along with that succession of blows.

“That’s right...” I sighed, realizing that this girl held the key that opened the door to what had happened on Friday night.

After another silence, she insisted:

“Shall we go, or what?”


CHAPTER 18

We walked along that almost deserted avenue, typical of newly constructed neighborhoods. I was surprised that Gabriela chose to remain silent, and all that could be heard was the rhythmic clicking of her sandals on the brand-new, grayish sidewalk. I took advantage of this respite to reflect and conclude that everything was working against my wife: her lie about Friday, her lies in general regarding everything that had happened, her not answering my call or returning it, getting excited by pushing me to reenact her night with Daniel, being with him at this very moment... Everything, everything worked against her except for one thing: what she had told me about half an hour ago, that if something happened with Daniel, it could make things better because of something she had felt or that had occurred when she had been with him.

Gabriela hadn’t been wrong when she told me that the pub, or whatever it was, was nearby, as she soon stopped and pointed out the place. That also had me confused: Had Daniel told her what the program for the evening would be? Why had she accepted? What did she gain as a supporting actress in his theater production? Why had he told her everything that had happened with Carolina?

Suddenly, I felt the need for her to answer many questions, and I had the impression that she would do so without too much hesitation. However, I needed to play my cards right. The most important thing was for her to tell me, as much as possible, what had happened that Friday. Then, I found myself in the dilemma of not knowing whether I preferred Carolina and Daniel to join us as soon as possible, or if, on the contrary, I wanted them to give us enough time to extract absolutely all the information from this girl. When I thought that I preferred them to be delayed, or at least to take long enough, I felt a tingling sensation that was starting to become familiar to me; as if my subconscious was imagining things between the two of them in my absence, extremely disturbing things, while my conscious mind went on with its life.

“Do you mind if I smoke a cigarette before going in? Do you smoke?” Gabriela said then, rummaging through her purse.

“No, no... I don’t mind, and I don’t smoke.”

“Double no, then,” she whispered, as she seemed to find a lighter and a pack, finally.

“That’s right. Double no,” I answered and looked over her, toward the long avenue, toward the infinite and straight sidewalk of which we had traveled only a tiny part, and I saw no one.

Gabriela turned in a twist, giving me her back and covering the cigarette with her hand, which was being attacked by the wind, so she could light it. She offered me, thanks to the movement and how short her leather jacket was, a clear view of her ass, squeezed into that elastic black skirt. Her backside, raised by the sandals and by legs that showed muscular calves tightened by the straps of the sandals themselves, looked considerably large and crudely suggestive, like a trap for simpletons. She, at least from the waist down, showed what she had without insinuation or games. And it gave the impression that, from the waist up, the moment she decided to get rid of her leather jacket, the same would happen. And it was curious, because at first I felt that smoking didn’t really suit her, but, by the second drag, I saw such poise in the way she held the cigarette and exhaled the smoke that I came to think exactly the opposite.

We had to move away from the entrance of that pub as some guys came out; they were about thirty and quite well-dressed. During that fleeting moment when the door opened, you could hear the sound of the music, which wasn’t too thunderous. There didn’t seem to be much of a crowd either; after all, it was Thursday, and we weren’t exactly in the university area. And it looked more like a modern bar than an actual pub.

“If you’re cold, I’ll finish this right away. I never get cold. My mother always says my thermostat is broken. It’s more about getting my fix than for pleasure. Although I don’t smoke much anymore, you know. I think I don’t even smoke five a day,” Gabriela said then, at full speed.

“No, no. I’m fine. Don’t worry,” I said, and looked again at the endless sidewalk. I was fully aware that I needed to get as much information as possible out of this girl as soon as possible, but I couldn’t see how to open fire. Finally, after another drag, I said the first thing that came to mind:

“Can I ask you how you met Daniel?”

“Oh, yes, of course. It’s nothing. We met online about... three or four years ago. And I’ll tell you more. Well. Let’s see,” she accelerated, activating like a spring. “I was working as a waitress. He told me about his life, he’s really nice, you know, you immediately feel like you’ve known him forever, didn’t that happen to you with him? Anyway, I was sick of my job, really mistreated, to be honest, but I also liked the whole gym thing, you know? And he started to... I don’t know how to say it... to... because you know he’s into gym stuff, and he started to...

“Advise you? Guide you?” I asked, and anxiously looked back at the eternal and deserted avenue.

“Yes, more or less. The thing is that... Well. He lived far away. We were at a distance. A relationship that’s called that, long-distance. You know. And...” she hesitated, and then smiled, as if gathering momentum. “We started with the camera and stuff... saying things to each other... sexual things, you know. Well, it was funny because it was like, you know, the first hour we would talk normally, on the phone or with a video call, and after a while it was like ‘okay, let’s get down to business,’” she laughed, and then took another drag.

“I see... How curious...” I whispered, having no idea what to say.

“And that’s it. So, he... was kind of telling me what to do with my life. I started as a receptionist at a gym. It’s a very big chain, maybe you know it, they’re everywhere. And I was fine, I was happy, but he kept telling me that I had to get out of there right away, that I should talk to my boss, that I should get into purchasing... He talked to me about invoice software programs and stuff... but anyway... he thinks, not because I’ve lied to him or anything, he thinks that, well, that I’m moving up and all that... but now I’m just the receptionist who’s been saddled with handling some billing,” she smiled again.

“Well, little by little.”

“Yeah... that’s what I tell him. He kind of wants everything right away. And I tell him exactly that: little by little.”

She took another drag, and perhaps it was due to the soft light emanating from the venue, illuminating her face with a welcoming warmth, or the particular charm in her way of speaking: a mixture of sincerity and familiarity, but suddenly I perceived her as much more attractive than a few minutes earlier. I also recalculated her age back to the initial twenty-six or twenty-seven years.

“He told me you two met in Italian classes.”

“Yes” —I affirmed, tilting my head and furrowing my brow slightly— “You know a lot about me, don’t you? In fact, I’m not sure if I’m comfortable with you knowing so much. Especially about Carolina, him and me” —I said, in a friendly tone, but hurriedly, trying to steer the conversation where I needed it to go.

“Yeah. When he was telling me what happened with your wife those nights... I would say to him: but... do they know you’re telling me this?”

“And?”

“Well, he confessed that no. The truth. Although later he told me that he had talked to you about it and you said it wasn’t a big deal, that it wasn’t a secret or anything, right? I hope I’m not getting myself into trouble...”

“Yeah... No... Of course... No trouble... Don’t worry” —I responded, wondering just how explicit that bastard might have been; also wondering again about that damned Friday, and not at all surprised by Daniel’s umpteenth trap and lie.

“Although, to tell you the truth, I’m a little confused by what’s happening tonight.”

“Why? Tell me” —I asked, feigning composure and setting the bait.

“Well” —she said, tossing her hair, taking another drag and covering herself a bit with her jacket after a light gust of wind— “it’s just that... he tells me... that, you know, you play this game where... Well, first of all, I should tell you that after doing those things with video calls and all... we’ve had sex tons of times in person, okay, so I don’t want to come across as some phone sex freak. Although... we don’t have exclusivity or anything... That was crystal clear from the beginning. We’ve been like this for about a year.”

“But are you from around here?”

“Yes, yes. And when he comes, we see each other. And we see each other other times in other... places. But two weeks ago, when what happened happened, I was on a trip with some friends, well, a bachelorette party, one of them is getting married. Anyway. And afterward he told me everything. You know. Well, I don’t know where I was going with this...”

“That he told you we play some kind of game” —I said quickly, and looked again toward the empty avenue.

“Oh, yes. He told me you play a game where she, Carolina, which by the way is a very pretty name, isn’t it? I, if you prefer to call me Gabi, I prefer that. Well, whatever you like. Anyway, that you play a game where Carolina does it... you know, with people, and you watch. But sometimes you’re working away, so instead of that happening, well... your spouse, wife, that, does it and then tells you about it, right?”

“Yes... more or less...” —I found myself forced to say.

“And that... you had told him that besides that you also... get excited... seeing another couple, well together and all, kissing or doing other things. And the truth is he told me. Let’s see... he pretended he was telling me as gossip, you know? But I knew he was telling me to see if I... well... wanted to cooperate, because he knows that’s where I don’t fail, that I join in without thinking” —she smiled mischievously, and took another drag from a cigarette that was already burning down.

“I see, I see...”

“Well, shall we go in?” —she asked, dropping the cigarette to the ground.

“Yes, but... why do you say you’re confused tonight?”

“Oh, well... because I think...” —she said, making a strange face.

“What do you think?” —I asked tensely.

“That I think the game where you watch... they’re going to change it, or they’re changing it on the fly, going back to... you know. Anyway. I think they have too much desire for each other, don’t you think? Which game do you prefer?”

Hearing that they had desire for each other tore me apart inside. However, I tried to continue as best I could.

“What do I prefer?” —I said, swallowing halfway through the sentence.

“Yes... do you prefer watching Dani and me do something or do you prefer that he... screws her and then your wife tells you about it? Because... now that I think about it...” —she said, looking at her watch and turning around— “I think I don’t know if they might have already gone to Dani’s hotel.”

“To the hotel?”

“Yes, Dani’s hotel is right where we were before. If that room could talk” —she laughed— “Lots of action. We already christened it for a while this afternoon. Well, shall we go in? Wait. Or do you want me to call him?”

"Daniel?"

"Yes, of course, should I call him? Although, well, if they had already decided to get to it, they would have told you, right? Because that thing about her telling you about it is when you're away, and today you're here, right? I also don't know what he needed to talk to her about. Are they playing you...?" she smiled playfully, without showing any malice in her face. "Anyway, whatever, I'll call him, okay?"

"Yes, yes. Okay. Call him. Give it a try," I said, while my heart was beating frantically in my chest, and my eyes returned to the extensive and deserted sidewalk.


CHAPTER 19

While Gabriela was calling him, she moved slightly away from me and gazed distractedly into the establishment. I checked my phone again and confirmed that I still hadn’t heard from my wife, whom I had tried to contact a few minutes ago.

I thought I didn’t deserve such punishment, and as the seconds passed without Daniel answering Gabriela, I realized that this man was playing everyone, and was lying to her as well. First, he had invented that strange game where Carolina and I supposedly liked to watch, and regarding Thursday night, it seemed obvious he hadn’t told Gabriela that I had been present. Although this last part benefited me, as I couldn’t help wondering what that girl would think of me if she knew I had ejaculated on my own wife’s face, pretending to be Daniel while she was blindfolded. Or what she would think if she imagined me hiding behind the kitchen island or behind the terrace window, watching, excited to a sickening degree, as Daniel fucked her.

“Nothing. Do you want to try calling her?” she asked me then, ending her attempt.

I hesitated. I looked at the call log on my mobile phone screen. Everything that was happening only increased my nervousness.

“Let’s do this,” she continued, “call her while I go inside and check out the atmosphere, which seems a bit dead. I’ll use the restroom while I’m at it,” she smiled. “And... if she doesn’t answer and things are dead in here, we can go to the hotel to see if they’re there, what do you think?”

I nodded, halfheartedly, and imagined going to the hotel with Gabriela to discover if Daniel was fucking my wife, and I felt a pitiful shiver, nearly dropping my phone from my hand.

Gabriela opened the door; once again a minimal murmur and the contained sound of music crossed paths with her as she disappeared inside the pub. I then called Carolina, without much faith that she would answer. I listened to the ringtones and didn’t know what I wanted. I was surprised by the casualness with which Gabriela had proposed what was simply and plainly going to check if they were fucking.

Seconds passed, I looked down the avenue and saw no one, at least not on foot, and just then a taxi arrived from which three women descended, quite well-dressed, in their late thirties. They walked past me without looking at me as I was ending the call, and entered the establishment. Once again I found myself alone on the street, phone in hand, assaulted by another cool gust of wind and by the image of Gabriela and me walking down a hotel corridor, intending to verify what was probable, or at least possible. This disturbed me and also made me wonder what would happen afterward in such a case, and what Gabriela gained from all this. Every time I had a moment to think, I ended up wondering what motivations drove that girl.

After a few moments of hesitation, I decided to enter the place. I was immediately hit by a thick and strangely warm air. The venue was smaller than I had unconsciously assumed, which was actually positive in this context because, with the barely fifteen or twenty people there, it managed to create a sufficient atmosphere. Everything seemed half-finished, or at least not yet completed, with exposed brick and cement walls. Despite not being very large in area, it wasn’t a claustrophobic space as the ceilings were high; you could even see from below how an upper floor jutted out, from which one could look down and see the lower level, but it looked desolate and even closed off. The lights hung from industrial lamps, creating a somewhat annoying glare that contrasted with areas of exaggerated darkness. It aimed for a decoration imitating a small factory, with circular pipes and oxidized tones; halfway between the aesthetics of a Manhattan loft and a clothing store for teenagers. Somewhat outdated commercial music was playing. I soon ran into Gabriela, who gave the impression of returning from the restrooms.

“Well? Nothing?” she asked in my ear, raising her voice.

It took me a couple of seconds to realize she was referring to my call to Carolina.

I shook my head and she said something I didn’t understand, but I nodded, or shrugged, and then I saw her heading toward the bar. I followed her and, once there, she spoke to me again and this time I heard clearly:

“Right? I just can’t say no when there’s a two-for-one deal.”

I looked across the bar and saw a blackboard hanging high above the shelves with three long rows of bottles. It advertised a two-for-one shot special until one in the morning.

“Is tequila okay with you?” she whispered in my ear again, and I agreed.

Suddenly I found myself bombarded by the alcohol from the shot, Gabriela’s shameless cleavage, and her chatter telling me that salt and lime were relatively recent inventions that we shouldn’t pay attention to. After her revelation, she decided to remove her leather jacket and leave it on the bar, which was almost completely clear. She then treated me to a clear view of that black top, of which I could see everything. I was surprised it had no straps, as it stayed in place only by mere compression. You could see two cups with some padding that gave her an exuberance that was, at the very least, quite eye-catching.

After a silence, she proposed another round, and looked at her watch.

“But I’m leaving soon, okay? I don’t know about you, but I have to work tomorrow,” she said again close to me, speaking as if we had infinitely more trust than we actually did.

I realized I was shutting down, while she kept ramping up. The alcohol seemed to sedate me, while it energized her. But my mental block was really due to another reason; she had no idea of the emotional stress I was suffering from not knowing where my wife was.

“Whoever came up with the idea of organizing this kind of thing on a Thursday, I don't know, but it wasn't convenient for me then and it still isn't now,” she continued, grabbing a second shot.

“Well, they organized it,” I said, as I picked up mine.

We clinked the small glasses and drank that terribly tasting drink in one gulp.

After recovering from the bitter taste, she continued:

“It seems like they organize everything, don't they? See? Like I was telling you. They're hot for each other... They couldn't even wait until tomorrow...”

That statement hurt me again. I searched in my pocket, checked that I had reception in there, and put my phone away again. While doing so, I saw out of the corner of my eye how she took her phone from her jacket and put it in her purse, which was also on the bar. Despite her movement, her breasts didn't move, enclosed there within the cups of her top, and the lower part of her torso and back appeared smooth and bare.

Each silence implied the possibility that she might suggest leaving, so the questions I still needed to ask became increasingly urgent. I had two unavoidable ones. I cleared my throat, gathered my courage, and asked her:

“Can I ask what you get out of this?”

She turned toward me, giving me her full attention, and after looking at me strangely, said:

“What do I get? I don't understand.”

“Well... that at this point... since it seems like what you came to do... isn't going to happen... I mean...”

“Are you kicking me out?” she laughed.

“What? Kicking you out? No... But I'm saying. That at this point. If what you say was the initial plan doesn't seem like it's going to happen...”

“Look. Yeah. It's possible that... the part about you two watching us... that's probably not happening. But it's not certain either, right? I mean, imagine we go to the hotel now and they're just talking, or they're still downstairs in that fancy bar...”

“Right. Could be...” I answered.

“I told you I work tomorrow but I didn't down these shots just to go straight to bed either, you know,” she said and smiled again.

At that precise moment, the bartender turned toward us and she immediately ordered a rum and coke. I felt almost forced to order a gin and tonic. While I was shouting the brand I wanted to the bartender, I was already thinking about how to formulate the next question for Gabriela.

After a brief silence, I brought my face close to her and said in her ear:

“I'm going to ask you something.”

She nodded.

“How explicit was Daniel when he told you what happened with my wife on Thursday and Friday?”

She turned. She looked at me with her large, dark eyes, tucked her hair behind her ear, her enormous circular earring danced, and she answered:

“Well... pretty explicit, I'd say.”

“Really? The thing is... I'm a little... I wouldn't say angry with my wife, but about Friday night... she hasn't exactly been forthcoming.”

“Forthcoming?” she was surprised, and at that moment the bartender began serving our drinks.

I was getting more and more nervous. Meanwhile, Gabriela's expression was relaxed. I didn't know if the music was playing louder or if the alcohol was making me lose my hearing, but I felt it was becoming harder to communicate.

She took a small sip from the fresh drink. I did the same and, without further delay, continued:

“Yes. She told me about Thursday well enough. Or I think so. But about Friday night, I don't really know much...”

“Are you asking me to tell you about it?” she smiled, looking at me, and her lips were shining, wet from the drink.

I drank again, while looking at her. I surveyed what was before me, trying to disguise it as much as possible. The truth was that her outfit was tremendously provocative. Plus, she was considerably younger than me. We certainly didn't look like a typical couple. I also reflected on how few times, perhaps none, I had been on a date with a woman who dressed that way, with that black miniskirt that pretended to be leather, and with that top that almost seemed more like an intimate garment than something to wear in a public place. And it wasn't a date, obviously, but to all appearances, from the outside, it would look like one.

“Look. Let's see,” she said, bringing her mouth to my ear, next to my cheek. “I'll tell you what I know, which might not be more than you know... but first you solve a doubt I have, okay?”

“What doubt?”

“Shall we do it that way?”

“What way?”

“That you solve it for me first, but be honest, okay? And then I'll tell you what I know about that Friday.”

“Fine by me,” I said.

“Okay, here goes: is everything that's happening tonight just the three of you playing a joke on me?”

“What? What do you mean?” I asked, surprised.

“Well. Let me see. It’s just that Dani usually asks me about other boyfriends, other flings. I don’t know if... you’ve talked about it,” she said and took a sip of her rum.

“I swear I don’t follow you,” I answered honestly and also took a drink.

“Well... I mean, them disappearing like that... when I called him after leaving the other place, he told me we should go ahead without them... I’m wondering if you’re not looking for some kind of... partner swap... or something like that.”

I tilted my head back slightly, extremely puzzled. I frowned and simply said:

“Mmm. No...”

“It’s just that the watching thing... I don’t really see you guys as the watching type. I don’t know. Something feels off. Female intuition,” she smiled, somewhat tense and distrustful. “And now they’ve abandoned us like this...”

“Believe me, no. We haven’t conspired for you to end the night with me...” I said, and immediately realized I had verbalized perhaps too precisely what she had insinuated.

We looked at each other intently. We drank without breaking eye contact. I felt her flirting again. But I didn’t know if there was real intention or if I was simply facing a naturally flirtatious creature.

“Okay. I believe you. At least for now,” she said and tucked her hair behind her ear again, in a strangely suggestive gesture. “So I’ll tell you what I know about Friday, how’s that?”

“Sounds good,” I replied, and took a small sip, without taking my eyes off her, while my pulse raced again.


CHAPTER 20

Gabriela then looked behind her, saw a stool almost under the bar, picked up her jacket and her purse and seemed to hesitate; finally she didn't place her belongings on the stool but instead climbed onto it herself. I, somewhat tired of standing, grabbed another one and sat down near her. Again her strong thigh was crossed over her other leg; her black skirt retreated showing more flesh than would be prudent or modest.

She drank, I looked around us; barely four or five small groups and no one nearby. My heart continued to beat forcefully. I looked at her, my eyes begging her to tell me at once. She looked at me, she was about to start speaking, I felt the moment as strangely intimate. Then, moving closer to me, her knee almost touching mine, she said:

“You know? Before fulfilling my part of the deal, because otherwise I might forget later... I wanted to tell you that when you said you were going to ask me a question, I thought you were going to ask something else.”

“What else?” I asked, surprised, and took a drink.

“I thought... despite not having what you’d call an exclusive relationship with him... you were going to ask if I was jealous... because maybe Dani is with her right now.”

We looked at each other again. She took a sip and then tucked part of her bangs behind her ear. After setting her glass on the bar, she briefly rested a hand on my knee to balance herself while adjusting her bottom on the stool, then removed her hand naturally, as if nothing had happened. Afterward, with both hands, she adjusted her top, pulling it upward, toward her armpits, in a quick and precise movement.

“Fine. Then I’ll ask you now,” I said, consciously entering her game.

“Tell me. Go on, phrase the question,” she played along.

I cleared my throat. I also set my glass on the bar. I dried my damp hand, bringing it to my right thigh and minimally rubbing it on the fabric of my pants. I had no doubt about what she was after.

“All right. Does it make you jealous that he might be with my wife right now?”

She made a face of dissatisfaction. Her eyes sparkled. She wiggled her bottom on the stool, seeking more comfort. She took advantage of the movement to, once again, briefly place and quickly withdraw a hand on my knee.

She then leaned forward to speak to me. I didn’t flinch and prepared myself to receive her. And then, resting her hand on my leg for the third time, she said in my ear:

“Come on, say it properly. We’re all adults here.”

She withdrew immediately. She placed her other hand on my other leg. With the stools close together, with our legs almost entangled, with her hands on my knees... she looked at me... and I gave her what she asked for:

“Does it make you jealous that right now... perhaps... Dani... as you call him... is fucking my wife?”

She made a strange gesture, as if playing hard to get, as if hesitating; she furrowed her brow and moved her lips in a theatrical display, without removing her hands from my knees.

“A little, don’t you think? And you?” she asked, looking at me fixedly. Then she freed one of her hands to reach for her glass.

“Very much, to be honest,” I answered.

She stirred the liquid with a straw, and then drank but without using it to drink. She watched me. She was noticeably more than tipsy. The fact that she was drinking while keeping one hand on one of my legs was a notoriously forced excess.

“So?” she asked.

“So what?”

“Why do you do it, if it makes you jealous?”

“It’s... difficult to explain. Well, not difficult. I’ve accepted these days that it’s impossible.”

“These days? But haven’t you been doing this for a long time?” she pressed.

I hesitated. I drank too. She removed her hand. We stared at each other. The music seemed unpleasant to me. My body had long since abandoned the lingering cold from the street to feel a humid and oppressive heat.

“She’s very beautiful,” she said then, leaning forward again, but without touching me.

I shrugged.

“That said... I’d change her style,” she said again, coming toward me.

“Her style? What style?” I asked.

“Well... her clothes, how she dresses, and everything in general... ugh...” she exaggerated, pretending something like a retch.

I smiled forcedly and shook my head, though also in a friendly manner. I wasn’t very clear if she disliked only her clothing or also her, my wife, herself. I felt that even if that were the case, I didn’t really care, nor did it bother me too much.

“She doesn’t show off anything. At least today she looked like a nun. And don’t tell me she came from work, that’s no excuse. But she is, she’s gorgeous,” she said, full of conviction, and drank again.

That flattery of my wife immediately reminded me of Silvia’s, so I said without thinking:

“Well... she seems to be on a roll... The other night we went out, I met a lesbian... and she fell in love with her.”

She then moved closer to tell me something. Again, a hand on my leg. This time she didn’t seek my ear, but face to face, almost mouth to mouth, she said:

“Well, I’m not a lesbian, if that’s what you’re asking, although I have done a few things.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes, really,” she said without moving away.

“Sometimes I get the feeling that all women under thirty have done everything,” I stated.

She pulled back again and shrugged, as if saying “I don’t know.”

I then thought that my comment hadn’t been particularly insightful, perhaps even old-fashioned. She wanted to play and I wanted to know. Her role was simpler. Besides, I was living with an underlying subtext where I was fully aware that my wife had been alone with that bastard Daniel for almost an hour.

“What are you thinking?” she said then, surprising me, once again very close to me. I could feel her gentle breath, her body scent; nothing about her displeased me, quite the opposite.

I didn’t hesitate. Perhaps because of the alcohol. Perhaps out of weariness, because I couldn’t take it anymore.

“The truth... is that I just imagined them fucking...” I told her, again almost mouth to mouth, being completely honest.

“And?” she whispered against my lips, with a hand on my thigh.

“Well... despite my jealousy... I like imagining them...”

“And how exactly do you imagine them now?” she provoked me.

“Well...” I took the plunge, “I imagine he’s fucking her in the hotel room. On the floor. Him on top of her. They couldn’t hold back anymore...”

“Wow... What else... Go on...” she murmured against my lips, with a mixture of nervousness and sweetness.

“They’ve barely undressed, haven’t even made it to the bed. They couldn’t wait any longer... He’s pulled his pants down just enough. She’s lifted her skirt just enough. He’s pushed her panties aside...”

“Oh, really? You imagine that...?” she whispered into my mouth, and I felt her squeeze my thigh slightly with her hand.

“Yes... Right now they’re fucking like that. My wife is wrapping her legs around him... He’s thrusting deep inside her. They’re moaning like animals...” I responded.

And then our lips met. She was the one who kissed me. Fleetingly. It was a quick peck that was about to end when suddenly her mouth opened, taking mine with it. I felt her tongue. She felt mine. The freshness was intense. Her sweetness was striking. The moisture of her lips and tongue pressed against my chest and sent my pulse racing. And in less than two seconds she broke it off. She pulled away. She looked at me. She drank again. Watching me. Perhaps challenging me. My heart was pounding out of my chest.

Nervous, with an accelerated pulse and an erratic hand, I took my drink and sipped while watching her. I felt a thousand things at once. Perhaps, strangely enough, almost the only thing I didn’t feel was that I had just been unfaithful. She was drinking too, her eyes somewhat narrowed and bright. Then, something made me suspicious, I sensed a forced performance.


I wondered if I was the one being deceived, if this was also part of Daniel’s plan, if she was there to distract me. 


CHAPTER 21

There are kisses that change everything and kisses that change nothing. I had the feeling I was in the second scenario. Whether it was her strategy, or rather Daniel’s, or not, to me it had only seemed like the culmination of flirtation, just part of a phase with its inherent milestone.

Her body language also suggested that nothing had changed. She looked at me again, drank again. Then, checking her watch, she said:

“They’ve been gone about an hour, haven’t they?”

I instantly feared that we would leave without my having extracted all the information.

“Yes, but don’t run away...” I whispered, taking advantage of our close proximity again. Our legs were still lightly brushing against each other, creating a subtle and constant connection between us.

“Don’t run away...? Do I kiss that well? It was just a silly thing, you know,” she smiled.

I returned her smile. I was convinced she had understood me.

“Don’t run away without telling me about them and their Friday,” I said, emphasizing each word.

She displayed a look of surprise, as if trying to convey she didn’t remember, but I didn’t believe her.

“Do you really not know anything?” she asked me.

“I know very little.”

“It’s curious, because I don’t think he would have actually told me anything, maybe nothing at all, if it hadn’t happened at my place,” she said.

“What? At your place?” I asked with a sudden resurgence of nervousness, though I tried to hide it as much as possible.

“You don’t even know that?” she was surprised and stirred the ice in her glass with a straw she wasn’t using to drink, just to stir.

“No, but you’re going to tell me.”

“Well then you really are lost. And Thursday, did she tell you everything about that?”

“Thursday, yes,” I answered, and I realized from her tone that she still found this quite strange.

She was indeed looking at me as if something didn’t add up, with her alcohol-glazed eyes. Animated and intrigued.

“My wife sometimes likes to ration... what she tells me... about what she does,” I continued then, trying to give substance to my masquerade.

“To keep you crazy and attentive. Yeah... I figured her out in five minutes...” she said and drank through the straw for the first time.

“Come on, tell me,” I said, defeated, at times unable to avoid showing my impatience.

She leaned toward me. Again a hand on my leg, the knee thing was ancient history, now it was always on my thigh; her hand on my thin dark pants.

“Well, okay, if you don’t know anything... They were sending messages to each other that Friday afternoon. She kind of wanted to talk about it. Or something like that. I understand that since you were away, she wanted to organize it... well, like this time, like tonight. I guess to do it... you know, another night, but with you present... Actually, according to what Dani told me, at least she was telling him she just wanted to talk about it. I mean, with what happened the night before, she was supposedly satisfied... It was very... intense what happened Thursday, wasn’t it?”

I swallowed. Using the pretext of the music volume reaching increasingly higher levels, she kept talking to me, alternating between her mouth at my ear and her mouth almost in front of my lips. Between her going from one side to the other, and the content of her statements, I could barely follow and digest what she was telling me.

“Yes, quite...” I managed to answer.

She moved away again to drink. I was three bodies at once: the one listening to her, the one imagining what Carolina and Daniel might be doing at that precise moment, and the one analyzing this girl. The one listening reflected that perhaps I should take what she was saying with a grain of salt, as it was something Daniel had told her, and then she was telling me; Daniel wasn’t the most honest man in the world either. I then thought it would have been a good idea to have asked her about Thursday as well; that way, if her account of Thursday matched reality, I could better gauge the level of truthfulness about Friday. My second self, the one imagining Carolina with him, visualized that at that moment they weren’t fucking on the floor, but on the bed... There he was dominating her, on top of her, crushing her; she with her chest against the sheets, he on top, covering her, with his muscular chest against my wife’s back... And the one analyzing Gabriela appreciated her charm when speaking, her permanently powerful thighs, and remembered her kiss, her fresh breath, where I hadn’t detected absolutely any smell or aftertaste of tobacco, and valued the skill of her tongue.

“Come on. Continue,” I urged her.

“You’re eager, huh...” she smiled, and hesitated whether to place her glass on the bar again.

I shrugged, not wanting to appear intrigued, though I knew it was impossible.

“Shall we have another?” she asked then, looking at her glass and stirring with the straw the only thing left, which was a couple of nearly melted ice cubes.

“Better not. Why do you say what happened happened at your place? But you weren’t there.”

“Yes. Well. That’s why. She wanted to talk about it...” she said, making a strange face, as if letting me know she didn’t believe her. “And so they decided to go to Dani’s rented apartment again, like the night before.”

I distrusted what she was telling me. I had been very vigilant. I had watched Daniel’s apartment. It was impossible that they had gone there.

“But did they go to your place or Daniel’s apartment?” I asked.

“Wait...” she smiled, trying to calm me down. “Look, that was the confusion. Your girl... well, your wife, got some weird idea and wanted to change plans, and told him she didn’t want to go to his apartment.”

I was startled. My throat tightened. I moistened my lips. The reason for her change of plans seemed clear: at the end of that afternoon I had texted her saying I was already at our apartment. If they met at Daniel’s place, she risked me seeing them.

“And...?” I asked, again trying to feign composure.

“Well, he told her that if it was just to talk, they could have dinner downtown, or he could pick her up from work. And she said no way, that she wanted discretion or whatever... You see. Then he suggested going to a hotel and she insisted that she only wanted to talk.”

I took a sip from my glass. I only drank what remained of the melted ice.

“And so,” she continued, touching her lower lip and then fixing her hair, “that’s why he called me. He already knew, obviously, that I wasn’t home. But I share an apartment. Well, he called and told me a bit of the story. I told him if he was crazy, because, you know, I have a roommate. And well, in the end I talked to her. She told me she was going out for dinner and then out. I asked her the favor. She was shocked, of course, but she did it for me. And then Dani went to my place... my roommate let him in and then left... And a little while later... well, your wifey arrived... Hey, do you have cell service here?” she suddenly asked, as if it were nothing.

I looked away. My heart was in my throat. She wasn’t aware of the torture she was putting me through.

Sitting on the stool, I stretched one leg to pull my mobile phone from my pants pocket. I checked it. No news from Carolina. No calls or messages.

I told her that yes, I had service, and then I heard Gabriela asking the bartender for our bill.

I looked up. I asked to pay. She, without saying anything but not giving me a chance, took a credit card from her wallet and immediately held it up to the reader the bartender was offering.

After doing so, she put the card back in her wallet, and the wallet in her purse. We looked at each other. Only part of me was with her, but at the same time that part was completely devoted. Sometimes I felt she could read in my gaze that I was tense about what was happening, but at the same time strangely comfortable with her.

I took a breath. I sighed.

“Go on. Come on,” I said.

“You want me to tell you what happened next?” she smiled.

“Yes, of course.”

“You’re really messed up... I’m not going to tell you that here... I can see how you’re going to react and this isn’t the place...” she smiled again.

She got down from the stool and grabbed her leather jacket and her purse. I descended too. As we did so, we found ourselves face to face again. She, despite the sandals with those high heels, was shorter than me, but even so our faces weren’t far from each other.

Suddenly I couldn’t hear the music, or the murmur around us. For a moment I didn’t think about Carolina either. Gabriela’s dark eyes seemed to be asking me for something and her lips seemed to be at the same time an answer in themselves. The silence between us grew dense.

“Are you afraid or what?” she said against my lips.

And in my head echoed a “To kiss you again?”, but finally I said:

“Afraid of what?”

“To go to the hotel... To see what they’re doing...”

“Of course I’m not afraid,” I answered.

She smiled again. Each of her smiles seemed different, and they all meant something. She moved away from me and we began walking toward the exit. Once outside I realized the tremendous noise that had bombarded us inside, and I also felt an enormous contrast in temperature.

Again, that long sidewalk, but now in the opposite direction. There was no one in front or behind us. Only a few cars passed by from time to time, at full speed; first you could hear the engine, and then a buzz with music. She was telling me she had never been around here before and we lost ourselves in trivial conversation. In my head, the story of that Friday was still spinning, incomplete, but we kept walking without me asking again. I told myself I wasn’t doing it to avoid showing my desperation, although perhaps there was also something about not wanting to know the truth.

The streetlights made me squint. I was definitely more drunk than I thought. I also had a much stronger urge to urinate than I could handle.

I looked back. I looked ahead. Gabriela, now wearing her leather jacket, walked beside me on her sandals, with such skill that anyone seeing her from a distance couldn’t imagine how high they were.

“What’s wrong with you?” she said, almost laughing when she saw me constantly looking around.

“Well, the truth is I need to pee. And I don’t know whether to go back to the pub or...”

“Go back? Just pee over there,” she said, as if it were nothing.

“Over there, where?” I asked and followed her gaze to see a downward cement ramp that ended at the entrance of a private underground garage.

“Right there,” she insisted.

“You’re crazy...”

“Oh... the civic-minded boy. Relax, no one’s going to see you.”

I looked around again. She wasn’t wrong. There wasn’t a soul walking by. Nor could anyone see me from the buildings on the avenue, since the bottom of the ramp was quite hidden.

“Come on, if a car comes to enter the garage, I’ll warn you,” she said.

I looked from side to side once more. I made up my mind and started down the slope of the ramp. I saw a drain, like a sewer grate, at the end of it, so I told myself it wasn’t so bad, that the smell wouldn’t linger there, or at least not too much.

I unzipped my pants and began to urinate against the corner between the garage door and the ramp wall. I looked back and saw Gabriela at the top of the slope, about thirty or forty feet away, checking her phone.

I turned my gaze forward and thought that I almost completely ruled out the possibility that this girl’s presence in my night was part of Daniel’s plan. It was too complicated. And she seemed too... pure. I couldn’t imagine her doing evil for evil’s sake. For some reason, I trusted her.

When I finished urinating, I composed myself and went back up the ramp. She had come down a bit. Her calves and thighs looked even more powerful from up there. The leather jacket, cropped short, revealed her ass, her hip, her navel, her waist... Her long dark hair and enormous earrings gave her a somewhat wild appearance. I saw her rummaging through her purse, lost in thought.

“I don’t know whether to smoke a cigarette or have some gum,” she said, without looking at me, when she felt me nearby.

“Gum will always be more advisable,” I said, now at her side.

“Look, I have tissues if you want.”

“No need.”

“No drop left in your undies?” she smiled, with her back almost against the wall, looking at me again.

“No... I don’t think so.”

“Look, I also have lip balm, this purse is like a magician’s hat,” she said humorously, continuing her exploration of her bag and pulling out a lip balm that wasn’t a stick but a small cylindrical container. She opened it, unscrewing the cap, and began to coat her index finger and discreetly apply it to her lips.

“One hundred percent natural: cocoa, beeswax and mint, how about that,” she said, as she returned it to her purse.

A gust of wind rose then. We heard it, but didn’t feel it. The trees on the avenue shook, but we, there, in the middle of that sheltered slope, pressed against the wall, didn’t feel the impact.

She smiled again. We were face to face. Her lips shone from the recent hydration.

“What are you looking at?” she whispered, in her umpteenth flirtation, always bordering, surfing, between smile and laughter.

I, again, no matter how much she flirted, no matter how much I played along, no matter that we had kissed, didn’t feel like I was doing anything wrong.

“I’m not looking at anything...” I answered.

She then checked the time on her watch. She did it with an exaggerated contortion, as if she were really more cornered against the wall by me than she actually was.

“Well... those two have been at it for almost an hour and a half now,” she whispered.

“Yeah...”

“What do you think they’re doing now?” she provoked, suddenly in a serious tone, looking at me fixedly again.

“I don’t know...” I responded and sighed.

“Maybe you were right and they’re fucking on the floor...? How was it...? ‘Moaning like animals,’ you said?”

I smiled.

More silence. The hum of a car speeding by. I thought she was going to kiss me again. She barely had to move a few inches.

But she didn’t move. And then I acted:

“Keep telling me about Friday, come on,” I whispered, close to those almost shining lips. And I dared, captivated by her, by the alcohol, and by what we had created, especially her, and I put a hand on her waist, on her skin.

“Mmm... Maybe this isn’t such a bad spot, no... What do you want me to tell you?” she murmured mischievously.

I didn’t respond. My gaze had to be enough. And then she moved closer, moving skillfully. She used one hand to hold my face, in a strange way, and her lips kissed mine. It was a quick peck. Playful. To leave me wanting more.

I squeezed her waist by mere reflex. She put her hands on my hip. Her back was in contact with the wall, but even so I knew I could try to feel that excessive ass, that tight black skirt, but I didn’t.

“What do you want me to tell you, huh?” she provoked again, sweetly. And I moved one of my hands up a bit, slipping it inside her open jacket, moving up that top, which was more like a corset than a top, as the touch revealed an elaborate lace; at close range, and with more light, it was confirmed as an almost obscene garment.

“Shhh...” she softly hushed, indicating that I shouldn't go any higher.

Suddenly another kiss, this time without the strange touch of her hand on my face. A deceptive kiss, like the first one, whose change caught me equally off guard: a peck that mutated into a make-out session without warning; suddenly the moisture of her lips and the skill of her tongue. The touch of tongue and lips was ethereal yet consistent. While we kissed she squeezed my hip and my member throbbed, growing and restless. The end of the kiss, again by her decision, had been slow and heartfelt, as if telling me with the gradual withdrawal that she wasn't convinced either about ending it.

After a brief silence, which served to highlight an impeccable kiss, she whispered:

“I'm going to tell you, but...”

“But what?”

“That... I'm going to be... very crude, okay? I'm not going to hold back... no matter how much I like you and how well you kiss,” she said, unbridled in her flirtation, moving closer, making everything more intimate, brushing her cheek against mine, and depositing her words in my ear.

“Don't hold back... I won't be scared... Or get angry,” I responded, shivering a little, not knowing if it was from the situation or from the cold, in an identical tone to hers.

“Well... your... little wife...”

“Yes...?”

“Your little wife, that... little saint in the pink shirt I met today...” she almost moaned in my ear, and I suddenly felt one of her hands leaving my hip and searching for my crotch, over my pants.

“Yes...”

“That innocent little thing you have for a wife... you should have seen how she left my sheets... that...”

“That what...?” I gasped in her ear, and I could already feel her hand caressing my sex, delicately, over my clothes.

“Well... that... my whole bedroom smelled of sex... you can't even imagine.”

“Oh, really?” I sighed again, tense, but I didn't move.

“Yes... Those... bastards... could have at least put the sheets in the washing machine, don't you think?” she exhaled on my cheek, and continued caressing a member that throbbed, that bounced, and that she must have been feeling move with a life of its own.

“Yeah... That's true...” I could barely respond.

“It reeked of sex... What a... dir-ty... your wife is, huh?” she provoked then, emphasizing the syllables of the insult, and I swallowed and closed my eyes.

“Yeah...” I exhaled. “And... What did he tell you? What did they do?”

“Well he told me that... he fucked her for... more than two hours. What do you think...?”

“I don't... know...”

“You don't know? Your wife says she just wants to talk... and within a minute of coming through the door they were fucking...”

“That's what he told you?” I swallowed.

“Yes... That's what he told me.”

“And how...?”

“How what? How did he fuck her?”

“Yes...”

“Well... I don't know everything,” she whispered at the precise moment when she located my member under the fabric, and grabbed it, rubbing it with her hand. “But I know that... he ate her pussy... and that your wife came. I know she sucked... his cock... And he told me... how did Dani put it... He said: 'tremendous who-re... except for anal, she let me do everything to her...'”

I was panting, gasping in her ear, on her cheek. I was letting it happen. I was imagining. But my hands weren't moving.

“Oh, really...?” I sighed again, while she was practically jerking me off over my pants and I wanted her to open the zipper and free me.

“Yes...” she said, and quickly, surprisingly and strangely, she kissed me on the cheek, a loud kiss. I then turned my face and our lips met. Everything was accelerating. Our mouths opened again, and this time I was the one who sought her tongue, getting ahead of her, but Gabriela didn't back down, and below she operated skillfully. I felt the electricity of the kiss while I felt how she maneuvered to free me. The sound of my pants zipper coming down was clearly heard.

The kiss was prolonged and gained in intensity. Her head tilted and her neck came and went in a lustful oscillation. Her movement, eager, made me feel especially desired. And then I suddenly felt the warm and pleasant touch of her hand, which skillfully had slipped through the opening of my underwear. Without stopping kissing me, she didn't hesitate to pull my hard cock through the gap. I felt the cool night air on my cock; I deduced that my member was already exposed. She, after doing so, after freeing it, squeezed it firmly, broke the kiss and whispered again between my cheek and my ear:

“He fu-cked her... on all fours... Dani told me he came three times... Don’t worry, the time he came inside her he was wearing a condom. One of the condoms from my nightstand... by the way.”

“Fu-ck...” I gasped.

“And do you know how many times your little saint of a wife came...?”

“No...”

“Five or six times... in two hours... She wouldn’t stop coming... The bitch was even laughing about it...” she whispered close to me, killing me. “You know? Dani sent me a photo of his shoulder... scratched by her... What a slu-t you have at home... Is she like that with you?” she whispered in my ear, relentless, merciless, holding my cock, but not stroking it.

“Fu-ck...” I moaned.

“Well, more than a slut... a little kitten, right?” she pushed, and I got the impression she was surprised I wasn’t protesting her insults. “And kitten not just because of the scratches... she has those eyes too... kind of like a kitten, right?”

“Yeah... Yes...” I whispered.

“Do you know... where else he came, huh?” she panted then, biting my earlobe and making me shudder.

“Mh... Ah... Where?” I asked, almost whimpering.

“He came on your little wife’s... face... and another time all over her body...”

“Fu-ck...” I sighed, constantly feeling her hand firmly gripping my member.

“Fuck, what?”

“That... you’re a... bitch... very sadistic,” I said without thinking.

“And you’re a cuckold... aren’t you?”

I panted, but didn’t answer.

“Are you a cuckold or not? Huh?” she insisted.

“Yes...”

“It’s pretty obvious, isn’t it?” she whispered, overlapping my affirmation, and I felt her smile. “Do you want to know more?” she said afterward, and finally her hand began to move, and I was enormously grateful for the motion of her hand, up and down, with our bodies pressed together. The pleasure was immense and instantaneous.

“Yes...”

“Well... every time Dani came...” Gabriela moaned in my ear while masturbating me. “Every time he came... he would lie in bed, exhausted... and right away your wife, the SLU-T KI-TT-Y” —she pronounced in an exaggerated manner— “would... put it in her mouth, to clean it thoroughly...”

“Fu-ck...” I gasped for the umpteenth time. And I imagined Carolina, bent over a naked Daniel, positioning herself between his legs, and eating his cock, to revive him so he could keep fucking her, while I waited for her at home, and watched like an idiot the wrong apartment, and I felt so much arousal and pleasure that I could feel how my member was expelling pre-cum that I knew Gabriela had to be feeling on her hand.

“And...” she continued mercilessly. “She would tell him... Dani told me this, literally. Your wife would say: ‘God... I love how it tastes, I love how your cock tastes...’”

“Pff... Fuck...” I protested, incredibly aroused.

“Dani also told me your wife fucks pretty well... That bothered me a little... He told me she has a lot of stamina...” she sighed again in my ear. “Come on... touch me... you touch me too,” she suddenly whispered, surprising me.

And then I used that hand she had stopped before, and also helped myself with the other one, and I brought them to that lace corset. I brought them to the cups that weren’t completely rigid, nor completely loose, and I lowered them, somewhat timidly, but at the same time everything was revealed in a surprisingly abrupt way; and before me appeared two medium-sized, firm breasts that projected almost completely horizontally, with no sag at all, with darker and smaller areolas than Carolina’s. She emitted a lustful moan, an almost affectionate purr, released my member, pushed me away a little, playfully, and positioned her elbows in such a way that she pressed her breasts together, as if encouraging me to bring my mouth there. But I didn’t attack with my mouth, but with my hands, and I caressed her consistent, smooth and rounded tits, and I went with my mouth to her lips. We kissed then with a subtly contained desperation, while my member throbbed freely, outside my pants, and while I squeezed and caressed her breasts with a mixture of shamelessness and restraint.

“They’re not like the little saint’s... are they?” she whispered in my ear again, also comparing, once the kiss ended. And I was playing with one of her nipples with my fingertips. The touch was rigid, hard and tremendously sensual.

“Dani told me she has... incredible... ti-ts...” she moaned again into me, and she stopped bringing her elbows together and placed her hands on my hip, and I wished she would touch me lower again, as my member was throbbing, and perhaps staining, freely against the front of her skirt.

“And do you know what bothered me the most?”

“What…” I sighed.

“That they used something… that he uses with me…”

“What… thing?”

“Something that took me more than a year to agree to wear… Mmm!” she said and then protested at a somewhat rough caress on one of her breasts. “And that… your little wifey put on right away…”

“Put on what…?” I panted against her cheek again.

And then a sound startled us. It came from her. From her purse, which had been hanging from her shoulder the whole time.

We froze for an instant. Her phone was emitting a rhythmic and annoying melody. It was a sudden return to reality. We separated almost simultaneously. My cock was exposed, straight and average-sized, far from Daniel’s brutal dimensions. And she gave a fleeting glance at that freed member. I also took advantage of the moment to observe with better perspective the image of her breasts spilling over the cups of her corset; her areolas didn’t seem so small to me then; her nipples, erect, pointed straight out, showing an excitement that comforted me.

The melody kept playing. We both looked around. There was still absolutely no one, but it seemed we both concluded that we should stop that lack of control. I turned around to put away my member and gave her privacy to compose herself as well.

“It’s Dani. He’s calling me,” I heard behind my back a few seconds later.

Then I turned around again, with my member bulging in my pants, but sufficiently composed.

“You’re where?” she asked, seeming to have trouble understanding him.

And then Gabriela, now perfectly dressed, as if nothing had happened, with the phone next to her ear, looked down at herself, at her navel area, and then looked at me and smiled. I followed the path of her gaze: something was shining there, on her bare stomach exposed by her short corset. Something was shining, something liquid and transparent.

She nodded and said “Um-hum” in an affirmative and onomatopoeic way to her interlocutor. And then she brought the tips of the index and middle fingers of her free hand to that liquid that had stained the area around her navel. And, looking at me, she moved her lips exaggeratedly, but without pronouncing it, so Daniel wouldn’t hear, and I could read from her lips:

“You-stained-me…”

I didn’t know what to say. She spread the liquid, mine and scant, around her navel, and as she spread it, it dissolved. And then she smiled at me, for the umpteenth time.


CHAPTER 22

Her phone conversation continued. She gesticuled with a naturalness that was half drunkenness, half innate grace, and responded:

“What do you mean you’re there, if we were just there ourselves?”

After a brief silence during which she listened, that girl spoke into the phone again:

“By taxi? But it’s like... I don’t know... half a mile.”

I perceived her as more relaxed with Daniel. In the cocktail bar I had seen her subjugated and docile, almost managed by him. I thought her liberation might be due to her alcohol intake, or perhaps her kind of mini-adventure or fling with me had emboldened her; it wasn’t just Daniel who could do as he pleased anymore.

Gabriela was telling him she couldn’t hear him well, when suddenly my pants pocket began to vibrate. My phone was finally trembling, and I quickly grabbed it, finding a succession of messages from Carolina:

“Sorry Rafa, my battery died when you called me.”

“I had to charge my phone a bit.”

“But we’re now where we agreed to meet.”

Still undecided about what to believe from what my wife was sending me, I looked up and saw Gabriela watching me.

“No, no. It’s fine, we’re coming now,” the girl said into the phone, shrugging and looking at me, creating a connection with me, as if she wanted me to share her feeling of slight bewilderment, and then her eyes sought confirmation from mine that I agreed.

“Okay, okay. See you soon,” she finished, and hung up the call.

I reread Carolina’s messages while Gabriela said:

“They just arrived where we were. They went by taxi, he told me.”

I immediately wondered if they could have seen us, but it seemed highly difficult, or even impossible: cars coming from the cocktail bar area or the hotel were driving on the other side of the avenue, separated by a median full of trees; added to that was the speed at which all cars were traveling along that straight road clear of traffic.

We started walking and I felt the first truly awkward moment with that girl. What we had experienced had been so extremely intense that suddenly it seemed distant, almost unreal. I couldn’t believe that five minutes ago I had been caressing her bare breasts and she had been masturbating me, there, almost in the middle of the street. I could hardly believe either the atrocities she had described about the supposed sexual encounter between my wife and Daniel. My mind flew to a sparse apartment, little more than a student flat... I didn’t know why, but I imagined gray sheets, damp, rumpled, on a small bed in a small bedroom... And Daniel fucking her, fucking my wife, for hours, in every possible position... And the pain competed with the morbid curiosity to decide which one was in charge.

“I guess we don’t say anything about this, right?” she said then, walking beside me, and I also couldn’t believe that this docile girl was the sadistic one who had described Daniel’s acts with my wife in that ruthless and brutal manner.

I cleared my throat and answered her:

“No... It would be best if we didn’t.”

Another awkward silence fell. All that could be heard was the tapping of her sandal heels against the sidewalk. The images of that bedroom wouldn’t leave my mind.

“Look, in the end, if you’re still in the mood, you can pee in that trashy pub...” she said, humorously, and visibly uncomfortable with the silence.

“Yeah...” I said and smiled, wanting to reward her for her effort.

“What were you reading on your phone? Was it her?” she asked, adjusting her purse on her shoulder as she walked.

“Yes... She says her battery died and she had to charge it a bit,” I answered.

She then gave me a little tap on the arm. And I felt her looking at me sideways. And in a teasing voice she said:

“Yeah... an hour and a half charging her phone. Typical.”

The closer we got, the more nervous I became. The more I left behind what had happened with Gabriela and the more I thought about what might have happened between my wife and Daniel, the more heart-attacked I felt. Added to that feeling was an oppressive anxiety about not knowing what I would find when we reached that place. I didn’t know if I could bear any more of a distant Carolina, fake and denying absolutely everything.

“I’m a bit annoyed about going to them now like little lapdogs, you know? I don’t know. After the massive ghosting they did to us...” Gabriela spoke again, more to herself than seeking a response from me. Unable, unlike me, to not externalize what she was feeling.

We finally reached the entrance of that now-familiar bar. It seemed there was even more noise inside than before. Gabriela looked at me, she seemed to hesitate. It was obvious she was going to tell me something. From her hesitation, I deduced it would be something important or slightly embarrassing.

A few seconds passed and she said nothing. So I was the one who acted, pulling the metal door open for her to enter first. Suddenly the booming sound hit me and my heart also began to pound at an almost frantic rhythm. And then Gabriela, as she passed in front of me to enter, stopped, and said in my ear:

“You know? I don’t have bad tits, but I have a better ass.”

I was surprised. And I knew instantly that she expected a reply to that.

There in the middle, with the door open, with a world of silence and almost cold behind us, and with a murky, noisy and hot world in front of us, I replied:

“Are you telling me I made a mistake... with where I put my hands?”

And then she looked at me intensely, tilted her head, her wavy hair swayed, and she made a playful face, as if saying: “maybe so.”

She then disappeared into the noise, giving me her last bit of charm and the clearest, most pristine view of her ass all night. The power of her backside under that tight black miniskirt distracted me for a few seconds from Carolina and Daniel, something I deeply but secretly appreciated.

Again the noise, the groups of people and the heat. There still weren’t too many people, but there were more than before. And it gave the impression that, being Thursday, it was close to reaching its maximum capacity.

It took me just a few seconds to see them. Gabriela was approaching them, who were by the bar, almost in the same place where we had been before. How could I not see Daniel. How could I not see that huge shaved head. How could I not see that trimmed beard and that sharp smile. How could I not see him, especially that night, dressed up as a businessman, with that dark suit and white shirt, as if he were the pompous owner of the place. Next to him, a blonde, graceful and well-poised girl, my wife; a pink shirt and a gray skirt, she indeed wearing the clothes and not the other way around. The giant accompanied by two women: the bold and spontaneous young girl, and the supposedly demure thirty-something, but deep down, and two weeks ago I wouldn’t have believed it, more shameless, to not use another term, than the first. I remembered then that Gabriela had told me they had fucked that afternoon, at the hotel. And who was to tell me that my wife hadn’t also fallen that night, in that eternal hour and a half. If that had indeed happened, who in that place, looking at Daniel with those two women, could imagine that on that same day he had fucked them both.

I reached them and the first thing I felt was that Daniel avoided me. Or at least he didn’t make an effort to greet me. He was the first to see me and his reaction was to turn around and drink from his glass. Gabriela gave me space and my wife looked at me, and immediately approached.

I saw in her eyes, instantly, that she intended to continue playing that delirious role.

“Where were you?” she asked, speaking close to me, as it wasn’t possible to communicate any other way considering the noise.

“You’re asking me?” I counterattacked, and I looked at her: there was definitely one more button undone compared to two hours ago, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything, as the heat was almost suffocating.

She didn’t respond. She simply took the blow. And my mind went again to the gray sheets, the messy bedroom, the smell of sweat and sex, the cries of pleasure... I looked at my wife and sometimes had to look away; I imagined her sweaty, surrendered, receiving relentless thrusts from that animal, while I waited for her at our home...

Carolina was drinking from the straw in her glass and losing her gaze observing the people around us. Her pink shirt, rolled up almost to her elbows, revealed she was hot.

“And your jacket?” I asked her upon realizing she wasn’t wearing it nor was it on the bar. And suddenly I felt that I myself was looking for things in her outfit that didn’t add up, things that could increase suspicions that something had happened, as if not having her shirt perfectly in place, having an unbuttoned button, or not wearing her jacket, could mean something.

“My jacket? It’s in the cloakroom.”

“There’s a cloakroom here?” I was surprised.

“Upstairs, there must be something like that. This guy knows a waiter and he took it up for me.”

“He took it up? All that logistics for a jacket?”

“Yes. The guy was going to put it there, behind, under the bar, I asked if he was kidding, and he ended up taking it upstairs.”

“And he doesn’t take off his jacket?” I asked, aware of how absurd all these questions were. But Carolina, despite knowing it as well as I did, didn’t protest.

“I told him... but he says if he starts sweating... he prefers to keep it on.”

I then imagined the back of that giant’s white shirt, sweating profusely, and decided to remove that image from my mind as soon as possible.

Again, like at the cocktail bar, we weren’t four, but two and two. Daniel was talking to Gabriela and I then, next to my wife, and bringing my hand to her glass, which was on the bar, asked her:

“What is it?”

“This? What else would it be? Gin,” she answered, now more irritable, as if she had reached her quota of meek responses to absurd questions. And I began to drink from her glass, looking at her, as if telling her that the serious questions were yet to come.

The icy gin scraped my throat. My body struggled to get going again, to readapt, to get used to the noise, the music, the heat and the alcohol.

“What have you been doing... all this time?” my wife then asked, and I almost smiled when I heard the word “time.”

I shrugged and she, more talkative than usual, as if she preferred to ask questions rather than have me ask them, continued:

“Is the girl very silly?”

“What? Excuse me?” I asked her to repeat in my ear.

“I said, is the little girl very annoying!”

“Oh, no... She’s fine. And how about you two? What was that thing he wanted to talk to you about?” I asked her, somewhat disjointedly, in a loud voice next to her ear, making sure she could hear me.

Carolina then retrieved her drink from my hand and, before taking a sip, said to me, almost shouting:

“Give it back! You’re going to warm it up!”

Fortunately, after a brief sip, she brought her face close to mine again:

“Basically he apologized to me. That’s what we talked about.”

“An hour and a half apologizing? And apologizing for what?” I asked.

“Well, you tell me... Bringing this girl to... I assume you’ve figured out that he intended to... hook up with her while we watched.”

“Yeah... Yeah. What I don’t know is why, or what for,” I told her, and took her glass again to drink. Meanwhile, I saw how a group of people positioned themselves between us and Daniel and Gabriela, so I couldn’t see her anymore, but I could still see him, tall and big-headed, in the distance, drinking, and occasionally smiling harshly.

“Yeah, me neither.”

“Oh, you don’t either? An hour and a half apologizing and he doesn’t explain why he brought the girl?”

“You’re so hung up on this hour and a half thing. I already told you we also had to charge my phone.”

Then I looked at her. I looked at her neckline. From my position, I could almost glimpse the beginning of her bra. I observed her face: she looked especially beautiful, lucid, fresh, clear-headed. Her cheeks slightly flushed, probably from the heat. My mind flew to an imagined past where that graceful face and that perfect body writhed with pleasure on those gray sheets. And my mind was also in the dramatic present, where I continued looking for signs of recent infidelity, and again concluded it was absurd, after all I had the example in myself, in Gabriela and me, who had done what we’d done without leaving a trace.

“Charging the phone...” I repeated.

“Yes. I already told you.”

I looked at her fixedly again, and said:

“So you went up to his room. His hotel is right next door.”

I scrutinized her with my gaze. I was challenging her. Let’s see if she was capable of lying to me. Let’s see if she had the audacity to make up some nonsense like a waiter had charged it at the cocktail bar or who knows what extravagance.

“It was him. And he left it there charging. And then he came back. Relax, we didn’t do anything,” she said cockily.

“Oh, you didn’t?”

“No, we didn’t. What do you want me to say... If you want, I can lie and tell you we did,” she responded, this time with even more arrogance.

Carolina returned the glass to the bar. We gave ourselves a breather. I called the bartender’s attention and ordered a drink for myself. My wife and I seemed almost like two enemies, two antagonists. I had just experienced almost maximum harmony with a stranger and felt my own wife as a stranger. I felt the existence of a wall, the wall was her lies. Although I could sense that she was hesitating. She was uncertain about how to continue, what to reveal to me. I had the feeling that after so much lying and denial, a truth would soon come that she wanted me to start accepting.

I then remembered what she had told me at the cocktail bar about how, after being with Daniel, she had experienced or felt something that had made her think that, thanks to him, things between us could improve. Or, in other words, that our sex life could get better. I wondered if, in the attempt to save our sex life, everything else was being destroyed.

We drank in silence. I wasn’t looking at her, but I felt her looking at me. I still couldn’t see Gabriela, but Daniel’s head continued to peek above the crowd. And then, like a strange outbreak, like an unexpected spring, I felt a conscious tension, as I found myself thinking about how it was possible that, barely half an hour ago, I could have been kissing and touching that girl... And then, while trying to accept and digest it, I wondered what they might be talking about. I trusted that she wouldn’t tell him anything about us, and at the same time I was almost convinced that Daniel was telling her what he had done. I was sure that what he was telling was very different from the version my wife had just given me.

“Rafa,” I then heard my wife coming to me.

I drank from my glass, and continued observing Daniel, as if blaming him for something, when he was not, by far, the most guilty one.

“Rafa, look at me,” she said then, closer, in a serious but conciliatory tone.

I obeyed. I looked at her. Her feline eyes observed me with a strange and vivid surrender. Her lips, moistened by the drink, shone in a subtle and hypnotic way.

And then she said in my ear:

“Look, it’s true. Something did happen, but not today. I need to tell you something.”

My heart started pumping blood uncontrollably. My intuition that while we were talking, and especially when we had stopped talking, she had been debating whether to start confessing, hadn’t failed me. After all, she couldn’t have had a more favorable context: the alcohol, the night, the lover himself present, and precisely my acceptance of being there, must have surely given her the final push.

My entire body had gone on alert. My throat had swallowed without warning. The sweetness of her tone, still echoing within me, had captivated me, almost bewitched me, but I wanted to remain firm:

“Tell me. Go ahead,” I said tersely.

“Well, I haven’t been completely honest.”

“Oh, really? You don’t say?” I asked sarcastically.

“Don’t make this harder for me,” she said in my ear, almost silkily, and her hair brushed against my cheek, making me feel a gentle tickle, and her intense, warm perfume did the rest to affect me.

“No. Okay. Go on. Tell me,” I responded, and swallowed again.

And I wanted to look at her. Because I knew it was imminent. That she was going to tell me. That she was going to confess. But I couldn’t, I couldn’t because to speak to me she had to do it up close. And then it happened, she brought her mouth to my ear and, almost caressing my cheek with hers, said:

“Well, that Thursday, two weeks ago. When you kept telling me to kiss him, and then not to… And I told you I didn’t… Well, I did make out with him. We did kiss. We kissed and something more.”

“Something more?” I asked instantly, tense, extraordinarily anxious, but there was also a hint of relief emerging that helped me manage my nervousness, as if her surrender was the first step I needed.

“Something more, yes. Much more,” she responded.
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I didn’t have to pretend. I didn’t have to act like I didn’t know, because hearing it from her lips put everything in another dimension. The impact was real.

My pulse quickened. And I wanted to know more, more about that “much more.” To know if she would confess everything. She looked at me. Her gaze began neutral, then turned enigmatic, even somewhat aggressive, as if telling me with her eyes: “You wanted to know? Well, now you know.” I certainly didn’t see guilt. Nor did she go so far as to show cruelty or gloating.

Everything around us—the music, the murmuring, the commotion—was a crude and extensive backdrop. Meanwhile, I felt a stab inside me: sharp, cutting, precise, exact.

The question to ask was obvious. By this point, she must have preferred to say it, to choose to get it off her chest. And I wanted her to verbalize it. I gathered my courage. Despite already knowing, it was clear that this could change our life, our life together, our marriage.

I leaned toward her. I moved close to her cheek, her ear, placed one of my hands on her waist, half on her skirt, half on her blouse, subtly, to steady her, and then I said:

“What is ‘much more’?”

I, pressed against her, cheek to cheek, skin to skin... I smelled her perfume, smelled her hair, felt her touch... and waited for the phrase that would finally put everything on the table.

“Well... much more... is that...” she began to say in my ear, when suddenly something startled us: a movement, a voice, a disruption.

I pulled back slightly and saw a huge hand below, resting on my wife’s waist, but on the other side. That hand belonged to Daniel, a Daniel who appeared out of nowhere: large, enormous, taking up all the space. In my head, his deep voice resonated, extraordinarily ill-timed:


“Hey, Rafael, I’m stealing her for a second, okay?” 

His intrusion, abrupt and unpleasant, caught us by surprise. I removed my hand from my wife’s waist, and she, skillfully and quickly, removed his, as if she wouldn’t accept such an excess without warning and in the open. But he didn’t stop and, leaning over her, began speaking into her ear. Everything had happened at a dizzying speed. By the time I realized what was happening, he was talking to her, and she was listening, looking at the crowd surrounding us, while I simply drank and watched them.

When I saw them together, I didn’t quite feel pain, as if indignation and incomprehension covered that feeling. I couldn’t understand what she had seen in him. On one hand, I could accept his physical imposingness as an attribute, but it hardly compensated for the grotesque figure he was in everything else. Deep down, he represented everything she had confessed to despise in a man: the roughness, the coarseness, the excess; his primary personality and his vulgarity. I could understand it if he were at least attractive, if his face added something positive, but except for his eyes, the rest of his features were unaesthetic and even unpleasant. Daniel put his hand on her waist again and spoke into her ear; this time, she didn’t remove his hand. I then remembered those Italian classes with Daniel, his attempts to seduce women who couldn’t hold a candle to Carolina, and yet, none of them had been even remotely close to falling for him.


I thought, on the other hand, that this combination of flaws was an advantage for me: how could my wife feel anything more than mere physical attraction for someone like that? If it happened, it would be something not only dangerous but definitive. But I wasn’t entirely confident either: where one strange phenomenon occurs, two might well happen. 

I looked up for a moment to try to locate Gabriela, but I couldn’t find her. Then I returned my eyes to my wife and that giant, and saw how he, when leaning down to speak to her, almost buried his enormous head in the neckline left by her pink blouse, slightly unbuttoned. My eyes went from one to the other, like those of a morbid voyeur who enjoys the courtship, the “no, but yes,” the power play, more than the culmination. My wife sometimes argued back, sometimes moved away a bit, sometimes drank, sometimes gave him gestures of disapproval, looks of disgust, but she neither fully rejected him nor looked for me. He, time and again, moved closer to her cheek, to her ear, always depositing there grimaces, laughs, and smiles, and constantly brought his free hand to the collars of his shirt to adjust them under his jacket, like in a tic of an outdated game show host.

And again I directed my gaze to my wife: to her slender, toned legs, to her gray pencil skirt that covered just enough to be decent, but left some thigh visible. Then, my eyes returned to him, to that suited giant, and I remembered when, two weeks ago, while I was spying on them, she had told him that I was wrong about why she liked the pornographic video we watched together; it wasn’t because of the mature men, but because of the men in suits. I wondered then if Daniel had chosen his outfit because of that. And then, I felt my heart racing and told myself it couldn’t be true... but how could I rule out almost anything now? I wondered if they had discussed it, if she herself might have even requested it. Imagining that my wife could suggest such things to excite herself hurt me as much as a carnal infidelity.

Finally, my wife deigned to look at me and, raising her eyebrows while removing his furtive hand, seemed to be telling me that she really wanted to get rid of him. And so it was: a few moments later, she said something to him and gestured, as if she were making an excuse. He then turned briefly toward me and then back to her and accepted her withdrawal.

They separated, though he didn’t leave without leaving his mark: an affected and dominant touch, almost territorial, with the back of his knuckles gently grazing my wife’s cheek. She reacted instantly, squirming, moving away, and making a gesture of disgust and repulsion.

She then walked, with a serious face and still affected by his last gesture, the three or four steps necessary to reach me; she leaned toward my ear and said in a very loud voice:


“Sorry...! He’s a...!”


“A what?” I asked, in a necessarily elevated tone because of the damned music, hoping for a strong word or even an insult.


“A... fucking troublemaker!” she answered, disappointing me. 

“What did he want?” I asked.

“Nothing! Nonsense!”

“Nonsense?”

“Yes, nonsense... He wants to change venues because they won’t let him go upstairs,” she said into my ear, pausing to catch her breath and raise her voice again. “And I told him no... That maybe I’ll just finish this drink and leave,” she continued almost shouting, as she struggled to overcome the noise of the music, and each phrase was said in an effort to make herself heard.

“Hey,” she continued almost yelling, “shall we move somewhere else and continue talking?” she said and looked upward. “That speaker up there is killing me.”


I followed her gaze and also raised my eyes. Having located the speaker, I nodded and let myself be led with her between a couple of groups of people, toward a spot closer to the exit, where the noise and the crowd weren’t so intense. 
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Once we decided the new location was suitable, we stopped, and, no longer needing to shout because no speaker was directly assaulting us, she said in my ear:

“Better here, right?”

“Right,” I answered somewhat dryly, because I knew her perfectly, and I had instantly recognized just from her body language and the intonation of those three words that she was going to resume the topic we had left unfinished without hesitation and without guilt.

“Well... what had you asked me?” she said without further delay, confirming my premonition as she pressed against me; and I, lowering my head to hear her better, noticed how a dark bra subtly peeked out from the neckline of her blouse. I realized then that Daniel, who had leaned closer to her than I had, would have seen not only the same thing, but probably much more.

Her question had sounded almost trivial, as if the confession of having lied to me and having kissed him, plus that “much more,” weren’t already serious enough. A “much more” that I immediately brought back up:

“I asked you what you meant by ‘much more’? About having done much more.”

“Ah. Right. Well, before you get angry... we need to put into perspective that this was your idea originally...”

“Yes, yes. We’ll put whatever you want into perspective, but what is ‘much more’?” I interrupted seriously.

She remained silent for a moment. And I, in a less confrontational tone, continued:

“I’m simply asking what could be more than kissing. Obviously it could be absolutely everything. Just tell me and that’s it.”

“Look, Rafa, I don’t think we’re ready to get into those kinds of details yet,” she said in my ear, as if it were nothing.

“We’re ready to do it, or you’re ready to do it, but not to talk about it?” I was getting indignant, although I knew I should let her proceed, that the conversation was really close to her shutting down completely.

“I don’t know, Rafa. I don’t want to remind you about that ‘submissive cuckold’ thing,” she said, attacking me, referring to a phrase I had written to her that night and had never really known why.

I tried to control myself. I knew she was going to continue talking, I could feel it because she remained pressed against me, not considering the conversation over. So I stayed silent as I looked up and spotted Daniel, about fifteen meters away, talking to a guy, and I still didn’t know where Gabriela was, which made me think that perhaps she had gone to clean herself up.

“Besides,” she continued speaking in my ear, “what I’m telling you is related to what I said earlier about how what happened could be good for us. In that sense, I think, well, it’s obvious, that you were right.”

I pulled back slightly, puzzled. I looked into her eyes. She was tucking her hair behind her ear and then crossing her arms, with her drink in hand and her purse hanging from her shoulder.

I then gestured with my eyes, letting her know I was willing to listen. She took advantage of the permission to continue:

“Look, Rafa. It’s difficult to explain, okay? Let’s see,” she said, catching her breath. “The night that happened with him,” she was saying in my ear, and I couldn’t believe that this was the manner or tone in which a wife confesses infidelity to her husband, but I let her continue. “That night... afterward, let’s say... I felt how... Let’s say I felt like a different person, okay? Like a person I was, not often, but someone I was sometimes, a long time ago, before I met you... A person you don’t know... but... I just don’t know, I don’t know if I can explain it.”

“Well, try,” I said, taking a sip from my drink, facing her.

“Well, let’s see... I felt... Not the most... I don’t know, not exactly prudish in the world, or I don’t know how to put it. Let me see. Let’s say I also felt that if you knew I had done that, and moreover not as a favor to you, but because I had done it for myself... well, like... I don’t know. Anyway. I’ll tell you exactly how it comes out: that night when I got home, I got turned on thinking about what you would think if you knew what had happened. I wasn’t so much turned on by what happened, but by what you would think of me if you knew what happened. I don’t know if I’m making myself clear.”

“Not really...” I remarked, although I was understanding it.

“Well, damn it, Rafa, that’s it,” she played along, in a friendly tone. “Let’s see. I felt that if you knew what I had done, you would consider me... a slut, and me knowing that you thought that about me... Well... I got turned on thinking about it, honestly. Although now that you know... I don’t know if that’s what you think.”

“And you want me to think that?” I asked her, placing a hand on her waist and lowering my head again to hear her response.

“It’s not something I should want...”

“Well... To tell you the truth,” I said, raising my face to speak in her ear, and feeling how she also touched my waist, “To tell you the truth... if it’s true that you didn’t just kiss that guy, and, as I suspect... that ‘much more’ means that... that bastard fucked you... I think you’re quite the little slut.”

My pulse quickened after saying that. It felt as if I was listening to myself from outside. And, coincidence or not, I thought I felt Carolina squeeze my waist a little harder at the precise moment when I had uttered the word “slut.”

She wasn’t saying anything. I pulled my face back slightly. Her eyes looked glassy, almost watery. Her cheeks were flushed. She stared at me intently. Her tender lips were beckoning. And I didn’t know what to feel: the alcohol, the music, that confession, her lover just a few yards away, what had happened with Gabriela… it was more than I could process.

“Is that what you think of me?” she asked, moving closer and squeezing my waist a little more firmly.

“Yes… If you’ve fucked him, I think you’re a complete… slut,” I answered with conviction.

“Would you say it to me?” she asked, serious again, but with an undertone of softness, looking at me intently, dragging her words close to my lips.

“Say what to you, that? When?” I asked, lowering my gaze and observing again that narrow cleavage, that delicate passage allowed by her pink blouse, that subtle emergence of two breasts contained in a bra in two firm cups, pushing them slightly together, almost making them touch each other.

“Yes, if you would say that to me… while fucking me,” she said, moving closer. “If you would tell me that… I’m a slut… the next time you fuck me.”

I had never heard her talk like this. I had tried, for months, perhaps even years, and had never succeeded. The erotic charge of her words surprised me as much as it aroused me.

“You know, Rafa?” she almost breathed into my ear. “I don’t want to make love because we love each other. At least not always. I don’t want you to make love to me because of what you feel for me, because I’m your wife… Not even because you’re physically… attracted to me,” she whispered in a broken, honeyed manner.

“Oh, no?” I provoked her.

“No… I don’t want that. I want you to… fuck me… for what I also am, because it’s clear that I’m also that… perhaps who knows if I’m more that than the other… Maybe I’m mostly that one you call… slut,” she said and placed a soft kiss on my lips.

Face to face. Lip to lip. I returned the kiss. Her lips, tender and fresh, were my wife’s, but at the same time they weren’t; they were familiar but at the same time they no longer were.

“You know?” she continued, “these weeks, every time I imagined that you felt that, that you thought that about me. When I imagined confessing how… slutty I had been and imagined you getting angry and… telling me I was a slut… it turned me on thinking about it.”

“Oh, really? You imagined it?” I incited her, and moved my hand up her torso, ascending from her waist to almost touch one of her full breasts.

“Yes… I imagined it and it turned me on… But it’s being better… than what…”

“Better than reality?” I interrupted in a whisper, bringing my cheek to hers, and raising my hand even higher, placing it now without hesitation on one of her breasts, over her blouse.

“Yes…” she whimpered, lowering her hand slightly and gently feeling my ass over my pants. “I feel… I don’t know… Rafa… Since you called me… slut… I don’t know… God…!”

“What?”

“I’m… super horny…”

“Oh, really?” I whispered, and squeezed her breast a little with my hand, and brought my lips to hers, but this time I went further and opened my mouth. And she followed suit, and in an instant our tongues, moist, electric, made contact. My heart was leaping out of my chest. I felt the soft touch of her blouse and, underneath, firm yet tender, the contact of her breast in my hand. I felt how she squeezed my ass with her free hand. And I felt a jolt as I received the impact of her tongue, eager and anxious… I was devouring my wife’s mouth, in that unfamiliar venue… and she was following with equal desire. We were devouring each other’s mouths like we had never done before, and I felt a tingling that wasn’t exactly love, or lust, or happiness; it was something I hadn’t felt before, something like feeling order within disorder, feeling peace in the midst of battle. I felt elated and hurt at the same time. And perhaps, for the first time, I felt that she considered me her equal, and she was expressing it by showing reciprocal, correlative, bilateral desire, at last.

The kiss lingered and gave way to another. My hand on her breast then moved to her neck and the lower part of her face, and I secured it decisively for the subsequent make-out session. She purred and played with her fingers over my thin pants; sometimes squeezing, sometimes releasing. The wetness of our mouths was also unfamiliar. And then she whispered:

“Call me that…”

“Call you what…?” I provoked, keeping my hand on the side of her neck, under her hair, and placing a peck on her mouth.

“Call-me-that…” she whimpered, emphasizing each syllable, again on my lips.

—Slut... You're... a real s-l-u-t... —I whispered, and she squeezed my ass again, and suddenly lowered her face, adding a fragment of shame to her excitement.

I then raised my gaze and my eyes met directly with Daniel, who seemed oblivious to what we were doing, and who was still talking with a guy in the distance.

And I felt that part of me believed my wife, but another part wasn't able to reconcile so quickly, no matter how encouraging her words were and how much her excitement showed me a Carolina who was not only unrecognizable, but also promising.

I wanted to go further:

—And how does that bastard kiss? Does he kiss well? —I asked, again completely pressed against her, smelling her hair and perfume.

—Hmm-hmm... —she affirmed immediately, almost in a purr, shy but without hesitating for an instant.

I then hesitated to ask about the sex itself, but took another direction:

—And today? Did you kiss him today?

—Today? —she was surprised, but maintained the complicit tone—. I already told you that today... we haven't done anything.

Then I pulled away a little. I looked at Daniel, and then back at her, and, while looking again at that bastard, I said:

—Well, I want to see it, Carolina... If I have a slut at home, I want to see it.

She turned slightly to follow the path of my gaze. Until her eyes settled on her lover who, huge and ungainly, was still conversing with the same guy.

—Now? —she asked, turning back to me, and her intonation, not only not confrontational at all, but even sweet, spurred me to respond firmly:

—Yes. Now. I want you to kiss that bastard. I want to confirm with my own eyes what a whore my wife is.

After saying it, we looked directly into each other's eyes. It was becoming less and less strange for me to talk to her like this. It also helped to see her burning gaze, her cheeks radiating heat, and that neckline which, subtle as it was, would have been fixed long ago if she had wanted to.

She shook her head just a little, as if she didn't want to accept what I was asking, but her posture betrayed her: she fanned her neck, making her hair fly a bit with one hand, then adjusted her purse on her shoulder and, after a pause, murmured:


—He's talking to someone... do you really need to see it? We could go home and I could tell you about it...


—I prefer to see it. And there's no problem that he's with someone. You go there. You stand next to him and wait for him to finish —I told her, in what was essentially an order, myself adopting a new role that, perhaps surprisingly, I felt wasn't difficult to perform.


—Hmm... Yeah... You bastard... —she protested then, though playfully, and then I drank from my glass and, while I was doing so, she said in my ear: 

—He just saw me. I don't want to give him the satisfaction of going directly to him. Let's do something: I'll go see if I can find the bathroom... And maybe when I come back I won't find you... and I'll have no choice but to go where he is... Does that work for you?

—That works for me —I answered.


CHAPTER 25

What if it were true? What if that was the solution? Was the remedy dramatic, or had the dramatic, painful part already happened? There had been lies, but what if the end justified the means? Was I completely innocent? Wasn’t I lying by not telling her I knew Daniel? Wasn’t I lying by not telling her I knew everything? She had humiliated me, but hadn’t I humiliated her at Daniel’s house, pretending to be him and spilling myself on her face like a true degenerate? Hadn’t I been aroused, even masturbated, watching her? Couldn’t I have stopped her if I had really wanted to?

I wasn’t trying to distribute blame for what we had done to each other; I was clear that she came out worse, though my recent experience with Gabriela also counted against me. I was trying to be pragmatic: she seemed to have found a solution. If she wanted from me a man who, in bed, during sex, would reproach and offend her... if she was looking for a husband who considered her the opposite of a modest and faithful wife, it wouldn’t be hard for her to find one.


I would never have thought that the flame of desire, from her toward me, could be ignited by how I judged her, how I regarded her. And I wondered: What now? Was what we’d experienced enough? For me to consider her a slut and let her know it, did she need to periodically behave like one? Did I need that? 

Perhaps I was only clear about one thing: love. I didn’t feel even a bit less love for her. Not even moments ago, when I didn’t know her affair was part of a remedy. I didn’t love her any less because she had that hidden side. Perhaps only if she stopped loving me, stopped showing affection, stopped showing me with her gaze, in the most mundane contexts, that everything was fine, that she loved me as always, could I stop loving her. Or perhaps not even then.

Yes, she had been more curt, more distant in those weeks. I had too, logically, in a way. However, even during those days, we had shared moments identical to those we always had, not just in activity and routine, but also in our bond, in our continuous love. I imagined, moreover, that now, with everything on the table, things would almost return to normal. There would be a change, yes, a huge one; an enormous shift in our sex life: my wife had been unfaithful and felt or had felt attracted to another man, and now I had to fuck her as a wife who has acted that way deserves. Perhaps, more than accepting this new reality, it was about taking advantage of it, especially after the sexual hardships we had gone through.

A sudden touch on my arm pulled me out of my state of pondering and trance. Suddenly, I found Gabriela beside me, talking to me. She said something in my ear, but I didn’t understand it and asked her to repeat it. I found her less beautiful than I remembered. It was happening to me again: after being with Carolina, after spending time face to face with her harmonic beauty, my subconscious, unwittingly, demanded the same from others. I knew myself that it was as absurd as it was unfair.

“I said I just ran into your little nun...” I then heard more clearly.

Gabriela had her jacket hanging from her arm and wasn’t holding any glass in her hand. Her charm seemed more subdued, and there was in her a latent desire to leave.

“Yeah. She just went to the bathroom,” I told her, and my eyes lingered, with a hint of guilty desire, on that peculiar short top that left her waist exposed, intensely and sensually enhancing her medium-sized breasts. I thought then that, if she wore something like that so naturally in public, I understood why she saw Carolina’s outfit almost as that of a modest nun with her pink shirt, no matter if she had, when they met, an unbuttoned button, or even if another one had come undone.

“Yeah, right? Well, I’m leaving. Can you hold this?” she said, handing me her purse and beginning to put on her leather jacket.

I took advantage of that moment to look into the distance and scan the venue. I sensed that perhaps there were fewer people than before. Daniel was still talking to that man and there was no trace of Carolina.

I returned my gaze to Gabriela, who with slow and absorbed movements, was sliding her arms through the sleeves of her leather jacket. Her dark hair was initially trapped under the collar of the jacket, and she, almost automatically, shook it with her hands, freeing it in a dark cascade that fell over her back. She did it with an absent air, as if her mind were far away. Then, her eyes rose and settled on mine. I, in silence, was holding her purse. She looked at me fixedly, without saying anything, but seemed, again, about to tell me something.

She extended a hand to retrieve her purse, hung it over one shoulder, then approached me, and said:

“Anyway. That’s it. I’m leaving. And you... watch her.”

I was surprised. I hadn’t expected that. I was puzzled.

“Her? Carolina?” I asked her.

“Of course. Who else would it be?”

I had the instant feeling that she knew more than the last time. My mind was working at full speed, and I assumed that Daniel had updated her. I assumed he would have told her that I hadn’t been present any time with them. And that the initiative hadn’t been consensual, but Carolina’s.

“Yeah... Well... I think... We’ll see how we handle it...” I said, hesitating. Hesitating about what to tell her and hesitating about exactly how much she might know.

“Manage it?” she bristled, annoyed. “Look, I’m telling you this because I like you, because honestly I shouldn’t even be getting involved. I don’t know. Look. I’ll tell you this and nothing more. Listen: they’re playing you. Well, not Dani, she’s playing you.”

“But why? What’s going on? What do you know?” I asked, and part of me was alarmed, while the other part believed she didn’t know anything I didn’t already know.

“I don’t know. I already told you I don’t want to get involved.”

Just as I was about to press her again to explain herself, someone caught her attention. Suddenly, two guys, a bit younger than me but probably older than her, approached her. One taller and more confident than the other. I wasn’t sure if they knew each other or if this was a bold approach out of nowhere.

I took the opportunity to look up. I searched for my wife in the crowd but couldn’t find her. Then I directed my gaze to where Daniel should be, and not only was he indeed there with his friend, but my wife was there too.

Something ran through my body. An uncontrollable agitation. The situation was simple, not particularly complex, but there was something morbidly fascinating about it; and it was because my wife was following through, and because of the contrast: Carolina, standing next to that burly man, patiently waiting for him to finish his conversation with his friend and turn his attention to her. Once again, their stark difference in appearance was evident, their clear opposition in beauty. And despite that discordance, she was the one waiting.

“Well, I’m off,” Gabriela said then, apparently having gotten rid of those men without much delay or complication.

She came closer to me. We exchanged two farewell kisses. I felt her touch on my cheeks and the scent of her perfume. That teleported me back to what I had experienced with her. And I felt something strange: almost like a sudden and peculiar nostalgia for having known her. And I felt I wanted to keep her a little longer, perhaps so she could elaborate on that veiled warning, perhaps so I wouldn’t be left alone, because I certainly had no intention, at least for the moment, of going over to where Carolina and Daniel were.

“And how are you getting home? Did you come by car? I hope you’re not planning to drive like this,” I said, in a tone that perhaps came out excessively protective, with a hand lightly placed just above her waist, on her leather jacket.

“Obviously not,” she answered with a puzzled expression. “If they stop me, I’d break the breathalyzer. Which, by the way, have they lowered the limit? I don’t know. They were saying they were going to lower it. Anyway, I’ve been told taxis stop right here, just around the corner.”

Then, feeling she was leaving without further interaction, and while glancing over at Carolina and Daniel, I said in her ear without thinking:

“Okay, well. I’ll stay... and try to... control my wife.”

“What? Sorry? I didn’t catch that,” she said and moved closer.

“I said I’ll stay a bit longer... keeping an eye on what my wife does...” I emphasized in a louder tone, not sure if I wanted to appear so resigned and permissive in front of her.

Gabriela turned slightly and, following the trail of my eyes, found them immediately with her gaze. They were still three. Carolina continued waiting for him to deign to pay attention to her. The scene had a humiliating undertone for me, and I knew Gabriela was perceiving it the same way.

“Well...” she said, turning her attention back to me. “She told you it’s for your own good, right? So there you have it.”


I stared at her, incredulous. I didn’t understand how she knew that. My heart raced, I swallowed hard. The shadow of a bad omen hit me almost harder than ever before. 

Suddenly, someone wanting to leave bumped into Gabriela, pushing her slightly. She leaned on me and then turned around. The guy, with a conciliatory expression, apologized, and she responded with a gesture that seemed to tell him to be more careful. I looked toward my wife then while trying to understand, at full speed, what it could mean that Gabriela knew about this.


At that moment, I heard a sudden “Well, goodbye” in my ear, and before I knew it, Gabriela had already passed me, heading toward the door. 

I looked back, and then toward Carolina and Daniel, still tremendously affected by Gabriela’s last statement. If she knew about it, it must have been because Daniel had told her... and because Carolina must have told him. I wondered if telling him that could mean it wasn’t true...


...that all of this was nothing more than an excuse so I wouldn’t get angry, so I would allow her to continue. The ideal pretext. The perfect manipulation to keep seeing Daniel. 


CHAPTER 26

I tried to calm myself down. I told myself that it was strange that Gabriela knew about it, but that didn’t necessarily mean that what Carolina had said was a lie. Two possibilities opened up, and both were somewhat inexplicable: from what I perceived in them, it didn’t seem at all that my wife had enough trust in Daniel to make him her confidant to the point of telling him that. Also, if it were a trap or manipulation, she gained nothing by telling him; she could perfectly well proceed with that farce keeping it to herself.

When, alone in the crowd, I looked toward where they were standing, I glimpsed them saying goodbye to that guy. I noticed him for the first time: almost as tall as Daniel, but thin, with short blond hair, dressed in a blue shirt. They were both saying goodbye to him, and despite the fact that he hadn’t exchanged a word with my wife, at least not that I had seen, Daniel himself seemed to take advantage of the farewell to finally introduce her. The introduction probably wasn’t out of formality, but to show off and flaunt his company; a companion who was also willing to accept the slight of being kept waiting for several minutes. My wife and that guy exchanged kisses on the cheek, and he withdrew with a polite gesture.

The moment had arrived: Carolina and Daniel were left alone. My wife had a mission: to please me. I knew that her obedience was probably due to feeling somewhat guilty and because, after all, it was still a good deal for her. The agreement was clear: to gift me with the demonstration, in situ, of that hidden side of hers, in exchange for me pardoning, at least a percentage of, those offenses which, despite potentially yielding benefits for our marriage and sex life, were in themselves extremely serious.

My body was a torrent of nerves and expectation. Daniel didn’t waste half a second before speaking to my wife. He spoke close to her and she backed away. Her attitude didn’t surprise me either: if that man was brazen and determined when he had a bad hand, how much more so would he be with everything in his favor.

Sometimes it was hard for me to observe all the details among so many people. It was like watching disjointed and interrupted movements. I filled in the missing spaces with logical assumptions. Carolina kept backing up, second by second, step by step, while he whispered in her ear, until her back and her ass almost hit the wall. He approached her from the side to attack her ear, but from time to time he placed a hand on my wife’s waist, a hand that I sometimes could see and sometimes couldn’t, and which she allowed to remain there for a brief moment before gently removing it, without too much disdain. It was both that hand on her waist and that mouth at her ear that made her back away.

Her purse hung stoically from one of her shoulders, and she still held a glass in her hand, and I had the feeling that she only kept it to have something to hold onto. His hands were free from holding or touching anything that wasn’t my wife. Carolina, flushed, rolled up her sleeves, almost like a nervous tic or an automatic gesture, with each advance. To do so, she quickly switched the glass from one hand to the other, rolled up her sleeve with her free hand, and stared into space. He, still wearing his jacket, looked flushed even from a distance, seeming like he was about to collapse from the heat. She argued little and listened much. He buried his lips almost in her ear and let his gaze fall on her neckline and cleavage. And then the first step toward her fulfilling her promise happened: through a crowd of heads, she searched for me and found me. Once she fixed her eyes on mine, she said something to him, without looking away from me, and he placed his huge hand on her waist again, this time almost completely from the front.

My pulse quickened. My wife, cornered, was letting him have his way. That bastard’s hand then moved up a little more, slowly, as if savoring the delicate touch of her blouse and, just before reaching the height of her breasts, it stopped. He then said something else in her ear, and looked down more brazenly at her pulsating neckline. She kept her gaze on me and narrowed her eyes, sharpening her look. And it never ceased to amaze me how, despite how he approached her, how he harassed and besieged her, she was able to maintain a self-sufficient posture and an arrogant attitude; with her shoulders back and her face held high.

The harassment was total. The giant in the dark suit, who had already cornered his prey in the pink blouse, was preparing the final thrust, and this first came as a harbinger: he brought that enormous invasive hand to my wife’s face. It was about to happen; he would slightly turn her face and kiss her. And that wasn’t what we had agreed upon. She was supposed to go to him, to show me a proactive attitude that I could punish, not a simple willingness to let things happen. And then, before he could take the definitive step, she removed that hand that intended to act as a helmsman and that seemed possessive and almost outrageous, and said something to him. Then he turned, raised his gaze for the first time in a long while, and searched in the distance until he found me. She said something more to him. He nodded. They were talking about me, and that made me uncomfortable. Daniel then made a gesture, a signal toward me, to me, to come closer. I was startled. Carolina was no longer looking at me, and I, alone in the crowd, instantly found myself with no alternative, forced to accept Daniel’s invitation and join them. Because once discovered, a voyeur loses his small power and transforms into something else; the essential vanishes. As I advanced, I thought about how I didn’t understand my wife’s attitude. I didn’t understand why she hadn’t fulfilled our agreement.

As soon as I reached them, this time Daniel did greet me. He did so, moreover, with a particularly vehement attitude. He placed a firm hand on my shoulder and, in a raised tone, with the clear intention that Carolina would hear it too, said:

“Sorry, Rafael. I got carried away earlier.”

I didn’t understand what he was referring to, and that “Rafael” reminded me that I was supposed to pretend, as in the cocktail bar, that I didn’t know him. As he approached me, he released my wife, who then took advantage of the moment to cool herself by shaking the collar of her blouse, as if the heat were unbearable.

“What do you mean you got carried away?” I asked him.

“I mean I lost my head earlier... With the girl and all that. I made a fool of myself bringing her. It was a pretty stupid idea,” Daniel said then, overacting in a drama that didn’t exist, speaking close to me, but not as close as he did with Carolina, and again he seemed to want her to hear him.

I shrugged, took a sip, and observed him. He was overplaying his role, with an appearance bordering on the demented. If at the beginning of the night his attire didn’t suit him, now, with the heat and bustle of the venue, he looked almost like a caricature. And perhaps I was too obvious or blatant in my analysis, because he seemed uncomfortable under my gaze. He then moved closer, making sure this time that Carolina couldn’t hear him, and whispered in my ear:

“Rafa... Ra-fi-ta... We don’t know each other at all, okay? Not at all. It’s better for both of us... because you’ve got your own issues too...”

While receiving those words, I felt his dense and unpleasant breath, and I looked toward my wife, who, at that moment, was indeed watching us.

“What do you say, huh?” he asked, approaching the other side of my face, and I could see multiple drops of sweat glistening on his forehead and temple. “I think it’s pretty clear...” he said in a gruff and now even threatening manner. And I held my breath to feel his condensed exhalation on me as little as possible.

“Yes, yes. It’s clear,” I said once I realized he had no intention of backing away, at least not until he got an answer.

And then something or someone seemed to catch his attention. He turned around and I wanted to see what was happening, and I saw his friend in the blue shirt, who was gesturing to us with his hand, as if asking permission, or apologizing for interrupting us, and then preparing to show Daniel something on his phone.

He turned away and that allowed me to look at Carolina, who was taking advantage of that moment to come toward me. She took just the two or three steps necessary to speak to me and said:

“Rafa... I can’t stand him. Really. Let’s just go.”

I looked up over her and saw Daniel’s enormous dark back. I remembered his breath and his sweat.

“You can’t stand him?” I asked and looked at her, and saw a beauty that suddenly surprised me, even though I had contemplated it a million times: green eyes, blonde hair, and sweet, perfect features. Although it was evident she was hot, it was only slightly noticeable in the blush of her cheeks.

“No... Not tonight... Really...” she answered, showing an almost desperate distaste.

I looked at her intently and she read in my eyes that I accepted the retreat. As soon as she knew, she moved just far enough away from me, interrupted Daniel, said something to him and made unequivocal gestures that she was leaving. He also turned around, did so to look at me, while his friend waited, and I sensed that he thought we were leaving because I had asked for it. Carolina took advantage of the moment to move away from him, and I could see how he tried to stop her, extending his hand and trying to grab her, but Carolina freed herself efficiently and energetically. And I offered her my hand, and she took it, and instantly whispered to me:

“Let’s go...”

I turned around without thinking and we started walking. Me in front, her behind, holding my hand, as we slipped through the crowd, leaving behind that man whose face, like a shadow of reproach, remained imprinted in my mind.


CHAPTER 27

We were moving away from him, and I wasn’t entirely confident: I felt as if he himself was a shock wave from which one needs to escape and cross several security cordons to be safe. The touch of my wife’s hand, warm and firm, in mine, was comforting: it wasn’t possession, it was complicity.

We advanced slowly and not without difficulty. If minutes earlier I had the impression there were fewer people, now I felt the opposite. Sometimes I managed to slip between a group and Carolina would get somewhat trapped, and our arms would stretch, but afterward we’d manage to overcome the obstacle. A waiter passed by with a box almost full of empty soda bottles and we took advantage to leave our now warm and worn-out highball glasses there before continuing on. Then we reached an especially compact circle of people and I stopped to figure out how to get past it. My wife then gave a little tug, as if wanting to tell me that we should go around it, not through it, and I used her gesture as an opportunity to turn around and look for Daniel.

Face to face, I felt how Carolina, while I was looking over her, moved closer and said in my ear:

“I don’t think he’s going to chase after us.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, while I continued scanning and fortunately didn’t see him.

“That would be a bit too much...” she whispered, without needing to shout, since at that particular spot in the venue the murmur of people was louder than the music.

I lowered my gaze: her flushed cheeks, her moist lips, her green eyes, her blonde hair slightly disheveled; she exuded an asphyxiating sensuality. I looked further down and observed that her neckline and cleavage, perhaps due to the hustle of escaping through the crowd, showed an extra centimeter or two of skin; undoubtedly decisive centimeters.

“What are you looking at? Everything okay?” she asked, and I wasn’t sure if she was referring to Daniel, her neckline, or both.

“Everything’s fine,” I responded and we looked at each other intently. I could feel a guy’s back behind me, pushing me. Carolina was also occasionally displaced by someone passing by. At one point the pushes converged and our bodies came together. Almost mouth to mouth. I then felt an almost uncontainable desire to kiss her. But my mind went back to remembering Daniel, harassing her against the wall, and then I whispered:

“What was he telling you...?”

“Him?”

“Yes?”

“Well, you can imagine...”

“I’m bad at imagining... Tell me yourself,” I insisted.

“I’ll tell you later...” she responded, and, whether intentionally or not, she moved closer, causing our lips to brush, and then I could no longer contain myself. Despite my eagerness, I wasn’t sure who initiated the kiss. Our mouths met, and I, once again and from the first moment, felt her kiss, her lips... different.

We closed our eyes, and I didn’t feel like I was kissing my wife and, what was better, I could feel that she was also experiencing the kiss as if I were no longer myself. When our tongues made contact, my body tensed and my heart pounded thunderously. I put my hands on her waist and moved my pelvis toward hers, subtly attacking with my groin, which was awakening, hardening. It was pants against skirt, but I knew she felt the firm contact that was pulsing. Adhered above and below, coupled, I felt a tingling throughout my body, and heard from her a morbid purr, almost a pant, each time, in the minimal space between one kiss and another. My hands then slid to her neck, holding her with sweetness and at the same time with firmness, while our tongues played. She secured my hip with her hands and, if her pants comforted me, even more so was feeling how her pelvis also attacked mine; she did it only once, but it was as clear as it was lasting, seasoning her movement with a moan that made my skin bristle, as if, despite our clothes, she had managed to make our sexes meet.

The heat, the commotion, and the alcohol made me feel that everything was less intense and, at the same time, that it was more so. Her tongue, moist and active, followed a slow but intense rhythm. The touch of the skin of her face and neck was so soft that I found myself barely grazing it with the tips of my fingers, as if I needed to care for it. When she ventured to feel my ass over my pants, with a hand on each buttock, I responded by bringing a hand to one of her breasts, over her shirt, pressing slightly, but immediately feeling its firmness. At that moment, our mouths were rubbing, face to face, until she stuck out her tongue and slid it over my slightly parted lips. I felt a current, almost a discharge, and shortly after I also stuck out my tongue, to play with hers, in a lustful and obscene manner, outside our mouths.


That succession of kisses finally ended, but not because desire diminished, rather out of mere decency and decorum. I remained for a moment clinging to her breast, and she to my buttocks, and then we separated. Unaccustomed to such intensity, I predicted an awkward silence, but suddenly, instantly, she whispered to me: 

“I don’t know whether to tell you I love you, or...”

“Or what?” I asked, contained, but deep down almost ecstatic.

“Or... ask you to call me...”

“Call you what?” I asked again.

“You know,” she blushed, or at least that’s how I interpreted it.

“I love you too... And in a while at home I’ll call you that...” I whispered, and we gave each other a small kiss.

I then raised my gaze. First discreetly, but then I thought I saw Daniel, and my heart raced as I scanned more intently. As soon as I confirmed that the man I had seen in the distance wasn't him, I said:

“Why didn't you kiss him?”

“Because today he's unbearable... and I find him extremely ugly.”

I immediately remembered how, two weeks earlier, over the phone, while Daniel was desperately searching for ice to have more drinks with her as I took refuge in her home, my wife had also told me she didn't find him attractive at all. However, things had ended the way they had.

As I recalled that moment, I observed her. She had her hands on my neck, looking at me, while my eyes wandered lower, and I realized that, probably from our making out, another button on her blouse had come undone.

Suddenly, that word we hadn't pronounced, perhaps because we weren't yet accustomed to the new context and still felt somewhat embarrassed, escaped me without thinking:

“You're more... slutty... like this,” I told her, looking at that neckline which, although it didn't reveal more skin from her breasts because the blouse remained fairly closed, displayed a cleavage that looked considerably longer and deeper, revealing not only the central part of a black bra, but even an inch of skin from her belly below.

She checked herself, without removing her hands from my neck. And, without covering up or blaming herself, she said:

“Did you see what his little friend was wearing? My goodness.”

“Yes... Right...” I responded, feeling somewhat guilty.

After a brief silence, she continued:

“So what's going to happen when we get home?” she asked, jumping from one loose end to another, unhooking herself from my neck and placing her hands on my chest.

“Well...” I said, moving closer to her ear. “Well... I'm going to... fuck you...”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes...”

“We're not going to make love?” she teased.

“No... I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fuck the slut I have for a... wife.”

“Oh, really? You have a wife... who's a slut...?” she played along, blowing into my ear, occasionally squeezing my pectorals slightly with her hands.

“Yes... She's quite the little whore.”

“Why... Why is that?”

“Well, because...” I began to respond at the precise moment when someone pushed Carolina slightly from the side, and she took half a step sideways. She displayed a gesture of annoyance just as I also felt an impact, like an elbow hitting my back, and I offered her my hand.

We looked around. The group that had blocked our path seemed to have dissolved or flowed elsewhere. We decided to resume our journey, advancing this time with somewhat less difficulty. After approximately half a minute, we finally reached the exit door, and just at that moment, someone opened it to enter, creating a current of fresh air that I felt especially on my face.

A few seconds later, perhaps when Carolina felt the coolness, I heard behind me:

“Oh crap, my jacket!”

I turned around. We stopped and the door closed, cutting off that temperature contrast at its root. Carolina released my hand and looked around.

“Where is it? Who has it?” I asked, somewhat dazed and remembering that we had talked about the damn jacket a while ago.

My wife was looking toward the bar where we had been, and then she told me:

“I gave it to that bartender. He told me he'd taken it upstairs. Wait, I'll be back in a second.”

Carolina left me, disappearing into the crowd, and I stayed by the door. I followed her with my gaze while, from time to time, I looked at other parts of the venue, somewhat anxious to locate Daniel, but he seemed to have vanished.

I spotted my wife again, who had already reached the bar and was getting a bartender's attention. The guy, a somewhat muscular redhead, leaned with his hands on the bar and offered his ear so she could speak there, and then, after listening to her, he withdrew and shrugged.

My wife made a second attempt: she adjusted her purse on her shoulder, leaned over the bar again, and seemed to insist once more. He approached again, listened to her, and then pointed diagonally upward, into the distance. My eyes followed where he was indicating and I saw a kind of projection, another floor above, a smaller and completely empty level that extended to approximately half the size of the lower floor. I returned my gaze to them and the guy seemed to be excusing himself again, showing her his watch, and then pointing to the people crowding the bar, as if telling her he couldn't leave his post.

My wife was getting desperate. And then she turned around. She turned because someone was approaching her, touching her, from behind. It was Daniel.


CHAPTER 28

We both felt the impact, but in different ways. Carolina seemed to feel surprise first, followed by undisguisable discomfort. I felt an unpleasant palpitation, a negative premonition, and a certain sense of remorse, as I knew our escape had been disorganized, interrupted, and clumsy; we had tempted fate too much.

Unlike the previous time, when there had been more or less an agreement for me to spy from a distance, I immediately started walking toward them, when suddenly I observed, to my astonishment, that Carolina was listening to him and responding with determination. I stopped almost before starting. My wife’s mouth went to his ear, and his mouth to her ear, in a rhythmic, solid, and completely accepted alternation. Daniel took advantage, of course, to place a hand on her waist, and she allowed it while probably asking him to help mediate to recover her jacket.

Indeed, Daniel turned toward the bar, placed a drink on it, and tried to get the bartender’s attention. The latter, busy and overwhelmed behind the bar, either didn’t hear him or pretended not to. While Daniel continued trying, raising a hand, he didn’t remove the other from Carolina’s waist.

My wife wasn’t turning around to look for me. She seemed to be giving me hot and cold that night. And while I couldn’t take my eyes off that large hand holding her, I thought about what I wanted, something I hadn’t done in a long time. I didn’t want to go further and think about the medium term. I confined myself to the moment, limited myself to observing that hand, and wondered if I wanted it to stay there or not.

Carolina probably tolerated that possessive and dominant hand on her waist as a price to pay for his help, but to anyone who didn’t know what was happening there, they would surely look like a couple, whether new or recent, established or just for the night. An unequal couple in terms of physical beauty, yes, but it was still true that Daniel was the type of man who, due to his corpulence and his boldness, not to say nerve, if circumstances were right and luck smiled on him, could aspire, at least limiting it to the mere act, at least as a one-night stand, to women theoretically out of his reach. It was the first time I had reflected on it this way, and in a way I was surprised by my ability to contradict myself or change my opinion, but I found myself considering that yes, he could be that type of man: the type for a slip-up, for “just sex,” for revenge or for temporarily lowering expectations. And he did have the build, he did have the body, he did have the audacity, and there would be those who might find a peculiar charisma in him.

Daniel finally caught the bartender’s attention. Meanwhile, I approached them, slipping through the crowd, trying not to lose sight of them.

For the first time, I felt truly tired, tired of the tension; it wasn’t weariness from the heat, the crowd, and the noise, it was mainly mental exhaustion, as if the past two weeks had suddenly fallen on me at the worst possible moment.

I had almost reached them when I saw how the bartender who had previously spoken with Carolina finished talking with Daniel, and then approached another bartender, also dressed entirely in black, and said something to him. Daniel, seeing how that chain of information seemed to be set in motion, was satisfied, shifted his gaze from them and directed his eyes and body toward my wife.

Carolina also stopped paying attention to what was happening on the other side and turned her back to the bar, but she still wasn’t looking for me. And if she had removed Daniel’s hand from her body, I couldn’t see it, as at that moment the people in between blocked my view. And then, when I only needed to go around three or four people to reach them, I saw how he said something to her, in her ear, very close; and after doing so, he smiled. And she then lowered her face and checked her flagrant neckline, that cleavage that showed her bra and even her belly, that forgotten excess. And then he brought one of his hands to her chin, lifted it a little, taking advantage of her shame and confusion, and placed a subtle kiss on her lips. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t expect it. That movement caught me completely off guard, and I could assume it caught my wife off guard too. My chest suddenly pounded to the rhythm of my heartbeat. Carolina, flustered by the embarrassment of her neckline and disturbed by the stolen kiss, threw her face backward, and as a consequence of that bend she made, she ended up looking in my direction, and our gazes crossed, but didn’t quite connect, as she was still disconcerted.

My wife lowered her hands to her shirt, in a hurried and erratic manner, and he said something in her ear before smiling again. She was buttoning a button just as I arrived, and he detected me immediately. Then he raised his head, as if minimally greeting me, and once we were three, with my wife in the middle, he said:

“How are you, Rafael? Are we good?”

“Yes, good,” I said after clearing my throat, trying to disguise the torrent of emotions running through my body. And I then perceived that they were closer to each other than to me, so I didn’t appear to be her partner, but rather he did.

Since Carolina was in the middle, he had to lean a bit over her to talk to me, something he seemed to enjoy.

“Rafael. I was telling your wife that the night hasn’t turned out as it should have. I honestly don’t really know why. But I was telling her that we can still salvage it a bit,” he spoke with an exaggeratedly loud voice, leaning over Carolina, who, harassed and enclosed, averted her gaze in a strangely ostentatious manner.

After saying this, he withdrew a little and positioned himself to the side of my wife, and said something to her while bringing one of his enormous hands to her neckline, at the height of the recently buttoned button, and I thought I heard the word “before,” and I ventured to assume he was telling her that “it was better before.” And then Carolina pushed away that hand that intended to unbutton the button again. And that pushed-away hand then flew to Carolina’s face, back to her chin, which he made subtly turn, and Daniel accompanied that movement with that of his enormous head going toward her, and he placed another small kiss on her lips.

Another impact. Another blow. And I didn't have the feeling that my wife was accepting that second kiss to please me. And I still couldn't understand why she wasn't giving me even the slightest glance.

—“Rafael...” —he said again, leaning over her to speak to me—. “When they bring the jacket, you take it, okay?”

I looked at him with repulsion and distrust. And he, while retreating back to his position, made a stop at my wife's face: again his hand on her face, this time two fingers under her chin, but this time he didn't need to turn her face to plant a third kiss on her lips.

The kiss was audible and short, barely a tenth of a second in which their lips made contact. Afterward, he said something else in her ear, and then she finally looked at me. Coincidence or command? The suspense was killing me. Daniel, taking advantage of her looking at me, put a hand on her neckline and seemed to want to open it again. She turned to him and said: “Stop!” Then he kissed her. He kissed her and struck, and I knew it wasn't the fourth peck, but something different was coming, something much more intense.


I felt a tremendous impact throughout my body the moment my wife, half a meter away from me, closed her eyes, slowly parted her lips and tilted her head, allowing that giant to delight in the sensation that her lips were separating, consenting, surrendering. Then, he eagerly inserted his tongue into her mouth. Daniel, not content with that, and in a show of arrogance, unbuttoned that button with nonchalance, while keeping his eyes closed and kissing her, as if the view of her cleavage wasn't for him, but for whoever wanted to look.


He then slid his hand over the upper part of my wife's breasts, a few centimeters under her shirt, and she neither protested nor removed that hand; she continued kissing him, until he decided that hand should go to another part of her body. He moved higher, sliding his fingers along her collarbone and then her neck, under her hair, to hold her face and guide her in that eternal make-out session that was destroying me. A kiss that went back and forth, forward and backward, like a battle of egos. And I couldn't understand that surrender to that head gleaming with sweat. I couldn't understand how my wife was giving her mouth, her lips, her tongue, to that mouth with small teeth, to that thick breath, to that crude and elemental masculinity. 

I couldn't bear it. I had to look away. Everything was different from what happened two weeks ago, because for the first time my consent was total. I was no longer the hidden man who couldn't stop them because I had no justification for being there. Now I had no excuse not to prevent it. And I told myself that this, according to Carolina's plan, was good for us, but how could I not doubt... how could I not doubt seeing her like this, kissing like this, surrendering like this.

I knew Daniel well enough, especially in that context, to know that he wouldn't allow Carolina to come to her senses, to reflect, to see herself from the outside and regain her sanity. It was certain that at least he wouldn't be the one to help make that happen.

And that's how he acted, giving her no respite, no truce: as soon as the kiss ended, he positioned himself in front of her, surrounding her, cornering her; she with her back against the bar. And then that bastard did something that killed me: it was a display, it was sadistic, and I knew he had been spying on us. He guided my wife's hands, making her place them on the back of his neck, in the identical position that had occurred earlier with me. She, still affected and confused, had merely adjusted the strap of her purse on her shoulder, then meekly allowed him to direct her. And then, with my wife's hands positioned like that, and with their mouths face to face, that bastard went all in: with his mouth from above and his pelvis from below. It was a frontal attack that my wife accepted and assumed; and she received it firmly below, and opening her mouth and tilting her face, making her hair wave, above. Seeing my wife clinging to that neck, to that bald head, making out with that animal, tore me apart inside as much as it made me feel guilty; and my member stirred and grew as a result of witnessing that excess.

I looked away again. The pain was joined by a surge of shame, shame that people would see me there, dumbfounded in front of that exhibition. And I felt largely ashamed of myself. More, much more, than two weeks ago, because my consent was maximum, total and without the possibility of excuse.

Carolina's hands remained there, clinging, while his randomly touched her waist, her ass over her skirt, and her breasts over her shirt. Anyone who saw them could surely assume that this encounter was furtive, forbidden, desired to the point of desperation, and very far from a marital encounter.

Between kisses she looked at him, with half-closed and lustful eyes, and those seconds of false calm killed me more than the kisses themselves, because in those moments I could contemplate desire in its purest essence. Above all it was the trembling, the vibration. You could perceive how she shook, how her breasts palpitated. Her nerves and tension destroyed me, tore me apart, split me in half.

And suddenly he said something to her, and she hesitated, but then seemed to comply and then looked at me. But in her eyes I saw more confusion than intention to connect. And Daniel took advantage of that moment to squeeze one of her breasts over her shirt, encompassing, with his enormous hand, her extensive and forceful breast, in a competition of greatness and vastness, as if telling her in that way that he did, that his corpulence, that his enormous body, that his enormous hand, were truly called to please her, to be at her level...

...And she then let out a small moan, of pleasure or affliction, into the air and in my direction, closing her eyes for two or three eternal seconds. Her face, sideways and toward me... all of her, harassed and groped, emanated a morbid bewilderment that destroyed me. And then she received another attack: a crude and vulgar bite on the lobe of her ear, and her face shuddered. And, when she turned her face to demand explanations for his two aggressive movements, Daniel responded with his mouth, and she, permanently hanging from that neck and that shiny head, surrendered again, parting her lips and welcoming the tongue of that animal who, with good or bad arts, alternating clumsiness with efficiency, continued taking her from kiss to kiss, from make-out session to make-out session; continued exciting her, step by step.

Once again I had to look away: first toward the crowd, then toward the bar. And then, while my heart was beating violently because of what was happening right beside me, I saw how the redheaded bartender, on the other side of the bar but facing them, seemed to hesitate about interrupting them.

And then he saw me, close to them, and, leaning over the bar toward me, he said:

“Are you with them?”

“Yes,” I responded, humiliated.

“They asked me for a jacket. Look, I can’t find it.”

And at that moment I felt movement beside me. I saw out of the corner of my eye how they separated. Carolina looked away and Daniel seemed like he was going to ask me what the bartender had said, when the bartender, who still hadn’t moved away, approached again and said:

“I can’t find it. If you want, we can look for it when we close.”

“And when do you close?” Daniel asked.

The redhead stepped back a bit, looked at his watch and said:

“Well, like... in half an hour.”

Daniel didn’t say anything else to him. The guy hurriedly went back to attending to other people. I watched sideways how Carolina, seemingly oblivious to us, extended an arm forward and pulled the sleeve of her shirt almost to her wrist, then rolled it up, leaving everything perfectly arranged. And then, to my surprise, that giant said in my ear:

“I can’t wait here for half an hour without fucking your wife, eh, Rafa. What do you say? Shall we go to the hotel now?”


CHAPTER 29

Daniel remained looking at me for a couple of seconds, perhaps to savor my frightened face, my anguished expression, before turning to my wife and saying something to her.

I, still shocked by Daniel's threat and by those lustful kisses just a few feet away from me, remained paralyzed, unable to do anything but observe.

The distance was certainly small, but enough that I couldn't hear them. I did notice how she, more through gesture than words, seemed to express that she didn't like what he was proposing. And I didn't know if they were talking about going to the hotel or something related to recovering her damn jacket.

I managed to get a little closer. She was listening to him but not looking at him. My wife was checking herself and considering herself put back together; with just one button closed, her neckline was once again subtle, not obscene. Her shirt was sticking out slightly from one side of her skirt, but fixing that small adjustment might perhaps be more brazen than not bothering to do it. Nor did she fix her hair, as if its slight disorder was due to the night itself and not to the lascivious convulsion she had just performed.

Once integrated, more by my own will than by anyone's contribution, into that trio, I heard Daniel say to her:

“Anyway, I don't think that asshole even went to look for it.”

I then knew he was talking about the waiter.

“But can we go up for a second or not? Ask him again and see what he says,” she replied.

Daniel turned around and looked back toward the bar. And I felt an enormous desperation to speak with her alone. I needed her to explain what was happening. To tell me that everything that was occurring didn't alter our plan, our joint strategy, in any way.

I looked at her. She looked at me. Then Daniel, large and corpulent, stepped between us and, in an exaggeratedly loud tone, almost shouted over the music:

“I don't know... Look. You know the saying... Better to ask forgiveness than permission. I'd just go for it. Besides, the manager isn't here tonight and Marquitos is the floor manager. If he catches us, I'll sweet-talk him and that's that.”

He was talking and I deduced that this “Marquitos” must be that blond guy he'd been talking to for so long. When, suddenly, I noticed how Daniel took my wife by the hand while saying:

“So, that's it, we'd better go get it ourselves... And don't get lost on me this time.”

Carolina immediately pulled her hand away and said to him seriously:

“Fine, but relax, I'm not going to get lost.”

Daniel gave her a grimace of reluctant acceptance and then began to walk. After taking a couple of steps, he turned around, confirmed that she was following him, and continued pushing through the crowd, advancing, and looking ahead. Carolina was behind him, and she didn't turn to make sure I was following them too.

At that precise moment, something in my body began to vibrate. And for the first time in a long while, it wasn't me but something external: my phone was writhing in spasms in my pocket. I took it out while beginning to make my way through the crowd, following them, and saw that Silvia had written to me. I stopped for a moment and read that she was asking how things were going. More specifically, how things were with “the hot woman” and with “Daniele Crespi” and if I had given “the okay for him to bang her.” I immediately knew there was no malice there, but those messages bothered me. I also wondered why I was telling all this to people I didn't know at all.

I resumed walking, squeezing through the crowd, and realized I had lost sight of them. However, I wasn't alarmed, as the route was unmistakable: I had seen some time ago how, at the end of the ground floor, there were black stairs going up. Then, suddenly, I felt a sudden cold on my back; I turned and immediately saw the mess: a man who was staggering had spilled a significant portion of his drink on my shirt. Despite the offense, I didn't ask for explanations; I had more important things to do and think about, but I couldn't prevent that man from hanging onto me and repeatedly apologizing in my ear. His breath and drunkenness attacked my face, and I tried to get rid of him as best I could.

I looked over the crowd again and still couldn't see them. I moved between more people, filtering through a couple of groups, while occasionally raising my gaze, focusing more on seeing if I could spot them going up rather than finding them at my level. Until I finally reached the stairs and deduced they must have already gone up. At the height of the fourth step, there was a chain blocking the way; I looked around to make sure no one was watching me before proceeding to sneak through.

Once I made sure no one was looking at me, I prepared to overcome that small obstacle, to pass my legs over that chain. I passed my right leg and, as I was passing the second one, I felt someone grabbing me firmly from behind.

I turned around, or he made me turn around, with one foot on each step, with the chain between my legs, and I heard clearly:

“Hey, man, what are you doing? Can't you see you're not allowed to pass?”

It was the blond guy. The one with the blue shirt.

I then brought back my more advanced leg and placed it within legality.

“What do you think the chain is for? Come on, get out of there, unless you want me to throw you out,” he said afterward, having already released me, with an authority and arrogance that angered me. He seemed much less polite than he had appeared from a distance.

I didn’t know what to do. I started to panic. Even more, if that was possible.

He was looking at me, a couple of steps below, urging me with his eyes to come down completely. He wore a small earring in his earlobe; a tiny gold hoop, and he had quite an attractive face.

And then, knowing that they knew each other, knowing that Daniel had also introduced my wife to him that very night, and knowing that they must have passed through there just a couple of minutes ago, I asked him, pronouncing their names clearly:

“But didn’t Daniel and Carolina just go up?”

He looked at me with a puzzled expression. And answered:

“No. Nobody has gone up. Come on, get down from there now.”

Completely bewildered, I descended those damn four steps, and he also came down until we were both at floor level, like the rest of the crowd. He was watching me out of the corner of his eye, monitoring me.

I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. I had no doubt that Daniel would take advantage of my absence to double down with my wife. And I had no idea how she would react. I wanted to trust her, but I couldn’t. I wanted to believe that everything was truly being done for our benefit, but the memory of that lust in her recent kisses made me think there might be much more mere sexual desire than planning or strategy for the good of our relationship.

I took my phone out of my pocket. I checked the screen: no news from Carolina. I looked upstairs. Then I looked at the crowd. I considered, though it seemed highly unlikely, that perhaps they hadn’t gone up. I looked at my mobile phone again.

And then, at that moment, perhaps because he saw me desperately checking my phone, the blond guy said in my ear:

“Yes, man. Come on. They just went up. Go up quickly and all of you come back down right away.”


CHAPTER 30

I crossed the damn chain without looking back. I climbed the stairs, about ten or twelve of them. I reached a small landing, turned, and was about to climb the last ten steps when my phone vibrated again in my pocket. It vibrated incessantly, just as my heart was beating incessantly, which confirmed to me that I didn’t fully trust Carolina. I couldn’t help tensing up as I imagined what I might see, what I might find when I reached the top. What I might discover when seeing them alone. Certainly, my wife’s face between kisses from that animal didn’t augur a virtuous refusal if he tried again.

I ignored that succession of vibrations and reached the top. The first thing I noticed was that it was darker than expected: there were no lights or spotlights illuminating this floor; the scant luminosity came, faint and diffused, from the floor below. I immediately saw my wife and Daniel. They weren’t together, which relieved me.

A huge refrigerator in the middle, with its cable lying on the floor. Stacked plastic boxes. No light came from the ceiling because, in fact, there were only holes where supposedly in some near future there would be ceiling fixtures or something similar. It seemed that it would be weeks before this area could be made usable. The only thing finished and definitive was the bar, empty and small, but brand new and ready. My wife was leaning against it, and she looked at me when she saw me appear. She had her mobile phone in her hand, and its screen was still glowing, which made me think that the latest vibrations in my pocket might have been messages from her or even a call. On the bar was her purse, dark and small, and her gray suit jacket, folded, immaculate, calm, as if nothing had happened; oblivious to the war that its recovery had caused. Daniel was further away, more distant. He was drinking from his glass and looking, over a railing, down to the floor below.

There were no signs of sin, and the noise of the music and the crowd wasn’t deafening there. I began walking toward my wife with the clear intention of taking advantage of the moment of solitude. But, by the third or fourth step, I saw out of the corner of my eye how Daniel was preparing to leave his lookout post. She was looking at me, ready to receive me, and he was also approaching, with his bow-legged stride, from the other side. I knew I would arrive first, though barely. And she knew it too, because as soon as I reached her, and just before he did, she said in a whisper:

“Relax... It’s fine. We’re fine.”

After saying this, she began putting her phone in her purse. My mind was racing, trying to decipher her words. The logical thing was to think that everything was still going according to her plan. Daniel, at the precise moment of reaching her, and after glancing at me briefly, put a hand on her waist and said to her:

“You have your little jacket now, don’t you? So come on, let’s go.”

“Go where?” said my wife, with cynicism, removing that touchy hand, turning with disdain and cockiness, and hanging her purse on her shoulder.

Daniel then looked at me, over her, and then, as he positioned himself in front of my wife, he said looking at Carolina:

“Damn, Rafael. What a piece of work you have for a wife, huh. Would you look at that.”

“Look at what?” she asked, with her back against the bar, surrounded again by him, but showing self-sufficiency.

“Well, look. Would you look at how I kiss her. She pulls away... I kiss her... She pulls away,” he repeated as he placed his glass on the bar, next to her, and to do so he invaded her space, bumping into her on purpose, and then withdrew again and positioned himself once more in front of my wife, very close, and put his enormous hands on her waist. “And I kiss her again... And she accepts it... And I grope her. And she pushes me away... And then she lets me... Not to mention that we’ve fucked...”

“Shh! Shut up already, will you,” my wife interrupted him suddenly though somewhat docilely, so as not to provoke him, upon hearing that last word, and she put her hands on his chest to contain him a little.

“What? He doesn’t know? Why should I shut up?” he asked her, almost mouth to mouth. And they were talking about me, but without looking at me.

“Because whatever happened, I’ll tell him myself.”

“Oh, really? You boss around a lot. You boss everything. So, he doesn’t know anything. You don’t know anything?” he asked me, and this time he did look at me. Half a meter away from me, pressed against her. Sweaty. Big. Playing one role with me and another with her.

I, still not fully trusting, still not completely accepting that “everything was fine,” and drawing strength from where there was none, responded by rebelling:

“The truth is I’d like to know everything. Since we’re at it...”

I knew that had surprised my wife, but she didn’t look at me.

“Well, this place is about to close. But you and I can go somewhere else and I’ll tell you. How about that? We’ll get wasted and I’ll tell you everything,” said Daniel, provoking her.

“You’re an idiot... You’re both idiots,” she whispered, overacting disgust, and both the substance and the form bothered me.

“We don’t need to go anywhere,” I said, somewhat emboldened. “Tell me now what happened tonight.”

“Tonight?” Daniel was surprised.

“Yes, that story about charging her phone at the hotel...” I insisted, taking a risk, but desperate to know.

“Nah... Nothing happened tonight...” he confessed in an aseptic and neutral manner, in a totally believable way.

My wife then did look at me. And she glared at me for not having believed her. And she took revenge. She did it instantly. She extended one of her hands and slid it to properly adjust one of Daniel's shirt collars, which was flattened by the collar of his own jacket. It was a measured movement, complicit with him, to hurt me. He was surprised and completely refocused on her.

“Do I look handsome?” Daniel asked her, looking at her and keeping his hands on my wife's waist.

“You don't look bad...” she answered.

“Does the suit look good on me?” he asked, quickly checking himself before putting his eyes back on her.

“Pretty good...” she encouraged him.

And he did it. How could he not. And at first she seemed surprised, and leaned slightly backward, but Daniel's mouth reached its destination, making contact, lip to lip, depositing a short and audible kiss. Instantly his hands moved quickly, toward her neckline, and he undid that button that had been buttoned and unbuttoned all night.

“Don't start...” my wife whispered at that double and rapid attack.

He pulled back a little and I could see her neckline again, the long ravine, the obscene cleavage, and the blush on my wife's cheeks.

He looked at her. Desire consumed him. I saw again that dirty, animal look of mere physical craving that I had seen two weeks ago.

He then tried to unbutton another button and my wife, without detaching the lower part of her back from the bar, nor pushing him away, removed those intrusive hands.

“Stop it...” she whispered to him again, but their faces remained very close.

“You give me a 'yes'... You give me a 'no'...” he whispered in her face and attacked her again, bringing his hands to her waist.

“Of course,” Carolina answered.

And then he moved even closer, again with his pelvis forward, and their bodies came into contact, and he whispered:

“But afterward in bed you don't play games, huh... And it's all 'yes, yes, yes!'”

“Shut up...” she protested seriously, interrupting him.

“Make me shut up,” he answered her and went back to her, and this time he brought his hands up, to my wife's face, and I, barely two steps away, once again witnessed how she didn't resist: she kept her hands on his chest and gave him her lips, and opened her mouth for him, and let his tongue invade her. Daniel hunched over slightly and held her subtly, with unexpected delicacy; his thumbs gently brushed her cheeks. The first kiss was short, but then their gazes met, charged with a latent tension that had been waiting to be released. She took a deep breath and that hurt me. My heart was leaping out of my chest, but I couldn't stop watching.

The second kiss started soft, exploratory, as if suddenly there was a touch of insecurity that soon vanished. Their mouths adapted to each other again, his lips brushing hers with an eagerness that increased second by second. His hands descended from her cheeks to her neck, drawing her even closer to him. Her fingers slipped under his jacket and touched him over his white shirt, damp with sweat, and clung to his chest, pressing, seeking to feel him closer. Their breaths intermingled, and their tongues met in a deep and passionate dispute, competing over who kissed better and who better channeled their desire. And all of it excited me and destroyed me. And it gave me time to think that she was only showing what she had confessed to be: that slut, that whore, that unfaithful wife, that dark side, but it no longer seemed so simple and tolerable to channel it for our benefit.

Again they separated. Again they looked at each other. And then Daniel said:

“How do we do this?”

And I knew that “this” was me. That “this” was giving free rein to their attraction in my presence.

Suddenly, and despite the fact that two weeks ago Daniel had managed it without doubts or qualms, my wife seemed more adapted to the context.

She remained silent and finally turned her face and looked at me. There, with her hands on his chest, cornered against the dark wooden bar, she looked at me enigmatically and I saw her painfully radiant, immeasurably beautiful.

Daniel took advantage of that moment of calm to unbutton another button, so that only one or two remained before her pink shirt could be opened completely. Then, with precision, in two quick gestures, one on each side of her torso, he pulled the shirt out of the skirt, allowing the fabric to fall softly, in a subtle flutter, making it flow and hang loose. She, hurting me, let herself be handled, while looking at me.

“Hey, Rafael,” he said then. “I didn't see Marquitos very convinced about letting us up here. Why don't you go down and make sure he doesn't come up?”

“I prefer to stay here,” I responded, tense, but convinced, and he continued with the buttons, now unbuttoning all of them.

“Do you like to watch or what?” he asked, finishing his operation.

“Of course I like to watch. That's why the three of us are here, isn't it?” I answered firmly.

Something was wrong with him. Again, it seemed to me that he was taking the wrong paths for his own interests.

He, restless, and having hit a brick wall with me, said to her:

“Why don’t you get up on the bar? So I can fuck you like the first time.”

That phrase fell like a bomb between the three of us.

“What’s wrong with you?” she immediately revolted, and removed her hands from him.

“He hasn’t told you about that, huh?” he asked, turning to me. “Afterward she got down from my kitchen counter and I took her from behind. Not from behind in the ass, from behind I mean the position.”

“You’re an idiot... really,” my wife said then, shaking her head.

“Yeah... An idiot who’s fucked you several times,” he snapped at her, moving close to her again. And my wife, despite their confrontational dialogue, or perhaps because of it, perhaps because that was precisely the formula through which they understood each other and moved forward, put her hands on his shoulders and allowed him to come closer and place his hands on her waist.

Daniel brought his mouth to hers. My wife turned her face away, rejecting him.

“They’re going to close...” Carolina whispered to him.

“Let’s go to the hotel, then,” Daniel told her, mouth to mouth.

She remained silent and he attacked, subtly, placing a fleeting kiss on her lips.

“Let’s go to the hotel. Come on, let’s go to the hotel, I’ll fuck you and he watches,” he insisted, and attacked again, but this time with more lascivious intentions, and she accepted the make-out session again, the long kiss, his tongue, his contortion with his head... and she brought her hands to the back of his neck, to that sweaty head.

“Turn around...” Daniel whispered to her, breaking the kiss, lip to lip.

“What? Are you crazy?”

“I’m not going to put it in... I’m not going to fuck you here... obviously... But I want to see your ass... I’ll look at it and then we’ll leave.”

“What? You’re an idiot... really...” she answered him, and it was then my wife who kissed him, taking the initiative to redirect him, to make him forget that idea. But the one who tried to redirect was him: while the kiss lengthened, while she gave him her tongue and tilted her face and her blonde hair fell brilliantly, he slipped one of his hands through that neckline that was no longer a neckline, but an exposed torso, an open shirt and an imposing and extensive black bra, and, also using his other hand, he made her turn. And, between kisses, while their tongues flew and their eyes closed, he whispered to her: “Come on... I want to see it...”

I watched, aroused and stupefied, again, how he alternated clumsy phrases with skillful movements. And, before I knew it, my wife had been directed and turned, and was placing the palms of her hands on the bar. Behind her, Daniel pressed his pelvis against my wife’s ass, over her skirt, and brought his hands to the sides of said skirt, ready to start lifting it. My wife made a gesture to look at me, but halfway through she seemed to change her mind, and turned her face to the other side.

The music was just a distant hum, the light from the lower floor barely bathed us, and my wife tucked her hair behind her ear with one hand, and then placed that hand back down. And she let that giant harass her with his crotch; with that member which, although covered, she noticed and felt. Member that, suddenly, spurred by Daniel’s waist, began to make my wife oscillate, minimally and rhythmically, just a few inches, her whole body, back and forth.

“Rafael. Look. This is how I fucked her the first time...” Daniel said then.

And this time my wife didn’t protest. She simply collected her bangs again, placing them behind her ear, as if I wasn’t watching her, as if she hadn’t heard anything, as if that minimal and ridiculous swaying wasn’t humiliating. As if, just like two weeks ago, she could handle absolutely everything.


CHAPTER 31

I remained captivated by the image for a moment. Everything about him was excessive. And she, in her eagerness to both accept and reject, to deny the obvious, seemed intent on showing that she would allow herself to be further degraded, but only briefly, since we would soon be leaving. Her purse still hung from her shoulder, swaying with the minimal back-and-forth movement, as if at any moment she might put an end to everything, cut it all off, and decide for the three of us that it was time to go.

The minimal activity ended when he separated himself slightly to proceed with his threat. An affront that consisted of indulging himself by partially undressing her there, since the context didn’t allow for much more. The gray miniskirt, moderately tight, was no impediment for those enormous hands. He, standing behind her, raised that skirt with slowness but sufficient efficiency. My wife’s thighs, lifted slightly by her high heels, were being exposed, centimeter by centimeter, to the whitish light. The more that was revealed, the more difficult the revelation seemed to be, making her thighs appear firmer. And just as her underwear was about to be revealed, my wife had the cold blood, the nonchalance, the nerve, to partially close her shirt with a quick gesture, and to flick her wrist to rotate her watch and check the time.

“What an ass, damn...” exclaimed Daniel, beside me, behind her, and I directed my eyes to my wife’s exposed buttocks, and saw and judged that rear as if it weren’t my wife’s.

“And this thong...? Mother of God...” he muttered, almost enraged, and it was true that, while not an extremely skimpy thong, there was less fabric than in normal underwear; as if it were a middle ground: neither ordinary nor obscene, sensual but without crossing into vulgarity.

The dim light reflected off my wife’s buttocks, buttocks that almost completely engulfed the silk of her black thong. And that almost magical scene was erased by Daniel who placed his hands there, both at once, and kneaded her ass without mercy.

And I felt then that she was about to say something, probably some kind of protest about that ridiculous exposure, about those clumsy groping hands, when I saw Daniel crouch down behind my wife.

“What the hell are you doing...? Are you crazy?” she exclaimed, turning her face.

“Shh, stay still. Give me a second,” he interrupted her, with his hands on her ass, and his face almost between her buttocks.

“Damn... Seriously?” my wife protested, surprised and overwhelmed, but she didn’t move away, didn’t move; leaning against the bar, with her shirt completely open, her bra visible, and her ass raised and exposed.

And then, looking at me, she said:

“... Rafa...”

“Rafa, what?” I asked as she closed her eyes and let out a small moan, and I knew that Daniel was doing something back there with his mouth.

“That... yes... It would be good if you... Ahh!” she whimpered. “watched to make sure no one comes...” she managed to whisper between moans, and closed her eyes, and I could see how Daniel had slightly moved the thong aside with one hand, had dislodged it from between my wife’s buttocks, and was sticking out his tongue: a coarse, long tongue, and was licking there... between her buttocks... and I didn’t know if he was tasting her anus, her pussy, or alternating between both.

Twenty seconds ago hardly anything was happening. Twenty seconds ago a kiss was flagrant. And now this was happening. My body trembled seeing her like this. My heart pounded and I couldn’t believe her audacity.

I ignored her request, while I was amazed at how it was possible, since not even ten seconds had passed since that tongue had begun to invade and she was already whimpering and shivering in small spasms.

Her purse was still there, hanging from her shoulder, as if everything were provisional and at the same time outside of time. And she lowered her head first, and then brought her hand back to that head that shone with sweat and was buried in her, and I didn’t know if she was trying to push him away or hold him in place. And my member twisted, growing and pressing against my underwear and pants, as I observed how that bastard Daniel pushed away my wife’s hand, now being the surly and insolent one, and then used both his hands to separate those buttocks. And then I heard an “Ahh-hh!” from my wife, a bit longer, broken and heartfelt, and I moved half a step closer until I discovered that Daniel was focusing on her anus, that he was licking her ass, that he was sucking and eating my wife’s ass.

Everything was agitated, but at the same time everything was calm. There were no quarrels, no reproaches. The music, which sounded distant, was overlapped by the faint laments of my wife, some “Ahh-Ah!”, as short as they were intense. And my eyes went to that giant crouching, who buried his tongue in my wife’s anus, and to her closed eyes and affected expression, furrowing her brow while her lips trembled after each moan. And I, sexually overexcited, reached a strange mental calm, in a strange way: seeing her surrender in front of me, somehow, united me with her. There were no more lies and there could have been. She, my spouse, my wife, was there, letting herself have her ass eaten, in front of me. And sometimes she looked at me, and sometimes she didn’t. In fact, she almost never did. But I didn’t need it.

One minute. Maybe almost two. Dense and slow time in which Daniel buried his tongue and kissed there, between her buttocks, and from his bald head and forehead sweat flowed in an anguishing and unpleasant manner.

My member throbbed, desperate to be freed, but I didn’t free it. When, suddenly, Daniel pulled back, stood up, and began removing his jacket with some difficulty. My wife immediately turned her face, without moving the rest of her body, and said nothing as she saw, like me, that enormous body, overwhelmed, suffocating, throwing his huge dark jacket toward the bar and revealing that muscular torso that barely fit in that white shirt, almost completely transparent due to the extreme moisture from all that sweat.

Time was running against him. The half hour until closing, announced by the bartender, was about to come to an end. Perhaps that’s why Daniel didn’t want to leave without tasting everything. He crouched down again, but this time on his way down he took my wife’s thong with him, a thong that traveled down her slender legs until it reached her ankles. My wife’s body trembled during this journey, as if the sensation of the black silk sliding down her legs excited her; or perhaps it was from feeling the thick air of that place stirring her pussy... Daniel dropped to one knee, behind her, at the precise moment when I could see my wife’s exposed sex, and he saw it too, whispering mockingly:

“Damn... Carolina... What a fucking mess.”

My wife remained silent. She didn’t protest. And I witnessed how Daniel again separated those buttocks with his hands, and saw the moistened anus glistening from the saliva he had deposited... and then looked at the true reason for Daniel’s comment: my wife’s pussy: protruding, ostentatious, with large and separated lips, fleshy, hanging, flowing, spread apart...

That giant in a soaked white shirt, half-crouching half-kneeling behind my wife, didn’t want to make any further mockery. There wasn’t much more to say: if anyone knew for certain the state of that pussy, it was my own wife. And I couldn’t stop feeling pain seeing her like this, but I had to accept that this was how she was, and this was how she was with him.

Carolina’s first moan was instantaneous, a short lament upon feeling his tongue bury itself in her sex. An “Oohhh!” so pleasurable that it tore me apart. And she looked at me, for the second or third time. Defeated, surrendered, leaning forward, but at the same time with an upright poise; she looked at me with her overwhelmed green eyes, watery, tense from what she was feeling, and knowing what was coming.

She flexed her legs slightly and raised her ass so he could better reach her sex. I had to decide whether to focus on what was happening behind: my wife’s ravaged pussy and Daniel’s mouth killing her with pleasure, or if I should focus on what was in front: to observe my wife’s face. I opted for the latter, and, as morbidly fascinating as it was to see that animal working his tongue into the deepest part of my wife, I didn’t regret my decision when I saw, felt, almost touched, Carolina’s moans and laments; the “Ah!”, “Ah!”, “Ah!”, short, broken, random. I didn’t regret going there and seeing how she closed her eyes, how sometimes she pushed her body backward, a little, and sometimes forward. Always garnished with those honeyed and grateful “Ah!”, “Ah!”, “Ahh!”. And sometimes she trembled in quick, brief spasms. Sometimes she adjusted her bangs. Sometimes she trembled as if she were cold. Sometimes her trembling hand moved her shirt aside a bit, and went to a breast, and she touched herself over her black bra, to feel herself, and then placed that hand back on the bar. And sometimes she looked at me, but without stopping. Shameless and carried away by pleasure.

And then everything changed. Everything became less subtle, more animal. Daniel maneuvered with skill and determination. His enormous head sank in there. I could see his neck, wide, swallowing air and saliva. My wife brought her hand back, this time clearly so that he could penetrate her better with his tongue. And she began to moan in a harsher way, with “Mhhh!”, “Mhhhh!”, “Mmhhhmm!”, crude, almost rough, which reduced her femininity and added vulgarity, something that at that moment, didn’t seem to matter to her.

The heels of her shoes fixed to the floor. Her legs spread. Her thong, taut, creating a tight bridge from one ankle to the other. Her knees slightly bent. Her skirt pulled up to her waist. Her pussy, protruding and devoured. Her shirt open, her breasts, swollen with excitement, wanting to break free from her bra, just as my member wanted to break free from its clothing.

“Mhhh! Mhhhh! Mmhhhmm!” she moaned, almost always with her eyes closed, and sometimes returning to the “Ah!”, “Ah!”, “Ah!”, short and scattered.

And then a long “Ahhhh!!” that made her bow her head, made me think she might be close to coming. And Daniel perhaps thought the same, and I saw out of the corner of my eye how he pulled back, as if he had decided his prey was ready. And then he stood up: standing, large, enormous and sweaty, behind her, behind that disheveled pussy. And he brought his hands to his belt.

My wife first felt the abandonment and didn’t turn around. But then she heard the jingling of the belt and she did:

“You’re crazy... Don’t even think about it...” she protested, with half-closed eyes, with her thong binding her ankles, with her ass exposed, with her pussy glistening prominently and hanging.

But he didn’t stop. He was opening his belt. And then something startled us: light, silence. The music had stopped. The lights, on the floor below, had brightened.

Daniel stopped. I instinctively turned around. There was commotion, murmuring. I thought I heard footsteps nearby.


CHAPTER 32

I froze, but I wasn’t so sure anymore that I had heard people approaching; perhaps it had been something else entirely. The change had been total: both sound and light. Everything seemed completely different.

I took a couple of steps away from them, as if it were my task, as if it were my function to protect them from what they were doing. But I quickly came to my senses and rejected that role. I didn’t owe anything to anyone; the risk of their exhibitionism should be theirs alone to bear.

Determined, I turned back around, just as I heard Carolina’s voice:

—Mmm... Stop...

My wife had turned around and, standing, once again cornered against the bar, was receiving Daniel’s groping and kisses. That man in an enormous white shirt, nearly transparent from moisture, was accosting my wife, now under somewhat brighter light. Some attempts were successful, others not. He kissed her neck and she allowed it, touched a breast over her bra and she pushed his hand away. He tried to kiss her mouth and she moved away, alternating between saying: “stop” and “someone will see us.” He put a hand on her ass and squeezed one cheek and she allowed it. Then he tried to kiss her and she accepted, and the deep kiss happened, and then he tried to touch her pussy and she swayed her hips to avoid it.

The succession of stimuli, of different sounds, bombarded me. With the music turned off, you could hear voices, footsteps, clicks, and a multitude of sounds that could be nothing relevant or total embarrassment. I thought I heard another sound behind me, and I spun around at full speed, as if by reflex. And, after confirming that no one was coming up those stairs, I turned my gaze back to them, who no longer made me even minimally a participant, and I observed how one of the kisses my wife accepted affected her, and she let herself be kissed, with her arms almost lifeless, and then her purse fell to the floor.

He held her with one hand by the neck, beneath her hair, and used his other hand to knead the large black cups of her bra. Below, my wife’s ass and sex breathed freely, her skirt still hiked up to her waist and her thong binding her ankles; her legs, raised on high heels, seemed endless. And Daniel’s pants now appeared completely open and not entirely in place.

Adding the adrenaline of possibly being discovered to the desire that was already there awakened the true Daniel. I was seeing again the out-of-control man from two weeks ago. And suddenly everything accelerated. I, excited and nervous, watched that harassment in astonishment. Daniel’s firm hand lost control and a double “Ah!”, “Ow!” was heard, loud, sonorous, overwhelmed, from my wife, as she received two strong tugs on her bra; two tugs by surprise, desperate. That animal pulled down the bra in two rough jerks, and my wife’s tits were revealed, first trembling and vibrating from those crude yanks, and then overflowing the cups of the bra, which were almost completely buried by her breasts.

My excitement made me tremble. My nerves prevented me from retaining everything I saw. Daniel’s speed and greed also prevented me from feeling step by step what was happening. I had barely processed the impact of seeing my wife’s tits brutally overflowing her bra, had barely processed the image of those large pink areolas and those hard nipples, when I stopped seeing one breast because it was kneaded by one of his hands. A breast that was lifted and then squeezed. And she watched that enormous head descend and allowed her cleavage to be kissed, and he pushed her pink shirt aside a bit and lowered her bra even more. And he was about to kiss her breasts when she, shaking her neck and hair, glanced at me fleetingly. And at that point I doubted that our relationship could be saved, if saving it meant tolerating that desperation and surrender. And my pessimism increased when she herself, my wife, extended one of her hands toward that bastard’s crotch. And, simultaneously as he, hunched over her, reached one of her breasts with his mouth, my wife gasped and let out an “Ahhh!” into the air, and managed to grab something that was also coming to light: Daniel’s enormous cock.

If the change had occurred in him when the lights came on and he realized time was running out, the change in my wife occurred when she touched that. And I despised her for it. I despised that in the end, after so much dispute and so much ego, everything vanished for the most basic and animal reason: the mere contact of her hand on his cock, the mere touch of the hardness of his member, the impact of the grandeur of what she was grabbing; that made her abandon any attempt at self-deception and she didn’t hide her excitement. The impression in her eyes when she got hold of that was inhibited but undisguisable. She let out an overwhelmed “Ufff!” And that acknowledgment in the form of a sigh spurred him on to devour her breasts, mixing self-esteem and rage.

Hunched, twisted, bent over her, that mass in a soaked white shirt licked, sucked, squeezed, and abused my wife’s tits. She received him with difficulty, threw her neck back, her blonde hair waved and she grabbed that enormous cock as best she could. My wife’s pants and moans with each lick, bite, and squeeze were pure arousal. He kneaded one breast with one hand, making an extensive areola bloom forward, and then brought his tongue there, licked, bit a little, and then sucked. And then his dense mouth and wet lips left a trail of saliva to her other breast, and did the same. If he bit hard she moaned a longer “Ahhhh!”; if he only licked or sucked, my wife whispered a muffled “Mhhh-hh...” also with her eyes closed. And it was she who began to speak, by the second or third time he alternated breasts, whispering to him:

—Mmmm... Stop...! Brute...

And then I diverted my gaze for a moment from what was happening above. And I looked down. And what I saw devastated me: my wife’s sex, her pussy, protruded prominently, large, and her lips hung down, somewhat separated, a few centimeters, away from her, from her pubic hair... That left me breathless, it showed me an almost desolating degree of excitement, when I heard Daniel say:

“What huge cow tits you have...”

They understood each other. First with their disputes and then with their excessive words. And then I could see how she was now managing to masturbate him. She was now stroking that monstrosity that emerged from his open pants and lowered underwear, completely exposed, dark, purplish and glistening. She could barely close her hand around it. That member matched the excessive size of its owner’s body, and competed in opulence and exuberance with my wife’s breasts that he was devouring. Everything about them was ostentatious, abundant and sexual.

I didn’t exist for them. If Carolina was truly excited by me judging her other side, she should have made contact with me. Looked at me. Searched for punishment in my eyes. But she didn’t. I already assumed that Gabriela’s warning had intended to reveal that my wife was herself a deception. That she was just a slut, nothing more. Not a slut for our benefit. And he didn’t seek me out either, perhaps knowing that making me a participant, even if to humiliate me, playing or not, added absolutely nothing for my wife.

Daniel removed his mouth. He ended the feast. Carolina’s breasts, glistening, soaked and swollen emerged free into the light. I noticed the wet mess. The enormity of her pink areolas, the colossal consistency of her breasts that almost completely hid her bra cups, which were quite large to begin with. I noticed the visible rigidity and excitement of her nipples and the redness of everything from his brutal bites.

And then he kissed her again, in a long and deep make-out session, while she kneaded his cock, in long but irregular and inconsistent movements; exposing and covering that monstrosity that rose hard, wide and long, colliding with everything, staining my wife’s waist and hip with transparent liquid; her gray skirt and pink blouse.

And my wife’s thong was still binding her ankles, and she was still perched on her high heels, when one of Daniel’s hands went down to her sex, to that protruding pussy, and gave two precise strikes there, between her separated lips, and my wife moaned into his mouth a desperate “Mmmm...!” “Goood!” that left me breathless.

I looked around for a moment: The succession of disconcerting sounds was continuous. The venue was emptying and they kept going. Like the murmur in the distance, which didn’t stop. The light reaching us from below was no longer dim but revealing.

And it happened. I shuddered seeing it, and my wife uttered, with a spasm, a heart-wrenching “Ahhh!” “Mmmmm!” “Goood...!” feeling that animal wasn’t there to rub her peak or to pamper what was emerging; what that man was doing was inserting two fingers, the middle and ring finger, into my wife’s pussy. And she had to release his member and grab onto him. And she pressed closer to him. She hung on. She embraced that soaked white shirt, and brought her mouth to his shoulder, and moaned there, and drooled there, with her eyes closed and her face twisted, while that animal masturbated her, pushing those two fingers in and out, without mercy. My wife, with her legs slightly bent, barely supported by her high heels, with her thong binding her ankles, tensed, trembled and hung onto him, and gasped against his shoulder, with each thrust, incessant “Ah!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhh...!” that were killing me. While he, exultant, whispered to her: “What a pussy you have...!” “You’re soaking wet...” “What a sow’s pussy you have...!” “How can you have a pussy like this, fuck...!” And she responded with more “Ahh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Goood...!”

He squeezed her bare ass with one hand, so she wouldn’t back away, and continued penetrating with his fingers. I could see his hand, his entire arm, shaking, forward and backward, at full speed. And she didn’t complain about his brutality. She limited herself to moaning, sobbing, and almost biting his shoulder, over his shirt. Until a shocking spasm of her legs, a shameful trembling, made her bend more, almost crouching, and then she moaned a “Ahhh...!” “Ahhhhhh!”, heart-rending, that sounded like pure ecstasy, and made me think she was coming. And I, incredibly aroused, didn’t touch myself, let my member remain caged, because, petrified, I wasn’t capable of doing anything other than watching. And another “Ahhhh...!” “Ahhhhh!” “Ahhhh-hh!” equally or more extreme and disheartening made Daniel also suspect that my wife couldn’t take any more, and he whispered to her:

“Are you coming? Are you going to come here?”

“Ahhh...! Ahhh...! Mmm...!” she writhed while that elbow came and went at full speed, and I even thought I could hear the wetness of her pussy, a watery and rhythmic sound, in time with the insertion and removal of those fingers.

“You’re coming, huh...? You’re coming... here...! Like a sow?”

“AHHH!! AHHHHHH!! AHHHHHH-HHH!!” she almost exploded, and then he sought her mouth, and she accepted it. I thought he wanted her to explode while they were kissing, but then he slowed the rhythm; his arm decreased in intensity. Carolina, after he broke the kiss, protested, with those fingers of his, enormous and inserted in her pussy; she protested with shorter and even sorrowful “Ah...” “Mmm...”

Daniel came to a complete stop. He had cut off her imminent orgasm. My wife’s face was one of desperation and anguish. Her cheeks were burning. Her hair disheveled. All of her was a disarmed disorder. Daniel withdrew his fingers from that pussy that came into the light absolutely destroyed. Daniel’s cock glistened and pointed almost to the ceiling. And he grabbed it with one hand, seeking her attention there. And then my wife brought her hand to her hair and swept it to one side, and touched his member delicately. She was announcing that yes, she would do it. I didn’t exist. They were killing me. She was killing me. She, after checking that, due to the commotion of that brutal masturbation, her blouse had closed a bit, hiding her breasts, made the display, the heart-wrenching excess, of opening it, taking it again to both sides of her tits; enormous tits, that projected forward with a potency I had never seen before. Offering that exuberance, and with her hair well swept aside, so it wouldn’t bother her in her next operation, she seemed ready to descend.

And I couldn't take it anymore. I looked away. My eyes turned from there and I began to walk away. The last thing I had seen remained in my retina, glimpsed sideways: her descent, how she squatted down in front of that enormous cock held by that bastard. And the very last image: the lips of her pussy, protruding even more separated and prominent, downward, as a consequence of that squatting position, facing him. And it killed me to have to accept that something was hanging from my wife's pussy... a transparent, shiny thread, a crystalline strand, hanging, swaying... tangible evidence of her devastating desire and her shameful wetness.

I walked. I moved away. I left. I could hear my footsteps despite the tumult covering almost everything. I didn't know if they noticed my escape. I couldn't believe that Carolina cared absolutely nothing about my presence. Neither to feel more aroused nor to feel shame. Her degree of lust distanced her from herself, and again I thought that nothing that had happened and was happening there had anything to do with recovering her desire for me. That, if our marriage continued, she would use me to relive her moments with Daniel, but that had nothing to do with saving our relationship.

I began to descend the stairs and, when I reached the middle landing, the guy in the blue shirt, Marcos, accosted me again, as if he were the guardian of those steps.

“What the hell are you still doing up there? Come down now.”

I raised my hands, signaling innocence, weary, and said to him:

“As you can see, I’m already coming down...”

“And what about them?”

“They... they’re busy,” I answered without thinking.

“What do you mean busy? They’ve got to be kidding. I’ll get them out of there in a second,” he said hastily, exaggeratedly angry, as if wanting to show authority, to show that he was in charge there, and he began to climb the stairs.

I turned around. I watched him go up. And I also climbed a few steps, toward him. And I saw him reach the top. And, once there, he looked into the distance, and froze.

I climbed a bit higher. He, motionless, didn’t seem to express any emotion. Tall, blond, with short hair, circumspect, he looked like a soldier standing at attention.

He stood watching for about ten seconds, until he noticed my presence, gestured for me to come closer, and then whispered to me:

“What the fuck is this... The blonde is sucking his cock.”

I took a breath. I sighed. He looked again.

“But what the hell... Were the three of you together?” he asked again in a whisper, looking toward them. And I couldn’t see anything as I still had several steps to climb.

“What do you mean the three of us?”

“I mean, fuck, she’s practically naked, you just came down, did you leave and they were already like that?”

“More or less...” I responded.

“But is she a whore or what? Do you know her?” he asked, suddenly, as if we were buddies.

“I don’t know her very well...” I answered and my heart pounded with pain.

“If I go over there, will they stop?” he asked nervously, restlessly.

“I don’t know... Try it...” I responded.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck... he’s going to fuck her right here,” he said then, rapidly, and I thought I heard movement above: the sound of footsteps, perhaps the creaking of Carolina’s heels on the floor, and the unmistakable jingling of Daniel’s belt buckle.

I exhaled. I sighed. And Marcos moved away from me. He entered that small upper floor. His footsteps could be heard. He was making himself visible. And I wondered if that would stop them. I wondered if that would stop my wife.


CHAPTER 33

At that moment I felt completely overwhelmed. I controlled nothing. I was a mere spectator in an out-of-control situation. I couldn’t understand how we had ended up there. I wasn’t letting myself go with it—they were dragging me along. Even that blond guy was dragging me along.

I looked back and saw the stairs, dark, empty, deserted. It didn’t seem like anyone was coming; no one seemed to know, apart from Marcos, that this unused floor was being put to use. The noise of the crowd was diminishing. The venue was slowly emptying out. I looked up and couldn’t resist the temptation, not so much to know what my wife was doing, but to know if the appearance of a third person who wasn’t me would stop her.

I moved forward. I went up. And once at the top, I turned around. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it was lifting me off the ground. The image I saw paralyzed me, preventing me from walking any further: Marcos, standing, close enough to them, was looking down at two bodies writhing together passionately on the floor. A pink blur with long legs below. An enormous body in a white shirt on top.

He was at a distance that made me understand they knew of his presence, but that wasn’t stopping them. I became even more aware of the gravity of the situation when I glimpsed something on the floor, a bit away from them, and that something was my wife’s gray skirt. Daniel, on top of her, was covering Carolina, with his pants pulled down to his knees, showing an enormous white ass. He was sliding over her, kissing her, and I didn’t know if he was already penetrating her, if he was already fucking her. My wife’s legs, open, spread apart, allowed access to that enormity. Her hands sometimes clung to the back of that extensive white shirt, and sometimes felt that huge ass of his.

Trembling with nerves, I summoned my courage and approached, reaching the position of a Marcos who was observing with an overwhelmed and sickly expression. And my wife, lying on her back, with her back against the floor, ended a kiss and turned her face. She looked at us, and immediately averted her gaze.

Daniel then withdrew, positioning himself on his knees between my wife’s legs, showing that he hadn’t penetrated her, but that didn’t bring me any relief.

And he looked at us, kneeling there, with his sweaty shirt, his pants pulled down and his enormous cock pointing at the ceiling, and said:

“Another one...? Fucking voyeurs...”

Marcos seemed like he was going to say something, but didn’t say anything. Perhaps, like me, he was so shocked by what was happening there, especially by how that blonde neither covered herself nor protested, that he couldn’t manage to say anything. The fact that she didn’t cover herself or stop what was happening offered us a clear vision of her hair partially spread across the floor, of her attractive and flushed face, of her open shirt, of her swollen breasts, crowning her torso and overflowing her bra; of her open and protruding pussy, of her pubic hair glistening with moisture; of her slender separated legs, of her heels dug into the floor, and of her black thong which, apparently, hadn’t been dragged away when the skirt was removed, as it remained tangled around one of her ankles.

An accusatory phrase resonated in my mind: “How can you be such a slut... not stopping even with this guy watching you too!”

Daniel’s cock seemed enormous to me, it looked like it was about to burst; the tension of his glans, the pressure of those veins... And then he collapsed onto her again. He covered her with his entire body. He kissed her on the mouth and whispered to her:

“Don’t pay attention to them, okay...”

And he kissed her again. And she welcomed him and put her hands on his ass.

“We’ll just focus on our thing... right?” he insisted, whispering to her between kisses.

“Mmmhh... Ah...” my wife moaned then, almost crushed by him, feeling his kisses, his bites on her neck, and feeling how Daniel’s cock rubbed and pounded near her pussy.

“Holy shit... He’s fucking her...” Marcos whispered, shocked and lascivious, beside me.

The outcome was a foregone conclusion. Daniel pulled back his torso; supported by the palms of his hands on the floor and his arms stretched out, he was going to sink into her. He was going to fuck her there, on the floor, in the presence of not only her own husband, but also his friend. Daniel’s victory couldn’t be more absolute, or so I thought, until Carolina herself turned it into an even more categorical and total victory: I could see how he tried, without using his hands, but couldn’t get it right, and then it was her, my wife, who, after sitting up a bit and supporting herself with an elbow behind her, lowered one of her hands, which flew from his ass to his member, and searched for it and found it to position it. My wife grabbed that firm and hard monstrosity, and directed it to put it inside her. There, covered by that muscular and soaked man, with that shirt that was becoming transparent from sweat, between kiss and kiss, with their tongues flying, between gasp and gasp. And my wife’s legs trembled in spasms, anxious and excited to be penetrated, to be filled, by that firm enormity.

My wife was lying back on her elbows again, and was waiting anxiously and desperately for Daniel’s movement. And it happened. My heart stopped. It was crude. It was rough. My wife let out a short “Ah...!” but one that contained an absorbed ecstasy, for her, and she closed her eyes, and threw her head back and her hair flew with it. He was penetrating her. Her pussy was filling with that enormity that was making its way with shameful ease. The unbuttoned pink shirt fell to the sides of my wife’s torso, giving us the clear and sexual view of her enormous breasts emerging, sensual and carnal, overflowing above that tense and battered bra. And then a “Humm!” was heard from Daniel, rough, bitter and triumphant. And then an incredibly erotic “Oh-Mm-mh!” from my wife, who was biting her lower lip, almost in a gesture of eccentric rage. Daniel was filling her. With one thrust. He was filling that pussy that had been desperately demanding to be assaulted for some time. He sank to the end. And after that “Oh-Mm-mh!” she exhaled a long and grateful “Uuuuuf!”

I remembered that this very night my wife had asked me to leave, because “he was unbearable,” and because “tonight she found him extremely ugly”… and now she had his cock buried in her pussy. While I remembered this and watched how that bastard’s white ass moved back and forth, plunging into Carolina’s body, I heard Marcos beside me, who kept whispering: “fuck, fuck, fuck.”

For a few moments I entered a trance-like state. Daniel and my wife whispered to each other while they fucked. Marcos was also muttering something, probably comments intended to make me interact with him, but I couldn’t hear words, I could only focus on what I was seeing and on the purely sexual sounds.

He lowered himself onto her and my wife welcomed him, wrapping her legs around him; she pulled him toward her, so he would bury himself deeper. She also wrapped her arms around him. I could see her hands clinging to the back of his wet shirt. And I could see her face, her closed eyes, her endless “Ah!” “Ah!” “Ah!” Daniel fucked her with vigor and efficiency. He knew what he was doing. He alternated long, deep thrusts with merciless accelerations. He played with her. Sometimes he almost pulled out completely and you could see that enormous width and length, and I couldn’t believe my wife’s pussy could take all that. I knew it was showing off. We all knew it. Daniel’s balls hung enormous and swung back and forth, oscillating and heavy, with each thrust. Sometimes he pulled back a little, placed his hands on the floor on either side of my wife’s head, and they looked at each other, and she squeezed his face in a strange way, while her body shifted from his pushes and she whimpered: “Ahh!” “Ah!” “Aah!” “Aah!”. And he inserted a finger into my wife’s mouth, and she sucked it while he fucked her, and moaned on his finger, in a muffled way: “Mh!” “Mh!” “Mh!” “Mmmh!”, and moved her head slightly up and down, as if it were his cock, not his finger, that she was sucking.

My wife’s tits also moved, going back and forth rapidly with each thrust. Her bra, under her breasts, folded, made them rise more and appear even larger. Daniel removed his wet finger from my wife’s mouth and squeezed one of my wife’s breasts with his hand. And she complained about his roughness with a lament, with a raw “Ahhm!” “Am!”. And then she put her hands on Daniel’s huge white ass, and she herself seemed to writhe, with her whole body, lustful, eccentric, moving herself, from below, as if she were the one fucking his cock.

And then everything changed, because my wife wanted to go further and, looking away from her lover, she looked farther away, and whimpered:

“Mh! Mh! Mhhh! What are you looking at, huh? What are you looking at?” —and my heart was bursting, because she wasn’t looking at me, she wasn’t saying it to me, she was saying it to Marcos.

The blond guy, rigid, didn’t answer her. And she insisted, seasoning her words with an incredibly lascivious look:

“Mhh…! Mhh! Ah! Ahh! God! What are you looking at, huh? What are you looking at?”

“Fuck…” he managed to whisper, but he understood her. He understood what she was trying to do. And I thought I would die when I saw out of the corner of my eye how he brought his hands to the opening of his pants, and said to her:

“Fuck… At you… I’m looking at you…”

My wife turned back to Daniel. She started moaning and panting again. Satisfied with having achieved what she intended: she had activated him. She had activated another man, who wasn’t me. And I confirmed that our relationship had no solution.

“Ah! Ahh…! Give it to me! Give it to me!” my wife whimpered, while Daniel continued fucking her and Marcos pulled down his zipper.

“Mmm…! God! God…! Keep going! Ahh! Ahh!” she writhed, and squeezed those buttocks, and gave off an air of satisfaction seeing out of the corner of her eye how Marcos was pulling his pants down a bit.

“Ahhh! Ahhh…! Give it to me…!” my wife panted, and then she looked at Marcos again. She stared at him, with glassy eyes. And her whole body moved up and down a few inches, sliding across the floor from Daniel’s thrusts.

And then there was a change of rhythm. Her lover pulled back a bit again. He grabbed her by the waist and lifted her slightly. Once again you could clearly see how his cock entered and left that pussy that embraced it, dripping, with those protruding lips. The withdrawal of his torso allowed Carolina to sit up a little again, leaning back on her elbows. Her pink shirt remained pushed aside, to the sides; her tits rose enormously, reddened, with extensive pink areolas and nipples that pointed stiff and accusatory. And she looked at him. She looked at Marcos. She was clearly challenging him while purring, from Daniel’s slow thrusts: “Mhh!” “Mh!” “Ah!” “Ah!” “Mh!” “Go-od!”

“What a pussy you have, fuck…” whispered Daniel, who was looking down, at her sex, and, like me, couldn’t get used to admiring that enormous opening. And he brought a hand, his thumb, to her clitoris, which was protruding at the peak.

“Ahh...! Ahhh...! Yes!! Yes!!” my wife writhed even more when she felt his finger there.

“Mhh...! Ahhh! Yes!!” she moaned, and sometimes she would let her head fall back, and her hair would go backward, brushing against the floor.

“Ahh...!! Yes!! Ahhhhh!!” she gasped, in an even more surrendered manner, raising her face again. And she wasn’t looking at the one who was fucking her. No. She was looking at that stranger who was now masturbating with his eyes fixed on her.

“Mmm...!! Yes!! Ah...!! Keep going...!! God!!” my wife demanded of Daniel, but she moaned it while looking at Marcos.

And I was dying inside. I felt as much arousal as pain. And I was dying, above all, because I knew she was calling him over.

My slut of a wife was dedicating her moans to that stranger. And that bastard understood. And my heart broke into a thousand pieces when I saw how he approached, grabbed a mediocre cock, not lacking in length, but rather thin and meager, and knelt beside my wife.

I had to move a bit to witness that outrage. My most absolute humiliation. Daniel read it too and looked at me. And I didn’t see malice in his eyes, but something resembling compassion or pity. I remembered his distant “keep your little slut on a tight leash” and understood everything.

Daniel’s thrusts continued, slow and deliberate. His finger kept rubbing my wife’s clitoris. The pitiful “Ahh!!” “Yes!!” “Ahhh!!” “Ahhh!!” “Yes!!” “God...!!” continued. And it broke my soul when she, with her elbows propped behind her, allowed, in a second, Marcos’s mediocre cock to brush against her lips. She played with him for a moment. She let him rub his exposed glans against her half-open mouth... And she moaned her “Ah!!” “Yes!!” “Ahhh!!” “Mmm!!” right there. And then she looked at him, raised her eyes to him, and Daniel penetrated her to the hilt... and she opened her mouth... to moan... feeling Daniel’s cock, and after a heart-wrenching “Mhh!!” “Ahh!!”, the blue-shirted guy pushed with his hip, toward my wife’s open mouth... and she accepted... took it in... and swallowed, she took that cock into her mouth, and moaned a very long and muffled “Mhhhhmmm!!”, with that guy’s cock in her mouth, and she even exaggerated with a wide and generous movement of her neck, to swallow it deeper. My wife, penetrated through her pussy and her mouth, writhed with pleasure and her legs stopped wrapping around Daniel, to tremble in extravagant spasms, in the air, and her delicate thong also trembled, hanging from her ankle.

“Mmmmhhhhh!!!” she moaned, with her mouth occupied, and that guy’s cock marked her cheeks from the inside, bulging her mouth.

“Mhhmmmmhhhh!!!” she stifled her moans, with her eyes closed, and moved her head back and forth, devouring it in long strokes.

“Mhhhmmmm!!!” my wife lamented, and you could see how saliva overflowed from her lips and ran down her chin.

“Mmmhhh!!!” she panted, with each thrust, and her head, and her hair, went back and forth, and that saliva now ran down her neck.

“Mmmmhhhh!!!” she continued moaning with each thrust, and she, with her elbows thrown back, grabbed her enormous breasts with her hands, humiliated, penetrated by two cocks, but at the same time strangely euphoric.

“Fu-ck...! What a slu-t...!” Marcos finally spoke, in an excited and nervous stutter, and brought his hand to her head, to help her relax her neck, and continue sucking.

I watched how Daniel’s ass went back and forth. How Marcos’s ass went back and forth. Both outraged, humiliated, sank into my wife. The “Mhh!!” “Mhhh!!” “Mhhhh!!” “Mhhhhh!!” from my wife were incessant, lacerating and painful. I was aroused but didn’t touch myself. I could only see those asses coming and going, uncoordinated but triumphant. And I could only see those members, unequal but craved, as they violated and withdrew, hard and exultant.

“Fu-ck! I can’t take it anymore!!!” Daniel then puffed, overexcited, overwhelmed and surprising everyone.

And then he pulled out of her. My wife’s pussy was abandoned and I could see the tremendous hollow that remained there, and I could see the outside of her pussy: her protruding lips, open and spread apart, which demonstrated both her desperate excitement and the magnitude of what had been aggrieving there. And above all, I was destroyed by a whitish and thick wetness that surrounded that pussy, a mixture of what had sprung from her sex and from Daniel himself, a whitish, savage and immoral thickness, which I had never seen before, with which she had never gifted me.

And then he began to masturbate, ready to cum, kneeling between her legs. And she removed her mouth from Marcos’s cock, and he backed away a little, and she looked straight ahead, toward Daniel.

Reclining, with her elbows back and clutching her breasts, she shook her hair in a ridiculously pretentious gesture, and looked at him. Daniel’s jerking became desperate, frantic. His enormous cock was being shaken, his heavy balls jiggling. The veins on his forehead tensed, sweat running down his face. That giant was convulsing. His muscular torso, covered by that tight white shirt, was dripping with sweat, in a grotesque image, but that didn’t seem to slow down my wife’s desire, quite the opposite. And then she lowered one hand to herself, to her pussy, and began to touch herself, to rub herself, wrinkling those enormous and ruined lips. And her mouth opened and closed. And while looking at him she pleasured herself and panted: “Ah...!!” “Ah!!” “Mhh!!” And then Daniel stopped, and there was a silence, and he exploded, exploded in a very long “Ohhhh!!!” and, before I could realize it, a thick amalgam flew, a stretched fluid erupted, and instantly I saw my wife’s lips tinted white. His shot had come out clean and far, flying over her entire torso. And my wife’s face trembled from the impact. Her stained face multiplied the eccentricity. My wife’s surprise made her stop her hand and her gaze expressed an excited unease that left one breathless.

“Ohhh!!!” he roared again, and another long, even thicker shot reached my wife’s neck, her cleavage and the collar of her shirt. And she trembled again.

And my wife, shocked and excited, witnessed how those laments succeeded one another, those masculine and deep “Ohhh!!!” from her enormous lover, and that cock continued discharging over her body. Four, five, up to six more groans, and her body shivered, while he released himself over my wife. And my wife’s tits, her belly, her cleavage, her bra and her shirt were seen stained, attacked, outraged by a viscous and whitish liquid. He was humiliating her, unloading on her, and she accepted it, and closed her eyes, and trembled with each impact, and emitted docile “Ah-ahh...!” every time she was stained, and shook her hair again as if enjoying the degradation. And I looked at her; looked at her face. Looked at that wonderful and perfect mole, in the center of her cheek, which escaped the outrage, remaining as a clean and beautiful redoubt, before that degrading disaster.

And then, a few seconds after he finished, she opened her eyes to review the mess, and Marcos didn’t hesitate, approached her again, and put his cock back in her mouth.

And it was tremendously painful to see how she, soaked by Daniel, degraded by that animal who had drenched her, took Marcos’s cock without hesitation. And so she was for a few moments, eating from there, sucking from there, sketching some heartbreaking “Mh!” “Mhh!” “Mh!” “Mhh!”, while I saw how semen fell from the corner of her lips, how semen poured by Daniel ran down my wife’s breasts, how a whitish puddle had smeared the entire extension of the areola of one of her tits. And, while that was happening, my wife’s head went back and forth again, devouring that mediocre cock, showing me that her eagerness wasn’t for Daniel, but for not being me.

Daniel was withdrawing and trying to compose himself. The giant, ecstatic, seemed satisfied. And she devoted herself more to that vulgar, pale and tepid cock, but which my wife savored almost with anguish, turning a little, to take it better, to eat it better, so that cock would mark her mouth and cheeks even more.

And then, my wife, unsatisfied, resentful and upset because Daniel had left her without her orgasm, making everything explode, destroying me definitively, removed her mouth from Marcos’s cock, raised her gaze, and said to him, or rather begged him:

“Fuck me... You fuck me.”

It was the end. The end of everything. I felt naive. Gabriela had told me. Daniel himself had told me. Even I had seen it with my own eyes two weeks ago.

“Why are you watching this?” Daniel then whispered to me, standing by my side, while Marcos withdrew, tense from the opportunity that beauty was giving him.

I didn’t know what to answer, and the one who did speak was Marcos, who said:

“Will you turn around?”

And she murmured something, something I didn’t quite understand, something about her knees, as if her concern was not hurting herself there, not that a stranger was going to fuck her on all fours, in front of her husband and her lover. And she complied, and began to move.

Daniel was putting his member away as they moved. She didn’t clean herself. By her movements, Daniel’s semen went here and there, staining her clothes more and tinting her skin more in furrows and rivers that flowed nimbly. My wife got on all fours and Marcos knelt behind her.

“I don’t know how you can stand this...” Daniel whispered to me, and I, at that point, perhaps, in the deepest part of me, even wished that the outrage would be as great as possible, so that there would be no doubt that our relationship was ending there.

Marcos held her by the waist with one hand. He grabbed his member with the other. He aimed. It was taking a while. And my wife, desperate, turned around... and whispered to him:

“What...? Come on...”

That boy, blond, thin, almost undeveloped, with that strange earring, and who didn’t seem as handsome to me as at the beginning of the night, looked down and contemplated the grandeur, the hollow that was exposed before him; my wife’s enormous and ruined pussy, and that whitish mass that surrounded it. And then he looked at me, he did it without malice, without knowing that she was my wife. And then he placed the tip, caressed and parted with the head of his cock one of those protruding lips of my wife... and she trembled... and he closed his eyes... and sketched an incredibly pleasurable “Mhhh!”... a heartbreaking moan, pure bliss, for what he was invading and for the unexpected, and he buried himself in my wife.

—“Ahhhhhh! Oh God...!!” —she writhed, pronouncing her words at full speed.

—“Mmmm” —he moaned.

—“Ahhh...! Yes...! Yes...!” —my wife began to pant, in a more tender and subtle way than when it was Daniel’s enormous cock invading her.

—“Mmhh-mm” —he continued moaning, with his eyes closed, unable to believe the beauty, voluptuousness, and exuberance of what he was fucking.

—“Ahhh.... Goood... Oh Go-od...!” —my wife melted with pleasure, on all fours, on that dirty floor, trembling with pleasure.

Marcos was fucking her. They didn’t know each other at all and he was fucking my wife. That mediocre member was violating Carolina’s magnificent sex. My wife panted desperate and surrendered “Ah!” “Ah!” “Ah!” and writhed slightly with her waist, to feel him more, as if, accustomed to Daniel’s cock, her pussy had to do its part to get more contact, to feel full.

And then Marcos began to do something strange: sometimes he would look at us, look at me, and laugh. His jubilation was such that it was more of a laugh than a smile. His white teeth accused and shattered me. His cynical smile was more humiliating than anything Daniel had done. He was also humiliating Carolina this way, but she, on all fours and looking ahead, was oblivious to how he was laughing at the situation, and laughing at her. And he even went so far as to ridicule her, imitating her, because when my wife’s desperate “Ah!” “Ah!” “Ah!” were heard, he would mouth them without pronouncing them, and make faces, mocking her, even feigning to spank her buttocks, as if visualizing it, while continuing to penetrate her.

In another context I would have stopped it, but I had neither the strength nor the will. Again I thought it was for the best. And that the more my wife tolerated, the clearer everything would be, and the better it would be for both of us.

He saw himself with permission to continue, to keep violating: her gasps, her pussy, her implicit request first for him to approach, her explicit request afterward for him to fuck her, everything had added up for him to feel he had carte blanche, total permission.

He squeezed my wife’s buttocks clumsily and pushed her forward. My wife didn’t complain. She almost thanked him for everything. She moaned incessantly: “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!”, and he stretched out his hand, pushed aside the pink shirt that fell down the sides and reached my wife’s hanging breasts, and looked at us and smiled. He closed his eyes and fucked her. And smiled. Opportunistic and fortunate, he would never have thought of fucking a woman like her in such an outrageous way. And, if his jubilation was enormous, it was even more so when my wife, in a louder tone, moaned:

—“Ahhh...!! Ahhh...!! Like that!! Like that!!”

—“You like it? You like it?” —he asked rapidly, and his ass went back and forth in rapid movements.

—“Ahhh!! Yes...!! God...!! Yes!! Yes!! Mh!! I like it...!!” —my wife writhed, with her palms on the floor, with her arms stretched out and her face raised, looking ahead.

—“You like how I fuck you, huh?” —he smiled, ecstatic, and pushed her shirt forward, and it fell toward the upper part of her back and he brought a hand forward and kneaded her breasts, and then, feeling her breast stained with semen, he wiped his hand with contempt on my wife’s bare back.

—“Yes...!! Yes...!! I like it!! God!! Keep going!! Keep going!! Aaahh!!”

—“Fuck... Your pussy is enormous... I can barely feel anything” —he smiled and looked at us again.

—“Ahh!! Ah...!! Give it to me!!”

—“Oh!” —he panted and closed his eyes.

—“Ahh!! Give it to me...!! Yes!! Yes!!” —she whimpered.

—“Ohhh! Ohhh!” —he grunted.

—“Ahhh!! God...!! Yes!! Yes!! Yes!!! I’m coming!!!” —she announced, shamelessly.

—“Ohh! Already? Then come... Come...!! Come on!!” —he panted, expressing a sickly antipathy.

—“But give me more!! You bastard!! AH!! Ahhh!! Yes!! Yes!! GIVE IT TO ME!!” —she demanded.

“I'm giving it to you... Bitch!, fuck!, I'm giving it to you!” he exploded, possessed, and accelerated his rhythm, and you could see how his member entered and exited my wife's sex at full speed; it came out smeared, whitish from that enormity; and a liquid, watery sound could be heard from my wife's pussy, wet, an embarrassing “squish, squish, squish” that overlapped with the sound, with the “slap, slap, slap!” of their bodies colliding. The strangely hanging balls of that bastard went back and forth, and then she, writhing with pleasure, demanded more:

“Ahhh!! Ahhh!! Yes!! Yesss!! Call me that!! Call me that!!”

“I'll call you that, fuck. Bitch! I'll call you that. You're a bitch. Come!! Come!!” he roared and then she couldn't take it anymore.

“Ahhh!! Ahhh!! Yes!! Yesss!! I'm coming!! I'm coming!!” she screamed, and he grabbed her by her hair, making her face lift up a bit. And she enjoyed it. She demanded it. My wife was forced to raise her face from the pull. Her body went back and forth. The noise of their bodies colliding became thunderous. That meager cock of that guy buried itself in that enormous pussy, was absorbed as if it were nothing and my wife exploded:

“Ahhh!! Ahhh!! Yes!! Yesss!! I'm coming!! I'm coming!! Go-odd...!!”

“AHHH!!! Aahhhh!!! YESS!!! YESSS!!! I'M COMING!! I'M COMINGGG!!!” my wife screamed, with her hair pulled by him, totally impaled, with her knees on the floor, with the tips of her shoes dug into the floor, with her hanging and outraged breasts. She writhed with pleasure and supported herself with one hand, bringing the other to touch her breast, to feel herself, to please herself; she pushed aside her pink shirt and her bra to touch herself there and caress herself while he smiled... She couldn't see him, nor could she see how her pussy was fighting a double battle, as it humiliated that mediocre cock but at the same time was outraged by that meager member. That blonde beauty, my wife, impaled by that opportunist, almost cried with pleasure, and writhed joyfully, overwhelmed, clinging to her breast with her head raised. And then he pulled out of her, and, the instant he pulled out, a white drop crowned his member, and then a short shot landed on my wife's buttocks, without even needing to touch himself. And, while my wife was still panting, he did grab himself and shook himself, and spilled over those extensive and naked buttocks in heavy white gushes. He was coming, panting, with his eyes closed, jerking off over that ass, staining her buttocks white.

I couldn't bear it anymore. I turned away. I looked away. She herself had demanded, required, that madness. And I thought I would find Daniel retreating, but, on the contrary, excited again and attentive to what was happening there, he whispered to me:

“Are you leaving?”

I didn't even look at him. I didn't look back. And then I heard him say:

“Don't worry. I'll take care of her for you.”

And I left. I left knowing that she, for quite some time now, had preferred that I had gone.


CHAPTER 34

Carolina arrived home in the early hours, about three hours later than I did. She showered and got into bed without saying anything. Practically the same as thirteen nights ago when, according to Gabriela, and it was now evident that it was true, she had returned from her apartment, from having sex with Daniel, in that clandestine flat, on those sheets that I had imagined as gray.

Logically, I hadn’t slept. Nor did I sleep afterward. She, however, did fall asleep.

I got out of bed while it was still dark. I couldn’t help but follow the trail of her sin: in the laundry basket were her shirt, thong, bra, and skirt. Everything smelled of sweat and sex.

Daniel hadn’t called or sent me any messages. I didn’t know if they had gone to the hotel together. I didn’t know if the two of them had gone, or even all three. But it was evident that they had gone somewhere. Where else would my wife have spent those three hours?

At this point, I wasn’t surprised, though it did impact me, that they had continued there. It was heartbreaking that she had wanted to continue that madness. It was devastating that this was the same woman who could go weeks without sex with her husband. The same woman whose pussy was rough and hermetic with the man she had chosen to share her life with.

I didn’t feel an overwhelming grief, and because of that, I understood my fling with Gabriela. I realized, reflecting that night in the solitude of our bed, that there wasn’t that much love or dependency. If there had been, I would never have gone as far as I did with that girl.

Dawn hadn’t broken yet as I stood on our terrace, looking toward what had been dubbed “Daniel’s house,” and I understood that everything had been a farce from the beginning. Yes, Carolina had been attracted to that man from the first moment, which explained her exhibitionism and her walks on our terrace. No, it had never been a plan to improve our marriage. I only granted her the slightest benefit of the doubt: that there might have been some self-deception, that she herself, unknowingly deceived, had believed, or wanted to believe, that there was a foundation of just cause. But everything had vanished, everything had blown up in our faces with Marcos’s appearance.

I had already deduced it while Carolina had called to him with her gaze and her phrases when, penetrated by Daniel, my wife had sought for Marcos to approach. And I reflected on this same thing, and came to accept it, hours later in the solitude of our bed: what was happening wasn’t even due to a specific weakness for Daniel, but because he wasn’t me. Perhaps an attraction to Daniel had indeed opened the floodgates, but from there it wasn’t about who with, but who not with.

I reflected that night that she needed the excitement and adrenaline of novelty. She needed to conquer, and to do so, what she did was pretend to be conquered, to enjoy her sexuality.

When morning came and both the day and my wife appeared, I didn’t ask her about those three hours. What for? Nor did she try to convince me that what had happened had been to save our relationship. She had at least that decency.


CHAPTER 35

Three months later we were divorced. Neither of us stayed living in that apartment, in that glamorous residential complex. Neither of us displayed heart-wrenching sadness. Neither of us fell apart.

I never saw Gabriela again. Silvia called me several times, and I never answered her calls, until once I forced myself to do so. She, always light-hearted and spontaneous, tried to suggest that perhaps Carolina had a problem, an “uncontrollable sexual voracity,” but I wasn’t convinced that this voracity existed with everyone except me. I thanked her for her support and said goodbye forever.

Six months later I was working at a new company, different from both my previous one and the one I had turned down, and I wasn’t any less happy than I had been with Carolina.

Sometimes I felt guilty for having been the one who opened that door, who had created that pathway for a third person to “shake up” our marriage. But I always concluded that it was destined to overflow sooner or later, that my wife’s sexual dissatisfaction would eventually break out somewhere, in any context: a fling with a work colleague, an acquaintance, an ex. Anyone. I only had to remember what happened on the upper floor of that venue to know that it was overwhelming and irrepressible.

I never knew, however, how to judge myself. How to judge the fact that I had been aroused, and still got aroused remembering, my own wife being fucked by others. And it wasn’t that I lived tormented, but I did have a certain uneasiness about whether this could happen again in a future relationship.

I knew, through acquaintances and friends, about Carolina’s new life: she was still working at the same law firm and living alone, downtown, in an apartment that a colleague had vacated. If anyone knew about a new stable relationship of hers, no one told me.

I had moved to another residential complex, and whenever I went downtown, I felt tense and uncomfortable in case I saw her.

Approximately eight months after that fateful night, just as I was about to enter a movie theater with a woman I still didn’t know if she could become something serious or not, Daniel sent me a message.

It was a strange message. In some twisted way he was asking for forgiveness, but then he ended the text by suggesting we meet, also in a somewhat mysterious manner.

“Meet for what? I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I replied.

“Come on, Rafita... Don’t you like watching anymore?” he asked instantly, and my heart skipped a beat.

“Watch who? Go to hell,” I responded, typing frantically.

“Okay, okay. Relax. You go to hell too,” he replied. And I sighed. And turned off my phone.


CHAPTER 36

A few weeks later, I was with the girl from the movie theater. It was the fifth or sixth time she had come to my house for dinner and to spend the night. We were in bed, kissing, and then I finally pulled away to put on a condom. She, naked, looked at me attentively, and then, pushing aside her dark hair, said to me:

“Do you want me to put something on?”

I was surprised and asked her:

“Something? Like what?”

“I don’t know... I have some stockings... a bit naughty...” she smiled, blushing.

And then I remembered what Gabriela had told me. That thing about Carolina and Daniel having used “something” that Gabriela had taken more than a year to “agree to wear” and that she, “your little wife,” she had said, had put on right away. I remained in a trance for a moment, there, with the condom in my hand, imagining what it could be, and deduced that it was surely something much stronger than what that brunette was offering me. Something that probably even escaped the limits of my imagination. And I was glad that this girl blushed when suggesting putting on some innocent stockings.

The next day, a good friend wrote me a message inviting me to a birthday party. Considering who she was, and knowing our mutual friends, I declined the invitation. She, guessing the reason for my refusal, called me on the phone.

After telling me that many months had passed and that it would be better if my first encounter with Carolina, after the divorce proceedings, happened there, rather than in another context, which I wasn’t sure convinced me or not, she said:

“Besides, you’re with that girl... And she’s not with anyone. It’s probably better if you don’t bring her, if you don’t mind, but anyway... Carol is in a worse situation than you are, when it comes to seeing each other.”

“Well, just because she’s not with anyone in a... formal way... doesn’t mean she’s not doing her own things...” I said.

“Yeah... She is doing things, and plenty of them,” she said, and fell silent. And I sensed, on the other end of the line, how she realized she shouldn’t have said that.


The conversation shifted. I did my best so she wouldn’t feel uncomfortable. And, above all, I didn’t want to come across as a desperate and jealous ex, but that self-control didn’t last long. After four or five minutes during which she was telling me that I couldn’t miss it, that it was a “fortieth birthday” and that they had even rented a villa, I couldn’t contain myself and ended up asking her to explain what she had meant by “doing things, and plenty of them.” 

She hesitated. I was playing the card, the big card, that she was more my friend than Carolina’s. She asked me, to make sure, several times, if I really wanted to know, and, after my affirmative responses, she said:

“Well, look. I think nothing serious with any of them... but like... well... I think a waiter... also with a skinny guy with a ridiculous earring... and a gym buff uglier than I don’t know what. But anyway, I see her as very lost...”

I didn’t answer. I limited myself to pretending that what she was telling me wasn’t tearing me apart inside. Meanwhile, the faces of Daniel and Marcos flew through my mind, and I wondered if the waiter might be someone from Marcos’s place.

“And you’re with that lovely girl... So don’t complain.”

“No... I’m not complaining,” I responded, and then I finally agreed to stop by the party for a while.


CHAPTER 37

No matter how much time had passed, how well things were going with my new girlfriend, or how reassured I felt knowing I would be surrounded by friendly faces, I entered that house like someone crossing a threshold into a minefield.

I arrived a bit late. There were already quite a few people there. I greeted everyone quickly, anxiously. I immediately got myself a glass of wine. In the kitchen, on the ground floor, a friend detained me. We talked for a few minutes. I finished my wine and then went out with him and a beer to the backyard of the house.

I had seen many people, but no sign of Carolina. I began to think that she might not have come after all. I scanned the groups of friends, and I noticed a guy looking at me. A guy I wasn’t sure I knew; his face seemed familiar, but I couldn’t place why. And then everything exploded—Carolina appeared and I knew who he was.

My heart pounded like it hadn’t since the night at that club. Carolina, radiant, was wearing tight jeans and a pink shirt, drinking wine and whispering in that guy’s ear. That guy was the waiter from that night, the stocky redheaded waiter who had kept her jacket and later refused to go get it. I had no doubt that the pink shirt was also the same one she had worn on that fateful night.

She greeted me from a distance with a docile gesture. My heart was exploding. I wasn’t sure if this was a setup, but it was undoubtedly a studied and sadistic provocation. I returned her greeting, but didn’t approach.

Someone then touched my back. I turned around, overwhelmed, and then I heard, beside me:

“Sorry, she only told me at the last minute that she was coming with that guy.”

My friend was apologizing, and I told her it was fine. That I was okay.

The birthday boy blew out the candles. There were several friends who had come from out of town and were going to stay overnight. There were several small children running around, and I told myself that when the first parents started to leave, I would take the opportunity to disappear.

I chatted with female friends. I chatted with male friends. But Carolina and that guy wouldn’t leave my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about how she had dressed that way. And I found myself wondering if that waiter had first been with her on the same night when everything had happened. I wondered if it would have been possible that Carolina, after being fucked by Daniel and Marcos, had gone downstairs with them, talked to the waiter, and the four of them had ended up at the hotel. I even wondered if that waiter had gone upstairs and found three bodies giving free rein to every imaginable act on that upper floor.

I knew it was crazy, but I had seen what I had seen. I had lived through what I had lived through.

Later I was talking with another friend while my mind, absorbed, told itself that it really didn’t matter anymore. What did it matter if Carolina had fucked two or three men that night? And what did it matter if now she was meeting in pairs, trios, or quartets?

“Rafa…” I suddenly heard Carolina’s voice behind me.

An internal thunderclap shook my chest. My pulse raced. I turned around and my friend vanished, aware of the weight that conversation might carry, and my ex-wife began to speak to me.

The dialogue began calmly, even affectionately. An update on our lives without mentioning anything related to relationships of any kind. She drank elegantly from her wine glass. And my eyes, whenever they wandered, unintentionally or accusingly, to her shirt and the firmness of her breasts beneath it, received impacts, visions, and memories. I looked at the button that had spent half the night being buttoned and unbuttoned, and my heart beat harder. But if I watched how she tucked her bangs behind her ear while talking to me, I felt like I was reliving fragments of that night. And if I glanced sideways at the guy she had brought, at that waiter who was watching us… I relived the night even more vividly, and I knew that all of this couldn’t be a coincidence.

After a couple of almost unbreathable silences, Carolina finally said goodbye and went back to mingle with the crowd.

I couldn’t take it anymore and left the party.

That same night, while alone at home, I received a voice message from Carolina.

I took a breath. I sighed. I didn’t know what to expect. I thought that perhaps it might contain some kind of apology, not in the sense of admitting guilt, but related to regret for not having overcome the problem that had destroyed our marriage. After all, and despite the strange signals, the reunion had stirred up affectionate memories as well.

I filled my lungs and played the voice note. And I heard Carolina’s voice:

“Rafa… I didn’t dare tell you in person. You’re going to think I’m crazy… I don’t know how to approach this. I just feel like I need to be with you to… Look. I don’t want to confuse you. It’s not that I want to restart the relationship. I want to… recover some contact, some affection, to… I don’t know.”

The voice note ended. It ended just like that. I didn’t understand anything at all.

I stared at the screen. One minute. Two. She didn’t say anything else. I waited a bit. I listened to the voice note several times again.

After more minutes passed, I started to write. But then I deleted it without writing anything.

I spent more than an hour mulling it over. I thought about asking someone for advice, but I didn’t know what to say either. Later I decided to go to bed, but I couldn’t fall asleep. Minutes passed as I lay there, with the light off, not knowing what to think. When suddenly my phone vibrated on my nightstand. And I thought it would be Carolina again, or my girlfriend, but my phone had been shaken by a message from Daniel.

I sat up nervously and read on the screen:

“Should I send you a photo?”

“A photo of what?” I typed.

“Do you want the photo or not?”

“No,” I answered.

I remained fixated on the screen. Minutes passed. And he didn’t write anything else. And then one of the theories I had been considering about what was happening gained more strength.

I took a deep breath. I sighed. There, in the dark. What could Carolina want from me? I understood that Daniel was her messenger. He had already been one when he wrote to me that day when I was about to enter the movie theater.

I listened, for the umpteenth time, to Carolina’s message. I saw it clearly. I understood. Yes, indeed, this was madness: Carolina needed the guilt. She needed the affection. The bond. She needed those things to make her sin greater. The determining factor had never been whether I watched or didn’t watch. Whether I was present or not. Even whether I knew about it or not. The thrill, her madness, her delirium, her maximum excitement, came from the thrill of disappointing, from the thrill of betrayal, of not being able to contain herself despite loving or being loved by someone. Carolina needed me, or needed someone who loved her, so she could betray them for sex. What thrill could there be in sleeping with one man, or two, or three, being a woman without commitment, a woman who, by doing so, wasn’t betraying anyone, not even herself.

Carolina knew she couldn’t relive the sex she had experienced if she wasn’t betraying someone who loved her. And no one had loved her as much as I had.

And I knew there was no malice in her, that her aim wasn’t to hurt me in a strict and direct way, that it was something much more perverse and complicated.

I couldn’t resist. I picked up my phone and asked Daniel for the offered photo.

A few minutes passed until my phone vibrated again. Paralyzed in my bed, heart racing, I received a message, but it wasn’t from Daniel, it was from Carolina. And I read:

“Rafa, I still love you.”

My heart was thundering. I thought she would write more, but she remained online without adding anything.

And then I wrote:

“Are you with Daniel?”

“Would it hurt you if I were with him?” she asked instantly.

And then I, perhaps because it was true, but above all because I wanted to test her, tempt her, thus confirming that my theory was correct, wrote to her:

“It would hurt me terribly.”

And Carolina, confirming that she needed the betrayal, wrote to me:

“I’m sorry…”

THE END.

Thank you for accompanying me through these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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