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CHAPTER 1

Seated by the window, I watched night falling and counted the seconds until the doors would close without incident, as that would mean nobody would sit beside me, not even across from me; my desire was clear: an hour of absolute peace.

Although my gaze was lost beyond the glass, I wasn’t absorbed in thought, but rather attentive to my surroundings. I heard a voice inside the train car, with a foreign accent, and one thought led to another, something habitual for me; my deepest reflections escape without warning and at the most unexpected moments. So, while waiting for the sound and movement of the train’s departure, I thought about the beginning of that famous Russian novel, and applied it without anesthesia to my sex life with Carolina: “Marriages with satisfying sex lives are all alike, but each marriage with an unsatisfying sex life experiences its dissatisfaction in its own way.”

At the last minute, just as I was settling in comfortably, a man in a suit ended up sitting across the small table from me. He seemed discreet. Light. Circumspect. Inconsequential. He exuded a latent weariness. Probably returning from a business trip.

His long legs worked against me. In my favor were the width of the table, the fact that the square seating arrangement still had two empty seats, and above all, precisely his discretion. He didn’t seem like the type who takes advantage of passengers’ inability to escape by shouting into his mobile phone, boasting about a job only accessible to the most qualified and the most ruthless (and despotic).

Soon his presence not only didn’t bother me but actually pleased me, as he was exactly the type of man my wife found attractive.

An impulse then took hold of me and I wanted to interact with Carolina, but I had to dismiss the idea, since theoretically I wasn’t there, but rather about to enter a job interview.

As soon as that man finished settling in, I began emptying my pockets, placing my phone, wallet, and keys on the small table. I glanced at him sideways. His hair was somewhat gray with few but deep wrinkles; I guessed he was in his late forties, about ten years older than Carolina and me. And when the train started moving and my belongings shook slightly, it was precisely my wife who initiated a brief communication, causing my phone to light up. I immediately read on the screen that she was wishing me luck.

I thanked her for the encouragement and felt both bad and good. Bad because I was deceiving her and good because the cause was noble: the interviews had progressed more quickly than expected, the job was mine if I wanted it, though I still wanted to discuss it with her since the conditions weren’t that much better than my current job, and I’d decided to return forty-eight hours early to surprise her. I wasn’t usually given to such adventures, but circumstances had presented it to me in a way that was almost impossible to refuse.

That man, seated across from me, chose to remove his jacket, and I was about to tell him it was inconceivable to be above seventy degrees in November, but I said nothing, limiting myself to observing, to recording his features and gestures in my memory, as I decided he would be my interviewer. I would tell my wife that night, if she wanted to play, that the most difficult questions had been asked by a mature, attractive man in a suit. Similar to the one in that video we sometimes watched. I would ask her to imagine that the only way for me to get the job would be through her surrender.

I visualized myself fucking Carolina from behind, encouraging her to imagine being with someone else (with him), and whispering to her: “I love fucking the wives of candidates... and you’re the sluttiest of them all.”

I got aroused and smiled to myself. My member throbbed and I felt ridiculous. Then I became disheartened because I knew it was truly difficult for Carolina to play along with this newly invented fantasy. She almost never did.


CHAPTER 2

I continued analyzing that man with measured discretion. It wasn’t that I was going to describe him to my wife with expert precision, but the situation kept me entertained.

And he didn’t disappoint. He didn’t recline and fall asleep with his mouth open, which could have happened, though he also didn’t spread the Wall Street Journal across the table, but he maintained an air of unconcerned dandy while checking his mobile phone.

I picked up mine, to blend in, and again felt like writing to Carolina, but I needed to let time pass; pretend I was being interviewed.

My travel companion scratched under his chin, like a suggestive tic, and I was calculating what time I would arrive home, and visualizing how I would make my entrance. I estimated around eight-thirty, a time when Carolina would surely be back from the office, and deduced that the best approach would be to open the gate to the complex, then go up and ring the doorbell; it wouldn’t be wise to enter the house with my keys and give her a heart attack.

That man began typing on his phone and I noticed his veiny hands with long fingers. I saw an unmistakable wedding ring and imagined an impeccable life where his wife, about five years younger than him, hadn’t lost an ounce of desire and enjoyed no fewer than four orgasms weekly.

Again he scratched his chin. He had blue eyes. He truly resembled the man from the video I sometimes watched with my wife, when I managed to convince her. That video was just one more element, one more weapon to entice her, although I knew it didn’t solve anything in the medium term. The last time I had suggested it, she had responded with disdain, so after my companion across from me placed his phone on the table, tilted his head back and closed his eyes, I wanted to think about the pleasant time, the good one, the positive one. About the time, unique and surprising, when she had been the one to suggest watching the video.

She had told me without preamble, without prior indication, after dinner, when everything pointed to sofa and television; she said with formality and serenity: “Shall we put on the video?” And I was as surprised as I was pleased, but I didn’t want to show either reaction. And the preparatory logistics were the same as always: bedroom, laptop on the bed, cable from said laptop to the television located opposite, me naked leaning against the headboard and her in underwear reclining on me, between my legs, with her back against my chest.

What followed was also familiar: the playing of the only video accepted by her. It wasn’t that I had bombarded her with a thousand proposals, but the first for being fake, the second for being crude, and the third downright disgusting, had been rejected by her months earlier. This one, however, had seemed “good” to her and she hadn’t let me propose “more experiments.” And I knew it didn’t drive her wild either and that she usually rejected it, but at least she accepted it from time to time. And I didn’t suggest it because I needed it, but because it allowed her a time and space with herself that later facilitated the sexual act.

And after ten or fifteen minutes of both of us watching the screen, me caressing her and feeling my member growing and hitting the lower part of her back; and her allowing her neck to be kissed and touching herself, everything flowed better; after ten minutes of being caressed and touching herself, my wife was sufficiently ready. We thus avoided the “I’m not there yet,” the “it won’t go in,” the “can’t you see it won’t go in like this?” and the last and most painful: “Stop. Leave it. Better we leave it for tomorrow,” which, moreover, I knew, and it was fulfilled, wasn’t a real tomorrow, but a tomorrow that could mean weeks.

The video itself wasn’t anything extraordinary: a very pale-skinned girl, with glasses, who must have been some kind of real estate agent, was showing a luxurious property to an older, suited man. Each room shown contained a pen bite from her and a glance at her skirt from him. The poor redhead dropped her notebook from time to time, and the excesses of her blouse’s neckline and the lace of her stockings at the height of her thighs were received by the man with stoicism and indulgence at first, but with lust and desperation after the third bedroom shown. When they reached the pool area, the elegant gentleman could no longer contain himself, grabbed her by the wrist, made her turn around and stole a fleeting kiss. She, falsely surprised, not only stood still and bewildered, but pretended to reject him. But that man, experienced and seasoned, knew what he was doing, so he went toward her again with determination.

And then came a second kiss, this one much longer and more ordinary than the first. And the dandy must have been an especially good kisser, because she, overwhelmed to the point of losing reason, again dropped the damned notebook to the floor. After the kiss everything accelerated: he opened her blouse and devoured her breasts, she eagerly sought the zipper until she extracted a more than substantial cock through the opening of his suit pants, and soon she was kneeling with her face in front of the burning member of the elegant man. The obvious was foreshadowed, and it wasn’t long in coming.

When the redhead put that cock in her mouth, my wife began to touch herself.

Carolina, between my legs, leaned back more, against my chest, and rubbed her sex while the girl devoured that flaming and potent thing belonging to the handsome man who held her by the head. I, with my member in a position of difficult access, limited myself to letting my wife let herself go before them. To seek her lubrication thanks to seeing how that man, after invading the redhead’s mouth, took her to a bedroom afterward; a place where he fucked her in up to four different positions before completely filling her ass; to finish by drenching with humiliating abundance the face and medium-sized breasts of that woman who, disturbed by the going-over from such a stallion, received the thick whitish shots sweaty, flushed, and grateful.

Once the video was over, from that time when it had been my wife who had suggested watching it, came the second surprise. She whispered to me: “put on a condom, that way you’ll last longer.”

The fact that we had condoms wasn’t related to anything that had to do with getting pregnant or not, since she was on the pill, but rather we had them to achieve greater lubrication. That was the first time we found this other use for them. I agreed, put it on, and thanks to that, the act wasn’t reduced to her riding me until I couldn’t hold back anymore, but instead we fucked for more than half an hour, like in the video, in four or five different positions, and she achieved an orgasm like I hadn’t witnessed in years.

She never suggested watching the video again. We barely watched it a couple more times and always after my insistence. I never knew what to attribute that event to, as surprising as it was isolated: prolonged abstinence, some experience that day that had awakened something in her body, or the need to release stress, had been the three options I considered. I didn’t know what had happened to trigger that passion in her that had made me remember better times with her. It took me back to our first months together, months as a couple, now distant, seven years away, and it also reminded me of other occasional experiences, before and after, but not related to the real estate agent and the mature man in a suit.

My travel companion picked up his mobile phone with deliberation, revealing to me that he wasn’t asleep. And I looked at the time and thought that I could now pretend to Carolina that I had finished the interview.


CHAPTER 3

I wrote to tell her I was done, and she replied immediately. I knew she was very attentive. She lived intensely through everything related to both her professional life and mine.

After her first question, I responded that it had gone quite well, and she replied with multiple emojis and phrases of adulation and confidence. As if she were my biggest fan and believed in me more than I believed in myself. Both things were true.

“Can I call you?” I read on my phone.

I looked up. The attractive man sitting across from me had put his phone down again and closed his eyes. The train car was almost completely silent, but I was afraid she might suspect something strange.

“Not right now... I’m with people,” I answered.

“Okay. When you get to the hotel then,” she wrote back.

I looked at the clock again and wanted to solidify my plan:

“And you? Have you left work yet?”

“Leaving in five minutes. But how did it go? Give me a preview.”

I looked up again. My eyes once more on my travel companion. And after taking a breath, I wrote:

“I’ll tell you later. You know who the man who just interviewed me looked like?”

“Who?”

“The guy from the video,” I wrote without thinking further.

And I stared at the screen. There was no need for clarification. The video, for us, was “the video.” There were no other videos or possibilities for confusion.

She was taking time to respond. I tried to cross one leg over the other but quickly realized the table wouldn’t allow it.

Then I saw she was typing. I looked forward again. The dandy remained circumspect and regal, as if he were made of wax.

“When are the group interviews?” I finally read, and felt a bit disappointed, though I hadn’t held much hope she would play along.

“Tomorrow,” I lied, since they had decided not to hold them because many candidates had already been eliminated in the first round.

“Well, let’s see how it goes. In those... it’s important neither to try to be too much of a protagonist... nor to be too passive,” Carolina replied, who had changed law firms three times and had plenty of experience in that world.

“I’ll try.”

My companion stretched again. He cleared his throat with a slight cough. He had impressive blue eyes. And I did the math: it was Thursday, I hadn’t seen Carolina since I left on Sunday, yet we hadn’t had sex for more than three weeks. And I wondered if Carolina, were she married to this handsome mature man, would experience such long periods of abstinence. “Surely if you were with him, you’d want to do it every day,” I said to myself, and immediately felt bad. Bad for accusing her and bad for putting myself in a self-pitying position, something I hated doing.

“I don’t understand why they’re pushing you so hard... You’ll be exhausted by the end of the week,” Carolina wrote then.

“Yeah. It is what it is.”

“Are you sure you can’t talk for a minute?”

“No, really I can’t. I’ll call you later,” I replied and realized I was being somewhat curt, which wasn’t my intention.

“I don’t know whether to tell you something when we talk,” she wrote suddenly, surprising me.

“Why’s that?”

“I don’t know... It’s... like a surprise. But the surprise itself is happening tomorrow. If it happens. I don’t know.”

I didn’t understand anything. I didn’t understand all these doubts and feared my sudden return might ruin her own plans.

“But is it a gift? You know I’m arriving Saturday at noon.”

“Yes, yes... No. It’s not something material.”

“Then what?”

“It’s something that’s happening. Well. No. Don’t confuse me! Don’t make me say more,” she wrote and added some upside-down smiley faces.

“Just tell me what it’s about.”

“Okay. But I’m not telling you anything else. It’s about your games,” I suddenly read on my phone and was startled.

“My games.” Just as “the video” was unequivocal, “the games” were equally clear. The games meant sex. The games were my attempts to improve, not to say save, our sex life.

“Gotta go, heading out with Marta. Call me when you can. Love you, silly,” I quickly read on my screen.

“Love you, Carol G,” I answered, returning the joke as usual, and automatically.

“Haha. Don’t call me that, besides the singer spells it with a K. Anyway. Kiss, cutie,” she said goodbye and I prepared to reread everything we had just written to try to understand something about her strange surprise.

It was something "that was happening" or that was "going to happen tomorrow," and related to "my games." And I thought about how there weren't really that many games. Watching pornography was the most basic one and the only one that had more or less survived. Over the last few years, I had also tried having phone sex with her, especially by texting, but she didn't like it, said she felt ridiculous. I had also tried suggesting we do it in exposed places: on the beach, in the sea, or in the car after a romantic dinner, but the results hadn't been what I'd hoped for; she was always more concerned about nobody seeing us than about enjoying herself.

We had also tried role-playing characters, which is why I hadn't ruled out pretending to be the attractive interviewer who has sex with the candidate's wife, but it had been a while since the last time, and those kinds of performances didn't usually work either, especially since the time I had suggested playing teacher and schoolgirl and she had ended up finding it "degrading and sick," stopping the game halfway through.

And there had been another game too, the most complicated and risky one. It had also been the one that had ended most abruptly, contentiously, and even terribly. It had been the only time Carolina had gotten truly angry; that “stop it already, you’re a fucking sicko” still echoed in my head sometimes. I knew that, whatever it was, her surprise couldn't be related to that game.

Remembering all those episodes turned out to be unpleasant, and a knot began to tighten in my stomach. I tried to justify myself to myself; my attempts weren't out of selfishness or demanding more from her, but because "normal" sex hadn't worked at all for years.

I decided to close my eyes for a moment too. And then I mentally reviewed my conversation with Carolina, and suddenly a positive energy rose through my body, healing my discomfort. I felt that she was finally taking a step, I felt that for the first time I wasn't alone in that struggle to try to save that disaster.


CHAPTER 4

Shortly before reaching the penultimate stop, that handsome gentleman stood up, offered a polite and clean “good evening,” and disappeared from my sight.

I turned around as if by reflex and saw him grab a large brown leather briefcase from an overhead shelf, a couple of meters away from me. And then his disappearance became final as he vanished down the corridor.

I didn’t lament his departure; it was bound to happen, and I had gotten everything I needed from him. Now it was Carolina’s decision whether she wanted to play or not. It was inevitable for me, however, to reconsider his bearing and come to the conclusion that perhaps my wife matched better with him than with me. Besides, because of the video, I suspected that she was somewhat attracted to older men, although we had never discussed it.

Without being unfortunate in terms of physical appearance, I didn’t reach the levels of Carolina or that man. There were other discordant elements: both my wife and my former travel companion demonstrated a taste for dressing and projecting an image that I, although I appreciated it in others, didn’t practice myself. Nor did we fully understand each other regarding work: neither did I understand her cases, nor she when I talked about software development and team management. However, that man, with that physique, that class, that poise, and in his world of elegant offices, might perhaps fit better with Carolina and draw out a connection that would also benefit their carnal relationship.

The train started moving and I began searching through our past, though I wasn’t sure if I was looking for better times or hidden causes. I had only had one long-term relationship before meeting Carolina, and she had had a boyfriend in college, with whom she had broken up and gotten back together multiple times, and then few other relationships after that. We met at a mutual friend’s birthday party, and our first conversation had been about something as banal and superficial as the exhaustion of the twenties we were experiencing.

It took me more than a year to win her over. I knew from the first moment that it wouldn’t be easy; I also knew that, however it turned out, there couldn’t be better invested time, as the potential prize was magnificent; applying it to decision theory, there was no possible cost that could outweigh such a benefit. I did have to deal, however, with moments of great emotional exhaustion, especially because the fact that I was courting her didn’t mean she couldn’t also be pursued by others. Some even had a couple of occasional successes; successes that were extremely painful for me. During those months, you could say we had been friends, although she obviously knew that I wanted more.

After our first kiss, I thought everything was settled, or at least that the hardest part had been overcome, but several months of indecision still had to pass before we formalized the relationship.

When Carolina has doubts, her doubts devour everything. But when she’s certain, she looks ahead with overwhelming determination. A transparent conviction that she transmits and spreads. After two years of dating, we got married.

During the first few months, our sexual relations seemed more than good to me. That said, I, especially in those times, didn’t last long. I didn’t last because she excited me in a way that was as involuntary as it was overwhelming, so much so that I almost had to pinch myself to know that it was real, that I was actually making love to Carolina. She would laugh when I told her that she excited me too much, and she would downplay those short durations, always telling me that it was fine, that she enjoyed it just the same.

But gradually the encounters became more spaced out; she became increasingly evasive, seemed to get less and less excited, with problems for penetration to be possible that became more common than normal and correct sex. She would repeat her phrase “I’m not ready yet” which was a euphemism for “I’m not wet enough,” but the problem was that no matter how much we kissed, and how much I touched her, the necessary wetness never came.

The idea of games had been born later. Already married. They hadn’t followed a specific order or intensity. At times, several attempts per week; sometimes months in which nothing happened. I don’t exactly know the moment when I began to look for those avenues, nor do I remember having directly discussed the reason for those games, and why would I, when it was obvious.

I was wrapped up in those thoughts when a robotic voice filled the train car: “End of the line.” A medium-sized coastal city. Carolina and I had recently moved to a newly built residential complex in an area that was residential but at the same time sufficiently developed and busy; with a community swimming pool and other services, where few neighbors still lived.

I left the station and got into a taxi. I wasn’t carrying a very large suitcase, but I did feel burdened as I was also carrying two hangers with two suits. One, the usual one, I had worn on Monday for the first interview, and I hadn’t felt comfortable in it, as it was the one I always wore to weddings, and, absurd as it might be, something didn’t fit right. So that same Monday afternoon, I had bought another one, which added to my load. I then checked my mobile phone. Carolina hadn’t written anything else to me.

The night was warm for autumn, and an uncomfortable lukewarm sweat ran down my back. In the air was also my unexpected arrival, her surprise regarding my games, and who knows if a sufficient sexual encounter thanks to the gentleman from the train. I was nervous. I felt skeptical about her surprise, as if I didn’t want to get excited about a drastic change. Stopped at a traffic light, I then wanted to put aside all that sexual uncertainty. I wanted to see my wife; I had missed her a lot even though it had only been four days of absence.

I got out of the taxi and went through the gate of the residential complex. The clear sky created a peaceful calm. Not a hint of breeze was blowing, and the jacket I wore over my shirt added unnecessary degrees of temperature. I walked past the pool and looked up. The building, shaped like an L, stood before me. I looked for the second floor to find the lights of the terrace, or of the kitchen that opened onto the living room which immediately bordered the terrace, but I saw everything turned off, so I thought Carolina must be in the bedroom or in the bathroom.

I entered the lobby that led to our building, called the elevator, and tried to visualize my arrival, the surprise, her astonished face, her playful scolding, and the kiss before or after perhaps some affectionate “you’re such a hopeless fool.” Then I imagined us having dinner together, talking about her week and whether or not I should accept my new job.

But my visualization was soon cut short because, while waiting for the elevator, I received a message on my phone. It was Carolina saying:

—“I’m having a quick dinner with Marta, but I’ll be home soon. Just saying because of that call you owe me... I’ll be home in about ten minutes.”

I didn’t know what to do. I wondered whether to go up anyway. But I knew she would be frightened if she saw me. She would only be frightened if she saw light from outside or if she discovered the key in the lock. I considered deliberately delaying my return by walking around, but doing so with a suitcase and two suits didn’t seem very appealing.

And there I was, feeling homeless just two floors away from my own home, when I first heard footsteps and then sensed a presence at my side.

And immediately I heard:

—“Holy shit, Rafa! Goddamn it! Don’t tell me you live here! Or are you just visiting?”

I turned and saw Daniel.


CHAPTER 5

Of all the people I knew, he was perhaps the last one I would have wanted to run into. I was trying to remember when we had lost touch while he was already assaulting me with his unstoppable verbal barrage.

Taking advantage of a gap in his tirade, I managed to tell him that yes, I did live there, and he continued his exposition by explaining that he was just passing through, that he had rented one of the apartments for a few days that must have been subleased for vacation rentals. I sighed with relief knowing we would only be neighbors for a few days.

He was carrying a rather large package. I looked him up and down while he talked about how much he had missed his time in this city.

“The climate, man. The climate is fucking awesome,” he was saying, and neither of us was making a move to enter the elevator.

“Yeah... Yeah...” I responded while analyzing his outfit: flip-flops, shorts, tank top, and over it a hooded zip-up sports jacket. The weather was certainly nice and pleasant, but he was being ridiculously over-the-top about it.

“How about a quick beer at my place, dude?” he asked rapidly, and before I knew it, we were entering the elevator, both loaded down with our things.

“My little apartment is pretty cool, you’ll see,” he said while I found myself cornered and trapped, with only two options: reject him, go up to my apartment and wait at the door for Carolina to arrive, or accept the damn “beer.” The elevator was going up and he kept chattering away, and I calculated that it had been three years since I’d last seen him, though he hadn’t changed at all: tall, muscular from obvious gym work, bald, bearded, and thick-headed, very thick-headed. We had met in Italian classes; back then I wanted to master a third language and he wanted to pick up women. We had both failed.

“Wait. Here. Let me hold this for you,” he said, taking the two suit hangers, which he added to his box as the elevator doors opened.

Before I knew it, we were walking down a hallway toward his apartment, and I was trying to stay calm and see the bright side, which did exist: it wouldn’t be so terrible to have a beer with him during the few minutes until Carolina arrived; that way I could keep my plan intact to knock on our door once she was already home.

“So when are you leaving?” I asked while he set my suits on top of the box he had just put down and struggled with a bunch of keys.

“Saturday at noon. Day after tomorrow I’m flying ‘whoosh’” he said, half-whistling and moving his free hand diagonally upward, ridiculously imitating a plane taking off. “I never stop, man. I’m working on some projects that keep me constantly busy.”

“I see, I see.”

He finally opened the door, went in, and began moving similar boxes that were scattered across the floor.

“Make yourself at home, dude. Leave all that stuff here and grab a beer, right now,” he said, and I complied, leaving my luggage wherever I could.

That part of his house was similar to ours: a spacious living room with a sofa, dining table, kitchen and island, or bar, where the induction cooktop was located. Beyond where the refrigerator stood was the exit to the terrace through a large glass door. It smelled a bit stuffy; a mixture of stale air and paint.

I grabbed two beers and turned around. He was still pushing boxes and moving my things. I was somewhat indifferent because I was planning to wash and iron the suits anyway, but he was handling the garment bags and everything in general in a rough and almost violent manner.

“Go out, man. Go out and get some fresh air. I’ll be right there,” he said, always speaking rapidly and without enunciating much. And I left him there, wrestling with the boxes, and went out to the terrace while wondering if that expression “go out” used as a command was likely to appear in an official dictionary.

I took a sip of one beer and placed the other on a table outside. I checked my phone and still had no news from Carolina. I planned that as soon as I heard from her, I would finish my beer in one gulp and run out of there. The night remained calm, in contrast to the nervous energy stirring a few meters away from me: an intense, electric Daniel, dragging objects and saying in the distance: “Coming, coming, coming.”

We had sat together in class for quite a few months. By pure chance, that’s how we had been seated on the first day, and from then on, how could I escape? Fortunately, from the middle of the second term, he had started to be absent quite often. My theory was that after having tried with the two or three women our age, and after successive failures, he had lost interest. At the Christmas dinner, he had brought out all his artillery with grim and ridiculous results.

“Ah... Holy shit. I’m exhausted,” he said, entering the terrace, stretching his back and grabbing his beer.

He took off his sports jacket and left it on a chair. It was true that he was somewhat sweaty, but it also seemed like he wanted to show off his shoulder and arm. I looked at my watch.

“Well, tell me. How are you? What do you do? Where are you coming from? Work?” he said rapidly, and walked past me with his beer in hand, leaning out toward the pool area and the other part of the complex.

“Well... yes. Work.”

“But do you work away from here or what?” he asked without looking at me, still leaning out in that direction.

“No. Interview. But we’ll see.”

“Dude. You bastard. Don’t even think about leaving this place. Come on. Living in this awesome complex.”

“No, no. I’d work remotely most of the time. Only for some meetings I’d have to...”

“You must be wondering about all these boxes,” he interrupted, finally turning toward me, leaning against the railing.

“Yes...”

“Nothing, man... I’m dealing with stuff like...” he said and began moving his shoulders quickly and rhythmically, “things like... protein powder... There are lots of gyms and stuff around here. Also what they call ‘Eco Foods.’ You can make a ton of cash, you wouldn’t believe it.”

“But as a salesman or what?”

“Not sales... Supply... Provider... I come around here about once a year,” he said and looked away again.

We remained silent for a moment. Something I greatly appreciated. I drank my beer. We were in semi-darkness. If there was a light on that terrace, he hadn’t turned it on.

He spoke in my direction just enough, and I wondered what could be so interesting on the other side of the building. Then he started talking about those Italian classes, and apparently he remembered them with greater nostalgia and positivity.

I agreed with everything he said, as I could barely get a word in edgewise. He boasted about remembering the twenty or twenty-five names of the students in the class, and I inwardly prayed he wouldn’t try to demonstrate this out loud.

“... The one who sat in front: Paula. Paula was really cute,” he was saying, and I was surprised by his way of speaking—it had always surprised me—because he was big as an ox but often used softened terms and many diminutives.

He would drink his beer, turn his gaze back to the other side of the complex, and then start talking again. I noticed his green eyes, which were perhaps his saving grace, adding a pleasant touch. His beard, which seemed outlined with a ruler, appeared well-groomed. What was more unpleasant was his giant shaved head, and at that precise moment, the fact that, due to his skimpy gray tank top, an enormous nipple would occasionally peek out that I had absolutely no interest in seeing. Bushy eyebrows and small, aligned teeth that you could hardly tell whether they were incisors, canines, molars, or all the same, completed a face I had so often wanted to avoid.

“Holy... shit...” Daniel then whispered and began moving his leg as if in spasms, in a rhythmic trembling. He had finally seen something in the distance, on the other facade, and it seemed he liked it.

“Come here, dude, come...” he said quietly, and I approached this man who seemed to be licking his lips.

I looked out and it was obvious that the cause of his frenzy was the presence of a blonde girl with medium-length hair who was smoking, leaning on her terrace, at some distance from us.

“Which one is your place, man?” he asked.

“My place is one of those in the back. Facing the street, not the pool,” I answered.

“Damn, well this one... What a show every night... She drives me crazy.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, yes, yes. I’ll tell you in a minute. I don’t know if she can see us. We must be... about thirty meters away... or more, right? And being in the dark.”

“I don’t know.”

“There... There... There... That’s it...” he whispered to himself and crouched down a bit. And indeed, that woman, in a skirt and blue shirt, to my utter surprise, had leaned back slightly and unbuttoned one button of her shirt.

“Damn...” I sighed and swallowed.

“What a slut. I’ll tell you in a minute. Now she’ll unbutton more buttons and show me her rich whore bra. You’ll see. I know it by heart. Afterward, she showers and maybe goes for a walk with another cigarette in her cock-teasing bitch nightgown.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me...” I whispered, hardly believing it, but with my heart racing at a thousand beats per minute. With my heart pounding hard and the beer bottle trembling in my hand, because I had lied to him when I told him my house was one of those in the back. That was my house and that woman was my wife.


CHAPTER 6

Daniel continued talking, but I barely heard him; my senses were focused on spying on my own wife and trying to understand what was happening there.

I thought that perhaps it wasn’t so serious, but Carolina wasn’t much of a smoker either, and he had implied that this had been happening for several nights. It was also strange that she had the awning extended over the terrace, even though it was already dark, which meant she couldn’t be seen from the higher floors, and the first floor wasn’t yet inhabited, so she could only be seen from the second floor of the other wing—in other words, from Daniel’s apartment. And then I thought that perhaps she believed no one lived on that second floor, but I immediately dismissed the idea because the light in the living room adjacent to the terrace was on, so she had to see light projecting through the window of that room.

“She’s so fucking hot...” Daniel whispered, and his unpleasant voice mingled with my calculations.

I also wondered if she could see us. If she could, she didn’t seem to be looking in our direction. It would be impossible for her to recognize faces, but I was surprised that she couldn’t make out figures. We could see her reasonably well, as her terrace—our terrace—was illuminated, and she stood subtle and elegant under the light. Besides, the railing was concrete at the base but changed to glass higher up, so from about knee height upward everything was visible and translucent.

Leaning forward and showing cleavage that was more suggested and desired than clearly visible, she took a drag and exhaled the smoke with captivating weariness. At times I didn’t feel like she was my wife, but rather I was able to see and feel her in a way similar to how Daniel saw her: a neighbor eager to excite any voyeur who might be watching her.

Carolina then retreated, crossed through our window, which was completely open, and went to our kitchen island, identical to Daniel’s. We could see her perfectly as there was even more light there. She picked up her mobile phone and began typing.

“This is when she writes to one of her lovers. For sure. What a slut. You don’t know her, do you?” my surveillance companion asked.

“No, no. Not at all,” I managed to respond while feeling many things, including my phone vibrating in my pants pocket.

I moved away discreetly. I left him with his sickly eyes fixed on my wife. I took out my phone and read the message Carolina had just sent me:

“Just said goodbye to Marta. I’ll be home in about five minutes.”

I sighed. I didn’t understand what game she was playing. And then I heard from that giant who wouldn’t cease his voyeurism:

“Holy shit... Yes... That’s it... The show begins...”

After that intriguing phrase, I positioned myself where I was before and looked out. And yes. There were reasons for his reaction. It was obvious. I saw it. I couldn’t believe it.

“Holy shit...” Daniel repeated with a thick voice.

And I wasn’t expecting that. It didn’t fit at all with who she was. My wife was unbuttoning a second button, and another, and another. Without any apparent reason. It made no sense. All the buttons of her delicate, silky blue blouse were being opened. One by one, calmly, on our terrace, while she kept the cigarette in her mouth. She rolled up her sleeves a bit and opened her blouse slightly, in a somewhat forced, unnatural way. And an extensive black bra could be seen. And Daniel almost panted, “Fuck... naked she must have such tits...” And then she walked, and leaned forward again, with her forearms on the railing.

“Dude... She drives me crazy. Hold on while I tell you about my week with this little slut. You don’t know her at all, right?” he insisted, and I moved away again. And I stammered:

“No... No.”

“Well, I’ll tell you now. And wait for the grand finale.”

“Grand finale?”

“Yes, yes. Something with her that will blow your mind.”

I swallowed hard. I felt like I was sweating as if it were the middle of August. I had moved away, but I didn’t know why. It wasn’t that it hurt me to see her like this. It was more incomprehension. The image of her opening the blouse she must have worn to work and walking forward had been etched into my retina. That display, that strutting, that blouse opening even more with her walk, billowing with her stride, her bra completely exposed, and her gesture with the cigarette in her mouth... didn’t fit at all with the Carolina I knew.

“What grand finale?” I asked, but he didn’t answer. He remained captivated by her. And while I felt disgust at his insults toward my own wife, I also felt a certain forgiving and pleasant tingling; and it was true that Carolina was a spectacular woman. And I sensed that she hadn’t moved, that she was still smoking leisurely, leaning forward, showing considerable breasts filling her bra, so Daniel’s attitude was almost forgivable.

My mind was a whirlwind: I was bothered by Carolina’s lie in her message, intrigued by her attitude, and in a way also excited.

I wanted to know more. For him to tell me and for my wife to show me how far she intended to go. I picked up my phone again and typed:

“I’m still tied up with some people. I don’t know if I’ll be able to call you today.”

I took a swig of my beer and immediately Daniel said:

—Shit. She's leaving again.

I looked out again. Carolina was back at the kitchen island. She seemed to have heard the notification of my message. Daniel was watching. She was typing. And I immediately felt the vibration of my phone in my hand.

Trying to be discreet so the voyeur wouldn't notice, though Daniel was focused on things other than what I was doing with my phone, I turned my hand and saw on my screen some sad crying face emojis. Then I looked up and saw her put down the phone and disappear down the hallway.

—Now is when the bitch goes to shower. With luck she'll come back after —said Daniel, letting out a sigh, as if releasing tension. Then he looked up at the sky. He stayed still for four or five seconds, and then, turning his gaze forward again, said:

—How she turns me on... What a surprise gift I got on this trip. Anyway... What? Two more beers?

I shrugged and he continued:

—Come on, two more and I'll tell you about the week we've had... And what this little slut has planned for me tomorrow night.


CHAPTER 7

He dropped that phrase and headed through the glass door to enter the house. I couldn’t believe it. “Grand finale.” “Prepared for tomorrow night.” I couldn’t even imagine what he might be referring to. I wanted to believe that all of this could be due to some boasting or misunderstanding. Despite Carolina’s lie about not having arrived home yet, I believed, or even felt, that there had to be some more or less logical explanation for all this.

Daniel returned quickly, handed me another bottle of beer and asked if I had eaten dinner. After telling him I wasn’t hungry, he said he was going to heat up a “little pizza” in the oven.

He disappeared again and I drank my cold beer and wanted to look out again. My nerves and discomfort were extreme. My hands were cold and so were my feet, yet my armpits were sweating. My entire body was like an unbalanced thermostat. I raised my gaze and spent a few moments looking toward my terrace, our terrace. My house, our house. But I didn’t see her.

“She still takes a while. Maybe she’ll come back with wet hair. Ufff…” I heard Daniel say behind me as he returned with his beer.

I withdrew as if by reflex while his statement, which hadn’t been as obscene in content as in tone, echoed in my head.

“Come on, I’ll tell you quickly while my slice heats up,” said Daniel, and I took a deep breath.

He took a swig of his beer, cleared his throat as if facing an expectant audience, and began:

“Sunday afternoon. I arrive. Bam. Absolute bombshell in the elevator. Downstairs. Waiting. Just like I found you a while ago. I was in a hurry because I had tons of packages coming but I tell her my life story. And while I’m talking to her, I look at her hands,” he said and took another drink.

“Her hands?” I asked, feigning mild curiosity. As if “absolute bombshell” wasn’t my wife.

“Yeah, I always check their little hands. If she’s hot, check the little hands. The ring, you know. At that point I still didn’t know if she was married. I saw several rings but it wasn’t clear. I was talking to her and looking her up and down. Tight sweater; great tits. Ass I didn’t know about, saw it later in the hallway: in the right place. Pretty nice. Good. Blue eyes, like a kitten. Blonde hair, medium length, nicely styled. Smelled like a rich bitch. Thirty-five? Thirty-seven? Around there. I’m almost forty now, fuck me. Size-wise she could be bigger. I like mega-babes. But fine, medium size. Five-seven? A little less? Well, in high heels she might get to almost five-ten, right? I don’t know, but curves. A knockout that makes you shit yourself, damn...” he sighed and drank again.

I listened to his tirade. I wasn’t concerned about his crude description, but rather that previous phrase, that: “at that point I still didn’t know if she was married.”

“Anyway. I’ll continue,” he went on. “How long do you put it in the oven for? It’s just one portion for now. I don’t know this one. It’s some weird brand. I prefer renting apartments, houses like this, even if they’re more expensive, like in this case, than hotels. It’s just that hotels... I don’t know. Don’t you feel the same? You get to the room and what. A TV. A bed. Nothing to do. Either you eat dinner in bed like a fucking dog or you always end up spending a fortune at restaurants. In the end, when you do the math, no matter how expensive the house is, it’s worth it,” he said rapidly and I focused on his small teeth which seemed horrifying to me.

“The oven? I don’t know... I guess you just keep checking it,” I answered.

“Okay. I’ll check in a bit. I’ll continue. So. Elevator. We stop on the same floor, though her hallway that she went down is quite a ways away. And there I try to keep her talking as much as I can, but she doesn’t pay much attention to me. Nah. She leaves. That’s when I get a good look at her ass. The dark pants that were about to burst. And I thought: ‘Well, lucky whoever’s fucking her, whether it’s her husband or various lovers.’ Oh, can you smell that already?” he said, interrupting himself and lifting his nose as if it were a snout. “Wait, I’m going to check the pizza.

I took another drink. I was tempted to look out from the terrace again. That bastard had me in the palm of his hand. Carolina also had me in the palm of her hand. I knew I had the constant option of going to my house and cutting all of this off at the root, but the desire to hear Daniel’s version was stronger than me, as was the temptation to test my wife from a distance, perhaps by writing to her again.

“Nothing. It needs a bit longer,” he said suddenly upon his return. He took another drink and continued:

“So anyway. That night. Sunday night. I’m talking here on the phone... Well, there, where we were before. I was talking with a client to set up a meeting for the next day. And bam. I see the bombshell taking a little stroll on the terrace. She goes in. Comes out. Goes in. Comes out. I didn’t know if she could see me. She had a cigarette. She was wearing a white t-shirt. You could see her tits from here. I’d bet she wasn’t wearing a bra. As you can imagine, she got a good jerk-off session that night.”

I involuntarily raised my eyebrows, and he, witnessing my expression, smiled and said:

“Yeah, man. Shortly after she left. Once I figured she wasn’t going to come back out, I lay down on the bed and dedicated a good load to her.”

His statement, as vulgar as it was chilling, fell with all its weight on my body; a body that was already affected by previous offenses. I tried to bring the beer bottle to my mouth, but I felt my hand trembling slightly, so I abandoned the attempt halfway. I didn’t want him to discover how nervous I was. The more crude and coarse his verbiage became, the more tense I felt, the more sweat in my armpits and the colder my hands got.

He continued:

“Right. So anyway. Monday came. Like I was saying before: 'good luck to whoever's fucking her and move on.' I already told you that when I travel for work, I come with a lot on my plate. I'm not going to lie to you. I was kind of keeping an eye out. Let me explain. One thing is not making the last visit so I can get home earlier to see if I'm lucky enough to catch the little slut, and another is just being aware once I'd done what I needed to do that day, you know?

“Yeah... Makes sense."

“So there you go. BAM! Again. She showed up. I didn't mention before, but in the elevator she'd told me she works at a law firm. So anyway. She appeared all 'business woman' with her little suit and a pink blouse. And in and out. In and out of the terrace. Little skirt. Back and forth. Back and forth. And jacket off. And another cigarette. And me with my hand already down my pants, feeling my cock that wanted some action. And pacing around. And I don't know if she saw me or what the fuck... I got the impression at one specific moment that she did. And that's when it started...” he said and took a drink.

“Started?” I asked, feeling like I was having a heart attack.

“Yeah,” he answered, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Then he set down the bottle and, walking away, said:

“I'll be right back.”

I finally took a drink. Though I needed both hands to hold the beer bottle because of my trembling. I knew I didn't have much time. I could hear him opening the oven. I looked out from the terrace and again everything was lit up in my house but no sign of Carolina. I withdrew and returned to my spot.

I felt it happening to me again: at times, while listening to his vulgar exposition, I could see Carolina as if she weren't my wife. Despite his stumbling and disorganized narration, I was somehow able to put myself in his shoes and perceive Carolina as a provocative neighbor. A Carolina at the antipodes of the Carolina I'd always known.

Daniel returned with a plate and a slice of pizza. He started eating. Standing. Gobbling and drinking. Constantly picking up and setting down his beer on the table.

“Whurr wuz I?” he asked with his mouth full.

“On Monday. Something happened Monday that...”

“Oh! Yeah!” he interrupted and chewed a bit more, then washed down the bite with another drink.

I couldn't take it anymore. I almost preferred that he start with the ending. I was becoming more and more tormented by the “grand finale” and whatever was supposedly going to happen the next night.

He continued:

“So anyway. The 'business woman' in her little skirt... I think it was gray, and pink blouse... She goes inside. And I think that's the end of the show. But then. BAM. Something similar to what you just saw, but I think even better. Hold on to your hat. The slut positions herself before coming out. Like she's gathering momentum, the bitch... She takes her little hands to her blouse, and buttons coming undone. I couldn't fucking believe it. I think I even let out a yelp, fuck. One by one. From the top. Opens her blouse. Bra right in your face. And she comes back to that glass railing. And I said 'holyyyy shiiit you bitch... you know I'm watching you, you fucking tease...'”

I swallowed hard. His voice was grating on me. And regarding my wife, it was becoming harder and harder not to think the worst.

“Plus,” he continued after another bite and another drink, “notice that she doesn't move the awning. I think the people above can't see her because the awning covers her. And below. I mean, below where we are now, I don't think there's anyone. Come on. Sometimes it really seems like she's putting on a private fucking show just for me.”

“But does she know you can see her?” I managed to ask.

“I don't know, man. I think it depends on whether I turn on the terrace light. I think today she didn't see us, but on Monday she did.”

I was about to tell him that if she had seen him on Monday, regardless of whether he turned on the terrace light or not, she had to know he was spying on her, but before I could voice this thought, he continued:

“I'll continue. And I'll be quick now. After Monday's show, on Tuesday she had me standing guard here like an idiot. But I didn't see her and I cursed her fucking mother. Well, I'm lying, I did see her, and that pissed me off even more. I saw the light turn on around eleven. Like she arrived at that time. And nothing. And nothing. She wouldn't appear. And I had to get up early. And she finally appeared almost at midnight, in the kitchen, in a towel, but you couldn't see anything. She had showered and I said: 'now she'll open the towel and I'll see her tits.' But nothing. It was fucking frustrating. The bitch didn't even come out to the terrace.”

I exhaled. Each day of his narration was torture.

“But Wednesday... Oh, Wednesday... I mean, yesterday. She put on a show similar to Monday's. The whole package. Cock-teasing sequence: Little skirt, blouse, the works. Cigarette. Opens buttons. Slutty bra... It's not even that hot. I mean, it is, but still... I don't think opening her blouse changes her temperature much. I mean, I was like 'she knows what she's doing and how she's got me.' I don't know, man. Maybe she puts on this show for everyone who stays here, in this apartment, for a few days, can you imagine? I should check the comments. 'Great apartment. Especially the little slut across the way. Nice tits. Spy on her after ten at night. She likes it,'” he said with a permanent smile, and in an almost silent but repulsive cackle, as if it were a spectacular joke. “And... Oh, Rafita... on Wednesday, after that, after the open blouse show, bra on display and cigarette, I see her leave. And I tell myself: 'I'll wait to see if she comes back because today she seems in the mood.' And sure enough. Holy shit. She comes back after a while with wet hair... and... little nightgown... Holy shit, man! White nightgown that showed everything! And she goes out to the terrace like that? Come on, right?”

“Holy shit...” I stammered and swallowed hard. I couldn’t believe it... But the clothes existed. He described them perfectly. Nightgown included. A nightgown she only wore in summer, and only for sleeping; certainly never outside on the terrace.

“Yeah, man. And I couldn’t hold back,” said Daniel.

“Couldn’t hold back from what?” I managed to ask.

“I went to her place.”

“What are you saying?” I exclaimed, feeling like I was having a heart attack.

“Yeah, dude,” he smiled. “I showed up right at her door.”


CHAPTER 8

He took another bite of his seemingly endless pizza slice, followed by another swig of beer. What he thought was an innocent pacing of the conversation was pure torture for me. He knew I had witnessed his failed conquest attempts years ago, so perhaps that’s why he wanted to show off and demonstrate with forced eloquence that not everything in his life as a seducer ended in disaster.

“So you went to her house?” I asked with a sigh.

He gestured with his hand as if he were a traffic officer stopping a vehicle. The cheese from the pizza stretched from his teeth, creating a four-inch bridge between his mouth and the slice. I had no choice but to wait for him to swallow everything at his own pace. I couldn’t understand how he could fill his mouth so much yet chew so slowly.

I took another drink from my beer bottle, using both hands, making sure he didn’t see me.

“I’ll conthinyoo...” he said without any articulation, moving his tongue around inside his mouth, searching for the last bits to swallow. I was afraid he might even burp.

“Go on. Tell me.”

He turned completely toward me again. He rubbed his palms together as if to get rid of the pizza flour, and said:

“Let’s see... Right” –he smiled as if remembering it– “So, I showed up there. And the bitch wouldn’t open the door. I think she got a bit scared. After ringing the bell, I could hear her footsteps on the other side of the door. ‘Tap, tap, tap.’ So I rang again, and ‘tap, tap, tap, tap’” –he tried to recreate the sound of my wife’s feet moving around our house.

“And...?”

“Well, she finally opens the door. You know. She didn’t open it very wide... I greet her. Ask if she remembers me. Whatever... She looked super surprised. And I’m thinking: ‘damn, if you’ve been teasing me non-stop, what did you expect me to do?’ By the way... white nightie. I thought maybe she’d change. Or put something on over it before opening the door. But no. Scared and surprised but she came to the door practically naked.”

“No way...” I exclaimed involuntarily.

“Yes. Yes. Those tits... And those nipples... Holy fucking shit... Half of each tit was nipple. You could clearly see them. I was telling her I don’t even remember what to get her interested and my dick was popping out of my underwear. Well, what underwear, I think I was wearing these pants where you can see everything” –he said and took another swig.

I couldn’t believe it. Each thing he told was more implausible than the last. Not because of the act itself, but because it was Carolina.

“I think when she saw me through the peephole she thought: ‘I think I went too far teasing this guy’” –Daniel laughed, seeming to relive the moment– “So anyway. I worked her a bit. I was improvising. Talking about living here... about the apartment, about...”

“But what was your excuse for talking to her?” I interrupted, and he took the opportunity to return to his beer. “She opens the door and what? ‘Hello, I’m your neighbor?’”

“Ah, right. Right. Damn, man. You want all the details” –he smiled– “Yeah, so. I approached her about the gym downstairs. Well, first that I was the guy from Sunday, the one with the suitcases and all. And she was totally cold. And then I asked if there was a key to the gym or something and she told me probably only the owners had keys. That I should ask whoever rented me the place. And that’s when I told her...” –he smiled again, almost laughing– “I said something like... I need to work out... as you can see...” –he laughed– “But nothing. She wasn’t giving me the time of day. At first.”

“At first?”

“Yeah. Then something changed. I don’t know. We started talking about other stuff. She opened the door a bit more. Must have realized I wasn’t a psycho or whatever. The thing is, after we’d been talking like idiots standing there for about five minutes, I said... how did I put it...?” –he smiled again, trying to remember– “I said something like... ‘Since you’re not going to invite me in, why don’t we get a drink on Friday?’”

“Seriously?” I asked and swallowed hard.

“Yeah, man. But the bitch laughed and said no. She made a face like... ‘who do you think you are?’”

I tried to disguise a sigh of relief.

“But I insisted. Of course. I could tell something was happening. You just know these things, damn it. I wasn’t expecting her to say yes right away. I told her I was leaving Saturday morning. That it would just be a quick drink around here on Friday. At one of the breweries in this neighborhood... That they look good... That they’re all new... But nothing. She said no.”

I sighed again.

“And we kept talking. And it was starting to feel like goodbye. There were some silences and stuff. I kept staring at her tits and was surprised she didn’t notice. That she didn’t notice me staring at her tits and that she didn’t notice my dick moving freely in my pants like a hungry fucking cobra. Anyway, that’s when I thought about telling her I’d been watching her teasing me from the terrace all week. I was going to tell her, man. I was convinced. And then at the last moment I changed my mind... I came up with what I think was a brilliant idea, and I said something like... ‘Come on, at least give me your phone number. I’ll text you Friday when I finish work to get a drink and if you say no, that’s it. I swear I’ll only text you once and if you don’t want to, then nothing.’”

“And?” I asked.

“Well... She’s completely out of her mind, the damn woman. You know what she did? She looked at me like ‘I’m the smart one and you’re just some gym meathead who...’ Like ‘this guy needs fifteen minutes to memorize nine numbers.’ And then she says: ‘I’ll only say it once.’ And I’m thinking ‘what is she talking about?’ And then she starts: six nine four something something. She says it super fast. At lightning speed. And she asks: ‘Got it?’ And I’m like: ‘No, you bitch.’ Well, I didn’t actually call her a bitch, obviously. Or maybe I did. I might have actually said it. And she smiled at me like... like... well, you know... like she was teasing me. She knows exactly what she’s doing. And then she shrugs, like ‘too bad.’ Playful little minx. But the thing is, I actually did remember the number...” he said with a huge grin.

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah, man. I work with numbers all day long. But I knew I might forget it. So at that moment I was the one who wanted to get the hell out of there to write it down somewhere. So we said goodbye and all that. And as soon as I got back here, I wrote it down. I mean, I was pretty sure I had it right, but not completely. And there was also the possibility that she’d made it up. So I texted the number... And I wrote something like... ‘hello, Carolina,’ because that’s her name, the little tease. I wrote ‘Hello, Carolina, see, I got it...’ and so on.

“And she replied? It was really her?”

“Yeah, man. It was her. She was totally shocked. And we texted back and forth for like half an hour.”

“No way...” I sighed.

“You bet. Want to see?”

“The phone? Yes,” I answered, trembling.

Daniel patted the pockets of his sweatpants. Then he turned around. He didn’t seem to know where his phone was. And then he said:

“I must have left it inside, who knows where. I’m a complete disaster with my phone. Take a look out there and see if the hottie has come back, it must be almost cuckoo time by now,” he smiled and crossed back through the glass door.

I didn’t know what to think anymore. I took the four or five steps necessary to reach the corner of the terrace from where I could see my house. I glimpsed the illuminated terrace, the illuminated kitchen, and also the hallway, but no sign of Carolina.

I retreated and Daniel was coming back with his phone. He checked it quickly. He moved his finger across the screen, up and down. And, offering it to me, he said:

“From here.”

My hand was shaking. And then Daniel must have been surprised, because I had no choice but to walk a bit further, to the table, to set down my beer and take his phone with both hands. I was truly distressed. I couldn’t believe she had given him her number. Or that she had talked to him dressed that way... Nor were those walks in her bra justifiable.

He was looking at the screen too, beside me. Fortunately, he didn’t say anything about me using both hands to hold his phone.

I then read from where he indicated:

“Come on. Let’s have a drink on Friday,” he had written, and I looked at the name: “Carolina neighbor” and saw the chat photo: her, sitting, seen in profile, on a beach, in a swimsuit and with a hat. I had taken that photo.

I continued reading how Carolina responded to him:

“I don’t know. I don’t know.”

“Come on. I’m leaving Saturday. Just one drink. Just one hour.”

And then he had written more and more. She was evasive and kept putting him off. I could feel my heart pounding and a drop of sweat running down my spine, soaking my shirt. Despite that humid heat, my hands felt frozen.

And suddenly I read something from Carolina that almost made me drop the phone. I couldn’t believe it. I read it up to four times. I checked her photo again. I could feel Daniel smiling beside me, as if he knew exactly which message I was reading.

I read that message from my wife on that cretin’s phone:

“Fine, but let’s go somewhere discreet.”

I had to stop. I exhaled deeply.

Then I continued reading:

“Why’s that?” he had asked.

“Because I’m married,” Carolina had written, and I couldn’t understand anything anymore. It was absolute disbelief.

“Well, we’ll figure something out,” he had continued.

“But nothing’s going to happen, okay,” my wife had written.

“Yeah. Yeah.” he concluded, as there was nothing more.

There was silence. I was petrified. I couldn't breathe. He remained quiet. As if he was savoring the moment, waiting for my verdict.

And then I don’t know where I found the strength to keep pretending, but almost choking and without letting go of his phone I managed to say:

“Damn... What a woman... right?”

“You bet, Rafita. I restrained myself from writing to her again,” he said as he reclaimed his phone. “Though it’s taking some effort.”

“I can imagine...”

“Yeah, but anyway, tomorrow I have a date slash drink with that hottie. And then back home. Either to mine or hers. I don’t care. I assume her hubby won’t be around, of course.”

“Of course...” I stammered.

“Yeah, man. What a cuckold that husband is, right? My God... poor guy,” he laughed.

“Yeah... Well... She told you nothing was going to happen,” I wanted to clarify, and he made a face, raising an eyebrow.

“Trust me, Rafita. If anything, I’ll tell you on Saturday,” he said seriously, whispering, and breathing his thick breath on me. “Believe me, tomorrow night I’m going to fuck her good and proper. I haven’t jerked off since Monday. I’m saving myself up. I’m going to pound her with so many fucks.”


CHAPTER 9

That last phrase made me swallow involuntarily. Almost everything he said seemed like veiled threats, though he, obviously, wasn’t aware of it. I was practically in shock. I couldn’t see how Carolina’s behavior could be defensible or justifiable. My world was crumbling around me. It seemed she was looking elsewhere for the desire she didn’t feel at home. Despite this, I still couldn’t quite believe it. But it was her. It was her way of writing and her photo in the messages. There was no possible trick from Daniel.

I moved away from his dense breath, and then he went to look out. He reached the railing. He leaned on it. He looked. And then I saw him check his watch, which made it obvious that my wife still hadn’t appeared on our terrace.

In Daniel’s favor were only his green eyes and a certain grace in his walk, as his legs weren’t thick and had a noticeable bow to them. Everything else was negative. My mind began to flood with a bombardment of physical traits and personality flaws: big-headed, crude, sinewy... that shaved head, his exaggerated muscles, his way of expressing himself, his know-it-all gaze, his lack of manners. He was a complete boor. It was absolutely impossible that Carolina could feel any attraction to that man. He was the polar opposite of what might attract my wife.

I couldn’t get answers from Carolina at that moment, so I tried to find them within myself. The curious thing was that from the first moment, I had felt there was something in all this that was familiar to me, although everything was wrapped in a different context. When he talked about her, it was obviously unpleasant, but it did awaken a certain excitement in me. A certain morbid curiosity. And I suddenly felt something forming in my mind, two points that until now had been separate, disconnected, but that seemed to be starting to converge.

But then Daniel interrupted that kind of mental operation, saying in a deep voice:

“Dude, I don’t know whether to turn on the light. I mean, I think the deal is pretty much sealed here.”

“Well, turn it on,” I said, but he continued as if he hadn’t heard me.

“Let her see that I’m watching her shows. I haven’t turned it on since Monday. I mean, damn. They’re definitely for me. I already told you about the fucking awning and how nobody lives downstairs. They’re private shows for me, damn it.”

“Well... turn on the light,” I said again.

“Yeah, shit, but now that I think about it, if she sees you today, she might think I’m bringing my jerk-off buddies to watch her show,” he said, smiling and turning around. I added his dirty smile and small teeth to the catalog of negative elements.

And then I tried again to connect the disconnected points: what Daniel had told me and the fact that the situation was somewhat exciting and familiar to me. And I connected it to a third point, a key point. And I felt that yes, he could be right. That everything could fit together.

I raised my voice and told him I was going to the bathroom. I had two beers to piss out and a conclusion to reach.

I left the terrace, entered the house, and my mind was working at full speed as I made my way through the enormous boxes.

Until suddenly something rose through my body. A kind of positive warmth. As if I had been injected with a healing elixir. Suddenly everything fit together: The surprise, the game, our past, and what Daniel was saying. It was a kind of relief. Similar to joy. And I whispered affectionately: “Damn... Carolina.” And I smiled. And somehow I felt even more love for my wife.


CHAPTER 10

I reached a bathroom located halfway down a long corridor and closed the door behind me. Then I splashed water on my face while arriving at the first conclusion: the surprise Carolina had announced to me had to be about the game that had ended with that “stop it already, you’re a fucking sick man.”

It was very surprising. I would never have imagined that she might want to resurrect that. And even less taking the initiative in that way. But this way it made sense. My wife had told me exactly: “the surprise itself will happen tomorrow.” It was clear. The clue was conclusive. The surprise was that “little hour” that idiot Daniel had asked for and that she had accepted. Only this way did it make sense.

While unzipping my pants to urinate, I remembered another phrase without needing to check it on my mobile phone: “it’s something that is happening.” Without a doubt, what was happening was that she was teasing a neighbor: Daniel. An ordinary man, or so she thought. A man just passing through. Without risk or any problematic issues. Obviously, she thought I didn’t know that bumpkin at all. Carolina’s attitude was shocking in itself. Very daring for her, but ultimately it was possible, and the clues were unmistakable.

I began to search my memory for the origin of that game and located it about two years back. I knew I had to do it quickly as Daniel wouldn’t take long to call for me.

At that time, the problems in our sexual relations had become a cause of crisis and arguments. And, more painfully, of silences. So I tried desperately to jump from one game to another in search of her desire. Regular sex was dismissed as almost impossible before it even began.

It was curious because precisely that game had been the only one that had been born without prior planning or scheming:

One afternoon, during the days leading up to the Christmas holidays, it happened that I had my company lunch and Carolina had hers too. At some point, already at night, I decided to go meet her at the place where she was having drinks with her office colleagues. But once there, I wasn’t received with the expected joy. She told me that she had only been with them for a few weeks, that she needed to socialize, so she couldn’t leave the group to be with me. I reluctantly accepted and went to the bathroom of that place before leaving for good. I didn’t expect that upon my return from the restroom I would see her in the distance talking with another man who wasn’t from her work.

It wasn’t jealousy, it was outright anger. I had felt betrayed. No time for her husband, as she had to be with her colleagues, but she did have time to let herself be pursued at the bar by some random guy.

I observed them for a while until she got rid of him and I left. But it had been five or six minutes during which I had felt things unknown to me until then. In the course of those few minutes of surveillance, I had gone through fleeting and different stages: to my initial anger was later added a more aggressive rage, then yes, I felt jealousy, and finally, and particularly surprisingly, a spite mixed with morbid curiosity that had greatly excited me.

That night, back at our house, we had fucked. We hadn’t made love or tried to make love. No. We had fucked. Moreover, in one of the best sexual encounters of our relationship. I, loose-tongued and uninhibited due to my drunkenness, had confessed that I had seen her with that man, and during the act, I hadn’t hesitated to throw in her face how she had let herself be desired. Phrases like “if you weren’t married, he would surely be fucking you right now” or “tonight you really are open... He got you horny, the bastard” had come out of my mouth in full ecstasy. And she had not only not rebelled against my lewd and aggressive accusations, but had moaned and screamed like I couldn’t remember.

After a few minutes reminiscing about that, I had to leave Daniel’s bathroom to avoid raising suspicions. I reached the hallway and then the enormous living room, which was also dining room and kitchen, like in our house. And from there, without needing to approach the large glass door, I heard Daniel talking on the phone. It seemed clear that Carolina hadn’t returned to our terrace, so while listening to that voice arguing about some deliveries, I took the liberty of grabbing a third beer from the refrigerator.

I leaned against the kitchen counter and observed Daniel’s slow wandering on his terrace. He seemed to be excusing himself for a possible error on his part. I then found myself with the possibility of continuing to reminisce.

That sexual experience with Carolina opened a certainly morbid and perhaps saving door, but from the beginning I knew it could become dangerous. At that time, I still didn’t fully understand myself. I wondered if I would have really wanted that man to end the night with her and didn’t know what to answer. That game was different because it could be a tool, like the others, but it could also be an end in itself.

And again, events acted for me without me orchestrating anything:

The following week we were with some friends at another venue. So much nightlife wasn’t common for us, nor for our friends, but it was one of their birthdays and we had gone out to celebrate. It was perhaps not even one in the morning when the members of the group began to leave. We wanted to stay a little longer. We had one more drink. But after fifteen or twenty minutes, we decided to leave too.

We went to the coat check to collect our coats and she told me she was going to the bathroom. So I stayed alone, waiting in line. When it was my turn, I realized that I didn’t have the tickets to collect the garments, but she did, so I went looking for her. I didn’t expect to find her again being courted by another man.

At first, I gave her a look as if saying: “Again. I just can’t leave you alone.” But her eyes didn’t respond in an equally relaxed manner. I looked at the man. He was certainly attractive. Much more so than the one from the previous week.

I felt a thrill that surpassed even the situation from the other time. Carolina's purse hung from her shoulder and she held her phone in her hand. After observing them for barely a minute, I texted her: “Let it go on a bit. And then we’ll play.”

My wife’s phone lit up and vibrated in her hand, she read my message, and, perhaps because she had been drinking for hours, because I was asking her to, because she knew that the previous week we had had the best sex in years, because the man was attractive, or because of all these elements combined, she didn’t respond negatively to my message, and allowed herself to be led to the bar by that man.

Those were strangely wonderful minutes. My hands were sweating. My heart was pounding out of my chest. I hid myself among the crowd. The music was deafening. The tumult was overwhelming, but I had rarely felt so alone with my thoughts. That man was talking to her blatantly close. When he brought his mouth to her ear, their cheeks almost touched. When he pulled back after speaking to her, they remained face to face. Almost lip to lip.

I began to think they might kiss. Just imagining it made my legs tremble. I visualized it. And I imagined him holding her face and them tilting their heads... and his tongue invading my wife’s mouth... As I imagined it, my member grew and throbbed.

Until suddenly I saw Carolina using her phone. She was typing. And soon I read on my mobile:

“That’s enough. Come save me.”

I, somewhat frustrated, wanting more, refused her request.

My mind left that past because I no longer heard Daniel’s voice. There was silence. A silence as strange as it was suspicious. I then grabbed my beer and went back out to the terrace.

Indeed, my host was no longer talking on the phone. I saw him, leaning out again, with his eyes clearly focused in the direction of my house’s terrace.

I knew that Carolina had returned to exhibit herself, to be seen. To provoke... probably.

And I suspected that my wife had taken another step, because Daniel wasn’t just looking in that direction...

...but one of that dirty voyeur’s hands was lost inside his enormous blue sweatpants.


CHAPTER 11

Daniel was muttering something as I approached. He remained in the darkness, slightly hunched over. I positioned myself behind him to also see that exhibitionist neighbor who was my wife. Before raising my gaze, I was struck by a strong smell; Daniel's body odor: dense, heavy, peculiar. Then I did look out:

There were reasons for my surveillance companion's protests. This was excessive. A punishment. Sometimes women aren't aware of their power. They think they know, but they don't. Only men know that certain provocations transcend the game of flirtation and reach the level of injustice.

“Fucking bitch...” Daniel muttered while we both watched Carolina floating across the terrace dressed in a minimal white nightgown.

Thighs. Ass. Breasts... That vaporous white silk barely covered anything. It was just a deceptive veil. Despite the distance, substantial breasts could be discerned. Despite the meters between us, a high, powerful ass could be spotted. Daniel had been accurate in his description.

I swallowed hard. Again that fleeting sensation of watching a cock-teasing neighbor rather than my wife. Again the ability to feel what Daniel was feeling for a few moments.

“...Little nightie... but dry hair. Not washing your pretty locks today...? You dirty little thing...” Daniel muttered to himself, with all those sickening diminutives.

She smoked again. The second or third of the night. The pose. The smoke. The exhalation. The toss of her hair. Her position, leaning against the railing. Her breasts flowing freely through the nightgown. There was definition. Curves everywhere. It was scandalous. She wasn’t looking in our direction, but the pantomime was evident. Everything was part of her surprise. She was accumulating situations and sensations to tell me about later. I was fully convinced. I absolutely believed in her.

That supreme sensuality contrasted with Daniel moving away from his control post, removing his hand from inside his pants... only to immediately afterward bring that hand to his nose and timidly smell his fingers; probably unaware that I knew where his hand had been.

I also stepped away from the railing and after witnessing Daniel’s dirty operation, I heard him say in a low voice:

“I can’t take it anymore, man. I’m going to text her.”

He spoke genuinely affected. My wife had destroyed him with her latest exhibition.

I saw him typing on his phone and he immediately looked out again. And with concealment, like a relay runner passing the baton to a teammate coming from behind, he offered me his phone so I could read what he had just written to my wife. Fortunately, he did it with his “clean” hand.

I took his mobile while looking out. Carolina seemed to have heard the notification of his message. She turned around and left the terrace to return to the kitchen counter where her phone was. I turned my hand to read from Daniel’s screen. My wife and I read simultaneously:

“What if we make it tonight instead?”

I raised my gaze. My wife was still reading. Or at least keeping her eyes on her phone. She appeared to be hesitating.

“Give it here,” Daniel said, and I returned his phone.

Carolina looked like an angel in her white nightgown with her shoulder-length blonde, shiny hair illuminated by our kitchen light.

“Come on, bitch, answer,” Daniel whispered, and we could see how she finally began typing.

My nerves were suffocating me. The situation was erotic but also unpleasant. She couldn’t possibly imagine the filth emanating from Daniel’s eyes. Nor his sick phrases about her.

“Come on, damn it...” that giant grew impatient, moving one of his legs in a nervous, rhythmic tremor. He compulsively checked his phone. The screen and my wife. The screen and my wife.

And then the pocket of my pants vibrated. I discreetly withdrew. I took out my phone. She had written to me. That typing hadn’t been for the obscene Daniel but for me.

With my back to that cretin, and certainly tense, I read:

“So, Rafa, what’s happening? Are you still busy? Should you call me now or should I go to bed?”

I hesitated. I turned around. I saw Daniel with his trembling. Enormous. Anxious. Like a hungry wolf.

The curiosity to know what Carolina’s next step would be if I didn’t intercede was greater than me.

I turned again. I gave my back to Daniel. And with my trembling hands I typed:

“Better go to bed. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

I didn’t look out again. I couldn’t see her. I only saw Daniel’s back. And we both stared at our phones. We both craved a response from the same person.

I was sure that Carolina, in a more or less formal way, in a more or less affectionate manner, would answer me, would write something to me, but the phone that lit up was his.

As soon as he saw light on his screen, he retreated from his lookout post to read it calmly.

Next to me. He read in silence. And suddenly he turned his device so I could read it.

And standing beside him, my heart in my throat, I read in the darkness of that terrace:

“If we meet tonight, we won’t meet tomorrow. Choose.”

I expected an expression of satisfaction. A beaming smile. You could see how his anxiety was devouring him.

However, he said with extreme seriousness:

“You know what I’m going to do? I’m going to her house.”

“To her house? When?” I whispered, surprised and distressed.

“Yes. Yes. Right now, damn it. When else would it be? I’m going to see what happens.”

I couldn’t react. I was breathing heavily while I could see from the expressions on his face that he was plotting more and more.

He looked at his phone again and said rapidly:

“Your things are in the bedroom down the hall. Finish your beer and pull the door shut. Wait... let’s see...” he said as his finger scrolled up and down his mobile screen. “Is your number still the one that starts with six, twenty, seventy-five?”

“Yes, but what are you going to do?” I managed to ask, still trying to hide the nervousness that was killing me.

“I don’t know. I improvise. Maybe you’ll even see us from here. But don’t turn on the light, okay?”

“No... No...” I answered as he was already leaving.

I immediately heard the front door open and close.

And there I was. Alone in that house. Having no idea what that unpredictable man might try to do, or how far my wife would let him go.

And then my phone vibrated. Carolina had written to me.

And I read:

“Okay, but before you fall asleep, please let me know.”


CHAPTER 12

I looked out again, but this time alone. And I didn’t see her. I didn’t see that voluptuous angel with golden hair and white nightgown who had no idea that I was there, nor that an excited, shameless giant was heading toward her.

From my position I could see the entire terrace and part of the kitchen and living room, but not the front door, so I wouldn’t be able to see Carolina opening if he rang the bell. Perhaps I might see her walking by, but only perhaps.

I imagined Daniel entering my own home, with me watching from his place, and I felt an unpleasant tingling. It wasn’t exactly fear of infidelity. Or maybe it was. The thing is, I was convinced of my wife’s ploy, her trap to excite both of us, but there’s always a percentage, however small, for practically everything. And that possibility would destroy me.

I wanted to search our past again. Probably to reassure myself:

I remembered that moment when my wife, harassed by that man at the bar of a crowded venue, had texted me to rescue her, and I hadn’t responded to her call for help. From that moment on, something had changed, because Carolina, angry with me, had decided to counterattack by seeking to hurt me through more blatant flirting.

She would look at me from time to time. She would locate me among the crowd. And then she would let herself be touched at the waist. She would smile with pleasure. Accept another drink. And my nerves would go haywire. And I would change my position. And his persistent hands almost left marks on her dress. Anyone watching would assume the blonde’s fall was just a matter of time. Until he tried to kiss her. And she pulled away.

And then she texted me again. And I ignored her. And they exchanged phone numbers. He wanted to accompany her outside but she refused. Our journey home was tense and silent.

But once in our bedroom, she set aside her anger and even her fury at my trap, at my failure to come to her aid, or rather she redirected it, and it was she who attacked me, both physically and verbally. And her “would you have liked me to kiss that idiot, huh, you piece of shit?” and her “would you have liked that bastard to fuck me...?” followed one after another and were interspersed with moans, sighs, bites, gasps, and orgasms.

Her anger was finally buried, and in the following nights we were assisted by that man who, shameless and desperate, wrote to her asking for another meeting. And Carolina, instigated by me and receptive to his attention, kept putting him off; and he always ended up showing great creativity. By the third or fourth night, that man was already sending her torrid texts, and my wife typed at my dictation, or in collusion, provocative phrases such as “would you really fuck me like that?”

I looked out again. Nothing had changed. I couldn’t see Carolina, but Daniel must have arrived there by now. And I had to decide what to do.

I couldn’t go to my house nor could I stay there. Perhaps it was delusional, but I was even considering the option of a hotel, in my own city, leaving my wife with the full weight of the decision. Let her flirt with that idiot, let her excite him as much as she wanted. And then tell me about it afterward.

I went to the bedroom where Daniel had told me he’d left my things. Once there, I found several suitcases that must have been his, plus mine and my suits on the bed. The window of the room tempted me. I thought that perhaps from there I could see my own house from another angle. I was dying of heat, so I shed some weight. I took off my jacket and left my phone on the bed. I moved the curtain slightly and peered through the gap; and I saw my terrace, even from closer up: the light on, the living room... However, despite being closer, due to the location, I could see less than from the terrace.

I was ready to leave. I opened my suitcase to put my jacket inside and immediately saw some objects wrapped in brown paper; they were gifts for Carolina. I always bought her something when I traveled, in this case a funny figurine of a kind of disheveled but adorable bear, and also something as trite as a magnet for our refrigerator.

I closed the suitcase and something unexpected surged through my body again. Like an electric shock. It was the evidence of the strange reality. I became aware of the tense certainty that Daniel, at that precise moment, was in my house... and that sent my pulse racing. I imagined him in my living room, on my sofa, with Carolina... I imagined her, like the time he had described to me, opening the door without putting on anything to cover that sensual nightgown... I imagined that bastard looking at my wife’s breasts... restraining himself from tearing that minimal, ethereal nightgown... And I imagined him thinking, believing, that he was going to fuck her... And all of that made me tense, and I couldn’t help creating images in my mind, and I felt as much fear as excitement.

I decided to go out to the terrace again. One last time. To see if from there I could confirm the truth of his presence. Groping through the room. Groping through the living room. Groping through the terrace. I reached the railing and looked out. Again the lights were on in my house. But no sign of Carolina or Daniel.

“One minute.” “One minute and I’m leaving.” That’s what I told myself as I stood guard, and I decided to finish remembering everything that had happened regarding my game with Carolina:

After several nights of receiving explicit texts from that man, our entanglement began to weaken. The sex after reading his paragraphs was acceptable, but it didn’t come close to the delirium we had experienced the night she had allowed herself to be desired by him in person. Nor did that man maintain his pertinacity in creativity. It was then that I wanted to convince her to actually accept having a drink with him.

It was arduous work. Weeks of arguments and reconciliations. I insisted that the plan was solid. I repeated that she only had to do what she had already done the previous time. I would watch them. I would be nearby. Alert to any problem. After swearing to her that this time I would rescue her if she asked me to, she, hesitantly, finally accepted.

The logistics were simple. He went out every Saturday, so we immediately set the date. Carolina would pretend she was at another venue with her friends, when in reality she would be with me, drinking, seeking ease and measured disinhibition. When he arrived at the agreed location, he was to notify us, and shortly after we would go there. Before entering, so that he couldn’t even suspect my existence, we would separate.

She didn’t want to wear anything particularly flashy, but tall boots and a tight dress on Carolina amounted to an agonizing excess. My excitement shot up as soon as they met and exchanged two kisses. But that man’s gaze was different from the other time; in his eyes you could see desire mixed with a paralyzing responsibility. His problem was that he thought it was in his hands. For him, the fact that this woman, who had delightfully received his pornographic texts, had accepted the date, could only have one explanation, and that was that she wanted to fuck him. That’s what he believed, and within a few minutes it was revealed that this certainty was too much for him.

At first, he talked to her a lot. She blushed. They were close. He spoke almost lip to lip. But then everything fell apart. It didn’t take Carolina even four minutes to have to dodge a kiss. It didn’t take her five to remove a hand from her thigh. After seven or eight minutes, she texted me from her phone. She asked me to save her. But I betrayed her. I betrayed her. Yes. From a distance. Hidden among the crowd. I wrote asking her to reward that man with a kiss. Although both she and I knew that the kiss wasn’t for him, or for her, perhaps not even for us. It was for me.

My wife located me and looked at me directly. And I could feel her anger, but at the same time I could sense a certain excitement in her. Perhaps it was her excuse. The pretext she needed. And that attractive man placed a hand on my wife’s thigh, and she didn’t remove it. And he brought his mouth to Carolina’s cheek. And she kept looking at me. And he kissed her neck. And she closed her eyes. And he brought his lips to my wife’s, and she pulled away.

My wife broke away from him abruptly, and I could feel how she radiated a devastating anger. I went outside and waited for her. She appeared shortly after. Enraged. I tried to play innocent and asked her what had happened. She told me to go to hell. I insisted, and that’s when she said, “drop it already, you’re a fucking sick man.”

Beyond my betrayal, and that man’s crude and clumsy attempts, I never really knew what happened in those minutes that made her flee like that. Something else must have occurred to cause such overwhelming anger. Perhaps a hand I didn’t see or an extremely inappropriate comment. Perhaps the weight of a pitiful sex life with her husband fell upon her at the worst moment. The fact is that I never gathered the courage to ask her about it.

It was true that a lot of time had passed, and that the other attempts, through different games, had achieved just enough success. And it was true that the deceptive maneuver consisting of her allowing herself to be seduced and pursued by men in her husband’s presence had given us the two best fucks of the last five years. But even so, I still found it surprising that she had taken the initiative with Daniel.

Neither she nor Daniel appeared on my terrace. Now I really had to decide. I had no more time. The option of going to a hotel gained definitive strength.

I went toward that ramshackle guest bedroom to get my things, first moving the boxes in the living room, and then shifting some of Daniel’s suitcases that were in that room. I looked out the window one last time and didn’t see them. I felt my pockets and couldn’t find my phone. I turned around and saw it on the bed. And a new idea had occurred to me: I thought about calling Carolina... I wondered if she would be capable of lying to me... while being with him. Suddenly I felt an uncontrollable and sick excitement imagining her receiving my call... and lying to me... pretending to be alone in our house.

I grabbed my phone, unsure whether to proceed in that manner, and to my surprise, I found messages from “Daniel Italian class.”

Feeling a tension that kept increasing, I immediately read:

“She’s coming to my place for a drink and then we’ll go out. Better stop now.”

I checked the time. He had written to me five minutes ago.

I shuddered imagining my wife in that cold and disheveled house with that desperate and enormous predator.

I took a breath and typed:

“Okay. I’m leaving now.”

And as soon as I wrote it, I heard sounds. Footsteps and heels. In the hallway. And then the sound of a key entering a lock. The apartment lock.

And voices, murmurs, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

First Daniel’s voice.

Then my wife’s voice.

Heart racing, I immediately closed the door of the bedroom I was in.

They entered. And I was trapped in that apartment.


CHAPTER 13

Voices. Footsteps. The sound of the front door closing. Steps in the vestibule. But what thundered most was my own bewilderment, the rhythmic pounding of my heart pumping blood; I felt the uncomfortable internal aspect, as if my ears had become slightly plugged and I could thus feel my inner pulsing more strongly.

I turned around. I brought my hands to my face. I didn’t understand how I had ended up locked in there. The city lights filtered through the glass and thin curtain, providing me with enough light in the darkness.

I maintained a stone-like silence to try to decipher even a syllable of what they were saying. But I was only able to gather that they were moving away. I heard boxes being dragged and then footsteps and voices even more distant. After a few seconds, it seemed evident that they were already on the terrace.

I looked at my phone, unlocked it, and a projection of artificial light illuminated my immediate surroundings. Daniel wasn’t answering me but he had read my message.

I tried to calm myself down. Then I knew I had to escape.

But how.

I could grab my luggage without turning on any lights, open the door and reach the vestibule to leave. But from the terrace, that entrance could be glimpsed. I imagined Carolina seeing me sneaking away and there couldn’t be a more inexplicable situation. Then I thought that her presence there was almost as inexplicable. And I thought that nobody was where they should be, except Daniel.

I exhaled. I wanted to release tension, as much as possible. I was asking myself so many questions that I could barely begin to try to answer one before being assaulted by the next. Almost all of them were about Carolina and the fact that she was there. I whispered to myself: “The game.” “Telling me about it afterward and getting excited.” But why him? Why like this? Why after so much time? Why after that game had gone so badly? And how far would she play? How would she stop it? What would she tell me? But the most immediate curiosity was about what they might be doing, together, on his damn terrace, at that precise moment.

Then I heard footsteps. Quick ones. The sound was a clicking, not solid. Footsteps crossing the living room. Just one person. They passed the entrance. It was Daniel. For sure. It was his untimely flip-flops. I thought he would go down the hallway, that he would pass the bedroom door where I was to perhaps go to his bedroom looking for something. But no. He lowered the handle of the door I had in front of me and entered immediately. He looked at me, he seemed to come to make sure of my presence, but at the same time he gave the impression of intending something more. He closed the door behind him and said in a whisper:

“I’ve got her on the terrace... all warmed up. Now let her wait.”

He immediately looked away from me and began to rummage through a red suitcase that was on the floor.

“I read your message too late,” I said without thinking.

Both of us in the semi-darkness. Him opening and closing zippers. He was looking for something and couldn’t find it.

He didn’t respond to my statement and then I said:

“I’m leaving now.”

“No, damn it,” he whispered tensely, and without getting up or looking at me, while he continued searching. “Now if she hears you leaving she might freak out. Besides, loaded down as you are and with all the crap I have in the living room, you’re going to make more noise than hell. Stay here. Rest a bit. Whatever. I’ll have this handled in ten minutes. I’m not going to waste time on small talk. In ten minutes either we’ll leave and then you can leave calmly... or I’ll fuck her. And when you hear us fucking, get out.

“I’m not going to wait here like an idiot,” I whispered.

“Yeah... Well... You should have left earlier, damn it,” he answered.

I took another breath. I felt an uncontrollable hatred. While that imbecile searched in another suitcase, I imagined what I would do to him if he didn’t weigh ninety or a hundred kilos, and if my wife wasn’t fifteen meters away.

To make matters worse, his “or I’ll fuck her” and his gesture with his head in the direction of the adjoining room, where his bedroom must have been, still echoed in my body.

“Damn... where the hell is the cologne?” he asked quietly.

I looked at him: clumsy, large, big-headed.

“You should have seen her,” he began to mutter, pushing aside t-shirts. “I rang her doorbell and the dirty girl appears in a nightgown. Huge tits... And I told her I was changing tomorrow’s plans for having a drink tonight.”

While he was talking, I began to feel vibrations in my hand. It was my phone. I put it in my pocket. I was trying to hide it, but the vibrations wouldn’t stop.

“And she...” Daniel continued, “told me she’d change in a second. She left me standing at the door... but it was worth the wait. What a hot piece. She has me going crazy. You should see the boots and the skirt... She’s ready to be ravaged. Or for her to ravage me. As soon as I saw her with the boots, I imagined her stepping on my balls... I’d be delighted,” he smiled in a disgusting grimace and I swallowed and tried to guess which boots he was referring to. “Then I convinced her to have a drink here first. The plan obviously is to fuck her today and fuck her tomorrow. Nothing, man. To hell with the cologne. Do you have any?”

—No. I don't have any —I lied while continuing to feel more and more vibrations in my pocket.

—Well... —he said, standing up and abandoning his fruitless task. I'm going out. Yeah. Leave after we're gone or when I'm fucking her —he smiled—. When you start hearing her moaning like a bitch, you can leave calmly... she won't hear anything.

—Right... —I whispered, and that asshole left.

He closed the door carefully and I immediately grabbed my phone. As I suspected, my wife was the cause of so many messages. First I read what she had written to me a while ago: “Okay, but before you fall asleep let me know, please.” Then I began to read all those phrases causing the vibrations:

—You're not answering me. I told you to write to me before going to sleep.

—Seriously, Rafa. It's urgent.

—Don't call me but before going to bed I want you to write to me. It's about the game and the surprise.

—It's a clear question.

—If I were to meet with a man, what would you want to happen?

—I never knew how far you wanted to go with that.

—I need to hear it. Or read it. From you.


CHAPTER 14

I found those questions extremely strange coming from Carolina. She was someone who acted, or rather, regarding the game, someone who didn’t act. Always without giving explanations or requesting permission or agreement.

Her messages disturbed me, because alongside my satisfaction at no longer being the only one fighting to save a disastrous sex life came an almost contrary feeling: one of suspicion and incomprehension about what was happening.

I heard voices, but with the door closed it was absolutely impossible to distinguish or understand anything. I only clearly recognized the characteristic sound of ice cubes falling or bouncing against glass. I deduced that Daniel was preparing his precious drinks.

I stared at my phone. I had no idea how to respond. And I was thinking about how to escape from there while remembering that “you should have seen the boots and skirt...” that Daniel had mentioned, and I was surprised by so much provocation and mischief from my wife. Especially because she didn’t need it; she could have that man agitated to the extreme without needing to dress in any special way. There was also the possibility that he had exaggerated.

Soon I could locate both their voices in the distance. I knew they were on the terrace. No light was coming from under the door where I was. I thought then about taking a peek. There would be no danger. I wanted to discover if there were real possibilities of escaping from there without being seen. I was formulating a plan where I would leave with my suitcase, abandoning the cumbersome suits there; I could recover them later.

I lowered the handle. A small click. I took a breath. I opened the door slightly. The volume of the voices increased, but their tone was low and distant. I felt guilty and also absurd. I imagined presenting myself before them and doubted that I would be the most disconcerted. I stepped out. I took a couple of steps. Darkness enveloped the hallway and living room. At the far end, the terrace, dimly lit. So dim that I wasn’t sure if the subtle clarity came from the mere light of the street lamps or if Daniel had turned on some kind of small lamp or outdoor lantern.

My plan consisted of checking if it was possible to leave there without being discovered, and I soon deduced that I could if I overcame two obstacles: I needed to carry my suitcase in my arms and I needed to be careful not to trip over any of the boxes. The darkness in the living room and entrance was almost absolute.

I returned to the bedroom. I looked at my suitcase. I was going to pick it up. To flee. I was already considering which hotel to go to. But I knew I had to respond to my wife. I thought about telling her to do whatever she wanted, which I assumed would be little or nothing. I then thought about what I wanted, and again I wasn’t able to answer myself.

Before checking the weight of my suitcase, I imagined myself alone in a hotel, waiting for the phone and Carolina. And again I didn’t know what to want. It was exciting. It was morbid. And above all, it continued to be unexpected and strange. And suddenly something rose through my body. I wanted to know what to imagine while I was in the hotel. And I had one thing clear, perhaps the only thing: I wanted to see her with him. Just for an instant. Just talking. Just drinking. I wanted to feel again what I had felt those times: the harassment of the crude optimist against my wife’s stoic apathy.

I told myself there was no danger. I would walk down the hallway, reach the living room, slip behind the kitchen counter, crouch down a bit, and from there I could see, diagonally, practically the entire length of the rectangular, medium-sized terrace.

I just needed one image. One image to take with me to the hotel. One image so that when she wrote to me saying that she had allowed herself to be harassed by a man and then rejected him, I could recreate it precisely in my mind.

I adjusted the brightness of my phone screen, neither too strong nor too weak, so that it would assist me as a modest flashlight. I went out again. More stealthily. More precisely. One image and then back to escape. I passed between two boxes. I slid. I could hear their voices. His especially. And I slipped behind the counter. If they came in and turned on the light, no matter how much I entrenched myself behind that island guarded on the opposite side by two high stools, I would be a hunter caught. My pulse had not stopped racing since I had left my refuge.

I then peered over the counter, the window was completely open, the cool night air made a curtain that hung almost from the ceiling and fell to the floor wave slightly; the sound of their voices also entered clearly. But none of that was as relevant as confirming that Daniel had not exaggerated.

About five or six meters away, hidden behind my trench, I could corroborate that cretin’s description. My wife, neither in the closest nor the farthest area of the terrace, slightly leaning against the glass railing, with a drink in one hand and her phone in the other, listened with disinterest to Daniel’s words. There was no receptive body language in her, but it was evident that her outfit could be misleading. Black boots that reached up to cover her knees, a black leather skirt, and a white silk blouse constituted an excess that again didn’t fit her. I knew the garments, but I had never witnessed the impact of their combination. I asked myself again if that excess was necessary and understood that chatty man’s nervous optimism.

Those boots with a burgundy dress. That skirt with a tight, thick purple sweater. That blouse with loose-fitting gray dress pants. I remembered those garments, innocent as individual elements. Pure lust when combined.

I didn’t have time to think if that outfit was intended to destroy him more, if it was to excite me more when she told me about it, or if she was seeking to feel more powerful herself, if that was even possible. I had to leave.

One last look. Carolina was drinking and looking at him. Her blue eyes peered over the glass of what appeared to be a gin and tonic. The breeze made the white silk of her blouse ripple minimally. Daniel, coarse and ordinary in his dress and speech, was boring Carolina with the intricacies of his work as she displayed indolence in her listening, but an impressive and oppressive fatal elegance. He had to be receiving her apathetic coldness as bad news, but how could one not be optimistic if she had dressed like that.

I had seen enough. My mind would not forget that morbid canvas with two such unequal figures. I also received once again the reward of feeling her as he felt her. Once more, an agitation coursed through my veins from experiencing that woman as if she weren’t my wife.

I crouched lower and turned around. I was leaving. I wanted my steps to be ethereal on the hardwood floor. When suddenly I heard a sound that almost made me hit the deck. I had to decide whether to continue toward the bedroom or return behind the bar. I chose the latter, being closer, when I realized the sound was coming from someone’s mobile phone. It wasn’t mine, which was set to vibrate. It wasn’t Carolina’s; not her ringtone. Daniel, then, overlapping his voice with the artificial noise of his phone, excused himself to my wife, and I could hear him say:

“Sorry... It’s just that it’s closing time for many gyms. Let’s hope they don’t bother me too much.”

Carolina didn’t deign to say anything in response to his apology, in a perennial exercise of coldness.

Crouched behind the bar, I feared Daniel would come in and discover me, but he answered the phone and began talking from the terrace. I dared then to peek out, wanting to locate them, and saw that my wife was taking advantage of Daniel’s conversation to check her phone screen. It seemed obvious she was waiting for news from me.

Suddenly I felt strangely bad. I knew I needed to appreciate my wife’s effort. An effort, moreover, that I had been asking for years.

I took cover. I crouched down. I knew I had to write to her.

My fingers were trembling. I couldn’t stop visualizing either of them walking in. I had no excuse, no plan, no alibi. Just acknowledging my guilt with a dumbfounded face.

I lowered the brightness of my screen even more. I didn’t want even the slightest bit of light to emanate from the house toward the terrace.

Daniel was speaking in a loud tone and I could hear his footsteps, but always on the terrace, in a pacing that kept me tense.

I reread what Carolina had written, and then, with convulsive fingers, I typed:

“Are you with a man right now?”

It wasn’t the question I had wanted to ask, but it was the phrase that had felt most logical. If I were still in that other city and Carolina had assaulted me with that hypothesis and those doubts, it would be what I would have written.

Before I could worry about whether she would lie to me or not, I read her immediate response on my screen:

“Maybe...”

I took a breath. I was tempted to peek out again. I could constantly hear Daniel talking and occasionally walking.

I thought about challenging that “maybe.” I didn’t understand why she had written it but, not without difficulty as my fingers weren’t obeying me correctly, and after deleting and rewriting several times, I typed:

“You can tell me who it is later. I’d like you to tease him and then tell me about it. As for how far you go, I want you to go as far as you want.”

And then I did dare to peek out.

Carolina, with her glass on the table where a while ago I had placed a beer, was using both hands to type. The boots, the thighs, the skirt, the blouse, the outline of her breasts, her medium-length blonde hair, her lips... I had never seen her look so spectacular.

My phone then vibrated in my hand. I crouched down again and read:

“I don’t want to go anywhere with him.”

Daniel apologized again, in a surprisingly polite manner, and resumed talking to Carolina. And I wanted to locate them again. I peeked out and could see that she was constantly attentive to her phone. She also seemed to be about to say something to him.

“This job is what it is. It’s twenty-four hours. Full time as they say,” said Daniel, sketching a grimace that was meant to be gallant. He was circling her and drinking, and she seemed hesitant.

He sometimes stood in the way, but almost always moved aside and I could see them both. Daniel was taking the lead again, and was boring her again, while I thought about how I hadn’t responded to everything she had asked me, but I had given her a minimal premise.

And suddenly there was silence. Daniel drank. I observed them. She, thanks to the heels of her boots, also looked elevated and dominant. Ignoring the difference in facial beauty, they could fit as a couple. And thanks to her clothes and his muscles, the duo emanated something vigorous, something animal, even sexual. You can feel and radiate that. For an instant I thought that if I crossed paths with them in a hotel hallway, I might assume little sleep for their neighbors on the other side of the wall.

“You know, you remind me of someone,” my wife suddenly said.

“Oh, really? Who?” he asked.

“A guy I was with,” Carolina answered, and I knew there was some, or a lot of, overacting.

“You don’t say...” Daniel smiled.

“Yes. In college I had a boyfriend...”

“In college,” he interrupted clumsily, “you had a boyfriend who looked like me...”

“No...”

“Oh, no?”

And then, my wife, picking up the gin glass that was on the table again, and then turning her gaze back to him, said:

—No. Not my boyfriend. You look like the lover I used to call when I fought with my boyfriend.


CHAPTER 15

If I was surprised by my wife's performance, I was equally or more surprised by Daniel's subsequent silence. Perhaps she was also disconcerted by his muteness, and soon found herself giving more explanations.

It was evident that she was trying to provoke him, but at least part of what she was telling him was true. I knew she had had a boyfriend during her university days and that they had broken up several times. I also knew that those gaps had been filled by someone, someone whom I didn't know and whose physical description I wasn't familiar with.

Daniel seemed to be listening for once, and moreover, he was doing so with interest.

“Well yes... he was tall, strong. He went to the gym, like you,” my wife was telling him serenely, and I felt a certain tingling at how she was executing a strategy that sought our benefit.

“He had more hair, though,” Carolina smiled sweetly.

“Don't you like shaved heads?” Daniel asked.

“Mmm... it doesn't look bad on you,” she answered, flirting, playing and stirring me up, and I could see them clearly. They were talking close to each other, but at a distance of proper safety.

The conversation took a detour. They talked about their youth. My wife seemed to be handling that man well, or at least she was disguising it effectively. Daniel seemed somewhat rushed, occasionally taking long sips from his drink. I thought he probably wanted to leave before long, and play his cards in a noisier and more bustling place, somewhere she might let herself go more easily than on that open terrace.

After my wife took a sip of her gin, Daniel wanted to speed things up:

“Going back to your lover... who looked like me... You said you called him when...”

“When I broke up with my boyfriend,” Carolina interrupted, confident and somewhat tipsy.

“Yes. You called him. Why did you call him?”

My wife smiled with a flirtatious wink:

“You're very clever...”

“I'm just asking.”

“Right. Right... Why would I call someone... who I told you was... that... a lover?”

“I don't know. To play Parcheesi?” Daniel said with zero humor.

Carolina looked him up and down. I swallowed hard. She turned slightly. I could see her in profile and the silhouette of her breasts outlining the white shirt, and her ass curving the leather skirt, was an almost inhuman excess.

Daniel felt obliged to salvage his misplaced comment. And he decided to forge ahead.

“And were you satisfied?”

“What questions you ask...”

“You see.”

“I see what,” she said with cockiness.

“It's just that I'm in a bit of a hurry. That's why I'm firing away like this,” he smiled with all the ugliness of his small teeth. “You've only given me one night. I have to push it.”

“I haven't given you a night. I've given you... a couple of hours... because I work tomorrow. And there's no need for you to push anything,” Carolina told him, in what seemed to me perhaps excessive belligerence.

Another silence. They both drank. They did so looking at each other. The tension was palpable. There was undisguised desire on Daniel's part and a certain pressure on her about how to deal with him without going too far or falling short.

“A couple of hours. That makes it worse. I have to be in even more of a hurry,” he said.

“Look,” Carolina sighed and shook her blonde hair. “What do you want to know? Obviously I was satisfied.”

“More than with your boyfriend?”

“Yes. In that regard he was better than my boyfriend.”

“And better than your husband?” that bastard Daniel asked, and I trembled.

She looked at him fixedly.

“You're very clever...”

“You've already told me that,” Daniel replied, and I held my breath.

“Well, I'm telling you again. And I'm not going to tell you anything about my husband,” Carolina said, somewhat irritated, and drank again.

And another silence. I was getting increasingly tense. Daniel drank too. The alcohol was passing from their glasses to their bodies at great speed. I was already dreading the moment when they would decide to leave, not only for the fact itself, as I was excited to witness that struggle, but because they might discover me when they came into the house.

“Come on. Let's have two more drinks and you tell me something about your husband,” Daniel insisted.

“Why don't you tell me about your girlfriends, or hookups, or whatever?” Carolina asked.

“No... That's for later. My love life... or sex life... is too... tumultuous for the first drink.”

“Oh, really? It's tumultuous?” my wife smiled, seemingly surprised that he even knew such a word.

“Come on, give it here,” he said, in a strangely familiar way, and took her almost finished drink. And I feared he would enter, that he would come toward where I was, but he turned around and went to another part of the terrace that I couldn't see.

Once again I heard the sound of ice cubes. Daniel, who surprised me by handling himself much better than I expected, was preparing another round of drinks at the small table on the terrace from where we had been watching. She had remained alone and was looking at her phone screen again.

I was captivated by her image. Part of her blonde hair covered her face, the result of a somewhat short and flirtatious fringe. The frontal voluptuousness of her breasts was imposing. I could tell she felt a bit cold. The silky shirt was very light. I wanted to look deeper and noticed that her bra must also be thin. I became aroused looking at my own wife. I was excited to discover that it was noticeable, the spot, the place, the two exact points, beneath her clothes, that announced the precise and erotic location of her nipples. Two small mountains, frontal and crowning her breasts, made her already sexual appearance reach another dimension. My pulse raced as I wondered if this had also been discovered by Daniel.

And then something vibrated in my hand. I ducked down. I had seen her typing while I was observing her breasts. I knew it was her. Crouched. Hunched down. I read:

“I don’t know what you’re doing. But don’t go to bed without letting me know.”

Again with trembling fingers, and while I heard Daniel still busy with gin, ice and tonic, I prepared to write, but then I heard:

“Don’t make it too strong. And I’m not going to drink more than that one.”

I stood up again and could see that her instruction about how she wanted her drink had been in vain because it came too late; Daniel was already offering her that second drink while holding his own in his other hand.

A breeze came through the window and the curtain waved. Carolina drank. The outline of her nipples through her bra and shirt became simply scandalous.

After each took a sip, my wife said:

“About my husband I’ll only tell you one thing: he’s very wrong about the kind of people I’m attracted to.”

My heart ignited. I heard my pulse in an uncomfortable and distressing pounding.

“How so?” asked Daniel.

“Yes... I don’t know. For some reason I think he believes... that I like or whatever, men who are... somewhat older.”

“The mature ones?”

“Yes. I don’t know. I think it’s because of a video we watch,” said Carolina, and I couldn’t believe she was going to tell him about that.

“Oh, really...? You watch videos?” Daniel showed interest, in a buffoonish and exaggerated way.

“You think married people don’t do... convulsive things...?”

“No. No. I see, I see. What’s with the video? Is it hardcore porn?”

“Well...” began Carolina, and she drank, setting the pace, and I knew she was going to ignore that “hardcore porn” comment, but I still didn’t understand where she was going with this. “In the video there’s a man, somewhat older, wearing a suit, and I... from comments, I think he believes I’m attracted to mature men, and the truth is that what’s... well, good about the video, is the man in the suit.”

“So, you’re into guys in suits.”

“Could be,” said my wife.

“So you’re into muscles and suits,” Daniel provoked, but she didn’t flinch.

“Well look,” he said, “as it happens, I have a couple of suits here. A shame they probably won’t fit me.”

“And how is it that you have suits here that don’t fit you?” she asked, and I cursed Daniel’s tremendous clumsiness.

“Well...” he hesitated, already aware of his absurd blunder. “They must belong to the homeowner. He has some things in the closets.” “But anyway. So you’re into muscles and suits. Interesting information. And why haven’t you told your husband that you’re not into old guys, that the key to the video is the suit?”

Carolina didn’t answer him and drank again.

“I get the feeling there’s not much communication... in that marriage. Obviously he doesn’t know you’re here either,” Daniel attacked without giving her a break.

“Well, maybe he does know,” she fought back.

“Oh, really?”

“Could be.”

“Then he’s one of those... cuckold husbands... who likes it. Man, I know a lot about that topic.”

“Come on,” protested my wife, who was getting into a mess she couldn’t get out of.

“I can tell you about it if you want,” Daniel said seriously.

“What are you going to tell me.”

“Well, what I’ve experienced on that subject. Which is quite a lot. Just tell me one thing.”

“What?”

“Are you cold?” Daniel asked her with obvious malice.

“What? Cold? No. Why?” answered Carolina, who immediately blushed, becoming aware that a thicker shirt, or a more substantial bra, or both, would have been a better choice for being with him, on a terrace, in the month of November.

“It's nothing...” Daniel smiled, giving a fleeting but unmistakable and provocative glance at those nipples that were shaping her blouse.

“Go to hell,” my wife then said, blushing, and I thought it was a mistake, as she was implicitly acknowledging that she too was aware that her nipples were betraying her. “Come on, tell me that nonsense,” she continued, flustered, fleeing, trying to shift the focus of the conversation away from the center of her breasts.

He had made her blush. Carolina’s cheeks had turned red. And I felt guilty because his attack on my wife had excited me.

“All right. Listen. You’re going to be amazed,” said the cretin Daniel, trying to make himself seem interesting.


CHAPTER 16

He cleared his throat, and Carolina, without letting go of her gin, placed her phone on the table and crossed her arms in a somewhat forced manner; positioning herself ready to listen. Her posture was meant to hide and disguise the cold affecting her chest, but it ended up creating a longing that was perhaps even more suggestive than a clean, clear view.

“I was working at a company,” Daniel began. “I had just started there, actually. I was doing number stuff. I’m good at it: invoices, delivery notes and all that. I don’t have a degree like you but I was even getting paid well. The awesome thing about that job was that we were out for dinners and stuff every day. Any excuse to build team spirit... basically... to end up crawling around hammered on drinks,” Daniel smiled and she listened, somewhat distracted, taking small sips of her cold drink and protecting herself with her arms. “So anyway, I hit a good streak... I hooked up a couple of nights, or three, in a row, with some girl... Not people from the company. And well... word got around.”

“Word got around about what?” Carolina asked apathetically.

“Well, you know...”

“That there was a new seductive Don Juan in the company?” my wife provoked with spite.

“Well, something like that,” he said and, after confirming that Carolina wasn’t saying anything else, continued, “Anyway, at another dinner, where more people had come, from other branches or subsidiaries or whatever, I started talking with an older guy, who was a manager of something. And the curious thing was that the guy seemed to know quite a bit about me. I don’t know. And he talked a lot about women... About how they were before and how they are now... I don’t know. And yeah, I got the feeling he knew about me... you know, what had happened at other dinners.”

“Of course. Word had gotten around about your exploits,” my wife said sarcastically.

“Well, I got that impression, yes.”

“Normal. The whole city was on alert,” Carolina forced cynically again.

“Right. Well. So. The thing is that night. Again. Bam. I hook up with someone. Plus, this time she was from the company.”

“You were unstoppable...” Carolina overlapped Daniel’s voice.

“Well, yeah. Streaks. I don’t know. The thing is she was from the company... and apparently like... a woman who, well, wasn’t easy.”

“Wow...” Carolina whispered coldly and sarcastically, and drank from her glass while continuing to look at him.

“Anyway. I was a bit freaked out because hooking up with someone from work might be a problem, but days went by and nothing came of it.”

“That’s important. That this gift God gave you doesn’t harm your work,” my wife emphasized in her tone.

“Right,” he smiled. “So yeah. And that was that. But the interesting thing about all this is that the old guy, that big boss... not long after contacts me... and tells me to go to his house. This was on a Friday.”

“And there you went. To give love lessons to the gentleman,” my wife said.

“Well, I didn’t know what I was going there for, to tell you the truth. You’re quite funny, aren’t you? You didn’t seem like it.”

“And what did I seem like?”

“Well, pretty uptight.”

“I think I am uptight, even if I laugh from time to time,” my wife said seriously, and took another sip.

“Yeah. Well. So love lessons, I don’t know. But anyway, I said yes. He was a big boss. I couldn’t say no.”

“Of course...”

“So yeah. And there we are, the two of us at his house. A pretty cool country house, actually. And we’re there in his living room, on a sofa. I didn’t understand what the hell I was doing there. He kept talking about women again and I was already thinking that maybe he was going to screw me over for hooking up with someone from work... but really his tone was quite... friendly, I don’t know. Like camaraderie...”

“Macho male bonding camaraderie, you mean,” Carolina added.

“Well, I don’t know. Maybe. The thing is I could hear footsteps around the house... like there was someone else there. He had a wedding ring and I thought ‘well, his wife must be around.’ And so, the guy bringing out whiskies there... and talking about women, always about women. The guy was obsessed. We drink, whatever. And I’m thinking like... ‘I don’t know what I’m doing here or why this guy is talking about women with his wife around.’”

“But women in what way? Was he asking you for conquest and seduction advice?” Carolina continued to ask cynically.

“Wait, wait,” Daniel interrupted her. “You’ll see now. So then the guy takes out his cell phone and says something like... ‘I’m going to call a friend to liven things up for us.’”

“A friend to liven things up...? So, a john,” my wife said seriously.

“I don't know. The thing is, I wasn't really thinking about anything. I just remember wanting to leave while he was typing on his phone.”

“Didn't you say he called her?”

“Well, I don't remember now. I'd say he texted her.”

“Right, right...” whispered Carolina, making it clear she didn't believe much of his story.

“Anyway. Whatever. The point is that...”

“Could you stop saying 'the point is that'? You're making me a bit nervous,” Carolina said impertinently.

Daniel took a breath. He shook his head slightly. Took a sip of his gin. And then continued as if he hadn't heard anything.

“And a while after he contacted that woman, whether by call or message I don't remember, I started hearing footsteps. Footsteps coming closer. Shoes. Heels. And then...” Daniel hesitated, searching for words with his eyes lit up, as if reliving it. “Then... this absolute knockout appeared... dressed more or less like you... in a shirt and skirt... though with shoes... not boots...”

“Well... well...” my wife whispered incredulously.

“Wait... that wasn't the... weird part... The shocking thing is that this woman comes in like... wearing a mask...”

“Oh my God...” Carolina interrupted immediately. “Are you even listening to yourself?”

“Yes, what's the problem?”

“You're telling me you went to a mansion... and a prostitute appears... wearing a mask.”

“I never said it was a mansion.”

“But you know that's a movie, right? With Nicole Kidman in it.”

“What? No, no. I swear it's true. That he had called a prostitute was obvious. And at that point I thought 'I'm getting out of here.'”

“Oh my God...” Carolina whispered repeatedly and took another drink, while he continued with his story.

“And this woman sits on the sofa with him. I was in an armchair almost across from them.”

“Didn't you say you were both on a sofa?”

“No, no. He was on a sofa and I was in an armchair.”

“Oh my God...”

“'Oh my God' all you want. I swear it's true. The woman sits next to him and doesn't say anything. And he just keeps talking as if nothing's happening.”

“How typical...”

“No, no. There was definitely nothing typical about it. And then, after a while, I say something about needing to use the bathroom or whatever. Or make a call or something. And I leave.”

“And there you left the evil boss with the masked prostitute,” Carolina whispered.

“Well. Yes. For a while. I think I went to the bathroom and came back.”

“Ah, you came back. The plot thickens.”

“Yes, it continues, yes. I came back and when I see them... I see that he's... feeling her up.”

“Of course!” my wife murmured mockingly, in a low voice.

“And then. At that point the guy tells me to sit down.”

“Oh my God... What a movie you're telling me.”

“I swear to you, Carolina. I swear by whatever you hold most dear that it's true.”

“Yeah... yeah... And you sat down... to watch him feel up the masked prostitute. Do we find out why she was wearing a mask or... is that revealed in season two?”

“Well, maybe I did end up finding out, yes.”

“Oh my God... Go on, then,” my wife said dismissively.

“Well... So. There I was across from them. In my armchair. And him feeling her up. And then they kiss and all that. I didn't know where to put myself. And then he says something in her ear. And then the knockout... she gets up and comes over to me. The woman approaches me. Step by step. Four or five steps. And she sits on top of me. She opens... my pants... And well... you know... you can imagine.”

“That you fucked the prostitute... in front of the boss.”

“Well... we both did her. Me more than him, that's true. We quickly went up to a bedroom and did her, yes.”

“Oh my God. She didn't take off the mask during the whole act?”

“No, she didn't.”

“How uncomfortable. Poor thing.”

“I don't think she had a bad time either,” Daniel finally shot back.

“Of course. The typical thing about prostitutes... that they enjoy it.”

—“Well. The thing is... that’s what it’s about. Let me continue,” said Daniel, taking another sip. “The thing is this happened several times. Several nights.”

—“The boss, the prostitute, and you, in the mansion,” Carolina interrupted and sighed with exaggerated weariness.

—“It wasn’t a mansion. But yes. That’s it. Several nights. Five or six. Or seven. I don’t know. At first, maybe the first couple of times, I was a bit uncomfortable. In fact, I’d never seen another guy with an erection in my life. Other than myself, of course. And especially not an old man. Besides, it was all a bit... disturbing... I don’t know. But I started to enjoy it. Some nights I did her alone. The old man just watched and jerked off non-stop. The truth is I ended up giving her some incredible fucks...”

—“And she was delighted, of course,” my wife whispered.

—“But now comes the best part,” he said, talking over her.

—“Oh! There’s more?”

—“Yes. The thing is that by the... I think fourth time, or third, I don’t know. I said to myself: ‘This isn’t a prostitute. This is his wife.’”

—“Well, well!” muttered Carolina.

—“Yes. I had found out that he was married to a very beautiful woman... much younger than him. Around forty or so. And although I could never see her face clearly, judging by her body and all, she could be that age. Besides, no car ever showed up or anything. And I would always leave and she would stay.”

—“Well... what a twist in events...” my wife continued with her cynicism.

—“Plus his wife was never around. I don’t know. I’m convinced it was his wife. And it all ended because one night she complained about me; maybe I went a bit too far. And well, if she were a prostitute, you’d just call another one and that’s it. But the old man never called me again.”

—“So basically, his wife ended up banning you for excess passion,” said Carolina.

Daniel took another drink. There was a silence. And then, my wife, after looking at her watch, said:

—“Anyway... shall we go now or what?”

—“Didn’t you like the story?”

—“No, no... I loved it. Very cool. Really,” my wife responded sarcastically.

—“And what about you? What’s this about your husband knowing you’re here?”

—“Well, there you have it.”

—“What do you mean ‘there you have it’? Tell me properly.”

—“Well...” my wife hesitated. “I’m not going to tell you much. But our thing is something more basic.”

—“More basic?” Daniel showed interest and my nerves began to fire up again.

—“Yes. I go out with my husband sometimes... We go somewhere... Some nights... We choose someone... and we go to a hotel,” my wife said, in fragile whispers.

—“The three of you go to a hotel?”

—“Yes,” Carolina lied, and I thought that perhaps she was going too far in laying that bait.


CHAPTER 17

“Wait, wait... Tell me more about that,” said Daniel.

And then my wife took another drink. I, crouched behind that bar, was beginning to feel pain in almost all my joints, as I was neither kneeling nor standing, and the posture was killing me. Carolina wasn't helping with the tension she was subjecting me to with her bluffs and provocations. Nor did it help when he moved a bit closer to her and my wife had to back away slightly so he wouldn't speak so close to her face. The view remained clear; some light was emanating from the terrace floor, which convinced me that he must have turned on some kind of lantern there.

“Come on...” he insisted, and she seemed to hesitate or stall for time. Hesitating whether to tell him or buying time to make something up, because that story about her, a man, and me in a hotel was an outright lie. And it surprised me, as I didn't recall ever telling her I would have liked something like that to happen, but she seemed to know it anyway.

“Well, yes,” my wife began, who had long since uncrossed her arms, reluctantly allowing her nipples to once again be visible outlining her white shirt. “That's it... I go out with my husband, sometimes. In another city. Of course. We have a drink. And if we see someone we like...”

“And you just tell them straight out?” he asked, and she hesitated again.

“Look. I'll tell you about a... case. They're all more or less the same,” said Carolina.

And then she began to narrate a situation, and I immediately understood she was telling the story about the man she had met between the restrooms and the coat check. She seemed to be clinging to a real story to sound more believable.

“...And after that night we exchanged phone numbers. And at night my husband and I would write to him, and he would respond with outrageous things...”

“What kind of outrageous things?”

“Well... that he liked me... things like that.”

“I'm sure he wrote much stronger things than that,” Daniel interrupted.

“Well, yes.”

“Come on. I've been quite explicit. Don't tell it to me like a nun. It's clear you're not one,” Daniel provoked her with surprising cunning.

“What do you want me to say? Well, okay,” my wife summoned her courage. “He would write... Let's see... He would say... I'd fuck you like this or like that... Or... I want... to eat your pussy... things like that,” my wife recounted and I whispered under my breath “holy shit...” as I was surprised and tense, since she was absolutely not one to speak using such terms.

“Hmm... I see,” he responded, satisfied and nodding. “And what else?”

“Well... Nothing. In the end we met up with him. One night... At a cocktail bar... And he was surprised that I came with someone. But we explained it to him...”

“Wait. Wait. You showed up there with your husband and told him... 'this guy is a pervert and wants to watch me with you so let's go to a hotel'?”

“Well, yes. Basically.”

“And he said yes.”

“Of course. He said yes,” Carolina answered, who, to my surprise, was lying quite well.

“And once at the hotel?”

“I'm not going to tell you that...”

They both drank in silence. Looking at each other. And then he moved a little closer to her. I again had that feeling that, despite the difference in beauty, they did match sexually. My wife radiated exuberance and a defiant attitude, while he, already corpulent, possessed a confidence that made his ability to achieve seemingly unattainable goals credible.

“Come on... tell me a little about what... they do to you in the hotel. Does your husband just watch?”

“I'm not going to tell you anything. I already told you that.”

I watched them. They were close. It wasn't out of the question that he might try to kiss her.

And Daniel was about to insist, but she cut him off:

“You tell me another one... one of those with masks... and then we'll go.”

“Me? Another one?”

“Didn't you say... something like you were an expert on the subject?”

“Well. I don't know about expert. But I'll tell you another one and we can go if you want.”

His glass was almost finished. She still had half of hers left. She took many small sips, but it wasn't going down much. And since she had started making up that story, I had sensed she was more uncomfortable. She gave the impression of being a bit overwhelmed. Or maybe the alcohol was affecting her too. It could also be that she preferred listening, and sabotaging his narratives, rather than exposing herself by talking.

Daniel began to tell a story involving several couples, and it didn't seem like he was getting to the point exactly. He was bragging about being liked by the girlfriends and wives of his friends, and Carolina stared at him and nodded, less combative than during the previous story. I focused on my wife's powerful thighs, on her tall boots, and again felt the impact of those garments together. The outline of her breasts was not only evident but lascivious and abundant under her shirt. The rebellion of her nipples was a nuisance for her, a morbid delight for me, and a powerful incentive for him.

“...And the one I would say was even somewhat unattractive... was Elena,” said Daniel.

“There’s no need to give names,” whispered Carolina, who had already commented a couple of times, once again a bit more relaxed.

“Okay then... said woman. Right. She wasn’t the most attractive of my friends’ wives. But anyway. The thing was that I knew something was going on there. Something was happening... because she would look at me... You know, the typical thing, during meals and dinners together, and so on... Well. Apparently. And I found this out later. Apparently they talked about it. She told her husband. And the husband... kind of accepted it. I mean. The husband was my friend. Actually he isn’t anymore. But anyway, he wasn’t one of my closest friends either.”

“But what do you mean he accepted it?”

“Well... That. He said something like... ‘I understand you’re attracted to my friend...’ But. I don’t know. It went further than that and he ended up saying something like... ‘before you lie to me... or cheat on me... if you really feel that... need... I’d rather the three of us meet up.’”

“Come on,” whispered my wife.

“What? You don’t believe this either?” Daniel smiled. “I didn’t doubt your hotel story... and I see holes in it.”

“The only one with holes is this Elena woman... Mental holes,” Carolina responded, deflecting, and once again a bit tipsy.

There was a silence then. Somewhat tenser. Daniel drank and didn’t stop looking at my wife during the entire long sip, and she held his gaze. My pulse quickened again. It was like a drug watching them like this. Spying on them. The uncertainty was killing me. Because of what she might allow, because of what he might try... and also recently because of what she might be feeling. I no longer ruled out one hundred percent that she might be somewhat attracted to him.

“Anyway. I’ll continue,” said Daniel. “So. They put everything on the table between them. The husband said something like ‘before you cheat on me I’d rather the three of us meet up... And we’ll see if it’s a threesome... or if I just watch...’”

“Damn...” sighed Carolina.

“Yeah. I don’t know. I always got the impression that he had said it like... ‘you do it once and get over this nonsense.’ Like it was a passing whim of hers that was better... to face it this way, so she could get it out of her head. I don’t know. Anyway, she tells me about it. One night. She pulls me aside from everyone, and says... I won’t give names,” Daniel smiled, again with his unpleasant small teeth. “She says to me, ‘hey, I feel this attraction... and my husband knows about it... and he thinks this...’”

“And you don’t even think twice, of course,” whispered Carolina.

“Actually, I tell her no.”

“You don’t say...” my wife said, surprised.

“Yes. Because I wasn’t attracted to her... at all... And besides, it was all very crazy. So anyway. Time passes... and the woman gets pregnant.”

“By her husband.”

“Yes. By her husband. Obviously.”

“Oh, I don’t know... since she’s so loose...”

Daniel heard her, but continued as if he hadn’t:

“She gets pregnant by her husband... and... here comes the truly crazy part. But what do I know. Things that can’t be controlled.”

“You’re scaring me...” muttered Carolina and took another sip.

“So anyway. She gets pregnant... A huge belly... It even changed her face a bit. Because she had a very thin face. And everything got rounder. I don’t know. And... I’m not going to lie to you... She got these breasts... that were the joke of everyone... And...” said Daniel, waiting for her to say something, but my wife remained silent. “And... well. I started to find her attractive... Very attractive. And I tell her. I say something like... ‘well now I would be up for it...’”

“Please...” protested Carolina and sighed, making her blonde bangs wave slightly.

“Yeah... it’s a bit murky. What can I do. So anyway. It turns out that one day. About a week later, or even a bit less, after I told her that... She shows up at my place.”

“Without the husband,” said my wife.

“Without the husband.”

“With her belly, her breasts, and her desire for trouble,” Carolina pressed.

And then Daniel shrugged. Letting her understand that yes.

“And...?” she asked.

“Well, that.”

“What do you mean ‘that’?” my wife inquired.

“Do you want me to tell you the details? Or should I do like you did?”

“Tell whatever you want. I won’t be shocked.”

“Okay. If you won’t be shocked...” said Daniel and took a deep breath. “Well... I didn’t fuck her... But she sucked me off... like crazy. She came to my house several times... She would come... suck me off... And I would cum on her huge tits... intensely...”

“For God’s sake...!” my wife interrupted, and I could see her cheeks flushing.

“Yes... Super slutty, she was. I would come on her breasts and on her face...”

“How disgusting...!” my wife reproached, shaking her head.

“You see. Do you want to know if I ended up fucking her?” asked Daniel, staring at her intently.

“I don’t know, man. You’re a fucking degenerate... It’s the most disgusting... and filthy... thing I’ve ever heard,” my wife squirmed.

“Why?” Daniel played dumb, and my wife shook her head, and then he, looking at her torso, said:

“What can I say... I couldn’t help it... Her breasts had gotten enormous. Even bigger than yours.”

“Go to hell,” Carolina replied. And she stared at him. And I had the feeling that Daniel was going to make his move. Finally. He moved closer. My wife’s nipples were still pointing at him. Carolina’s cheeks were burning. She had insulted him, but she hadn’t moved away or backed off. They were half a step apart.

“Come on, Carolina... You get fucked by strangers in hotels. Or so you say. And you’re going to be shocked by this... That doesn’t add up,” whispered Daniel, closing in on her.

“Not the same thing...”

“Not the same as what...”

“That’s much worse... that... than what I do... For God’s sake... coming on the breasts of your friend’s pregnant wife. Do you even hear yourself? I’m embarrassed to even say it out loud. I don’t even know why we’re talk-”

“I hear myself,” he interrupted somewhat aggressively and moved toward her, positioning himself very close. Face to face.

“Oh, really...?” Carolina answered, not wanting to back down despite having him so close. And my pulse raced, as their words were shared in a whisper, so close that their lips were about to touch.

And then he whispered, just millimeters away:

“I hear myself but I hear little from you... Come on... I’ve shared quite a bit. Tell me how strangers fuck you in hotels while your husband watches.”

After saying this, Daniel placed one of his hands on my wife’s waist.

“Stop...” said Carolina, backing away and putting her hand on his chest to push him away. “And I already told you I wasn’t going to tell you anything.”

Daniel took a step back. He accepted the rejection. But the eagerness, the desire, was visible in his eyes.

“I already told you I wasn’t going to tell you anything about that,” my wife repeated in a more conciliatory tone. And she looked at her watch. “And if you really want to go out for a drink, let’s go now.”

And she didn’t wait for his response. Flushed and flustered, she turned toward the table, with her back to him; she set down her gin and picked up her mobile phone. I knew she was expecting news from me, and I knew she wouldn’t find any. She started typing. Then I knew my phone would vibrate. I got scared when I considered that she might look in my direction from her new position. It was impossible to know if she could glimpse something if she did.

And my hand vibrated just as Daniel, behind her, shook his head. At that moment, after showing an expression of lust and anger in his face and eyes, he used the hand that wasn’t holding the glass to adjust his crotch.

And not content with touching himself over his clothes, he then slipped his hand inside his blue shorts, and repositioned his cock, moving it upward.

That bulge was obscene. His cock was outlined in an intimidating way. I hadn’t noticed if it had been like that the whole time. I then considered the possibility that my wife had indeed noticed it.


CHAPTER 18

He looked like a restrained giant. He stared fixedly at my wife’s backside; her thighs, her boots, her ass, her back, and he seemed to be on the verge of losing control over his own impulses.

And I thought that, unlike that man we had found for the game, not only did he not freeze up, not only did the pressure not overwhelm him, but he managed the certainty of success well enough. He seemed to take for granted that Carolina wanted to end the night with him, and that her outbursts and anger were part of a charade that simply intended to make things difficult for him.

I was about to look at my phone to read what Carolina had sent me, just as she turned toward him and he took a drink. I couldn’t believe he had almost tried to kiss her. My heart hammered against my chest when I imagined my wife accepting a kiss from that cretin whom neither she nor I held in any esteem whatsoever. Just imagining it made my body tremble in a cold and unpleasant shiver.

“I’m going to have a drink with him. Seriously tell me how far you’d want me to go,” I read on a screen with the brightness at minimum, to avoid being discovered.

“Who are you writing to so much? Your husband?” I heard Daniel say, and I raised my eyes again above my trench.

“Well, yes,” Carolina responded with sass.

“Are you... asking him for permission?” asked Daniel, clever and provocative.

“No... I already told you nothing was going to happen. If he’s not present, nothing ever happens.”

“Things can happen and then you tell him about them later...”

“That’s never been the case,” my wife wanted to conclude, and she picked up her glass again.

“There’s always a first time.”

“I don’t think that would be as fun as what we do.”

“Yeah...” Daniel responded, always lacking that small point of lucidity to completely disarm her.

“Aren’t you going to change or what? Are you going out like that?” Carolina asked quickly, before he tried to continue cornering her.

“I could put on a suit if you want,” Daniel smiled.

“I don’t think that’s necessary,” my wife responded, and I took advantage of a brief silence to hide again and write her a message.

Daniel then said something I couldn’t understand. And I sighed. I was afraid he would approach her again. And my fingers began to hesitate over the keyboard, anxious and trembling. Finally, after deleting several times, I was brief and direct:

“Would you kiss him?”

I peeked out again and could see that Daniel had not only not approached her but had moved away. It seemed he was collecting the gin bottle and the tonic, as I could hear him making noise, but I couldn’t see him. My wife then took advantage of the solitude to return to her phone. I wanted to see her expression as she read my message, but she was in profile and I couldn’t decipher it well. I could hear Daniel walking; it seemed obvious that he would enter with the drinks, returning to the kitchen, at any moment. I knew then that I had to leave immediately. Just then my phone vibrated, and it couldn’t be my wife because she wasn’t typing. I crouched down again and read on my screen:

“Daniel Italian class: sorry dude, we ended up hanging out for a while. But I’m coming there to where you are to change and then we’ll go out and you can leave.”

“Finish your drink while I change,” I heard Daniel say as he approached her, and that was the signal to flee, between the boxes, through the living room, crossing the darkness.

I didn’t touch anything. I didn’t brush against anything. I slipped into that bedroom from which I supposedly hadn’t left. And I heard footsteps in the living room a few seconds after I was safe.

I couldn’t take it anymore. The stress was overwhelming me. Daniel had written to me. I had written to Carolina. I wasn’t supposed to be there. Carolina sometimes seemed to be asking me for permission with her messages, but that didn’t fit with her character; it wasn’t possible. Her displays on our terrace, the clothes she was wearing... yes, it could be part of the game, but even so it seemed excessive to me.

Daniel suddenly entered... He pushed the door and I received him standing. Not knowing what to do or what expression to wear.

“Sorry, man... but we’re leaving now... and you can go...” he whispered and turned on a lamp that was on a small table.

And he went to the closet, where he had clothes hanging, at the precise moment when my phone vibrated again. And so did my entire body.

I let out an exhausted sigh. I knew it was my wife, who I assumed hadn’t moved from the terrace. She couldn’t even imagine that the big-headed giant who was harassing her was at that moment two meters away from me. I took a breath and read:

“Not kissing... He’s ugly... He has a good body, but he’s horrible.”

Daniel dropped a thin beige pair of pants on the bed while I thought that nothing my wife was saying made sense: first, there was nothing she could do that would be less than kissing, and second, I was surprised that she said his muscular physique met her standards of beauty.

Daniel seemed to be unsure about what clothes to choose. Then he rummaged through some shoes at the bottom of the closet.

And I, looking at my phone over and over again, and still not knowing what to want, wrote:

“Kiss him... Otherwise... it would be making no progress at all.”

I sent it and looked away from my phone. I feared her response. I feared it for better and for worse, and I didn’t know what was “better” and what was “worse.”

And then a moment came, a situation arose, that caught me off guard. I wasn’t expecting it and I found myself face to face with the stark reality of Daniel taking off his sweatpants in my presence. He did it a meter and a half away from me, right in front of me, without any particular intention, but it killed me. He even accompanied it with a murmur, with a complaint uttered in a whisper; he muttered: “she’s driving me crazy... damn...” as he pulled down his pants and a semi-erect member, dark and shaved, emerged into the light of the dim, yellowish glow of the lamp. His cock, overwhelmingly large, swollen and veiny, left me breathless, and I became even more distressed when I saw its bare, pinkish head, completely wet and even soaked. The moisture had reached his sweatpants, creating a viscous and dense mass that had soaked through, turning the light blue into dark blue in the area where his member had released a desperate and lustful pre-seminal fluid.

It was evident that all that viscosity had been developing for minutes; it had emerged from being with my wife, from desiring her, from harassing her, and, surely, from imagining himself with her.

“Damn...” he whispered, contemplating that dripping mess, and I swallowed hard.

And while he was looking at his pants, he unsettled me even more, and I felt an involuntary macabre threat that frightened me as much as it intimidated me, as I could see out of the corner of my eye how he quickly pulled the skin of his member back and forth, twice, to adjust that excess skin, almost in a desperate attempt at masturbation. He did it as if I wasn’t there. He didn’t care. He only had one goal. To fuck my wife.

And then, grabbing his impeccably well-pressed beige pants, he muttered again in a low voice another phrase, in a crude crescendo, as if nothing was enough:

“I’m going to wear them without underwear... So my cock shows clearly...”

My mouth went dry. I felt a lump in my throat. A shiver ran down my spine.

“Do you think it will fit?” he asked.

“What? What will?”

“My cock, damn it... In your neighbor’s pussy,” he whispered, grave and solemn, and began to put on his pants.


CHAPTER 19

These weren't empty boasts. Nor were they threats, since he had no idea that woman was my wife. It was desire, lust, and agonizing desperation. And I, despite the great revulsion I felt toward him, could reject what was repugnant about him—that gratuitous exhibitionism and his crude phrases—but I couldn't reproach that arousal. He had an impressive woman on his terrace who kept sending mixed signals.

Daniel was tucking his swollen, wet cock into his pants, and then he turned and offered me the view of an enormous ass wrapped in those beige pants that didn't quite match his usual style of dress. Then he put on his shoes, leaving his ankles exposed, and muttered something under his breath, and I thought about Carolina's confusing signals: she had provoked him from our terrace, had told him she was married, but had given him her phone number and told him they should go somewhere discreet; she had confessed to having sex with other men, but at the same time had told him that could only happen with her husband present. My wife had created a conglomerate of permissions and prohibitions, had granted and denied, so I thought perhaps Daniel couldn't be so sure he would really end the night with her.

“When we leave, you go,” Daniel whispered, without looking at me, and left the bedroom. It had been some time since I was nothing more than a small nuisance to be gotten rid of as soon as possible.

The door remained ajar. I strained my ears and heard him walking through the living room, heading toward the terrace. I glimpsed light and then darkness, and then I heard voices; I deduced that he had turned on the living room light and then turned it off. It seemed obvious they were talking on the terrace again, but I couldn't risk it anymore; their departure was imminent. And then I wondered what I would do when they left.

It was feverish and heartbreaking to know that I wouldn't be able to witness how they would end the night. I couldn't follow them and go where they would have their promised drink. I knew I was going to miss Daniel's attempts, first the subtle ones, if he had any left, and then the desperate ones. But what mortified me most was missing the defense Carolina would mount.

A minute passed. Then two. And I could hear them talking in the distance, but not clearly enough to understand what they were saying. I didn't understand why they weren't leaving already. And then the idea of doing something stupid began to hover in my mind. When I realized it, I was taking off my shoes to be more silent. I had to see them. One more time. It was my consolation since I would lose them afterward.

I needed to know what they were talking about. Anxiety was overriding reason. I left without thinking further. Again the darkness around me and the light in the distance. Again the boxes, the sliding, and the dim light of the phone screen. My heart was pounding in my chest with distressing beats. I didn't raise my gaze until I was positioned behind the kitchen counter again. I took a breath. I couldn't hear footsteps. They were talking without moving. They were talking about clothes. His clothes. She was tipsy, criticizing his outfit, “dressed up on the bottom and with the same shirt as before on top.” Daniel, awkwardly, confessed to keeping the tank top on because of her devotion to muscular bodies.

My wife was teasing him. She was laughing at him for his attempts to please her. And I dared to peek at the moment when Daniel, referring to her gin, said to her:

“Come on. Finish that already.”

“If you hadn't made it so strong... maybe it would be more drinkable,” Carolina responded, animated again, combative again, and increasingly tipsy.

There was a silence. They were face to face. The distance between them was sufficient for her and restrained for him.

My wife rolled up her shirt sleeves a bit. I knew her. I felt her growing bolder. The alcohol, the knowledge that she had him eating out of her hand, or my request that she kiss him emerged as possible factors for the change.

“So you spy on me from here,” Carolina said without warning, and I, crouched down, swallowed hard.

“Oh, you could see me?” a surprised Daniel managed to say.

“What do you think?”

“Well, I think if you knew I was watching you... then...”

“Then what?”

“Well, that confirms you're a... good...”

“A good what? Come on, spit it out, boy,” my wife said cockily.

“Well, I'll tell you: a good cock-tease...” he snapped, and my pulse raced.

My wife didn't get upset, she let him grow bold, and she took the blow by taking another tiny sip of her gin.

“Why? Can't I go out to smoke on my terrace?”

“Yeah... Yeah...”

“Yeah, yeah, what?”

“Opening your shirt... Going out in a nightgown... All very normal.”

“If you want, I'll go out in a fleece jacket so you don't get all worked up.”

“I wasn't that worked up either. Don't flatter yourself. Well, now that I think about it... a little bit, yes.”

“A little bit, yes?” Carolina asked, and I could barely breathe.

“Yes... one of those nights... after your little stroll...”

“What happened after my little stroll?” inquired Carolina, whose cheeks remained flushed and nipples just as noticeable as before, but she seemed not to care.

“Well... you can imagine.”

“I don’t imagine anything...”

“Well... I had a good one in your honor.”

“A good what, excuse me?”

“A jerk off,” Daniel replied, and I felt my hands trembling, frozen, while she took another small, quick sip.

“What an honor...” my wife whispered immediately with disdain. “And weren’t you with someone else today? A little friend?”

As soon as she uttered those words, I moved away. I ducked down. I felt my heart leaping out of my body. An incessant and powerful “thump, thump, thump, thump” blocked my chest. I even felt my eyes almost tearing up from the tension and nervousness.

“A little friend, yes. He left right away,” said Daniel, and I tried to calm myself down, but I was absolutely unable to.

“What do you prefer...” Carolina began to ask, and I summoned the courage to peek again, “spying on me... fucking the masked whore... or coming on the pregnant woman?”

My wife was accelerating. I had never seen her like this. So provocative. So dominant. The silhouette of her body was an abuse. Her nipples continued to wear down the bra, the shirt, and the morale of Daniel, who was containing himself as best he could.

“Well...” he whispered. “I’d put you as the third option.”

“Well...” Carolina responded, feigning disappointment.

“I mean... looking isn’t the same as touching. If you’re asking about... fucking you... I’d put you first,” he counterattacked.

“Right. Well. Too bad,” Carolina answered arrogantly, taking one last sip. Her glass was finally empty.

And then Daniel, who gave the impression of having revived because she had wanted it that way, took advantage of the brief silence to say:

“Hey, and... besides exhibiting yourself in front of neighbors... watching porn... and fucking strangers in hotels... do you do anything... normal?”

“What do you call normal?”

“Well... I don’t know,” Daniel fumbled. “Things that are, you know, more normal... I don’t know... tying up... or...”

“Tying up?” asked Carolina, making an exaggerated grimace of bewilderment, as if playing with a child.

“Yes, your husband tying you up, or vice versa.”

“Oh, yes... of course,” my wife said.

“So you have handcuffs around or what?”

“Handcuffs...?” Carolina smiled. “How tacky, don’t you think? A scarf is enough. We have a scarf in my nightstand, next to the bed, and occasionally... we put it to use... It’s nice,” my wife answered, and again she was adding a false filling to a foundation of truth, as the existence of the scarf and its location were true, but little else, since we had only tried it once, and she had immediately stopped everything, telling me it was humiliating to tie her hands or blindfold her eyes.

“I see...” whispered Daniel, who didn’t know what else to say.

My wife then seemed to hesitate. Until finally she said:

“What if you make one more drink and we stay here? That way we’d complete the promised two hours.”

“Don’t you want to go out?”

“It’s just that if someone sees me... I remind you that I’m married. And especially around this area... What I do with my husband is always in another city.”

“Didn’t you say you weren’t going to do anything?” Daniel tried to attack.

“Yes. Obviously. But even so, if they see me... on a Thursday... at eleven or twelve at night with... a hunk like you... Imagine...” my wife provoked sarcastically.

“Okay. Okay. But you know what the problem is? I don’t have any more ice.”

“Oh...”

“If you want, we can go to your place... I’m sure you have some there,” that giant forced again, wanting to regain control.

“No. No. My house is forbidden territory.”

“Don’t you want the neighbors to hear you?”

“They wouldn’t hear anything.”

“Right...” Daniel whispered.

“Right... Nothing. So?” she pressed him.

“Well... otherwise at the bar downstairs. They’ll have ice. We can go down and order or buy some.”

Carolina put her empty glass on the table and seemed to accept. She turned around, and I had to react immediately.

I heard footsteps and couldn’t think of anything. Everything suddenly rushed. From absolute immobility to a lightning exit. I crouched lower and moved quickly back to my hiding place. I dodged obstacles and slipped into the bedroom. Soon I heard footsteps again, but this time through the living room, and I sensed the light from the hallway. My wife’s boots echoed through the room.

“Just one and that's it, okay. We go down, come back up... and hopefully in about half an hour I'll be in bed...” I heard Carolina say from the entrance.

“Because you have work tomorrow...” he said.

“That's right,” my wife answered, and I heard them opening the apartment door, followed by the dry sound of it closing.

And I remained there. Alone in that house.

I tried to catch my breath. Their verbal sparring. Carolina's comment about that other man on her terrace. The provocative signals to excite him... My thoughts trampled over each other, trying to process all the information I had just heard. A feeling of tension spread throughout my body, as if I were standing at the edge of an emotional abyss.

But there was no possible respite. Soon my phone vibrated and the screen lit up.

And I read:

“Daniel Italian class: Get out of there, man. It's done.”

His expression annoyed me. I cursed him and to some extent everything that was happening. Because I couldn’t control it, because I didn’t know what I wanted, and because I would certainly miss the final attacks and the final resistance. The only certainty was that I had to leave that place. I had no excuse to remain in that house.

It was maddening. My body trembled at the thought of being in a hotel, waiting for news from my wife. Even more maddening and heart-stopping was the idea of going all in... as I began to consider staying in that house, even knowing that Daniel would probably discover me.

I tried to calm myself. And after a few moments, I finally told myself that I couldn’t push any further, that I couldn’t risk any more.

I had decided. I was leaving. And I had to do it immediately since I couldn’t cross paths with my wife.

I gathered the suits and my suitcase. I opened the bedroom door to leave.

I inhaled for a moment and then released all the air. I had never had to deal with so much tension.

And unexpectedly, my phone vibrated in my pocket. I reached for my mobile. I looked at the screen. The vibration wouldn’t stop. Carolina was calling me.


CHAPTER 20

After a small sigh, came incomprehension. Then, suspicion assailed me. The phone wouldn’t stop vibrating in my hand; the buzzing was overwhelming and I couldn’t understand how she intended to call me when she was with Daniel. At the same time, I suspected that she might know more than it initially appeared.

She wouldn’t give up trying to contact me. The vibration was endless and I hesitated. I remembered when she had told him that she had seen him with another man on the terrace. I hadn’t thought about it until that moment, but, as delirious as it seemed, I wondered if she could have recognized me.

My phone finally stopped shaking. Not so my body.

I couldn’t tell if she knew about my presence there. At the same time, it seemed highly improbable. What if she did? I had long since lost control.

My phone lit up again. My wife was trying again. Once more the vibration. I answered.

“Hello... What? What are you doing? Still not in bed?” I heard her whisper, somewhat hurriedly, on the other end of the line. I strained my ears as much as I could. I could recognize background noise; she seemed to be out on the street already.

“Nothing. Here. At the hotel,” I lied. “What... are you doing? You’re the one with more to tell...” I also whispered into my phone, stumbling and stammering.

“I’m with this guy...” she said quietly, but with a bubbly and animated tone.

Hearing her tone, I dismissed my suspicions that she might know I was there.

“Oh, really? But are you with him now? Who is he? Tell me everything.”

Before I finished the sentence, she had already overlapped my voice:

“He’s looking for ice around here, on the street. At the bar downstairs I don’t know if there isn’t any or if they sent him packing. Now he’s desperately heading to the one closer to the corner.”

“But... where did you find this guy?” I asked, and my nerves weren’t calming despite her casual tone.

“He’s renting for a few days. He’s leaving soon. That’s the good part. If not... forget it.”

“Renting in our building?”

“Yes, yes. One of the apartments facing the avenue. I’ve been laughing at him since Sunday. He’s a muscle-head without much brain. Look at him... there he goes.”

“But...” I hesitated, and a thousand questions occurred to me but I couldn’t articulate any of them.

“Well. I’ll have to let you go. I was just calling to tell you that... I miss you, hope you come back soon, hopefully with good news from the interviews, and I’ll tell you about this guy later.”

“But... I don’t understand what you’re doing out there looking for ice with him...”

“Oh. Nothing. We’re going to have a drink at his place. I’ve been at his house for a while and the ice ran out. I’m messing with him a bit. He’s super horny.”

“Oh, really? Horny? You’ve been to his house?”

“Yes... Yes. The poor guy is desperate. I’m working on it. This time you won’t have any complaints,” she said and I could sense her smile on the other end of the phone.

“But what do you mean he’s desperate and super horny? How do you know?”

“Well... I was with him on his terrace... and he had a hard-on. But I mean... a big one.”

“Oh, really?” I was surprised and knew, from the vocabulary she was using, that she was more tipsy from the alcohol than I had thought.

“Yes. Totally. You could see the bulge in his pants, but really clearly. Look at him. He seems to be arguing with the guy at the outdoor bar. Poor thing...” my wife continued to transmit a mixture of drunkenness, enthusiasm, and sadism.

“So you’ve been teasing him then?”

“A little bit.”

“What are you wearing...?”

“What? Clothes?”

“Of course.”

“Well, I’m a bit dressed to kill... I won’t lie to you.”

“Oh, really? Tell me.”

“Well, I’m wearing the leather skirt, the white silk blouse, and the tall boots. I look a little slutty...”

“Yeah... I can imagine. It’s just that... with those boots you look...” I whispered and remembered her figure in those boots. And then my mind flew back to relive the image of her noticeable nipples, in his presence, and I thought about how to address that issue, but I wasn’t sure how.

“Yes. Anyway. I’ll tell you later. Now I really have to go.”

“But... Wait. What about kissing him like I told you?”

“I don’t know, Rafa... I don’t see it... Besides, he’s really ugly... His face, I don’t know... He has ego, that’s for sure. And he has a great body, but would you really want that?”

I hesitated and stammered, and she continued:

“Anyway, you’ll like it when I tell you how I got him all worked up.”

“I don’t know if that’s enough.”

“What do you mean it’s not? We can fantasize on Saturday about what would have happened if I had kissed him.”

“Kissed him... and more.”

“You want to fantasize about more?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes. Of course.”

“Okay. Then on Saturday we’ll fantasize about what would have happened if he... had kissed me... and had... fucked me... how does that sound?” she whispered with mischief and sensuality into the phone.

“Is it big?” I asked without thinking.

“What?” she asked, amused.

“Since you saw such a bulge...”

“Well... he seems well-equipped, yes. But honestly... I couldn’t care less if it’s half a meter long,” Carolina said more calmly.

And then I heard a male voice on the other end of the line, in the distance, and I recognized Daniel’s voice and the word “ice,” and then Carolina’s whisper saying: “I have to go.”

“I’m sure there’s some at your place. Come on,” I heard the much closer voice of that persistent player say clearly, and then the call disconnected.


CHAPTER 21

I had never felt such a strange mixture of frustration, calm, and expectation. Frustration because my wife seemed determined not to take any physical step with him, calm because of the sense of control she had shown and because she hadn't discovered me, and expectation about whether my wife would remain inflexible and about Daniel's statement that announced relentless advances.

I remembered Carolina's phrase about kissing him: “Do you really want that?” And I still had no answer to that question. The mixture of pain and morbid curiosity constituted a struggle between two titans that had me blocked.

That struggle also encompassed the idea that this undesirable man might continue his assault in my own home. That doubled both the gravity and the excitement.

I retreated and returned with my belongings to the bedroom, which was my refuge. I tried to think. There were three options for the continuation of their night: my house, Daniel's, or that they would finally have a drink at some venue.

I needed that information. In the dimness of that chaotic bedroom, I wrote to Carolina:

“What happened? Where are you going finally?”

After sending it, I remained absolutely captivated and glued to my phone screen. I let a minute pass. And then another. She wasn't even reading it.

Pursuing them through the city was out of the question. Me going to our house was also ruled out. The thought of retreating to a hotel felt like an unbearable misfortune. I only knew that I had to see them. Whatever I could. And for that, there was only one feasible option: staying put.

Working in my favor was that from the window of this room I could see if the lights in my house turned on. Working against me was that if they came to Daniel's place, I no longer had any pretext to stay here.

I tried to calm myself. I told myself: “If Daniel comes in and finds me here, I'll pretend to be asleep.” After all, what did I have to lose? He couldn't possibly suspect the reason for my resistance to leaving. And even if he took me for a sick voyeur, I absolutely didn't care; I wasn't planning to see him ever again.

I looked out the window toward my terrace. My terrace and my phone. My phone and my terrace. I observed compulsively. My heart was pumping forcefully, and that made it difficult for me to concentrate beyond the apartment door, as I was also listening for footsteps in the hallway.

And the news didn't come from the hallway or the phone. A couple of minutes later, my house emitted light.

I felt a shudder and exhaled dense, hot air. I knew my location wasn't the best, so I left the bedroom heading toward the terrace. The entire journey in darkness. I knew the location of the boxes, packages, the sofa, the kitchen counter; that entire extensive space comprising a living room, dining room, and kitchen was completely familiar to me. Then I went out to the terrace and indeed saw two small lanterns on the floor. I stopped then and had the serenity to position myself more or less in the place where they had been drinking and talking. From there I looked toward the interior of the house. You could see something of the counter, being white, but it would be very difficult to glimpse a figure crouched behind it.

I also saw the glasses. The bottle of gin, tonics, and a bowl with water that I understood to be melted ice. There was something fascinating about seeing all that from their perspective.

And I didn't delay any longer. I walked to the projection from where my own house could be seen. Once there, I crouched with more care, as I already knew that Carolina could see from our terrace more than one might initially suppose. But I soon knew my meticulousness was in vain, as I could see the illuminated terrace and kitchen, but I didn't see anyone.

I checked my phone and she still hadn't read my message. I raised my gaze and nothing changed. One. Two. Three minutes. And then a fleeting white blur crossed my field of vision. It was Carolina. Then a bulky mass next to her.

“What if the attack happened there? What if my wife accepted a kiss or even something more in my own house? What if they went out to the terrace and I could see them?” Those questions made me shudder. Nerves gripped me. Not even my breathing had a rhythm or cadence, but was agitated and disordered.

I stopped seeing them. And then the light went out.

“Please... Come here...” I whispered, and felt bad. I felt sick.

Burdened with that self-reproach and moral guilt, I made the reverse journey: from the terrace to the bedroom.

I entered and pulled the door close. I wished with all my might that they wouldn't stay in my house. I tried to calm myself again. Once more, favorable and unfavorable elements. Working against me was that in my house there were also drinks, of all kinds. In my favor was that it made no sense that they had turned off the light, because where else would they drink if not in the living room.

I exhaled. I checked my phone. I found it strange that Carolina didn't have even twenty seconds to read and answer me. I was uncomfortable. Sweaty. And although I had my shoes on, I still felt my feet cold as a consequence of having taken them off for the penultimate expedition.

And then I heard a sound. It undoubtedly came from the hallway. Then voices. They were approaching. Sound traces. Resonant steps of high-heeled boots. I sighed. I sat on the bed. The sound of the key in the lock.

They entered. They closed the front door. More audible footsteps. And I was about to sigh. But I couldn't. I couldn't because I heard my wife's voice, serious, threatening:

“...I already told you that if you put your hand on me again, I'll smash your face in.”


CHAPTER 22

I didn’t hear Daniel’s reply, nor did I have time to imagine what might have happened. I only listened and felt: I heard their footsteps crossing the living room toward the terrace, and I felt my nervousness and the latent tension between them.

Once I knew they were back on the terrace, I realized I had been holding my breath for some time; probably since they had entered. I then exhaled in an exaggerated and anguished manner. Once again overwhelmed by the uneasiness of being where I shouldn’t be and at the mercy of every step they took. Then I remembered the threatening warning my wife had given Daniel. I confirmed there was no danger, since I knew Carolina would be able to stop him if he tried to go too far.

Sometimes he seemed like a clumsy boor and sometimes almost like an experienced player. He combined ineptitude with occasional successes. Curiously, it seemed to me that he performed better when the situation was more tense. In fact, his provocation about my wife’s nipples had been his best move. Whatever the case, he wasn’t a man whose belligerence or frustration could be a problem; he would accept defeat with understandable anger and annoyance, but without lashing out.

From the bedroom where I was, I could hear Daniel serving the drinks. Again the tinkling of ice cubes. And I knew they weren’t talking. And I knew that the fact that he had bothered her, perhaps an attempt at a kiss, perhaps an attempt to grope her, was bad news for me.

I no longer had an excuse to stay there, but I was clinging to my absurd idea of pretending to be asleep once Carolina left and Daniel discovered me. Then I would go to a hotel. That was my escape plan. My action plan consisted of taking off my shoes once more and returning to my trench, to the blessed kitchen counter, and from there watching Daniel’s final attempts and my wife’s final defenses.

Once again, presumably for the last time, I proceeded with my espionage logistics, peeping and lurking. My furtive stealth was now expert, although this time I had to be even more careful, as the cold war being served on the terrace entailed a silence that worked against me.

Once sheltered at the kitchen island, I raised myself just enough to lift my eyes above the marble. And then I saw, once again, the sullen and anxious giant and the provocative and defiant woman.

I sensed an acute discomfort in her. The glasses were already served and they were drinking in silence. A slight breeze made the blonde bangs of my wife’s hair oscillate. And then she turned around, I got scared and crouched down a bit more, and Carolina, after placing her glass on the table behind her, picked up her phone.

She began typing. I assumed she was finally responding to me. Daniel was observing her with lust again.

My phone lit up faintly. And I read my wife’s message:

“He’s an idiot. I’ll tell you later.”

And it wasn’t so much her message as her body language that made me feel everything was falling apart. And it seemed unfair that a clumsy move by Daniel could ruin everything. I even believed it was Carolina’s excuse to ensure nothing would ultimately happen.

Crouched behind the counter, with my back to my wife and Daniel, and after deleting what I had written several times, I typed:

“Who cares if he’s an idiot. Kiss him or we don’t move forward.”

I didn’t need to peek again to sense Carolina’s rejection. I could imagine her shaking her head. Then I saw on my phone how she immediately wrote back:

“Rafa, does it really add that much? I think the fun is in the flirting, not the kiss.”

After reading it, I felt a double desperation: first, all the elements were there and yet it seemed nothing would happen, and second, I was taking tremendous risks by being there, and it felt unfair to be facing such danger only for my wife to suddenly cut everything off and show such apathy.

I peeked again. Carolina had her back to him. Daniel was drinking patiently and silently. She was waiting for my response. And then I wrote without thinking:

“Kiss him and let him touch you a little. I’m sure something will turn you on.”

I could feel her exasperation in a sigh when she read it. And she immediately got to work. Her fingers moved nimbly over her screen. Soon I read:

“I told you I don’t like him. I’m about to tell you and him to go to hell.”

Daniel then said something. She picked up her glass and turned toward him.

“Excuse me?” Carolina asked him while I was still feeling the impact of her message.

“I asked if you’re asking your hubby for permission again,” he said, enunciating in an exaggerated manner.

“You’re really hung up on this permission thing. I don’t need anyone’s permission for anything.”

“Yeah... Right...”

“Yeah, right, what?” my wife responded, and they both drank, looking at each other in silence.

I noticed Daniel’s outfit. It was true that it was strange for him to wear that informal tank top in contrast to his beige pants and shoes. It certainly seemed like a mistake, but I felt it didn’t matter anymore. The truly relevant mistake had been trying to get too forward too soon. She, on the other hand, still looked stunning, with an aggressive and torrid elegance.

“You still have to tell me about the hotel. That was left pending,” Daniel ventured.

“What about the hotel?” Carolina asked with apathy.

“Well, about... you... and your hubby going hunting, and you going to hotels with some stranger.”

“I already told you I’m not going to tell you anything more about that,” my wife answered and looked at her watch.

I felt it was the end. And I knew Daniel must be feeling it too. Half of Carolina’s drink had disappeared in just a few minutes. I was curious to know how clumsy Daniel’s attempt had been. And then, he said something that I understood wouldn’t benefit either him or me:

“So, what are we doing?” he asked.

And I expected an immediate shutdown from Carolina. Perhaps even a long sip and the beginning of a goodbye. But then she sighed and threw him a compassionate lifeline:

“I’m not going to tell you anything about my personal life, but you can tell me another one of those stories about masks or pregnant women, and then I’m leaving,” she told him with complete seriousness, but he also interpreted it as something positive.

“Which one did you like better?” he asked with a satisfied smirk.

“Of those two ridiculous stories? Well... look... within the realm of delusion, I don’t know if it’s better, but the pregnant woman one is more believable.”

“Mmm... Let’s see...” Daniel whispered and took a step forward. “I have some more stories, but what I could also do is tell you what I think you do in hotels with your husband and the lucky guy of the moment.”

“Oh, go ahead and tell me. We already know you don’t lack imagination,” Carolina said sarcastically without stepping back, and then took a drink from her glass.

“Well... let’s see,” Daniel began. “You arrive at a bar... Wait. First I need to know if your husband is active, passive, or submissive.”

“Excuse me?” Carolina smiled, almost laughing.

“What? You don’t know what that is?” Daniel vibrated.

“No, but you’re going to tell me.”

“Well... active is the one who participates. Passive is the one who just watches and maybe jerks off while watching. And submissive is the one who follows orders... in this case yours, or the bull’s.”

“Bull...” Carolina repeated, pretending to contain her laughter.

“That’s right. So what is your husband?” he asked seriously.

“Oh, I don’t know. We’re not that technical.”

“Ask him. Let’s see what he considers himself.”

“Ask him?”

“Yes. Right now. Ask him. I know you were texting with him... and that he knows something about you being here...”

“You’re losing it...” Carolina interrupted him, overlapping his voice.

They both drank then, simultaneously.

“Come on,” Daniel insisted, casually.

She shook her head. But it seemed to genuinely amuse her.

“Come on, you’ll see that he knows,” he insisted.

She smiled again and shook her head again. But she ended up turning around, putting down her glass and picking up her phone. I hid again and was curious about how she would ask me that question. My wife seemed to hesitate. She wasn’t writing continuously, but she was writing for a long time. She had her back to that man who was waiting patiently and who seemed to be reviving.

And then my screen lit up and I immediately read:

“This guy knows a lot. We’re talking about cuckolding. It’s just a supposition, of course, but... What kind of cuckold would you be? Active who participates, passive who watches, or submissive who would obey me or the bull or whatever he’s called?”

I didn’t want her to put down her phone again. So, quickly, I answered:

“Submissive.”

She was surprised. Her eyebrows raised. Holding onto her phone, she wrote, and I read:

“Seriously?”

“Yes, absolutely,” I responded.

And she was surprised again. And I wondered whether to write something more. The truth was that I had answered without thinking and without being completely sure. She also seemed to hesitate about whether to delve deeper into what had surprised her so much. Our indecision was seized upon by Daniel:

“Well? What did he say?” he asked.

She turned then, positioning herself in front of him again.

“He says submissive.”

“Don’t ask me why, but I expected that.”

“But submissive... what is that? To what extent?” my wife asked him. “I don’t think he understands it properly either.”

“Well, submissive would be, for example... Imagine... I don’t know... The bull tells him... ‘grab it and put it... in your mouth... or in...’”

—“Oh, please...” Carolina whispered.

—“What? Do you do that or not?” Daniel asked.

—“Wait, wait,” Carolina told him and returned to her phone.

She began typing then. She hesitated again. Typing and deleting. Until finally my screen lit up and I received on my phone:

—“Rafa. So. Submissive means like... you grabbing another guy’s cock... like you directing it and putting it inside me...”

—“I would love that,” I responded, extremely nervous, though without hesitation.

And then I looked up. And I could see the precise moment when Carolina opened her eyes with exaggeration.

—“What? Let’s see? Do you do it or not? It’s not really something to ask about but rather for you to tell me that you do it...” Daniel said then, as something clearly didn’t add up for him.

—“Well... he says yes... Although I don’t remember it happening like that... in such a... I don’t know,” my wife answered, trying to disguise her reaction as best she could.

—“Okay, well that detail is enough for me to start telling you what I think you do.”

Carolina then put down her phone, picked up her gin glass, and, facing him, without being intimidated by having him quite close, whispered suggestively and curiously:

—“Go ahead then. Tell me.”


CHAPTER 23

I couldn’t see them with the precision I wanted, since from my position I could see more of their profiles than their fronts, but I could detect a change in Daniel’s expression. He seemed to be concentrating, focusing, calming himself. I still couldn’t read him. It was becoming increasingly difficult for me to discern whether we were dealing with a dolt or a scholar.

That giant began to speculate about some nocturnal, sexual, and non-monogamous adventures that were actually nonexistent, between Carolina and me, without knowing it was me. And he did so as if he were visualizing it, not holding back in using explicit terminology:

“You arrive at a bar that you more or less know, in a city somewhat far from here. There you drink for a while until you find... the right guy. You discuss it between your hubby and you, but in the end you always choose and decide,” said Daniel, almost in a whisper, very close to my wife, who continued taking small sips, and for the moment wasn’t contradicting him.

He continued:

“You spend some time with him. You even end up... more or less explaining it to him, and once everything is clear... (some freak out, others not so much), the three of you go to the hotel. When you’re there, you tell him with all the politeness in the world... to wash his cock.”

I was startled when I heard that, and expected a funny and incredulous exclamation from Carolina, but her response was mocking, yet measured:

“Oh my. How hygienic,” my wife simply said sarcastically.

“Yes, yes. Well. It’s a moment you enjoy. First for that reason, so that he has it clean, and also because it brings him down a notch... because they usually arrive quite worked up, and also because that way you can talk a bit with your husband.”

“With my husband?”

“Yes, while he’s in the bathroom you take advantage of that moment of intimacy, which you haven’t had for a few hours, to talk.”

“And what do we talk about?” asked Carolina, who was again divided between curiosity and cynicism.

“Well, you talk about how you’re feeling about it... and how big he might be... if he’ll be good in bed... And there you usually tease him... you say things like... ‘maybe I’ll let him cum on my face...’ or... ‘if he’s not too big maybe I’ll ask him to do me in the ass...’, things like that. Obviously you’re already pretty hot by then.”

Carolina received those phrases with feigned indifference and he continued:

“And then he comes out of the bathroom...”

“All clean now,” my wife whispered.

“Yes. All clean. He comes out. And... you take it slow... you kiss while standing as your husband watches. Sometimes it’s the first time, sometimes you’ve already kissed before. You kiss and undress and you stay in stockings and panties.”

“Oh, I wear stockings,” Carolina interrupted.

“Yes. Yes. Your husband and you love it. You wear slutty stockings that you both love.”

“We love them...” my wife repeated sarcastically.

They both drank then. Looking at each other intently. I was amazed that Daniel would speak to her in such an explicit way and she seemed to feel more and more curious. I didn’t know if sexual tension was exactly what was there, but undoubtedly both were comfortable in their own way.

“Well, so we kiss and we undress, and what else? How is the guy?” she inquired.

“There’s all kinds. But in this specific case, the guy is very good,” Daniel provoked.

“Oh, really? You don’t say. How lucky for me.”

“You bet...” whispered Daniel, who wasn’t intimidated.

“Well, and what else? Tell me,” Carolina asked.

“Well... At that moment what you usually ask for is to have your pussy eaten...” Daniel said with confidence, and I swallowed hard, and my wife tilted her head and touched her hair, as if in an erratic impulse. “But lately let’s say you’re in a bad streak, you think they don’t do it well. You’re a bit disenchanted with that topic. Besides, your husband isn’t particularly turned on by that either... So at that moment...”

“Wait, wait,” my wife recovered. “Let me get this straight. He’s already naked. My husband is watching us. I’m in stockings and panties. And there... they usually eat me out, but I don’t trust they’ll do it... satisfactorily. Am I following correctly?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. So... let me guess. I change from having... my pussy eaten... to... eating... his... myself.”

“That’s right,” Daniel responded, and I couldn’t believe my wife’s counterattack.

“Okay. Continue,” said Carolina and took another sip.

“Continue the same way? With all the details?” he asked.

“Yes, yes. Don’t hold back. Do I look like I’m scared of your dirty talk? I told you before that I don’t get scared,” she said.

“Okay, so... you kneel down and start sucking his cock...”

“Poor knees. Well... How... fortunate... for the guy, right?”

“Well. You and your husband are fortunate too... he watches delighted. In fact, sometimes you look up at the lucky guy, and sometimes at your husband... And then there comes a moment when it’s even cleaner, you’ve licked his balls and everything, and your husband has gone crazy watching you... and then you tell the lucky guy: ‘now my husband is going to come closer, but don’t worry...’”

“Oh, really? I say that? I see where you’re going. So, like, my husband is weird but not bisexual yet,” said Carolina with sarcastic seriousness.

“Yes, more or less. Well. The guys usually get a bit surprised at that point. But of course. Having you on your knees and sucking... who’s going to complain, you know?”

“Right. Of course. And what else happens?”

“Well, then comes a moment you both love. It’s kind of... transgressive.”

“Trasgresor,” my wife smiled slightly, aware of her error with that word, and took another sip.

“Transgressive, yes. Your husband comes closer. He kneels beside you... and... well... the guy gets a bit scared at first, but he always ends up letting it happen... Your husband... grabs his cock... and guides it a little, toward you.”

“You don’t say...?”

“Yes, yes... He guides it... Puts it in your mouth... or rubs it on your face... Things like that... You both get incredibly turned on doing that.”

“Wow.”

“You bet.”

“I see... And what else happens?”

“Well... Before the next step you tease him a bit. Your husband. You say things like... ‘what a cock I’m sucking...’ and ‘give it to me again...’”

“I say that?”

“Yes... you say: ‘give me his cock again,’ and he brings it toward you. And you put it in your mouth while looking at him.”

“Okay, very good... What else do I do with this wonder I put in my mouth?” my wife provoked.

“Well... The truth is you suck the guy’s cock for quite a while. You also grab his balls. Suck them... Get them nice and wet. Do you like sucking balls?”

“Depends on whose. And what else do I do? Tell me.”

“Well, sometimes you place his cock on your face... You love feeling it all over your pretty face. Then you move away and it’s your husband who offers it to you... You rub it on your lips... get it wet... You give it a lick... And sometimes you close your eyes and suck it for a few seconds... doing your thing... really enjoying it. Then you take your mouth away and say more things to your husband...”

“Wow... how... collaborative it all is. Seems like a rehearsed dance.”

“You bet... The best part is when your husband puts it in your mouth with one hand and pushes your head and guides you with the other.”

“Yeah... well, that sounds good, yes...” she conceded.

And I, in absolute stillness, found myself forced to exhale. Those obscenities were undoubtedly morbidly exciting, and I knew that beneath my wife’s mocking facade, an aroused throbbing was emerging. And it was obvious that Daniel was placing himself with us; that’s how I felt it, and that’s how my wife felt it. Both Carolina and I were imagining ourselves there, with him, in a hotel, me taking his cock and bringing it to her mouth. Once again my wife’s nipples betrayed her, standing erect and marking her bra and shirt with abrupt prominence, and once again she did nothing to hide it.

“I understand that’s what you meant by... cuckold... submissive.”

“Exactly.”

“And what other things do I say?”

“To your husband?”

“Yes.”

“Well, you tell him... ‘this is a real cock, not like yours.’ You also tell him... ‘I want it inside me now...’ and while you’re saying it you’re fondling everything; the balls, the shaft, everything, and you’re looking at the cock...”

“Having the time of my life,” Carolina interrupted.

“Yes. Basically,” said Daniel, who knew, as I did, that her interruptions were meant to create a false cynical distance, because she was affected by and experiencing with considerable tension what he was describing.

“And what else?”

“Well, after that... you take off your panties... and go to the bed, and you ask him to put on a condom. And... he puts it on, and then comes another peculiar moment, which is that you tell your husband to check it. So he comes over and... adjusts it properly.”

“Checks it thoroughly.”

“That’s right. He makes sure it’s on properly.”

I swallowed hard again. I hadn’t explicitly imagined it before, but at that moment I did imagine grabbing Daniel’s cock; the enormous dick I had seen moments earlier, but erect, huge; and I imagined adjusting the condom properly while Carolina waited, lying back on the bed. It was undeniable that the situation couldn’t be more exciting… nor more humiliating.

“And…” Daniel continued, “he then goes to the bed and lies on top of you. By the way, you like him to be big, for everything to be big.”

“Big… what?”

“Everything. You like everything big,” Daniel whispered, almost threateningly. “You like to be well covered… and for everything down below to be big too.”

“Like you, of course,” she shot back.

“For example.”

“What else?” Carolina asked and took a small step backward, as he was now speaking almost lip to lip with her.

“Well at that point… you play a little. He’s desperate to put it in… You kiss and all that. And you feel his cock there… between your legs… but you always twist your hips slightly so it doesn’t go in.”

“I mistreat him a little bit…” she retreated slightly.

“Yes, you’re excellent at that,” he snapped, moving closer again.

“And what does my husband do?” Carolina evaded.

“Ugh, your poor little husband is going crazy. He moves from one side of the bed to the other. Here and there. Jerking off. Watching and dying for it to go in already.”

“Poor thing…”

“Yeah, well. You know. These cuckolds… they want it and don’t want it at the same time. They say that’s the appeal.”

“They’re a bit crazy.”

“Well… to each their own. You also like seeing him like that.”

“Right… What else?” Carolina asked.

“Well… eventually a really good moment arrives. It turns out that when you’ve tired of playing and… let’s not kid ourselves… you’re also dying for him to put it in you, you end up telling, and ordering, your husband to put it in.”

“For him to put it in me?”

“No, no. For him to grab the lucky guy’s cock and guide it to put it in you.”

“Oh, what a scare. If after all this mess it’s my husband putting it in me like always…”

“No. No. Obviously the bull is the one who puts it in.”

“The bull…” Carolina smiled, seeking in these remarks a way to disguise her excitement. “I find the word ‘bull’ funny. And then my husband grabs it and guides it… like it’s a battering ram.”

“Yes. That’s it. You yourself ask him to. You open your legs wide… and your husband grabs it to put it in you. He positions it… and the bull pushes… sinks into you… you feel his cock… until he puts it all the way in and you writhe with pleasure,” Daniel whispered, and then my wife made as if to drink again, but abandoned the attempt halfway.

“And…” he continued, “he fucks you like that, missionary style. And you watch how your husband gets desperate. You see how he jerks off watching you both. And you feel turned on and a little sorry for him. But you know that’s what gets him off. So you start talking, while he’s fucking you, you say things to the bull, but they’re really for your husband.”

“What things?” my wife asked, serious.

“Well… you say: ‘what a cock you have, you bastard,’ ‘how well you fuck me,’ ‘finally a real cock,’ ‘finally someone who knows how to fuck me,’” he whispered, emphasizing each word.

I focused then on my wife. She wasn’t interrupting him anymore. And her nipples continued to betray her.

“In missionary you like to be fucked slowly,” Daniel continued, in whispers, very close to Carolina. “You like to feel it properly, and for the bull’s cock to fit well in your pussy. But you don’t completely let yourself go until you change positions, until you get on top of him.”

“So I get on top,” she managed to say.

“Yes… you ride him. You impale yourself all the way to his balls…” that bastard Daniel whispered to her, his lips extremely close, and I was convinced he would try to kiss her at any moment.

“What else?”

“Imagine it…” Daniel whispered to her.

“It’s hard for me to imagine it… I can’t put a face to him.”

“You bitch…” he smiled at her resistance.

“Continue…” my wife requested.

“I should continue?”

“Yes.”

“Well… You get on top. You take it all the way in. And that’s usually when you both let yourselves go. You understand each other now,” Daniel said and placed his glass on the table behind my wife, completely surrounding her. Carolina’s backside was pressed against the table. Their bodies, face to face, were almost touching.

“And how do we let loose?” Carolina asked, in an ambiguous and provocative whisper that curiously hurt me. And then she also set down her glass and positioned herself in front of him again.

“Well... that’s when you finally become yourself,” Daniel dropped the bait, but she didn’t interrupt him. “That’s when you look at your husband while you ride him. You move your hips at full speed. That’s when you moan and scream. You feel the hot cock and you make sure your husband knows it. That’s when the bull, who now knows what you’re about, calls you a slut and a whore and spanks your ass with slaps that echo throughout the room. That’s when this stranger sits up and devours your tits and you scream... That’s when your husband approaches... incredibly horny, and tries to put his cock in your mouth, but you reject him saying you don’t want his cock... that you’re bored of it.”

Daniel then put his hands on my wife’s hips... He did it in a quick, accurate, decisive movement... and she didn’t protest. He was finally touching her. And I was left breathless. My heart was pounding so hard that I even seemed to have difficulty hearing them.

“And what... else... happens...?” my wife whispered, completely cornered, but without removing those hands from her waist.

“Then... your hubby goes to an armchair. There’s always an armchair in those bedrooms. And then something happens that you both love: you get on all fours facing your husband...”

I exhaled. I couldn’t take it anymore. My cock was bulging in my pants. I could feel my wife’s excitement. And I didn’t understand why Daniel wasn’t trying to kiss her already. I thought, for the first time, that perhaps she would accept it. My wife was aroused, I could feel it, and Daniel must have felt it too. Her cheeks were burning. She was touching her hair in an awkward way and sometimes averting her gaze. I was certain my wife was fighting an internal battle.

It was maddening to see those hands of his on her hips, half on her skirt, half on her blouse... not moving, neither upward in search of her breasts, nor downward to feel her ass.

“You both love that,” Daniel continued against my wife’s lips. “He fucks you on all fours and you scream like crazy in front of your husband. You wake up the entire floor of the hotel... who are amazed by the... slut... being fucked...” Daniel whispered, and I felt like he was kissing her, as he moved closer after insulting her. And then she sought it. And it happened. It happened and I was left breathless. Their lips touched... There was minimal contact. My heart was leaping out of my chest. But I was still waiting for the definitive and conclusive attack. And then my wife put her hands on his chest... and slightly withdrew her face.

“Stop...” she whispered to him.

Daniel moved away a little and diverted his gaze from her eyes, and scrutinized her body: her neckline, her breasts, her skirt, her boots, and then he lowered his hands and brought them to her leather skirt, perhaps trying to lift it.

“Stop...” my wife protested then, but her hands didn’t leave his chest.

Their faces were no longer so close, but his pelvis seemed to be in contact with her skirt. I, desperate, was dying with desire for him to move closer again.

And then he whispered:

“You love being fucked like that... on all fours... looking at your husband... Don’t you?”

“Stop...” she whispered, and I didn’t understand what was happening, as he didn’t seem to be moving.

And then he stepped back a little more. He took a step back. And Carolina, like me, saw the flagrant evidence: an enormous bulge under his pants. His delicate light brown pants were signed by a thick and elongated element.

Daniel was exhibiting himself like this, in a crude way, even a bit theatrical, but he was showing her what she could have if she wanted.

“Should I keep telling the story or should we just fuck now?” Daniel suddenly said, startling us, and I knew that phrase had been a mistake, as his overacted virile ostentation had probably just been as well.

After a few seconds of hesitation, Carolina said:

“Tell me how it ends and then I’m leaving.”

Daniel approached again. Very close again. I knew he wouldn’t accept that. I knew he would try to kiss her, that it was the moment. And then my wife surprised me. I had never seen her do something like this. And I understood that her excitement had to be at its peak to do that. Or perhaps, simultaneously, she was trying to calm Daniel, to give him something, a momentary consolation, because Carolina lowered her hand and touched one of his thighs... then subtly moved her hand toward the center... and seemed to be feeling that monstrosity that marked his pants. It seemed evident that she was grazing it, over his clothes. And then, with her hand placed there, with an exasperating delicacy, she whispered to him:

“Come on. Finish the story.”


CHAPTER 24

I couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t bear it. I had truly believed it was what I wanted, that the thrill would overcome the anguish, but I imagined, for just a brief moment, them kissing, and I felt like I was dying right there.

Perhaps what was happening was that I had been living in a kind of self-deception that had now vanished, or perhaps it was my wife’s proactive behavior, that subtle, new and first-time movement, that had changed everything.

The idea floated through my mind that she might actually desire him. That she wasn’t doing it for me, or for our problems. Thinking that her fall might be due to a sexual impulse, physical, individual and needy, was destroying me.

I couldn’t bear it to the point that I had to crouch down, curl up and stop spying on them.

While I took refuge and felt that pain, I could hear Daniel blowing a myriad of obscenities into my wife’s lips. He was describing how a stranger would fuck her on all fours in front of her “hubby,” but we all knew that he was actually proposing and announcing how he would fuck her.

I couldn’t get the image out of my mind of my wife’s hand delicately caressing that enormous monstrosity. And I knew it was unfair, since she had barely given him anything, and besides, I had asked her for a kiss that she hadn’t even given, but having seen her touch that made me whisper in my mind a pitiful: “if the problem was that you wanted to touch a good cock, you could have been honest from the beginning.”

Again I thought that if what she did with him wasn’t for me, or for us, I wouldn’t be able to bear it.

“It makes you so fucking horny when the bull fucks you like that... with those slutty stockings... in front of your husband, doesn’t it...?” I heard Daniel whisper to her, and she didn’t respond.

And I imagined her, with her nipples sharp, enormous, with her cock-teasing clothes, incredibly horny, and with her hand permanently on that idiot’s crotch, and I whispered to myself again: “you’ve been wanting to feel his cock for an hour.”

And again I knew I was being unfair, that I myself had asked her to kiss him and even do more than that, but I couldn’t help blaming her.

And suddenly I heard nothing. And I feared the kiss. I felt like I was falling apart. I wouldn’t be able to resist it. She was my wife. And that guy was a cretin who couldn’t even believe how I myself had handed her to him on a silver platter.

I decided to peek. My heart was racing wildly, like a hammer pounding relentlessly. I had to see it, although I doubted I would be able to face it.

I dared. I raised my gaze above the bar. And I saw that they weren’t kissing despite being very close. And I saw that my wife’s hand was no longer on his member but was resting lightly on his waist.

“And... that bull... where does he cum?” Carolina asked then.

“Where would you like?”

“I don’t know. It’s your story. It’s your... trasgresora invention...” my wife mocked again, but her flushed face didn’t reflect a corresponding relaxation.

“Well...” he hesitated.

And then my wife sighed. Her bangs waved. She seemed overwhelmed. She moved her hand that flew from his waist to his chest and said:

“Sorry... Move away... Give me some air, please. I think I’m a little drunk.”

He complied, and let that hand push him minimally, and gave her space.

And I then noticed that that giant couldn’t look at her with more sick desire, and I perceived that Carolina’s breasts outlined her white silk shirt with an incredibly sexual firmness, despite not wearing it tight.

“I think I’m going home,” my wife said then, and Daniel didn’t take long to vent his frustration aggressively:

“I don’t know what game you’re playing, Carolina. I don’t fucking understand you at all. Sometimes I think you’ve never cheated on your husband in your fucking life.”

He repeated himself in two other equally crude and threatening phrases, but she, who seemed tired, overwhelmed and indeed also somewhat drunk, stoically endured that scolding.

“I think you’re a cock-teaser. Nothing more. That you don’t have any more story than that,” he insisted.

“I couldn’t care less what you think,” my wife finally defended herself, though with certain apathy.

And then she turned, in a slow movement, and picked up her phone. And, with her back to him, she began to type on it.

I was sure she was trying to send something to me. I was also convinced of the content; she was probably writing to tell me that finally nothing had happened and that she was going home.

I felt a sudden relief then. I also felt a sudden love for her. I could feel how my heart relaxed slightly.

I crouched down a bit, waiting for my screen to light up, and indeed that happened right away.

And then I read:

“Rafa, I assume you’re still awake. Last chance. Would you want something to happen with the guy I’m with now or not?”

I wasn’t expecting that. But I only had time to imagine her kissing him again and the suffering was such... the pain was of such intensity... that, nervous, but convinced, I wrote:

“No. The truth is I don’t.”

I looked at her, and I could see when she received my refusal, but I couldn’t read any reaction in her expression.

Carolina put down her phone and turned around, saying to Daniel:

“You know what? I’m going to tell you something... curious.”

“You’re going to tell me you’ve never cheated on him, aren’t you?” he asked, speaking in a harsh tone that contrasted with her conciliatory one, and he moved closer again.

“No, what I’m telling you is that my husband has been saying yes all night, but now he’s telling me he doesn’t want me to do anything. What do you think about that?”

“I don’t have to think anything about it. The question is whether he’s in charge or you are,” he snapped, visibly desperate.

They were very close again. Daniel seemed to hesitate about whether to put his hands back on her waist. Suddenly she appeared somewhat uneasy, or receptive, and my overwhelming anxiety returned. I didn’t know what game my wife was playing.

“Does he know you touched my cock?” Daniel asked her, and I trembled.

“I didn’t touch anything.”

“Of course you did. And you know what I think?”

“What?”

“That what you need is to obey less, fulfill fewer of his whims and... how should I put this... feel unfaithful.”

“Feel unfaithful...? Really?”

“Yes.”

“And why is that?”

“Because your problem isn’t that you don’t turn him on, but that he doesn’t turn you on.”

“Well, look. That might actually be true,” my wife said with gravity and severity, and I felt an immense pain.

“And that gets solved by me feeling unfaithful?” she continued.

“No, that has no solution. But it’s time for you to give yourself some joy.”

“And you’re that joy?” she asked, and Daniel put his hands on Carolina’s hips.

“Stop...” she protested faintly, but didn’t remove his hands.

“Repeat that part about him not wanting you to do anything today,” Daniel whispered, millimeters from her lips, and my heart raced even faster.

“He doesn’t want me to do anything today...” she whispered, serious, without flinching...

...and then Daniel leaned in, moved, attacked, and planted a kiss, short, delicate but audible, on my wife’s lips.

It was a second. Fleeting. And he pulled back. It was a strange, quick peck. But incredibly painful for me. His enormous bald head had moved to kiss that cornered beauty... who hadn’t protested.

“Tell me again... I didn’t quite catch that,” he whispered again.

“That... my husband told me he doesn’t want me to do anything with you today...” my wife murmured...

...and again he attacked... Again an ephemeral kiss that resonated, killing me, continuing a macabre game.

“Are you going to tell him about this?” Daniel asked her after pulling his face back a few centimeters.

“There’s nothing to tell...” my wife whispered, barely audibly, close to his mouth.

Their lips face to face. My anguish was crushing me. My entire body was trembling. It was heartbreaking not to see any repulsion or rejection in Carolina’s eyes.

“That’s what I meant. That what’s exciting for you isn’t the little game directed by your husband. What’s exciting for you has to be doing these things and then telling him little or nothing afterward,” Daniel whispered.

“I’m not going to tell him anything because this is nothing...” my wife countered.

“Oh, really?”

“Yes...” Carolina whispered in a thread of a voice.

That bastard Daniel read that weakness with cunning and began to move one of his hands up my wife’s shirt, feeling, caressing, until he reached one of her breasts.

“Stop...” she protested in a whisper and he stopped his hand, but seemed to be rubbing his thumb over her breast. And he stayed like that for a few seconds, eternal seconds during which my wife allowed herself to be minimally caressed, while they looked at each other, and then his hand was joined by the other as they moved toward her neckline.

“And this? Is this also nothing?” he asked her as he unbuttoned one button, and I fell apart as I imagined the cleavage that bastard had created.

“Yes. This is also nothing,” she answered.

And again his enormous head, his trimmed beard and his bald scalp, ventured on a third incursion that aimed to place a delicate kiss on my wife’s lips. Another peck on her lips, audible again, but each time was different. I could sense more and more heat in her, more incomprehension and less resistance. After that furtive kiss, Daniel pulled back again and observed her neckline with a fixed and almost rabid stare. That giant permanently seemed like a caged beast, about to tear the bars to pieces.

"Are you going to tell him about this?"

"Not for now," my wife answered, tilting her head and placing her hands on his waist.

Her gesture was inviting, and that was what was killing me. And how could he not try. She seemed to be asking for it. And I couldn’t help getting excited and cursing her. And it happened. From the very start of the movement, there was a different vehemence, pure anxiety. That jerk’s mouth attacked decisively, their lips met, and I felt an uncontainable resentment at the precise moment when my wife opened her mouth. And I whispered, trembling: "you bitch..." at the moment when her face tilted and I felt their tongues making contact. Her eyes closed, the complicity of their tongues. I could feel the heat, the saliva, the electricity; her adrenaline from the new touch, the new smell, and from the infidelity. And I could feel his latent triumph.

The kiss lingered. They melted into one. She squeezed his waist when she felt him most intensely, and he brought his hands to her face, in what I understood as false warmth, because it really showed an attempt at dominance.

I looked away. I looked at the floor. I thought I would feel less pain that way, but the kiss was audible and by not looking, my hearing became more acute. It was absolutely heartbreaking to feel her surrender. Not in my worst dreams would I have thought I would feel it like this.

"Stop... Seriously..." I heard Carolina whisper, and I looked again, and saw how she subtly broke free from him, and from the height of her hands, I deduced that he must have tried to unbutton another button.

"This you will tell him, won’t you? This you’re going to tell him," he said, accepting her rejection, but elated after the passionate kiss my wife had just accepted.

"This I might..."

"Well, don’t."

"Oh, no? Why not?"

"Because if you tell him, you won’t get out of the spiral where you do favors for someone who doesn’t turn you on anymore. And you need something else."

My wife looked at him suspiciously. She probably only saw a ploy to reach higher levels.

"I would alternate," Daniel said. "Meeting up with someone and having him watch... That doesn’t turn you on as much because you feel like you’re doing your husband a favor. That’s for him. For you, it would be... whatever infidelities you want. Let him know, but don’t tell him much."

My wife listened to him; it had been a while since she’d interrupted him with lewd jokes. And both she and I were surprised that he was putting effort into giving such advice right after kissing her. We both thought Daniel would be the type who wouldn’t let go of his prey once he had it trapped.

At that moment, he extended his arm, but not toward Carolina, rather toward his glass that was resting on the table, inches from where my wife was leaning. And he positioned himself in front of her again. And he drank, marking the pace. She watched him, with nothing in her hands, nothing to hold onto to hide her discomfort. Not only did I not see guilt in her gaze, but I truly felt that my wife wanted him to kiss her again.

Until that moment, everything he had done had seemed, at its root, easily classifiable as either right or wrong. However, what he did next confused and divided me so much that I didn’t know if it was a gross error or a precise provocation that would disarm my wife:

That giant, whose dripping glass seemed to have given him an extravagant idea, brought his glass toward my wife’s torso. It was a crude and surprising movement. Daniel brought his glass to one of her breasts and brushed it there, taking advantage of the water droplets on the outside of the icy crystal, and whispered:

"What fucking amazing nipples you have..."

My wife tensed up, but didn’t move. She didn’t even sigh. Shocked, she held her breath. And I exhaled heavily. She wasn’t protesting and that was killing me. She was letting him harass her, letting him rub his cold glass against nipples that seemed to crystallize, becoming more brutish and vigorous. And then he, before drinking again, and after soaking my wife’s shirt and bra, drenching her clothes, whispered:

"Were you jealous when I said the pregnant woman had bigger ones than you?"

"I don’t think this is a competition..." she managed to say, which verbally sounded respectable, but everything else, especially that wet patch on her shirt and her telltale nipples, worked against her.

Daniel set his glass back on the table and positioned himself in front of her again; and I knew it, and Carolina knew it too, as we were starting to know him; we knew that at that moment he was going to do or say something surprising:

"Since you won’t let me unbutton more buttons, why don’t you show them to me yourself..." he whispered.

"What? Are you crazy...?" she said.

"Why?"

"I’m not going to show you anything. We’ve done enough already. If you want to compare them with the pregnant woman’s, you’re really sick—"

"Done enough?" he interrupted.

"Yes."

"Oh, so we’re not going to fuck?" Daniel asked, and I knew he was making another mistake.

"Are you out of your mind...?" my wife repeated.

And then there was silence. They stared at each other intently. And I, with all the pain that entailed, once again had the feeling that she wanted him to kiss her again.

“The pregnant woman had bigger ones. For sure.”

“And why are you telling me this...” my wife sketched in a grimace of indignation.

“But she had these black areolas... that were a bit... too much.”

“And why the hell should I care” Carolina bristled.

“Because I’m sure yours are pink.”

“You’re a fucking psycho. Seriously,” she whispered, who, desperate for not having anything to hold onto and to show she didn’t know where to put her hands, grabbed his glass. And drank.

She drank and looked at him. And he moved closer. And she put the gin glass back where it was.

Daniel placed his hands on my wife’s waist. Restrained. He looked at the soaked patch on that breast and seemed about to do something reckless. And then he attacked again, with his face, with his mouth; he approached again and once more I felt the pain of my wife’s surrender: when he came close to kiss her, she received him again. She tilted her face, closed her eyes and put her hands on his hips. Their lips joined, moist and in rhythm, and again I could feel that she opened her mouth even before he did. And again a lament from me, accusatory, but my only way to release that nervousness. A “she kisses well... huh, bitch...” sprouted in my mind as I watched that make-out session of an unfaithful wife who I was certain was seeking pleasure and adrenaline, for herself, only for herself.

And again the sound, the saliva, but this time a purr was added, from her, which was in itself a reward and acknowledgment. It was a “you’re doing well” and a “you can kiss me all you want,” which I found painful and made me try to remember if she had ever kissed me like that.

The kiss lingered and that giant couldn’t control himself and tried to unbutton another button. And she, entranced by the kiss, allowed it. And the neckline was no longer a small crack but a ravine; but he wanted more and continued with another button, at which point the kiss was cut off, and my wife, flushed, aroused, and with her cheek pressed against his, whispered to him, with her eyes closed, in his ear:

“You want to see them... you pig?”

And he continued unbuttoning, pressed against her, until he undid all the buttons and pulled back a little.

And then, Carolina, tremendously aroused, whispered:

“If I show them to you, I’m leaving”

And I knew it was a trap. That she didn’t want that. That the kisses, for her, were what was acceptable and perfect. And she was expecting a complaint from him. Something that would allow her to continue the back and forth and at the same time continue kissing. But then Daniel said:

“Okay. That works for me.”


CHAPTER 25

She didn’t seem to understand why he would accept the deal. It made no sense to her. I didn’t understand it either. She had set a trap for herself, thinking he would want much more.

“Seriously?” Carolina asked.

“Seriously. Of course,” said Daniel, who even seemed to be giving her space.

“You’re such an idiot… Sometimes you act like a child,” she whispered, and he shrugged. “I’ll do it and then I’m leaving. And it’ll be just for a second. And don’t text me afterward.”

“No, no…”

“This isn’t a ‘let’s meet tomorrow’ thing. This is it and we’re done,” my wife insisted.

And she received no further response.

All the buttons on her shirt were undone, but it was still mostly closed. Carolina seemed to hesitate, but suddenly she huffed with determination, appearing to steel herself to get it over with as quickly as possible: she pulled apart her white shirt, allowing him a frontal view of her breasts in her bra, and brought her hands to the cups to pull them down…

“No, no, no, no…” Daniel protested rapidly and she stopped.

“What.”

“No… Since this is… the end… You have to do it properly.”

My wife stared at him. And I wished she would tell him to go to hell. But she didn’t.

“Take off your shirt… then your bra… and show them to me properly… and then you can go,” Daniel said confidently.

Carolina then looked toward the avenue.

“Nobody’s going to see you. I doubt anyone is out there with binoculars at this hour waiting for the little slut in the white shirt to show her tits,” Daniel snapped at her, seeming more calm and authoritative as the situation grew more tense.

And in a way he was right: due to the shape of the building, his terrace had a privacy that ours didn’t; there couldn’t be any spectator within less than three or four hundred feet.

My wife shook her head and whispered:

“You’re such an asshole…”

And Daniel, cleverly, didn’t take the bait of her insult. And again silence. A pause that worked against Carolina.

Without a doubt, my wife held her body in high esteem. In particular, and with good reason, she was aware of the importance and magnitude of her breasts, but she also knew that the embarrassment would be extreme.

“Fine, whatever…” my wife whispered, bringing her hands to her shirt.

“Yes, I will see,” he replied.

“It’s something you could see at any beach,” said Carolina as she removed her shirt in front of him.

“I don’t think you see this at just any beach,” Daniel countered, licking his lips as he watched my wife, self-conscious, turn slightly and place her shirt on the table.

And she stood before him in her bra. The cups, flesh-colored, substantial, large, slightly satiny with a bit of lace, firmly contained their power. The impact of what she offered was dazzling in terms of aesthetics and electrifying in terms of sexuality. And I put myself in his shoes and knew he must be thinking that nothing was really forcing this woman to do this, so it could be deduced that she was seeking intensity, a stimulating erotic experience, due to the shadow of a tremendous deficiency in her marriage. My wife’s acceptance had much to do with defiance, but above all it was symptomatic.

My wife in her bra, leather skirt and high boots, standing before that cretin who made no attempt to hide his erection beneath his pants.

“Wow…” Daniel overacted in a sickly whisper.

“You’re an idiot…” my wife whispered, still hesitating, and I knew she would have preferred more kissing and less exposure.

“Beige? I might have expected a sluttier color,” said Daniel.

“It’s nude, so the color doesn’t show through…” my wife answered, almost pretending normalcy and delaying the inevitable; and I was shivering from cold and nerves, crouched down, unable to understand how they had gotten to this point… and I feared she would do it, and perhaps feared even more that she wouldn’t tell me about it afterward.

My wife brought her hands behind her back, to the clasp of her bra.

“You know you’re wetting your pants, right?” she said to him then, which surprised me.

“I don’t care,” he whispered, glancing quickly downward, and from where I was, I couldn’t see it clearly.

“I hope when I take off my bra you don’t wet yourself more. Aren’t you wearing underwear or what?” Carolina spoke, with her hands behind her back, perhaps wanting to divert attention from what was supposed to be ‘her moment.’

“No, I’m not. Thin pants and no underwear… like that older guy in your porn video. Come on, stop stalling…” said Daniel, closing off all her exits.

And then something came undone. My wife’s breasts breathed. And I exhaled once more. She didn’t make a show of it. She didn’t draw it out. Between eroticism and brutality, she chose brutality. Perhaps it was her way of rebelling, since the context called for performance, spectacle, and she simply exposed raw femininity. Her bra descended and her breasts were freed. And through Daniel, I could experience the impact of seeing Carolina’s breasts for the first time. He was left impressed by the grandeur of two breasts that flowed large and fleshy, first together and then separating; and he let out air as he fixed his gaze on extensive, rosy areolas, crowned by erect, pointed nipples. Despite their size and weight, everything remained upright and turgid; some veins emphasized even more a naturalness that was almost suffocating.

“Holy shit...” Daniel whispered. And she, who was trying to feign indifference, but was trembling from embarrassment, excitement, and nervousness, granted him a few moments of extension.

My wife, with her bra in hand, could look at that unattractive face, at that enormous body, and at that cock that was bulging and wetting his pants, without the danger of being caught in her observation, since his eyes were permanently fixed on her tits.

“Done?” she finally asked, after clearing her throat, in a tone that aimed to be haughty, almost cocky.

“Damn...” he whispered again, still not recovering.

And then Carolina turned around. She gave him her back, placed the bra on the table and began to put on her shirt.

“You’ve got to be kidding me...” Daniel protested, affected and in a low tone.

My wife, with her back to him, was putting an end to all of that and buttoning up. And Daniel, from behind, could see her unhurried pace. I, from the side, glimpsed her trembling hands and knew that her slowness wasn’t the result of apathetic self-assurance but of extreme nervousness.

“Are you really leaving?” he asked, approaching.

“Of course. I already told you,” she answered, finishing buttoning three or four buttons.

“Are you seriously going to show me your tits and then just leave?”

“You think it’s been a bad night?” Carolina asked, grabbing the bra and turning around, facing him.

“I think it could be better.”

“Well, I’m sorry, buddy.”

“And the bra... Are you going to leave it as a gift?”

“No. Obviously I’m taking it with me.”

“And what are you going to tell your little hubby about this?” Daniel asked and looked down: if Carolina’s nipples were already outlining her shirt when there was a bra in between, at that moment, without lingerie trying to control them, the relief was sinfully scandalous.

“Mmm... We’ll see,” she answered, still pretending confidence.

He then moved closer. Closer. Much closer. Their faces again face to face. His pelvis pressing against her leather skirt.

“Stop... I told you I’m leaving.”

“Yeah... Just one goodbye kiss,” Daniel whispered and, catching her off guard, attacked once more: his whole body lunged forward, and this time my wife turned her face slightly, avoiding the kiss, but her resistance was ephemeral; as soon as that giant brought one of his hands to her face and managed to kiss the corner of her lips, Carolina surrendered... letting herself be guided... and opening her mouth to receive his tongue. And of the three kisses, this was the most painful for me; the first had been furtive, almost stolen, and surprise had paralyzed me, the second had been passionate and therefore painful, but in this third one my wife’s body language denoted defeat and acknowledgment: her arms hung lifelessly and she let herself be kissed. One of her hands held her bra, which she gripped without strength. The purring became thunderous and it made her appear more surrendered. Their tongues played more calmly...

...And he took advantage of the apathy in her arms and the disappearance of the bra to grope her tits with the hand that wasn’t holding her face; and thus he gave himself a feast of caresses and fondling over the white silk. She let him. She let herself be kissed. She let herself be touched. And he took advantage of her weakness to push with his hip, with that bulging cock, attacking that skirt; and I couldn’t tell how successful he was. He even slightly bent his knees to attack with his pelvis from below upward, pushing her a little... it was as if he was fucking her, standing, face to face. The heels of her boots tried to dig into the ground, withstanding the thrusts. And her soft murmurs, my wife’s pitiful moans, while feeling tongue and saliva, were a symphony that one couldn’t tell whether it arose as a consequence of the kisses, the mistreatment of her breasts, or the attack with that giant’s pelvis... against her sex.

Her arms continued to fall lifelessly. She only moved her tongue and her face, changing sides almost at each little break. Her surrender was both active and submissive, in a game that she was discovering. And he then slipped his hand under her shirt, and touched breast, touched flesh, and she purred, half surprise, half pleasure, with a long and shameless “Mmmmmm,” feeling his enormous hand touching her tit with no silk in between. And he squeezed there. And then he broke the kiss and whispered into my wife’s face an impressed “fuck...” at the power, size, and feel of what he was touching...

...And then my wife opened her eyes. And came back to life. Resurrecting me as well. And she brought her free hand to his chest, and pushed him slightly. And with half-closed eyes, she whispered:

“Stop... I’m leaving.”

And he removed his hand from there and backed away.

And I could see my wife, flushed, distressed, with her shirt untucked from her skirt and her bra in her hand. And, despite what had happened, and despite the grotesque and humiliating image of her exorbitant nipples and her bra in her hand, I trusted her. I trusted that she could stop.

And then she repeated:

“Seriously. I’m leaving. That’s it.”

“Okay. But you know what you should do before you leave?” Daniel asked.

“Don’t mess with me anymore. I’m not doing anything else.”

“Send a voice message to your little hubby.”

“What? What for?”

“Trust me. If not, you won’t send it to him later.”

“But I don’t have to send him anything,” she defended herself, seeming to slowly come back to her senses.

“Trust me. You’ll see.”

“Are you even listening to yourself...? After groping me... and with a hard-on like a donkey... telling me what I should do,” said Carolina, not only flushed and anxious, but visibly drunk.

“I hear myself. You listen to me. Take your phone and tell him: Honey, or whatever you call him, I’m home now...”

“I’m home now? So I start with a lie,” my wife interrupted.

“You’ve done worse things... Tell him: meeting with other men and having you watch is fine, but that’s more of a favor I do for you, and it’s good that we do it... but what really turns me on... is... or would be... for me to fuck... whoever I want, from time to time. Like for example... the guy from tonight. I would have fucked him... but I didn’t because I know the right thing is to talk to you first. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

“You’re out of your mind...” Carolina whispered.

“Why? Trust me. Seriously. Send him that and then leave. Your night will be perfect. No need to thank me.”

They stared at each other. Daniel’s bulge wasn’t subsiding. Neither were my wife’s nipples. And then, absolutely panicked, I grabbed my phone and began writing to Carolina.

“You’re crazy... And you don’t know when to stop...” my wife whispered to him while I wasn’t looking.

“Look. Speak of the devil... your phone just lit up,” I heard Daniel’s voice.

And then, after writing a brief “Any news?” to her, I nervously and excitedly turned my eyes back to them.

Carolina turned around, placed her bra on the table and picked up her phone that was lying there.

“What’s your hubby writing?” asked Daniel, pressing against her, harassing her from behind.

And she read my message, and let him place his hands on her waist, and allowed his pelvis to press against her backside.

“He’s asking if there’s any news,” she said, leaning forward, feeling his solid chest against her back.

“Send him what I told you. Come on.”

“But do you really think I’m sure I want to be unfaithful... like that...?” she asked.

“I think you’re starting to believe you do.”

“Look. Seriously. What should I reply? Tell me,” she said then, ignoring his statement, but hurting me, as it pained me that she was asking him for advice on how to communicate with me.

“Send him the voice note. Even if it’s just to see how he reacts. Should I repeat it?”

“No, no. I’m not stupid. I remember it perfectly.”

And then there was silence. Her hesitation was killing me. Daniel’s giant body, behind my wife, pressed against her, left me breathless. And it affected her too, as she sighed anxiously, and her bangs fluttered.

And then, taking her free hand to one of his hands that held her by the waist, and removing it, without turning around, she said:

“Get your hands off me. I’ll send the audio... And then I’m leaving.”


CHAPTER 26

She was going to do it. And of all the things I feared, I felt particular dread that she might begin her narration by pronouncing my name. If she did, it would raise enormous suspicions in Daniel.

He complied, moving away slightly, but when Carolina pressed the necessary keys on her screen and brought her phone to her mouth, he attached himself to her again; once more chest against back, once more pelvis against ass. And I sensed his renewed attempts at groping, but all was absorbed by my panic that she might say “Rafa.”

Carolina swallowed, hesitated, I trembled, and then she began speaking into her mobile phone:

“Hi. So... I’m home now. I’m sending this to tell you...” my wife began her explanation and I felt minimal relief as it seemed she wouldn’t refer to me by name. “That... it’s been a rather peculiar night... and I haven’t done anything, of course, like you asked in the end...” she whispered into the phone, while Daniel, pressed against her, put his hands on her waist, and seemed to push subtly with his pelvis, taking advantage of the situation to force things. “And... Well. I didn’t do anything in the end and I didn’t want to either, of course...” she whispered, and that phrase must not have pleased the giant behind her because he shook his head and moved his hands to her skirt. And then my wife wanted to protest, but if she spoke it would be audible in her voice note, so she decided to protest with gestures, wiggling her waist a bit to try to prevent him from lifting her skirt, and continued speaking into the phone:

“That’s it. And we need to talk. That... this thing of... me with another man and you watching, is fine... But doing that... I don’t quite... free myself... Like it’s more for you... Like it’s more... not a favor, or yes, but above all like everything is too planned...” my wife whispered, haltingly, forward, with one hand holding the phone and the other hanging limp. Meanwhile, Daniel took advantage to lift her skirt, slowly and with difficulty, as she resisted. My wife spoke stammering and stumbling, from drunkenness, from distress, from doubts, and above all because while she murmured she moved her body, uncomfortable, to prevent that opportunist from continuing to lift her leather skirt.

“And... Mmm. Fuck... Let’s see...” my wife whispered, bothered and harassed, as her skirt made a decisive journey, and her buttocks were uncovered, and I could observe how Daniel separated himself a bit to look with lust at what he had unveiled. “That’s it, that... Well. What I’m going to tell you is just an idea. We have to talk about it in person... and calmly. Saturday, when you come. And it’s that tonight... for example...” my wife whispered while that bastard Daniel put his enormous hands on my wife’s bare buttocks and subtly pulled her black thong toward him... “That... Tonight...” Carolina almost panted, and took her free hand behind her, to push him away, without much strength or success; nervous, excited. “That... tonight, with this guy. Well, before that, that me doing it and you watching is fine, but we could combine it with something that would free me more, and that would make me feel that these games aren’t just a favor...” Carolina rambled while the opportunistic Daniel kept his hands on her buttocks, buttocks that he seemed to separate, and pushed her with his pelvis, with his enormous and hard cock, barely covered by his thin pants, and struck in rhythmic movements, toward the table, almost as if he were fucking her standing up.

“And... Ugh... Let’s see... I don’t think it’s selfishness...” she whispered as Daniel slipped one of his hands under her shirt, and began to move up... until first feeling, and then subtly caressing, one of her bare breasts, under her clothes. “And... that’s it, combine it with... me doing things too... very occasionally, I don’t know... Um!” my wife moaned, and immediately contained the whimper, pressing her lips and closing her eyes, and then I looked lower, and it seemed that Daniel was somehow probing... near her sex. “For example... with the guy from tonight... Well, I’m not going to lie to you...” my wife whispered into the phone, eyes open again, while she continued moving her hips, trying to break free; but he held her by grabbing one of her breasts with one hand, pushing her against the table with his body, and exploring her sex with the other hand. “That... that... the guy from tonight, if it had been discussed... and... we strengthened the other thing, and alternated... well... I would have fucked him...” my wife whispered, killing me.

I trembled. I sighed. I lowered my head for a fraction of a second. That confession was Daniel’s triumph and my downfall. And I wasn’t proud that the little strength I had left was used to blame her, as in my mind sprouted an aggressive “I don’t know how this son of a bitch can turn you on...”

And Daniel didn’t stop to gloat, he continued attacking, and abandoned her breast and pulled aside the collar of her white silk shirt, and first kissed and then bit there, on her exposed neck. My wife then closed her eyes and her whole body vibrated in an overwhelming spasm; she let her head fall to one side, letting herself be bitten; and her waist no longer moved. And it seemed she was letting him touch her pussy.

And she contained her laments, so I wouldn’t hear them later on my phone, when in reality I was experiencing them in person and on the verge of collapse. And then, while Daniel continued slobbering on her neck, I could see how, with the hand that wasn’t exploring my wife’s sex, he began to maneuver in his pants.

Carolina, catching a bit of breath, and moving away minimally so he would stop biting her, whispered into the phone:

“And... that's it. That I would have fucked him. And afterward we'd see how much I'd tell you. Maybe not everything, to keep... the excitement... Since when... we'd meet with another man, with you there, then you'd see everything and know everything... Mmh!” my wife restrained herself with a stifled moan, and her narration ended, and she put her phone on the table, and whispered:

“Bastard... I can feel it so much...”

And I looked down again. And I didn't know if that son of a bitch had taken it all the way out; it seemed he hadn't. But he kept pushing, in rhythmic movements.

My wife, burning and flushed. Aroused and overwhelmed. She leaned against the table. And he, pouring his mouth into her ear, whispered:

“What a slutty thong you're wearing... I'm going to tear it off...”

“No...!” my wife gasped and I had to look away... I couldn't bear it.

“What do you mean no?” I heard Daniel say, the bastard to whom I'd handed everything on a silver platter, but I blamed her too.

I was looking at the floor. Crouched behind the bar. While I listened to my wife's moans, much louder once she had finished with her phone. And I didn't know how much was from that animal touching her pussy... and how much was mere excitement from those vigorous and dominant thrusts. I didn't know how much was raw sex and how much was gasps of desire for him to continue.

“Stop...” I heard her protest, and I peeked out again, and saw that he kept pushing, clothed, with one hand on my wife's ass and the other squeezing one of her tits over her shirt.

He pushed her. Almost crushed her. The difference in size, despite Carolina's high boots, was flagrant.

“I'm not... stopping...” Daniel whispered in my wife's ear and she brought one of her hands back, to his neck, to pull him closer, perhaps seeking for him to kiss and bite her neck again.

I blamed him. I blamed her. But, aroused, hard and wetting my underwear, I couldn't help blaming myself too.

“God... I can feel it so much...” my wife sighed, with her eyes closed.

“You feel it?” he whispered to her and kissed her neck.

“Yes... God...” Carolina whimpered, and did something that killed me, which was that she began to move her waist too, backward, thus seeking friction with her ass, or with her sex, against his pelvis... against that bastard's enormous cock.

And then he took one of Carolina's hands, and guided it, and she let herself be guided. He moved away a little... And I saw it. Yes. He had taken it out. His cock was sticking out through the opening of his pants. An enormous cock, thick, long, hard. My wife's own body had been hiding it from me. But now I saw it. And my wife, with her back to him, with her back permanently in contact with his chest, allowed herself to be guided. Until she reached her destination. She touched it. And he released her hand. And my wife's hand, free and emancipated, went from touching to grabbing. And I could see in her eyes, which suddenly opened, her impact. Her impression upon touching his cock. My wife was grabbing another man's cock.

And I felt as if a raw explosion of heat imploded in my body. It was devastating, it was heartbreaking, but at the same time there was something strangely beautiful in that image. Her hand, paler than the rough, dark skin of his cock, represented the neuralgic point, the critical center, of the contrast between her delicacy and his vulgarity; her gracefulness compared to his monstrosity; the contrast was so moving that it wasn't unpleasant, but rather the opposite.

“God...” she whispered.

“What.”

“Mmm... God...” she repeated, with her hand behind her. Grabbing his cock.

“Does your hubby have one like this?” he asked, provocatively, and he didn't stop the movement of his hips, but now not to push against her sex, but to seek a strange handjob, as Carolina kept her hand still.

Without wanting to or wanting to, doubting or knowing perfectly well what she was doing... the truth was that thanks to his movement and her inaction... my wife was masturbating him.

“No...” my wife gasped after a moment of silence, and leaned against the table, supporting herself with her other hand.

“Should I fuck you here...? Do you want me to?” he asked, bringing his hands to her hair, and I swallowed... and my heart was exploding.

“No...!” my wife gasped, who could barely close her hand around what she was grabbing, and who was masturbating him even though she wasn't moving, due to the incessant back and forth of his hips. Forward and backward.

“Are you sure?” he insisted.

“... God... It's... soaking wet,” my wife said strangely, now grabbing more toward the tip, feeling almost as if it were slipping away from her, and closing her eyes and lowering her head.

He then placed one of his hands on her shoulders and lowered the other toward my wife's sex.

I couldn't take it anymore. I was falling apart. The bastard wouldn't stop. And he didn't seem like he was going to stop. I wondered if I should leave, but I was neither capable of moving nor even breathing. My chest was beating with such fury that I feared it might burst from the avalanche of nerves shaking it. And my heart was tearing into a thousand pieces at the betrayal, because this was the most painful betrayal I could ever experience.

“Damn... Speaking of wetness... Your thong is soaked...” he panted in her ear.

“Mmm...” Carolina moaned, and again I didn’t know if he was touching her pussy or just her thong, over the black silk.

“I’m going to fuck you right here...”

“No... Please...” my wife sobbed, but she didn’t let go of Daniel’s cock.

“What do you mean, no? It’s what you want...” he said with authority, one hand on her shoulder and the other probing her pussy.

“No...”

“Why not?”

“Because I’ll regret it...”

“But do you want it now or not?” insisted that bastard, who accelerated the movement of his pelvis, and my wife didn’t let go, maintaining that strange masturbation.

And she hesitated. And she closed her eyes when he seemed to find new recesses at the dawn of that pussy; a pussy that must have been soaked if, as he said, it had drenched her delicate thong.

“No... Don’t fuck me...” my wife surrendered, almost begging him, submissive, and there was no trace left of that cockiness she had displayed in front of him all night.

And I felt that I had to stop this. I couldn’t take it anymore. And a way to stop it occurred to me. To stop that disaster.

Completely beside myself, as if this wasn’t real, as if it wasn’t me who was experiencing this... I crouched down... searched through my phone...

...and called her.


CHAPTER 27

The phone, dimly lit, in my hand. My bare feet cold as ice. My wife’s name on the screen. My back against the bar. My body curled up like a ball. I didn’t know what I was doing. In fact, I often didn’t know if morbid curiosity was winning over pain, as my member continued to throb vehemently against the clothes constraining it.

I then heard a buzzing sound in the distance. And I dared to peek again. The first thing I saw was that Carolina had released Daniel’s member and was resting her hands on the table. He, behind her, had abandoned her sex, or her thong; I still didn’t know how much he had touched; and had placed his enormous paws on her buttocks. My wife’s phone crawled in zigzags across the table in front of them, lighting up, blinking, while emitting a vibrating purr.

“You’ve got him crazy for you...” Daniel whispered in my wife’s ear, giving her no respite, always pressing his chest against her back.

And my wife hesitated, her posture erratic, passive yet burning, as if she didn’t recognize herself, as if she were blocked.

The buzzing continued relentlessly, irritatingly, and Carolina stared hypnotized at that sonorous slithering.

“This makes it more exciting... Should I fuck you while he calls?” asked Daniel, whose cock was hovering near my wife’s sex, and she must have felt that hard member bumping between her buttocks and her sex, vaguely covered by the thong.

“No...” my wife whimpered.

“Why not?”

“Because no...” she answered, more composed, and the buzzing stopped, and she squirmed a little and managed to turn around.

Face to face. She with her skirt gathered at her waist. He with his member protruding horizontally through the opening of his pants. My wife seemed to resist, to contain herself. They looked at each other. And I hesitated whether to call again when Daniel assaulted her once more. And I couldn’t blame him. Nor did she resist too much, just a small twist of her face, but again a kiss at the corner of her lips, and again his hand directing her face, and my wife gave in. And I was aware of the danger of those kisses. I knew they turned her on. The make-out session was intense. Carolina’s purring, painful. They devoured each other. They licked each other’s lips. Tongues entered and heads tilted. He took her hand to guide it back to his member but, almost surprisingly, she refused. She broke free and brought that hand to his abdomen, slipping under his shirt. She felt the hardness of that muscled belly; maximum solidity. Meanwhile, he used his rejected hand to caress one of my wife’s swollen, extensive, and firm breasts through the silk.

I could feel through them. And my member leaked desperate fluid drops into my underwear as I felt the kisses and touches: her breasts, his abdomen, their tongues and lips.

And her hand moved upward, seeking pectoral. And his hand, agile, unbuttoned one button of my wife’s shirt and slipped his hand, from above, down her neckline, grabbing a breast eagerly. I was left breathless. I panted and even considered taking out my member and masturbating.

His shirt disappeared, by his initiative and her finishing touch, and a herculean torso came to light, and I could almost feel how my wife contained an expression of recognition and flattery. Everything was sculpted, defined, the abdominals, in pairs, were countable. I stopped to observe it and so did she. And another kiss. Another fierce make-out session while that giant’s cock percussed disoriented, hitting my wife’s skirt gathered at her waist. Another make-out session, but this time he presented a naked torso, and my wife didn’t hold back in kissing and being kissed, while she touched with false discretion a carved bust she wasn’t accustomed to.

“Hold it...” he whispered to her, between kisses.

“No...”

“Come on... Hold it...” he grew desperate, going so far as to bend his knees to try to find my wife’s sex with his member, which pointed diagonally upward.

“I said no...” she resisted, but moved her face and her tongue, which played excitedly and electrically, making out eagerly, and squeezed his pectorals, almost scratching him.

“You tease... Come on...”

“No... Tomorrow...” Carolina then whispered.

“Tomorrow?” Daniel asked, breaking a kiss and abandoning his abrupt movements on her breasts.

“I’ll talk to my husband... And if he agrees we’ll meet again tomorrow,” my wife said, extremely aroused, agitated, disheveled, with her hands on his torso, but conveying seriousness.

“You’re teasing me...” he whispered.

“I’m not teasing you at all...”

“What’s wrong? Don’t I turn you on?” he asked, strangely, stepping back a bit, showing off his musculature and that enormous attribute that seemed increasingly overwhelming.

“Don’t be an ass...” my wife whispered, disarming herself, acknowledging what already seemed obvious.

Carolina checked herself. She seemed to come to her senses. She buttoned a couple of buttons on her mistreated shirt and tried not to look at what was in front of her.

He brought his hand to his member, and pulled all the skin back. Out of boastfulness or necessity. That rounded tip was enormous. And he looked at her with such desire that it seemed at any moment he would go for her again, and this time going all the way.

Carolina was composing herself, pulling down her skirt, not without difficulty. They remained silent. She seemed permanently tempted to look. She must have been seeing sideways how he touched himself in front of her. She seemed to deliberately avoid looking, as if she didn’t dare, as if she didn’t trust herself if she did.

“I’ll talk to him and let you know, okay?” Carolina said in a low, appeasing tone, and turned briefly toward the table to grab her phone.

Daniel, with an indescribable arousal, was so excited that he seemed unable to react or even think.

But I was the one who needed to react. Despite her flushed state, despite her body being a compendium of excitement, temptation, and hopefully guilt, my wife seemed to genuinely overcome everything and was leaving.

I didn’t look back. With my heart in my throat, I flew across the hardwood floor, dodging boxes and bulky objects in the increasingly dense darkness. Within seconds, I took refuge in that now-familiar bedroom, without having heard another word from either of them.

I pulled the door almost closed. I couldn’t remember if it was supposed to be open or closed. I noticed light in the living room; in that spacious area that also included the bar and kitchen. And I heard footsteps. Heels. And finally, in the distance, Daniel’s voice saying:

“Seriously? You’ve got to be kidding me...”

And more footsteps. Hard. Metallic. From my wife’s sturdy boots. And then a phrase from her, sounding like herself again, raising her voice to tell him:

“Don’t be pushy. I’ll let you know something tomorrow.”

And the door opened. And closed.

Carolina had left. And from what it seemed, Daniel hadn’t even moved from the terrace.

I lay down on the bed. I didn’t know what to feel. I didn’t know if I was relieved or frustrated. And I knew I had to stick to my plan, as absurd as it was, to pretend I was asleep. That is, if Daniel came in there. If he didn’t, I had no idea what to do.

And immediately, a relentless bombardment of images from what I had just witnessed vibrated throughout my body. I didn’t know how much was her fault and how much was mine. I didn’t know if the infidelity had been flagrant or excusable considering that I had asked for it several times, although the last time I had told her the opposite. I also didn’t know if that infidelity could be as painful as it was necessary for us to move forward.

And then I heard Daniel’s footsteps in the living room, and I was startled, but curiously, in that moment of tension, I thought about love, about my love for my wife and how I didn’t have the feeling that she no longer loved me. That giant was just body, just physical. It was obvious. And my wife’s confession that I no longer excited her had been tremendously painful, but I couldn’t consider it essentially revealing.

I could hear Daniel moving around, between the kitchen and the terrace, and I, for some strange reason, due to a curious hunch, had the feeling that he knew I was still there.


CHAPTER 28

Lying on that unfamiliar bed, in the dim light with cold feet, I reached for my phone and wondered whether to listen to my wife's voice note. For some strange reason, despite having witnessed it in person, I felt curious and aroused by the possibility of discovering if her little moans of pleasure might be audible. I also wanted her to know that I had received and listened to it.

Finally, inhibited and on alert because of Daniel's movements in the adjacent living room, I simply activated it for a second and cut it off, so she would know I had heard it.

I assumed Daniel would come through the door at any moment, which made me tense, but what made me even more tense was remembering what had happened. My erection had subsided, and with it my feeling of guilt. And again I wondered if I could blame her when I wasn’t even sure if I was glad she had left.

Suddenly I found myself arguing, like a madman, talking to myself, saying: “You wonder if you would have wanted her to stay... so that bastard Daniel could have fucked her... Your wife.” And I swallowed hard, feeling anguish and even fear of myself.

Daniel's footsteps seemed to focus more on the terrace. I was still waiting for him to find me. I feared his protest and my performance regarding having fallen asleep there. But I feared his show even more; having to endure his boasting about “the neighbor's whore,” whom he had kissed and touched. I thought he would probably spare no details about the size and feel of her tits, and much less about the moment when “the slut” had grabbed his cock.

I remembered that moment. The strange masturbation. My wife, with her back turned, her hand still, letting him little more than fuck her hand, and my member throbbed again. I didn’t need to check to know that my underwear was extremely wet due to their torrid encounter.

I looked at my phone again. I wondered if Carolina would really ask my permission to see him again. I was inclined to think that she wouldn’t, and nothing would happen. That everything had been the product of being turned on. That probably the next day, without the alcohol, without the night, and without our messages, she would go back to being herself.

I remembered that from that bedroom you could see our house, so I quickly got to my feet. Half voyeur, half a sort of strange protective guardian, wishing at that moment that she was safe, sound and secure, I looked out to search for light in our terrace and kitchen.

And I saw all the lights off, when suddenly I heard footsteps approaching... and I went to the bed, like a child.

My heart was leaping out of my chest. Again that feeling of being out of control, of being at his mercy. But they weren’t Daniel's footsteps, but those of my wife's boots, hitting hard, in the hallway.

I remained hieratic. Like behind the bar, but this time on the bed. And I felt the trembling throughout my body, even more exaggerated, perhaps because of my posture, when I heard a doorbell, which agitated me even more.

I had no time to think. I only felt. And then I heard Daniel walking. He opened the door. I shivered. And I heard Carolina's voice:

“My bra. Give it to me.”

“It's where you left it. Don't look at me,” he excused himself and there was silence. An eternal silence until I heard my wife's footsteps, through the living room, and then moving away, going toward the terrace. And I also heard how the door closed and how Daniel was walking too.

I felt a spasm in my legs. Something I had never felt before. As if they had a life of their own. I had to curl them up. My throat was so dry that I began to feel physical pain. Each beat of my heart echoed in my ears. My wife was there again. And again I debated between wanting her to flee as soon as possible and wanting her never to leave.

The living room light went off. I suspected they were on the terrace again. But then I heard them talking, in a lower tone than before, low enough that I couldn’t understand what they were saying, but I had the feeling they weren’t so far away.

Fear enveloped me, as if I were on the edge of an emotional precipice. I felt I needed to know what to desire. I couldn’t bear being torn in two like that.

I sat up. My heart was hammering in my chest: “boom, boom, boom, boom!” like an uncontrolled drum; there were no silences between the beats. And I strained my ears, and heard voices. Isolated words. From him, from her. “Yes.” “No.” “Bra.” “Purse.” “Keys.” “No.” “Quiet.” Silences. And then a now familiar “Stop...” from my wife, which sounded clean and clear.

And then more silence.

I got out of bed. With my phone in hand. Cold feet again. Rigid body. Crushed chest. I moved toward the door. I needed to know, to hear, to understand. But all I could hear was silence. And through the door crack, only darkness.

And more silence.

And suddenly a sound. And I startled. But it turned out to be my own breathing.

And then silence.

And then another breath. But it wasn’t mine. It was my wife's. A purr. A clear, short, concise, feminine, contained “Mmh.” I felt pain. Unease. Desperation. And then the sound of a kiss. And then another. And my wife's moan continued in my mind, repeating itself, but I knew there had only been one. And then a “No...” and then a “Stop...” whispered, panted.

I swallowed hard.

More sounds of kissing. And then footsteps. Short steps.

And I needed to see them. I needed to see my wife. To know if she was truly surrendering. To see in her eyes what she wanted. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t go out. I was trapped.

I knew they were in the living room. On the other side of the wall. But despite the darkness, and despite the stealth of my bare feet, I knew that as soon as I entered that room I would be discovered.

I was besieged, a prisoner with freedom just two meters away. I could hear, almost feel my wife, but I couldn’t see her.

And I heard another “No...”, longer, more abandoned; more a moan of pleasure than a protest.

And, after a few seconds of silence, came a searing “Ahh...”, and I imagined that perhaps that bastard was assaulting my wife’s pussy... with no thong in the way. And for a moment I had the clarity to wonder if coming back for her bra hadn’t been just a poor excuse. And again that feeling of pain because it might be true, and the extreme arousal because she had decided to come back.

And another gasp. Another “Ahh...”, and a phrase from him. A phrase I didn’t understand, but his tone had been that of moments of control.

And more kisses. And more short steps. And another “Ahh-ahh...”, this one broken, more heartfelt, more prolonged. And a minute like this. With that bombardment of silences and moans. And two. And three. And I was tempted to go out. But I couldn’t. And I couldn’t believe it was going to happen. And I couldn’t believe I was going to witness it in such a sad way. I knew that experiencing this without being able to see them would be pure suffering.

Empty stomach. My face peering through the small crack in the door. I considered going out and taking a couple of steps. Just enough not to reveal myself. To hear better.

“Ohhh...” my wife abandoned herself in a moan, and I closed my eyes tightly.

I swallowed. I lowered my head. I pushed the door.

And sounds of kissing. And I went out. I took a step. I heard whispers. And I took another step. If I stumbled on anything it would be the end. My end and the end of everything.

“Fuck...” I heard Daniel whisper.

And then a clear: “You’re so hot...”

And more kisses. I assumed they were devouring each other on the sofa, when he whispered:

“What about me?”

“What about you...” she replied, and I was so still that I felt if anything touched me I would explode like a glass statue.

And another kiss. And another.

“You never say anything... nice to me,” he whispered and I felt immense pain hearing a small laugh from my wife.

“What do you want me to say...? You already know.”

“I don’t know.”

“You know you have an amazing body... though your face is just okay... and that... you’re well-equipped.”

“Bitch... you’re calling me ugly...” he said and he must have kissed her, or she him, because I heard it again.

And then something I didn’t understand. And another kiss. And a shy “Mhmm...” from her.

And I was dying because I couldn’t hear them properly, couldn’t see them. Couldn’t see her.

The craving to know overshadowed any other feeling. Even that of betrayal.

“Perfect for fucking, right? Body and cock...” he said and I heard movement, probably attacking her again.

“Ohh... Mm-mm...” Carolina moaned, and I lowered my head again, and my heart exploded with each of her whimpers to limits it had never reached before.

And more kisses. And another minute. And another minute, punctuated by silences, murmurs and moans.

“What are you doing...? Are you crazy? What’s that?” my wife then asked, in a louder tone.

“You yourself told me where it was. On your nightstand. I found it while you were getting ice from your fridge. This way you don’t have to look at my ugly face...” he whispered.

“You’re an idiot...” my wife protested, in a thread of a voice.

“Come on...” he whispered, and I didn’t understand anything.

And silence. An agonizing silence. Oppressive. The tension was such that I wondered whether to flee, running out the apartment door, without looking back. Barefoot. Without keys. Without luggage. However I could. I couldn’t bear it.

“Give me a second,” Daniel whispered.

And more silence. And the incessant “thump, thump, thump, thump” in my chest.

“I know you’re on your phone. If you take a photo of me I’ll kill you,” said Carolina.

“No, damn it. I’m not that much of a bastard,” he whispered.

And suddenly there was light. Light that I felt like a blinding beam, but its source was close and moderate.

It was my phone. My screen was glowing faintly. I turned the screen. Heart racing.

It was him. It was Daniel, texting me.

I couldn’t believe it.

And I read:

“You’re still here, aren’t you?”

I collapsed. My knees gave out. I crouched down. I curled up. I didn’t know what would save me, what was best for me, what I should do. Nor did I understand the reason for his question.

Convulsive, spasmodic fingers that didn’t seem to be mine or ever have been, typed with great difficulty:

“Yes.”

And silence. And the phone that was nearly falling from my strengthless hands.

And then Daniel’s voice. A whisper. To my wife:

“One second…”

And I looked at my screen. He was writing to me. I didn’t understand anything. The tension was so great that one of my eyes was tearing up.

An eternal time. An unbearable silence.

I wondered if I should go back to the bedroom.

And then another glow. My phone like a weak spotlight.

Time stood still. I turned the screen toward me.

And I read:

“Little Rafa… You bastard. I don’t know what game you two are playing, but come out of there so you can get a good look at your little wifey. She’s blindfolded, she won’t see you, but don’t make any noise.”


CHAPTER 29

It hit me like a relentless wave, dragging me into an abyss of disbelief and anguish. My thoughts were suspended in a moment of shock. I felt my heart contract, as if an invisible hand was squeezing it tightly, stealing my breath. Each word I read carried his voice and resonated in my mind, heavy and painful. Disbelief intertwined with deep affliction, forming a suffocating knot. The fact that he knew made me tremendously vulnerable, both myself and my wife. I understood that he had been playing with both of us; I didn’t know for how long. I also had the immediate sensation that his intention wasn’t just to continue playing, but to double the stakes, to accelerate, to go much, much further.

I found myself dragged along by him, by a strange charisma that I also didn’t know when it had emerged. He seemed to have transformed. Daniel, always confident, but also exaggerated to the point of artificiality and extravagance, had redirected his excess and theatricality toward a physical manifestation with a magnetic and dominant aura.

And it was that suggestion that gave me the necessary spirit to fully reveal myself and step forward.

In the semi-darkness, my bare feet barely touched the floor. It was a subtle gliding in which my own stealth became a prize and a strange source of pride. It was just five or six steps, but each one was cautious and light, and together they seemed like a silent dance among the shadows.

In the room, immersed in darkness, the only existing light came from a lantern on the terrace that entered hesitantly through partially drawn curtains that hadn’t been like that before. This light, bluish and whitish, painted soft shadows, creating an atmosphere of mystery and stillness. The bar behind which I had hidden, the sofa, the boxes; the furniture was barely outlined, revealing diffuse contours in an intimate play with the darkness that enveloped every corner.

I presented myself. My heart pounded like a relentless drum, again without intermediate silences. Boom, boom, boom, boom! was all that could be heard. Its sound was so brutal that I felt it projecting toward them. And if Daniel looked at me and smiled, I didn’t know. And if he didn’t even look at me, I didn’t know that either, because my entire being focused on observing my wife.

Perhaps I expected nudity, and there wasn’t any, but that surprise didn’t calm me, because everything else was meekness and willingness.

Sitting forward, on the edge of the sofa, with her skirt pulled up and bunched at her waist, and with her thong and buttocks in contact with the upholstery of a light-colored sofa, she kept her high boots and shirt on. Her torso was rigid, erect, emanating a false confidence. The delicacy of her presence, with her torso in a vertical position, suggested a combination of feigned security and genuine refinement.

I could see her, but she couldn’t see me, because Daniel had blindfolded her eyes with a familiar dark handkerchief. A handkerchief she had rejected when the proposal had been mine. Again I thought that he must have known about the desperation, the disenchantment, and the dissatisfaction in that married woman’s sex life, to accept and tolerate that from a stranger.

I observed that, next to my wife, her bra lay on the sofa; what she had supposedly gone back to retrieve. And then a tinkling sound was heard, and my eyes went to Daniel, who displayed a bare, defined and impressive torso, and whose hands were opening the belt of his pants.

“What a bastard...” Carolina whispered upon hearing that sound, and I trembled.

I trembled because her willingness wasn’t painful because it entailed infidelity. Or at least that wasn’t the most relevant part. My pain was greater for witnessing her childish nervousness and the sensation she projected; like a strange and pitiful hope and even enthusiasm about being able to experience something she hadn’t experienced, nor could experience, with me.

“What are you going to do? I’m taking this off right away...” Carolina said while Daniel, standing in front of her, undressed.

“No. Wait a bit. You turn me on like this... And since I have such an ugly face...” he whispered, without stopping his movements.

And after a fleeting glance at Carolina, who was showing powerful thighs on the sofa and whose nipples were punishing the white shirt with shamelessness and without rest or decorum, I dared to observe my unfair contrast: I witnessed the complete, clear, shocking vision of Daniel’s body. His legs, long and thin, didn’t seem to quite match the muscular torso. His head seemed even larger. He appeared taller. His shaved, hard and exposed cock pointed forward, half a meter from my wife; from my spouse, who couldn’t see, but who knew a lot and imagined the rest.

“Seriously... What are you going to do?” she repeated, in a thread of a voice.

And then Carolina raised her hand to the blindfold. And my heart exploded. It was a fraction of a second. It was my end. Our end. She was going to see me, standing next to that naked man. Watching her. But then her hand went back down. She had only slightly adjusted it. And I couldn’t sigh for fear of being heard. And I swallowed the hot air. And I was aware that I was, at every moment, just an instant, just one movement away from everything exploding.

Daniel didn’t seem frightened. Powerful and unconcerned, he took a step forward. With him standing and her sitting, his cock almost brushed my wife’s shirt at the level of her breasts. And then he looked at me. I didn’t know if it was for the first time, but it was the first time our eyes met. He bit his lip and shook his head, both gestures conveying eagerness and also incomprehension... and he grabbed his cock. He masturbated subtly, in long movements, looking at me, while I felt that his eagerness was to possess her and his incomprehension was because he couldn’t understand that I would accept this.

I held his gaze, searching for strength where there was none. He was jerking off centimeters from my wife, who had to feel him very close. And, not content with that, without stopping looking at me, emphasizing each word, he mouthed, threatening and without emitting any sound, savoring the syllables: “I’m-go-ing-to-fuck-her...”

I shuddered. And... pitifully and pathetically... I became aroused.

He then extended his free hand and caressed Carolina's face. She seemed to hesitate between appreciating the gesture or rejecting it, and Daniel said:

“What am I going to do? What did your husband tell you we could do...?” he asked and briefly looked at me.

“What a bastard...” she whispered, as she felt him now caressing her lip.

“Why am I a bastard?”

“Because you know he doesn't know what we're doing.”

After my wife said this, Daniel looked at me again and made a gesture, nodding, as if saying: "I'd say he does know."

I felt our humiliation was absolute.

Daniel stepped back slightly. He looked at her. And said:

“Open your shirt.”

She. Motionless. Didn't respond. She seemed to hesitate.

“Come on. I want to see those little tits again... Well... they're not exactly little...”

I couldn't gauge the real impact on my wife, either from Daniel's request or from the mockery in the content and tone of his phrase, as the blindfold over her eyes diminished her expressiveness, but her indecision was palpable. She accepted and rejected. She had touched and allowed herself to be touched. She had kissed and allowed herself to be kissed. She had to know he was naked in front of her. However, each time she had to step back to move forward again, she seemed to hesitate anew.

“Come on...” he insisted in a louder tone, and she trembled, somewhat startled, and then, almost robotically, her hands went to the buttons.

And it was a disaster. I, about two meters away from them, saw it, and had to look away because of the pain and anguish it caused me to see her like that, unbuttoning with such trembling. Her hands revealed extreme nervousness.

“Why are you trembling?” he whispered then, and she continued, as if she hadn't heard him, fighting against herself, but her trembling was even more evident and demeaning.

He gave her no respite. It was abuse. He attacked her with cruelty and sadism, vengeful for past grudges.

She finally unbuttoned them all and brought her hands to solid ground, on her thighs.

I felt that something had changed to give rise to those nerves and that surrender, perhaps some button he had pushed when I hadn't been able to spy on them. Perhaps so many kisses in the darkness. But I still felt that she kept a salvation card, an underlying impulse of resistance.

“Touch your tits...” Daniel whispered to her.

And Carolina then subtly shook her neck, her hair. And then she slipped her hands inside a shirt that, although completely unbuttoned, partially covered her breasts.

“I'm not going to do more than what we said...” my wife said in a faint whisper.

I understood then that this seemed to obey a pact. Perhaps that was her justification for obeying. And so in the face of his silence, she complied: she slid her hands over her torso, pushed her shirt slightly to the sides, and began to caress her large breasts delicately.

She tilted her head slightly backward. She offered her torso to that bastard who soon resumed masturbating in front of her. I became aroused. I trembled. And even my body begged me to touch myself as I watched how my wife minimally twisted her erect torso and caressed her breasts.

Soon Daniel's masturbation became more vehement, and even audible, and a faint "click, click, click" watery sound revealed to my wife and me the frequency with which the skin of his member covered and uncovered his glans. The image of that giant masturbating in front of those caresses excited me in a way I had never felt before. Their bodies in the dim light seemed mismatched, delicacy versus brutality, assaulted elegance versus assaulting coarseness, the subtle caress on soft breasts versus the rough masturbation on the hardness of his member. But at the same time, there was a latent undercurrent of need to witness the friction of these opposites making contact.

“Does this turn you on?” whispered Daniel, with a deep and somewhat broken voice, without stopping his masturbation.

And my wife, continuing with her vaporous caresses on her naked breasts, nodded.

“Say it,” he insisted.

“Yes...” Carolina sighed.

“I'll drench them good... like I did with the pregnant woman, and then you leave. That was the deal, right?”

“Mh. Yes...” my wife whispered, offering enormous breasts, unusually dilated pink areolas, and exalted nipples.

“Does that work for you?” he insisted, who, despite his dominant position, seemed affected since she showed him her tits and touched herself.

“Yes...”

“That way I won't fuck you. Because you don't want me to fuck you, right?”

“No...”

“You want to talk about it with your little husband first...” Daniel whispered, and looked at me. He was looking at me while masturbating inches away from my wife.

And my wife didn't respond. And for a few moments they continued in silence, except for the sound of Daniel's masturbation, until he wanted more. His masturbation became insufficient for him. Carolina's caresses on her breasts became insufficient for him, and then, after releasing his cock, he put his hands on his hips, and said:

“Better water yourself...”

“What...” my wife whispered, surprised.

“That’s right. Grab it yourself. You’ve jerked me off before. Empty me properly... and then you can go,” said Daniel, standing in front of my wife, his cock pointing at her.

Carolina, in silence, with her shirt open, blindfolded, lowered her hands and placed them on her own thighs.

“Do you want to look at my face while you do it?” asked Daniel, killing me. And he looked at me with malice and perversion.

“Yes...” my wife whispered.


CHAPTER 30

I had no time to move. Carolina raised her hands to the blindfold. She was going to remove it. She would see me. Everything would explode.

Her hands went behind her head. To the knot. I thought about running, but that would give me away. But it was absurd. Staying still would be worse. But I couldn’t move. I was frozen.

“Shhh... Stop, stop, stop,” said Daniel, stopping her.

“What... are you... doing...” she protested, unaware that Daniel’s enormous cock was hovering around her body, almost brushing against her partially naked torso.

“Better stay like this... Seriously... A little longer...” he said, and she gave up.

Carolina’s hands returned to her thighs. I was running out of strength. I couldn’t sigh, or exhale, or barely breathe. I knew that the slightest exhalation would reveal the presence of another person. The tension from being unable to move was so great that my legs were constantly begging for relief.

And yet, despite my fear, I didn’t move. I didn’t leave. Nor did I feel guilty for watching her.

“You’re quite bossy, aren’t you?” Carolina whispered then, and her tone already revealed the beginning of rebellion.

Silence fell. Daniel seemed to have noticed it too. And my wife continued:

“I’m not going to touch you... Finish and that’s it.”

After saying this, she opened her shirt a bit more, placing it on both sides of her breasts, and put her hands behind her, resting them on the sofa. She was offering him the target, the bull’s-eye. She gave him her torso, her belly, her breasts, for him to spill himself there. The game was murky and obscene, and her change must have been due to something, something I still didn’t understand.

Daniel grabbed his member again. And looked at me again. I couldn’t interpret his gaze. Then he turned back to her:

“You come up with such strange things just to avoid doing what you really want to do...”

My wife didn’t flinch. With blindfolded eyes and an erect torso, slightly reclined, with her enormous breasts protruding, she seemed to be fleeing from submission, but I didn’t understand toward what. But if I had handed this impressive woman to him on a silver platter, now it was he who was giving her a solution:

“Are you this dirty with those guys in hotels?”

“Yes, I am,” she said, serious, motionless, while he was masturbating again.

“What a little slut...”

“You bet. Come on. Finish,” she said, avoiding submission, a role that excited her but oppressed her, and moving toward the shelter of her alter ego.

Daniel masturbated. He insulted her. The sound of the “click, click, click” of his cock once again filled the living room and overlapped with various “what a slut” and the occasional “fuck, you little slut, how you turn me on,” and that comforted Carolina.

My wife felt a latent nervousness, her excitement was extreme, but now she had emotional support, an anchor in the form of projecting another person.

“How many guys have you fucked in front of your husband... huh?” asked an aroused Daniel, who surely knew it wasn’t true.

“That’s none of your business... And shut up and finish already...” she whispered and, to motivate him, or because it’s what her alter ego would do, or because she really needed it, she lowered one of her hands to her sex.

Daniel’s breathing could be heard. And his jerking off. He took the sounds and she took the gazes. My wife slipped one of her hands inside her thong.

Each played their cards. Daniel thought it was in his interest for her to grow bolder, to believe she was that woman who was in herself a farce. Carolina, who thought he had believed those sexual adventures of a femme fatale and man-eater in her husband’s presence, sought the representation of that alter ego to gain a self-image, a vanity and pride that would raise her above, or at least to his level.

I, ecstatic, overwhelmed, aroused, and closing my eyes from time to time out of sheer inability to bear it, witnessed how that muscular giant, who couldn’t even conquer mediocre women when I had first met him, was mere seconds away from coming on my wife’s breasts.

My wife grew bolder. And I, who thought I couldn’t feel anything beyond nervousness, anger, and arousal, began to feel proud. Even with her eyes covered, she looked confident, lustful, and powerful. Her fingers probed inside her thong. Her breasts danced slightly due to the movement of her arm. Her lips vibrated and her mouth opened and closed. She looked like a goddess, born for this, for this excess, for this obscenity; I couldn’t blame her for not getting wet for normal intercourse with her husband.

Daniel looked at me from time to time. He still seemed not to know what I was doing there, why I accepted this if it was our first time, what was real and what wasn’t, who this woman really was, but he seemed to put everything aside and let himself be carried away by excitement. His looks toward her denoted extreme desire. His cock, long, thick, veiny, seemed about to unload on my wife. He gripped it firmly, sometimes changing hands, sometimes tilting his head slightly backward. Sometimes he took a small step forward. Sometimes he aimed straight ahead, toward her breasts. Sometimes diagonally, upward, toward Carolina’s face.

And then a moan was heard. An “Ahh...” from my wife, who was already finding pleasure in her sex. Her hand demanded from the thong and probed delicately, giving herself satisfaction.

“You bitch... I can't take it anymore...” Daniel whispered.

“Then come on... Cum...” she panted, her mouth slightly opening and closing.

“Fuck... You turn me on so much!” he exclaimed harshly.

“Ahh... Mhh...” she moaned, becoming more uninhibited the more desired she felt.

“How you turn me on, damn it...! I’m going to drench those huge tits of yours...” Daniel whispered, occasionally closing his eyes, leaning more and more over her, bringing that enormous member close to her face.

“Mmm...! Mmm...!” she panted continuously, her fingers tracing circles at high speed over a clitoris that must have been protruding, swollen and engorged. And she had to feel his cock just inches from her lips.

“You cum too... Let’s cum together, huh...!” Daniel panted, speeding up more, leaning in further.

And the sound of his stroking had become savage. My wife’s moans were incessant. My member twisted in my pants. Carolina’s breasts danced with the motion of that hand rubbing her pussy. Sometimes she threw her head back and moaned into the air, toward the ceiling, lustful and uncontainable “Ahh...!”, “Ahhh!” My wife seemed to accept the challenge of cumming with him, when Daniel then betrayed her, and after an “Ohh...! Mmm, fuck, you bitch, how you turn me on...!”, he moved closer, and closer, bringing his cock toward her face. And my wife felt the tip, the pink hardness of his glans against her lips... And she pulled back slightly, without stopping touching herself, and began to pant there, at that hard and smeared tip, a series of “Mmmm!!”, “Ahhh!!”, “Ahhh!!” And he persisted. And again she subtly moved her mouth away. And another desperate “Fuck...!” from him... And a “Suck it... Come on...!”, and she moved the hand that was on the sofa, and brought it toward him, and panted another “Ahhh...!!” and another “Ahhh!!”, and placed that hand on his abdomen. And then that hand moved again... And she panted rapidly: “Ahhh... Ahhh... Ahhh!”, and her hand vibrated over her pussy. And then she yielded, as her hand flew from his abdomen to his ass, to that giant’s huge ass, and she squeezed his hard, fleshy buttock, and he took advantage of her shock from that touch to insist once more: he brought his cock to my wife’s lips... and my wife’s mouth opened... Carolina opened her mouth and let that burning cock enter... and both moaned... She made a muffled, avid and very long “Mmmmm...!”, which she accompanied with a prolonged movement of her head, back and forth; she swallowed his cock... and he moaned loudly a hoarse and ecstatic “Ohhhh!!”, and brought both hands to her head.

I, incredulous and petrified, witnessed how he subtly moved his hips and accompanied the movement of my wife’s head. He slowly fucked her mouth... and she continued masturbating with one hand while squeezing that stone-like, enormous buttock with the other.

“Mhhh!! Mhhhh!! Mmmhhh!!” my wife moaned, with her mouth occupied, sitting even more on the edge of the sofa, swallowing, devouring what would fit in her mouth; barely just that brutal glans and a bit more; and her cheek was marked from inside, deforming in an exciting and grotesque way a cheek that fluctuated.

“Ohh...! Fu-ck...! That’s it...! Suck it...” Daniel panted, still matching his hips, back and forth, feeling immense pleasure.

And then he looked at me. With his small, unpleasant eyes half-closed. And he shook his head. And I didn’t see him seeking my humiliation. He still seemed not to understand me, but he appreciated the gift. He looked at me while he fucked my wife’s mouth in slow, prolonged, and precise movements.

And I couldn’t take it anymore. And taking advantage of his loud pants and her muffled moans, taking advantage of him talking, saying to her “how well you suck it, fuck...!”, taking advantage of him whispering “what a cocksucker you are!”, taking advantage of him degrading her by panting “what a slutty little mouth you have!”... I dared to free myself. Stealthily, I unbuttoned my pants and lowered the zipper at the moment when my wife’s “Mmmm...!!!” “Mmmhhhh!!!” became more audible and rhythmic... and I finished freeing my cock, which came out swollen and soaked. And I felt guilty, but I couldn’t stop myself. And I even moved closer to them. Before I knew it, I was masturbating, watching my own wife without her knowing, next to that man who exaggerated his gestures, his cadence, who contracted his ass and who continued with his rhythmic back and forth, fucking my wife’s mouth.

“Mmmhhh!!! Mmmmhhhhh!!!” my wife was coming undone.

“That’s it… That’s it… Oh…!” he sighed.

“MMMHHH!!! MMMMHHH!!! MHHHHHMMMMM!!!” she moaned on that bastard’s cock, in an even higher pitch, surrendered, moving her torso in a desperate swaying motion; and she remained clutching his ass with one hand without abandoning the movement of her other hand that continued wreaking havoc on her sex.

And I felt my cock burning. I felt I could come at any moment. And sometimes he looked at me. And I observed the difference, the contrast; there was an anomaly, a humiliating inequality between what my wife was devouring and what she had had access to for years. A disparity that almost exonerated her from blame.

“Ohh… Fuck… I can’t take it anymore…!” he exclaimed rapidly, and then he pulled back, and my wife’s mouth was freed, and I could see her full and tender lips, savagely coated with saliva and everything he had released. That monstrosity emerged from her mouth, soaked and glistening. And he didn’t waste time before starting to masturbate in front of her.

My wife caught her breath, released that buttock and brought her hand to one of her breasts. She raised her face and tried to offer herself, euphoric, proud… She seemed to be giving him her face while she continued touching herself.

The muffled moans turned into wails and sonorous gasps.

“Ahhh…!! Ahhh…!!” my wife writhed and her hand didn’t stop rubbing her pussy, and her other hand squeezed her breast forcefully.

“Fuck… I can’t take it anymore… You slut…!” he panted, masturbating in front of her.

And I couldn’t take it anymore either. I also accelerated. Although I knew I shouldn’t come.

“Ahhh…!! Ahhh…!! Bastard…!! Come…!! Cover me…!!” she whimpered, surrendered, lustful, and with an almost ridiculous desperation, while she slithered with her ass, further forward, closer to the edge of the sofa, moving toward him.

And then Daniel, when it seemed he would explode in an orgasm, spilling over my wife’s face, revealed his overacting…

…Because he stopped jerking off, silently took a step back, looked at me… and made a gesture with his hand… indicating that I should take his place.


CHAPTER 31

The offer was diabolical. Accepting meant venturing down a path of no return, not just because of the act itself, but because of the person I would become.

There was temptation and there was fear. All seasoned by the fulgent beating of my heart and by my wife’s desperate moans, who believed she was writhing and masturbating in front of a man as excited as she was, when in reality her excess was performed before emptiness, before a void, before a space that her own husband was being called to occupy.

“Come on...! Mmm! Let’s go...!” Carolina panted anxiously, and I took advantage of the heat of her words to move without being heard.

And yes, I accepted the perverse proposal. I slipped into the offered space, driven by deceptive self-suggestion. I told myself I was simply accepting the possibility of experiencing and observing from the front. However, both Daniel and I knew that occupying his position wasn’t just about changing perspective, but about replacing him in the act my wife was demanding.

“Mmm...! Ahh!” my wife trembled, blindfolded, with her hand under her thong, rubbing her pussy, and with her other hand squeezing her breast lustfully.

I felt such arousal, my body shivered so intensely, my member throbbed so powerfully, that one hand went to my face, erratically and clumsily, while the other went to my cock.

Daniel, somewhere behind me, had disappeared for me. It was just my wife and I, in someone else’s house, being different people: she that fictional slut who fucked men in hotels in her husband’s presence, and I a novice cuckold who felt immense pain and arousal watching that wild and unknown excitement of his own wife.

My hand on my face wasn’t covering my eyes, it only represented my lament. One hand for the pain and the other for carnal emotion. The hand that had gone down was frantically masturbating my member in front of a body so lascivious it left me breathless. I never would have thought that the eroticism emanating from a woman could cause such mental and physical disorder.

And, despite the pain, I didn’t feel this could kill us. It was sex and it was deception. It was her infidelity and my cruel baseness. The guilt balanced out. And I loved her. I masturbated in front of her, humiliating and deceiving her, allied with a cretin. And she was deceiving me, desiring and climaxing with another man, but I felt we were this way because of obstacles that had nothing to do with a lack of love.

“Mmm! Ahhh! Mmmm! What’s wrong with you...? Just shoot it already!” my wife whispered then, and released her breast, which fell heavily and bounced slightly, and she pulled her shirt further apart, offering me an increasingly extensive target. And then she moaned:

“Look at me... Look at what you’ve done to me...”

And, as she said it, she pulled her light and delicate thong to one side, offering me the clear vision of her sex. I looked down and saw her pussy, familiar and unfamiliar at the same time, as I had never seen it like this. The pussy that had rejected me so many times, appearing closed and arid, was at that moment a grotesquely dilated opening; the lips of her sex flowed to the sides, detached from her body, battered and deflowered; the moisture made them shine; even her pubic hair, trimmed and groomed, glistened from being soaked.

The impact of that vision caused a premonitory, transparent drop to emerge from my member. And she moved again, restless and ecstatic. She masturbated with both hands and raised her face. And the fact that she had her hands there reassured me, because if she used one to search for Daniel, nothing she touched would match him.

“Come on, you bastard! Cover me...! Ahh...! Mmm...!” she moaned, my wife, demanding the explosion of a stranger over her body.

“Mmm...! God... I’m going to cum...” she sighed, while her fingers continued frantically, under her thong, over her pussy, and her thighs tensed, and her legs came together and separated in trembling spasms.

And I watched her. My wife. Sitting in front of me. With her shirt pulled aside. With her enormous breasts. With her skirt hiked up. With her thong stretched. With her pussy protruding. With her high boots scratching the floor. She demanded an orgasm poured over her. She wanted to feel Daniel’s dense heat and I felt a mixture of pity and arousal because she was going to receive mine.

“Ah, I’m going to cum! God! I’m going to cum!” she almost shouted, at full speed, and grabbed one breast, and bit her lip.

And I felt it. I felt that I too was coming undone. I felt how something detonated inside me. And I wanted to moan, but I couldn’t. I wanted to announce that I was going to fulfill what she asked for, but I couldn’t. I wanted to praise the breasts I was about to stain, but I couldn’t. I wanted to appreciate the face I was about to defile, but I couldn’t. I only felt. I felt my orgasm while I heard a “Ahh... Ahhh...! I’m cumming now!” And I felt something sprouting from me at the same time my wife, ridiculous and out of control, moaned: “Cover me...! Daniel... You bastard...! Cum...! And I’m cumming...! Ahhh, Ahhhh!!” And the verbalization of her betrayal made me explode, and a white jet shot wildly from my member, landing in a vertical line, staining forehead, blindfold, cheek, lip and chin. A dense, white, long and heavy splash. And my wife’s face trembled with surprise, in a shudder of her entire body, a pleased spasm she acknowledged with a crude “Umm, you bastard!! Mmmm!! Ahhh!!” as a second jet fell parallel to the first, staining forehead, blindfold, cheek and lip, but on the other side of her nose. And she exploded with me screaming “Yes!! Yes!! You bastaaard!! I’m cummiing!! I’m cummiing!!” as my third shot landed with fury and viscosity on one of her colossal breasts, and the density of the first lash descended from her face and fell on her other breast.

“Ahhh!! Mmmmmm!! I'm cumming!!” she screamed again, her mouth half-open, her stained face trembling and her defiled breasts shaking.

And another shot, and another. The fourth and fifth fell with less force onto her breasts, which shone, violated and imposing.

“Yesss!! Yesss!! Mmm...!! You bastard...!!” my wife moaned, believing it was Daniel who was showering her. And she stuck out her tongue seeking that semen that I had shot onto the corner of her lips. And she raised her face even more and offered me her breasts, in an extravagant and desperate manner.

“Mhhmmmm! Yesss...! God...!” she finished her orgasm while I held my breath and observed the mess of that white, semi-transparent rain. And I was shocked to see how once again part of what had been poured on her face fell, this time onto her hand that was grabbing her breast, staining the back of that hand.

“God...” she sighed in an ecstatic gasp, and again sought with her tongue, in an incredibly dirty and dishonest way, part of that semen that lingered around her lips.

And then I felt something behind me. Daniel was moving me aside. Trying to move me. To take my place. And once he considered he was in the right spot for his voice to come from the correct location, he said:

“Damn... You turn me on so much... I'm still hard.”

“God... Give me something. Clean me up...” my wife said in two gasps and again brought one of her hands to the blindfold over her eyes.

“Shhh... Wait, wait, wait,” he whispered. Stopping her at the last moment. And I no longer had the strength to suffer.

“Just one more minute. Please. One more minute like this. I want to see you like this for a moment longer.”

And she stayed still. And he said:

“It's just incredible how you turn me on. Grab it. Come on. You'll be amazed. It's still rock hard...”

And then Carolina reached out a hand, and groping, after touching his thigh, she touched his member. Then she grabbed it. Closed her hand tightly. And with her face soaked, and with her breasts smeared by me, she whispered to him:

“Damn... How is it still like this?”


CHAPTER 32

I looked away. Now I was the outsider, the wild card. Daniel had returned to his place and my wife had never stopped being the center of everything. My member peeked out reddened above my pants and was losing vigor rapidly. But I hadn’t stopped feeling excitement. Nor guilt. Nor had I stopped thinking she was guilty. Nor had I stopped feeling love. The situation remained so extreme that everything persisted, perhaps seasoned with mental decline and physical weakness. And at times I felt the urgent need to stop this madness... But how to do it.

“What do you think...? What do you think about it still being hard, huh?” I heard Daniel’s voice, speaking to Carolina.

“That it will go down eventually. Seriously, clean me up or I’ll clean myself. I’m going to take this off. Really. I look like a complete idiot...” my wife said.

“When it softens you can take it off...” he told her.

And I looked at myself. And I wanted to cover up. Hide that battered and dripping member. And I wanted to leave, as the anguish was consuming me, but I wanted to stay, as I wanted to see them. And I also felt the need to guard her, even if in that vile manner.

“What are you doing...? You’re such a pig...!” my wife whispered and I turned my gaze back to them and couldn’t believe what that bastard was doing:

Daniel, who had witnessed in suffering silence my orgasm and especially Carolina’s, demonstrated that there was no possible pause and that his excitement had even increased. An excitement that led him to set aside disgust and proceed with his known excesses. I found myself, completely stunned, watching how Daniel, with his rock-hard cock in his hand, sought my wife’s face, and wasn’t looking for a direct attack, but rather seeking to collect the semen that I had spilled on her chin and cheek, to then smear it over her lips with terrible obscenity.

“Stop...” Carolina protested, but also, to my burning pain, she wasn’t moving away much.

“Shhh...” he hushed her, authoritatively, and continued rubbing that tip with sickening lasciviousness.

I then looked at my wife, and beyond her breasts glistening with remnants of splashes of my semen, her blindfolded eyes and her face stained with white streaks; beyond her shirt sticking to her back and arms with sweat, beyond her... slut... boots. Beyond the fragile struggle of her face to avoid Daniel’s humiliating game, I was shocked when I looked lower, when I saw her body sitting on the edge of the sofa, with her thong pulled aside, and her pussy protruding enormous and open; pink and excessive, with a cavity partially covered by a huge lip folded inward.

I was breathless again. I had never been anywhere close to seeing something like that in her. When then a “stop it...” was repeated by Carolina. And I looked up again, and Daniel was collecting with the smeared tip that white substance that I had spilled and was now managing to rub it on my wife’s lips. And I wanted to breathe, exhale, release all that air that filled my lungs and was oppressing me, because I knew what would happen... her pussy had confessed it to me... and then Daniel pushed slightly... and my wife opened her mouth, and emitted a timid complaint, a “Hmm!”, short and heartfelt...

...and again she was sucking that giant’s cock, this time tasting the mixture of my liquid flavor and his hard touch. And one, two, three seconds with Daniel’s cock inside, violating her mouth; and four, five and six seconds in which she made a very long movement, not just with her head, but with her entire torso, back and forth, undoubtedly excessive, ostentatious and lustful, devouring him. And then she withdrew, and a bridge, of her saliva, or his pre-cum, or my semen, or a mixture of everything, united for an instant her lower lip with his cock; a fragile bridge almost a hand’s width in length of pure moisture and sex that eventually broke and remained hanging from her mouth. My wife, who felt it hanging, ended up breaking it with her hand, and, despite her humiliating and precarious position, armed herself with courage and self-esteem and whispered:

“That’s it. Nothing else is going to happen.”

“If it doesn’t go down... If it doesn’t soften... We could continue,” he said.

“It will go down. It’s already softer,” she whispered, although it seemed obvious that it wasn’t.

And then Daniel did something that, while containing infinitely less sexual importance, I felt was more painful and humiliating: he lightly touched her face, crouched down, squatting in front of her... and kissed her. It was a kiss that quickly changed into a torrid make-out session, but even so, a certain intimacy emanated from it. And shortly after he brought his hands to her breasts, pulling the shirt aside a bit to touch each breast with each hand, in gentle caresses that accompanied the kiss. That giant squatting, kissing my wife and caressing her, and she letting her tongue fly, with him, and timidly bringing her hands to his muscular chest. Perhaps it was a simple trick of Daniel’s, knowing the persuasive power of his kisses, or perhaps there was a strange and nascent affection, but the connection, extremely painful, seemed real, and the two created a moment of strange intimacy.

The kiss was prolonged. The caresses on her breasts too. Carolina’s graceful hands, docilely placed on his firm torso, as well. And I felt real fear for the first time, so much that I had to look away.

They were seconds of dread and anguish in which I felt the real danger of that madness.

I noticed more movements afterward, and I turned my gaze back to them, and saw that he had stood up again and that, after a long time, he fixed his eyes on mine; and he made a gesture with his hand, indicating that I should leave, but his gesture remained fraternal and the indication pointed toward the terrace.

That confidence again. That strange charisma again. Once more the challenge of moving in absolute silence.

And I knew he was trying to do me a favor, though it was also a favor to himself, since that blindfold had to disappear from Carolina’s face.

“Has it ever happened to you before? A guy comes and doesn’t go soft?” Daniel asked then, turning back to her, and I knew he was trying to mask any sounds I might make with his conversation.

And I began to float across the living room, heading for the terrace, while my wife insisted to him that it would soften and he argued back.

I moved away from them and slipped through the sliding door. I breathed in fresh air. And I noticed a moderate change in temperature. I pulled up my pants and exhaled forcefully, freed from the anguish of total silence.

I took advantage of the partially drawn curtain to hide there, behind it, but the tables had turned—now I was the one near the light source and they were the ones moving in darkness. I could barely see shadows in that living room, just enough to glimpse a silhouette moving.

And I felt the danger of being the illuminated point, so I turned around and saw the small lantern on the floor giving off a faint light. I moved toward it silently and suddenly everything changed, because almost simultaneously as I turned it off, a flash of light came from inside the house. I turned back, returned to my hiding place behind the large curtain by the sliding door, and saw that Daniel had turned on a lamp. That camaraderie, though effective, seemed dirty and cruel when I saw my wife, exposed, alone and vulnerable, sitting on the sofa, stained by me... and trying to remove that blindfold tied with extreme tightness.

The impact of seeing my wife, alone, helpless, in those clothes, with that dense, sexual, smelly mess of mine on her, made me shudder.

The exchange of light sources meant I could see them clearly. Daniel, naked and permanently erect, walked toward the bar where I had spent so much time hiding, and moved my wife’s small purse aside to get some paper towels. About four or five steps away from him, Carolina was removing the blindfold from her eyes, standing up, and seemed to be wondering whether to make herself decent, to cover herself or not. In favor of covering up was the possibility of protection, of suspending that humiliating exposure. Against it was the fact that covering herself while being so stained would create an uncomfortable mess on her clothes.

And then something happened that only increased my doubts and fear. Because they were no longer the cock-teasing neighbor and the instigating tenant. No longer the hotel slut and the expert in cuckolds and cheaters. The battle had disappeared. The insults and the war of words had vanished. Daniel approached her with that paper to clean her, and she, looking him in the eyes, with tension but without aversion, accepted the offering and began to clean her face and breasts.

She, who had devoured his member, who had screamed an orgasm in front of him and who, in her reality, had received his semen on her body, now seemed to feel almost no shame. She cleaned herself with competence and gentleness. And the connection reached an even higher point when he cooperated, in a direct but relaxed way, attempting to clean my wife’s sex.

“Stop...” she whispered, affable and graceful, wiggling her waist.

Her pussy, protruding and pink, was bulging beside a pushed-aside thong. She couldn’t be more exposed. It couldn’t be more bizarre, and yet she didn’t cover herself quickly, but accepted the paper from him and cleaned herself there, thus confessing the existence of extreme wetness in her sex, and she did it with astonishing finesse and delicacy.

She cleaned her pussy and he watched her, his cock pointing at the ceiling. And she looked at him. She looked at that thing that wouldn’t decrease, and said to him:

“Give me some water, please...”

Daniel turned and headed toward the refrigerator, and I saw how my wife properly adjusted her thong and pulled down her skirt. Then she looked at her breasts and belly and seemed to hesitate about buttoning her shirt, as she still seemed to notice them wet and didn’t want to stain her clothes.

He returned with a bottle of water, offered it to her and she drank. The lower half of her body, despite the aggressiveness of the boots and skirt, seemed sufficiently dignified. The upper half still hadn’t recovered: her swollen and somewhat shiny breasts, her sweaty shirt clinging to her skin, her disheveled hair and her flushed cheeks.

“Well. Now I’m really leaving,” she said, returning the bottle.

And, after saying it, she carefully closed a couple of buttons on her shirt, and pulled her shoulders forward so her breasts wouldn’t press too much against the silk.

“What are you going to tell your husband?” he asked, no longer overacting, no longer pronouncing that “hubby” thing, and I didn’t know if it was a trap, since his excitement remained intact.

“I don’t know. Let’s see how he responds to the voice note I sent him. Which, by the way, it seems he’s listened to, but he hasn’t said anything.”

I couldn’t see any trace of remorse in my wife. Which was another thing that made my fear increase exponentially.

And suddenly she looked down. At that cock pointing at the ceiling.

“Seriously... how can it still be like that? It hasn’t gone down at all...”

“I told you... That you turn me on a lot... That it wasn’t going to soften,” he answered.

Face to face. She dressed. He naked. The sexual tension was certainly more peaceful, but no less intense for that.

He moved closer. It seemed his member was making contact with her, probably against her skirt. I could see them in half-profile. I trusted in the maximum darkness of the terrace not to be discovered.

“Stop...” she told him and backed away a little.

And he moved closer, with more determination. And I looked away, because their movements and the tone of their voices had changed; everything was calmer and more heartfelt for them, and more painful for me. It was a lighter courtship. A seduction game.

And when I decided I had to observe them again, I prepared myself for the blow, as I could already sense it from the gesture I had seen in her, and from her eyes. When I turned my gaze back to them... they were kissing again... and she, between kisses, between tongues, between tilting heads one way and then another, adorned it all with sweet, almost childish replies, some “stop...”, “stop it... idiot...” that cut my heart to the quick.

And when one kiss became more torrid, she went so far as to wrap her arms around his neck, that enormous head. And then he put his hands on her ass, over her skirt, and even lifted one of her legs.

“Stop... Seriously...” she whispered, not letting go of that head, killing me.

“Climb up...” he urged her, with his cock pounding against her skirt, or higher up, having lifted one of her legs, in a strange posture, but sufficiently firm and stable.

“What...? Are you crazy?”

“Climb up, come on,” Daniel insisted, and, with his hands on her ass, he tried to lift her, hoisting her up. And she accepted being raised.

In just a couple of seconds that giant was holding her with his muscular arms, and she, mounted on him, wrapped him with her legs, with her boots, with her body. And that destroyed me. And there was a kiss, more fiery, passionate, up there. I saw my wife clinging to him, hanging, and it hurt me. It hurt me like never before. They looked like two restrained lovers, two lovers wanting to risk everything. Two lovers escaped from their lives. And that made my chest pound.

And I deduced that this maneuver of his was just a display, just a show of strength and vigor, until he made a pelvic movement, as if they were fucking in the air, and I feared he intended something more.

“Stop... You’re crazy... Put me down...” she whispered to him, with their cheeks almost touching. And he, aware of the difficulty, gave up, let her down, and I exhaled.

Face to face. Both standing. They looked at each other. And I wondered what was stopping my wife from making everything irremediable.

“You can’t leave like this,” he said then.

“Why not?”

“Because look what you’ve done to me,” he whispered again, referring to that enormous cock pointing upward.

“You already came. If it won’t go down... that’s not my fault...”

“Yes, it is your fault,” he said, approaching again.

“Yeah... Stop. No. Seriously,” my wife defended herself, but continued flirting, putting her hand on his chest and backing away again.

Another silence fell. Face to face. The excitement was extreme. The tension unbearable. The signs unmistakable: his member, those nipples that were again attacking her shirt. My wife’s flushed expression, the sweat and tense muscles of that giant.

And I expected another attack. And she probably did too. And then, perhaps to avoid it, she said:

“I’m going to see if he’s responded.”

“What? Who?” he was surprised, and immediately after witnessed, as I did, how she walked toward the bar.

“My husband. To the voice note,” she said without turning around while punishing the parquet with her boots as she walked, harshly, with dry thumps.

Daniel remained, alone and erect; and, standing, watched as Carolina turned her back on him and rummaged through her purse, which lay on the bar.

She found her phone and began to fiddle with it when, suddenly and without warning, the old Daniel returned, the primal one, the expected one, and he began to masturbate rapidly, in agile, lightning-fast and almost ferocious movements, looking at my wife, who, oblivious and unconcerned, continued to have her back to him, absorbed in her mobile.

And then Daniel, looking in my direction, but unable to locate me exactly, began to mouth silently, emphasizing the syllables, and I could read disconnected words on his lips as he shook his head. “Cock-teasing bitch” and “big slut” were the words I could most clearly deduce from the silent movement of his lips.

I swallowed. And I hated him. For the first time I felt pure and absolute disgust. But I didn’t move. I didn’t go to warn her. I couldn’t...

He then released his member and walked toward her. And he positioned himself behind her. And, with an affable tone, false, that made my skin crawl, he whispered in her ear:

“Has he written anything?”

“No...” she responded, and he put his hands on my wife’s waist, gripping her, and let his cock make contact with her skirt. Hardness that she immediately felt against her ass.

“Stop. Come on... Seriously...” Carolina squirmed when she felt that rigidity hitting her skirt and her buttocks.

But her phrase sounded so unconvincing. Her evasion had been so subtle. Her escapes were so understated... that I could envision a complete tragedy unfolding.

And I knew I didn’t want it to happen. That for nothing in the world did I want him to possess her... there... in my pathetic presence.

I knew that if that bastard managed to be inside Carolina... my wife... I would die.


CHAPTER 33

She allowed his hands to rest on her waist, surely feeling that hardness bumping against her skirt, against her ass, yet she no longer bothered to push him away. After placing her phone back on the kitchen island and bringing her hands to her face and eyes, making a slight grimace of pain, she whispered:

“My God… I already have like… a premature hangover.”

That expression, that phrase, was very common for her. And I felt immense pain. Because the more she was herself, the more I felt the betrayal tearing me apart.

“Well, I have something premature here too,” Daniel said with little wit.

“Yeah… well forget about it…” Carolina objected, bringing her hands back to her phone to put it in her purse.

At that precise moment, Daniel pushed slightly forward with his pelvis.

And she allowed herself to be rocked. She didn’t protest at first against that swaying motion in which, passive, she seemed like a fondled doll. Until he ventured further, and his hands slid, quick and effective, toward her skirt; a skirt he was once again trying to lift.

“Will you stop?” my wife then said, in a louder tone, while finishing putting her phone in her purse. And he stopped, but only after having managed to expose her buttocks and thong again.

The image of the boots, knee-high; the powerful thighs; the round, substantial buttocks; and the minimal thong barely covering the crack of her ass, was so lascivious that I understood the sick looks that giant, tremendously aroused, was giving her.

“I’m stopping. I’m stopping…” Daniel whispered and returned his hands to her waist, while his hard cock erratically struck one of her buttocks. “So he’s not answering you?” he continued with confidence and composure. “Well, make sure he knows. Send him another voice note and tell him I came on your tits and your face.”

“I’ll see what I tell him,” my wife said, sharp and thoughtful, feeling him permanently maneuvering behind her.

“Also tell him you sucked my cock…” he provoked.

And she then came to her senses, reached back with one hand to push him away, and turned around.

“Will you stop once and for all?” she said to him, face to face, with firmness, but she wasn’t pulling her skirt down. Her thighs remained completely visible, entirely, her thong also exposed. Her skirt hiked up to her waist. Everything was a no, but yes, which left me breathless.

And then Daniel lunged. His body first, and then his mouth, attacked. His member impacted her body, flattening against some part of her. His corpulence became flagrant. My wife was a graceful white blur that was covered and diminished. But she, resourceful and slippery, turned her face, avoiding the kiss.

“No…” she whispered, and brought her hands to his sturdy pectorals to push him away.

But she wasn’t leaving. She rejected him but didn’t leave.

Face to face. Very close together. With that enormous cock rubbing against everything. With that thong barely covering my wife’s battered and bulging sex… I sighed hoping she would continue to resist.

“No…” she repeated when he made another attempt to charge.

He then brought his hands to her breasts. Over her shirt. Each hand on one breast. And she felt his hands there, on the white silk, and this she did allow.

“I can barely cover them with my hands…” Daniel whispered then, encouraged by her approval, and made a movement with his pelvis, forward. A movement that seemed instinctive, and the tip of his member, like a siege weapon with a life of its own, again bumped somewhere, a few centimeters above my wife’s sex.

She let him touch, caress, knead over the silk, while he, in a crude manner, praised the size of her breasts.

“They’re tremendous. I mean… I can barely cover them,” he insisted, continuing with his groping, and Carolina’s cheeks reddened; and she shook her hair minimally, affected, and then whispered:

“I can’t cover what you have either…”

“No? I think you can,” he provoked.

“I don’t think so,” my wife whispered again, swallowing as Daniel continued his contained kneading of her breasts.

And she tilted her head. She looked at him while he caressed her over the white silk. Her nipples were becoming emboldened again, brutally marking the fabric.

“Try…” he said. And then Carolina, without taking her eyes off him, lowered her hands. And I witnessed the precise moment when she grabbed that enormous cock again.

She allowed herself to be caressed while placing one hand and then the other, measuring, trying to cover that width and that length. She could barely close her hand around it and, despite placing both hands along that shaft, the entire glans remained exposed.

“See? I’d still need… almost half a hand more,” my wife said, in praise, in adulation, in a sexual flirtation that humiliated me; and maintaining a relaxed tone, wanting to disguise it, but affected again by his potency.

He then pushed, slightly, with his hip, forward, and moaned minimally. She kept her two hands still, so once again he achieved a strange masturbation, moving himself, rubbing against hands that gripped him.

Carolina, whose cheeks were burning as a result of the caresses on her breasts and from the excitement of holding that thing, allowed and accepted that he received pleasure this way.

My wife sighed, her bangs waved, and he read that weakness, and bent his knees slightly, in such a way that when pushing forward with his pelvis, the tip of his member struck against my wife’s black thong.

“Stop...” she protested.

“What? I’m not doing anything.”

“Yeah... you’re very clever,” my wife complained, but she accepted those strange movements. That percussion of him against her covered sex.

Daniel, then, continuing with his movement, taking advantage of the fact that she wasn’t letting go of his member or dodging him with her waist, and unbuttoning one button of her shirt, said to her:

“I can’t believe he doesn’t respond after the audio you sent him. When you get home you should write to him... and tell him that you sucked me off.”

“If I confess that, I’m not going to confess it like that,” she said.

“Why not?” asked Daniel, as he unbuttoned the only button on my wife’s shirt that remained to be opened.

And then I heard a small lament from my wife, a short and subtle “Mh!”, and I knew that the last pelvic movement of that bastard had been accurate, hitting exactly with the tip of his member against the exact part of the thong that covered her pussy.

“Because... no,” she finally answered, affected by the contact, and seeming not to know how to stop that avalanche, neither from above nor from below.

Once Daniel unbuttoned that last button, and always without ceasing the slow movement of his hip, he proceeded to part her white shirt again, subtly placing it on both sides of her breasts. And she let herself be uncovered. And he proceeded to bring his hands there, with delicacy and care; the caresses were from the beginning strangely delicate, almost tender, which was jarring, because he exuded clumsiness, but he managed to make, and this was killing me, my wife melt... getting her to abandon herself in warm sighs, which I felt as devastating stabs. And not just once more, but three or four more times, while my wife sighed from his caresses, he also hit accurately below, with his cock right at the entrance of her pussy, and then that heartfelt, harsh and affected “Mh!” from my wife was heard again.

And so they remained for a few moments in which she not only didn’t release his member, but gripped it more firmly; not only did she not move her waist away, but she seemed to keep it still so that he could manage to hit the mark from time to time; and not only did she not protest at the caresses on her tits but sometimes she looked down and watched, stunned, how he, with his light fondling, managed to make her nipples even more erect and stiff.

“Mh-hh!” she moaned, again, feeling his accuracy. And then, harassed, surrounded, attacked from all sides, but catching her breath, she managed to whisper:

“I don’t know... if I’ve done the craziest thing of my life with you... or if I’ve done exactly what my husband would want.”

“I think he would like you to do more,” he whispered, without stopping caressing her and without stopping attacking with that hip movement.

“No. More definitely not. Neither he nor I want that. Forget it...” my wife said with sudden firmness.

“I think you do. I know cuckolds. Even without being present, I think this, and much more, would delight him...” Daniel said then, and pushed with more intention and decision, with his pelvis.

“Stop...” Carolina protested.

“Trust me. I’m sure he would want everything to happen.”

“No... Neither he nor I. Forget it...” she resisted.

And he began to alternate the caresses on her tits with delicate caresses on her face. And that was destroying me. My wife tilted her face and accepted his caresses. Afterwards, unstoppable, he was unable to continue with his feigned delicacy, and one of that cretin’s enormous hands squeezed one of her tits. And she, who accepted subtlety and lack of control almost equally, protested with a morbid complaint. It was a “Umm! Ow...”, sweet and whimpered very quickly. Meanwhile, his pelvic movement continued incessantly and she still didn’t release, with either of her hands, that monstrosity that was striking against her fragile and delicate thong.

And after another “Mmhh!”, pitiful and affected, whimpered by my wife, indicating that his cock had hit the exact spot again, he ventured to bring one of his fingers from the hand that was caressing my wife’s face to her lips. They looked at each other then, face to face, and that finger traced her lips, slowly, and then she parted her lips, but he didn’t seek to outrage her mouth with his finger, but whispered:

“Tell me you’re very horny...”

And she didn’t answer. She let him attack her, caress her, play with her, but she didn’t respond.

“Tell me you liked sucking my cock,” Daniel whispered, and brought one hand to his own mouth, and, without actually spitting, moistened his hand.

And my wife didn’t respond. And he, with his hand wet from his own saliva, began to caress one of her tits, moistening it, making it shine; he did it in long strokes, reveling in the great expanse, as if soaping that enormous tit with saliva. And I felt that Carolina was coming undone as she felt that exquisite kneading on her voluptuous tit. And then he took pains, and delighted in her enormous pink areola, and she, my wife, feeling the moisture right there, purred, overwhelmed, a “Mh-mhh-mhh!”, which sounded triple, more audible and timidly embarrassed.

“Tell me you liked how I came on you... Huh,” Daniel insisted and wet his hand again to moisten her other breast.

And then she, gathering strength from weakness, whispered:

“Well... I thought you would shoot more. Honestly.”

“I usually shoot more. I think in a second round I would shoot more.”

“And where would you shoot it?” she provoked, deeply affected by feeling his wet hand on that other breast that was being groped.

“Should I tell you?” Daniel asked.

“Of course...”

“I would shoot it on your pussy. On the outside. I would drench those amazing tender lips... of that enormous pussy you have.”

“Ufff...!” my wife sighed and closed her eyes, in a moan and a dropping of eyes that revealed she was melting.

And he read it instantly. And his mouth went toward her, and she received him, needy, eager, surrendered. My wife opened her mouth and accepted his lips again, his tongue, his kiss that became lascivious. They kissed while he continued with his movement, back and forth. And again that painful purr when she felt his tongue. And the kiss lengthened, and my wife released that enormous cock, and surrounded him with her arms. And his hands went down to my wife’s bare buttocks, and he lifted her, as if she weighed nothing, as if she weren’t a sufficiently powerful and exuberant woman, he lifted her and placed her on that counter, facing him.

Everything was rushing. I swallowed hard. I didn’t know whether to sigh or not even breathe. My heart was pounding. My hands were shaking and my bare feet were frozen solid.

My wife, after being lifted up there, leaned back slightly, and both she and I saw a change in him, and that was that, to the ferocity of his latest movements, he also added desperate phrases.

“I can’t take it anymore, damn it...” he panted, incredibly aroused.

And both Carolina and I saw how he began to masturbate. And he did it in front of her sex. In front of that pussy covered by her thong. A pussy that, on the counter of that kitchen, was at the perfect height for him to come on it.

“Here? Like this? Are you crazy?” Carolina whispered, putting an elbow back, on the cold marble of the kitchen island.

And all her voluptuousness, all her exuberance, rested, in front of him, battered and dishonored: her enormous breasts pushing her shirt to both sides of her torso, her legs separated and somewhat raised, her boots in the air and her thong just inches from that cock that was being incessantly shaken.

“Not like this...” he panted. “On your pussy...” and then, two or three fingers of his free hand began to slightly push my wife’s thong to one side. And her sex was freed again, uncovered; her pink lips chaotically covered the hollow, and a revealing and telling shine gleamed again, not only at the neuralgic point, but around it, a sign of extreme wetness also across much of her pubic hair.

And my wife let herself be uncovered. She allowed him to contemplate that pussy that betrayed her. A pussy that could only be like that because her excitement had been at its peak again for minutes.

He masturbated millimeters away from there. From that uncovered pussy. And she, slightly reclined, up there, looked at him, blocked and stunned.

“Come on... Say things to me... I’ve already come once... So this one will take me longer,” he then said, unpleasantly, and without taking his eyes off my wife’s shameful pussy, distorted and excessive, while he continued masturbating with one hand and holding the thong aside with the other.

“Bastard...” she protested, in that dishonorable position, but she didn’t move away, nor did she push away his hand, which humiliated her, exposing her pussy.

And I understood that she wasn’t running away because she saw in that ending her way of winning. Of not succumbing. She thought that if he came like that, it would indeed be the end. And that leaving there without consummating would be her victory.

“Come on... Say things to me...” he insisted, repulsively, and continuing with his frantic jerking off.

“Well... I like your cock. You have a perfect cock,” my wife whispered, somewhat overacting, while watching how he was about to come on her pussy.

“Yes? What else?” he asked, leaving the thong pushed aside and bringing his free hand to my wife’s mouth.

And this time he did seek to violate her mouth. And she accepted. She sucked his finger, with her head moving back and forth, there, reclined. And they looked into each other’s eyes. Until he withdrew his violating finger, and she said:

“Bastard... You have an amazing body. You must fuck incredibly.”

And then he lunged forward. He stopped jerking off and devoured her mouth. And then he went down to her breasts. And there he had a feast. With his tongue, with his lips, and even with his teeth. Helped by his hands, he devoured my wife’s tits. And she contained him, grabbing his enormous head. And I could see the muscular back of that giant, leaning forward, and how he groped her tits and how he drooled on them, drenching her breasts, and my wife’s “Amh!”, “Amh!”, “Amhhh!”, became constant, with each bite and with each lick. Until he desperately sucked one of her nipples, and an “Auu!” was protested by her; and he pulled away, and positioned himself again as before, with his cock pointing at her pussy. He pushed aside that thong that had covered her sex again, and restarted his jerking off in front of that uncovered sex. And, looking at the trail of saliva he had poured on my wife’s breasts, beside himself, he whispered:

“Jesus Christ! What tits! What massive cow tits you have...!”

“Do you like them...?” my wife endured, teasing him, with her shirt pushed aside and her breasts wet with saliva and reddened. She endured and provoked him even though her posture, her exposure, and her situation were completely unacceptable.

“What do you think?” Daniel panted.

“I think yes, that you like them,” my wife said, composing herself slightly, reclining back on one elbow, keeping her legs open with her boots permanently in the air.

“Admit that you dressed like this to turn me on,” he whispered, speeding up his masturbation, and the “click, click, click” sound of the skin of his glans moving back and forth could be heard again.

“Of course I did...”

“Say it...”

“I dressed like this... with these slutty boots and this thin shirt... to turn you on...” she provoked, incredibly aroused, but seeking her victory.

“Your nipples were showing...” he panted.

“I know... Of course I know... So you would look at me...”

“You bitch... You knew from the beginning. You came to turn me on...” he whispered desperately, continuing his noisy masturbation just centimeters from her pussy.

“Of course... because I get turned on by that horny pig look you have,” she continued to provoke him.

“Really?”

“Yes... I love when you look at my tits and nipples...”

“Your slut tits and nipples...” he affirmed, deranged, and the sound of the “click, click, click!” of his violent masturbation was overwhelming.

“Yes...” my wife panted, grabbing one of her breasts, aroused, reclining, provoking him and exciting herself.

“They are. They’re a slut’s. Tell me!” Daniel demanded.

“Yes... Of course I’ll tell you... I have slut tits and nipples!” my wife panted, watching him masturbate that enormous thing; and, excited and clutching one breast, she let her head fall back for a moment.

And then Daniel moved his hips forward. And emitted a dry “Hmmm!” And my heart stopped. And I looked at his member. And an “Ahhh!” was gasped by my wife. And her body trembled in a spasm. And her face returned to the front. And she moaned:

“Stop...! God...!”

And he pushed. He sank in.

“Stop...? What...” he moaned.

And my wife’s eyes opened wide in astonishment; the whites of her eyes expanded. Her eyelids lifted.

“Ahhh! What... are you doing... Stop...!”

“Stop what... Ohh!” moaned that bastard who was sinking into my wife.

And I watched. My heart froze. I couldn’t even breathe. Half of his enormous, fat, extremely wide cock was inside my wife.

“Stop what... I’m fucking you...” Daniel panted, and Carolina didn’t move. Impaled. Motionless. She let herself be invaded. And she kept looking at him. As if she couldn’t believe it.

“I’m fucking you, damn it... Umm! So good...” that giant moaned, sinking in a bit more. And my wife, clutching her breast, looked at him... And saw, as I did, that he was putting more than half of his cock into her pussy.

“What...? Ahh...!” my wife protested, in a mixture of confusion and pleasure.

And then he whispered to her:

“Shhh. Relax. Look at me.”

And she obeyed. She stopped looking at the point where their bodies met. She stopped looking at that enormous thing embedded in her pussy... and looked him in the eyes.

And then he pushed. He buried himself. His hips attacked in a long movement. All the way. To the balls.

And a “AHH-HHHHH!!” from Carolina, heart-wrenching and infinitely pleasurable, destroyed me, making all my hair stand on end. And I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. And she didn’t close her eyes. She kept looking at him. Unable to believe it. That bastard had penetrated her. All the way. To the balls.

He was humiliating us. Both of us. With a single thrust. He was taking his time. Inside my wife. He was impaling her slowly and all at once. And my wife’s body trembled, agitated, spasmodic. And she didn’t seem to understand or control the signs of maximum excitement that her body revealed.

And then, while they looked at each other, he pulled his body back, and his cock came out completely. Enormous. Wet. And my wife, feeling how that monstrosity abandoned her, leaving an enormous emptiness, emitted a moan, a long, strange, extravagant “Ahhh...!” that made me feel a sharp stab in my chest.

And then Daniel said to her:

“And now what do we tell your dear husband?”

And my wife, abandoning herself, and killing me, whispered:

“Put it in... For God’s sake... Again...”

And she closed her eyes, and reclined on her elbows, and her two hands contained her breasts.

“Yes?” asked Daniel, dominantly.

And then, surprising and intimidating me, he looked in my direction.

And I, trembling, covered my face with my hands as he, looking toward me, pushed forward with his entire body, penetrating my wife. Again.

“Aaahhh!! Mmmm!!” moaned my wife, grateful to be filled.

And that gratitude devastated me.

And another thrust. Another long movement of his hips. His cock invading her to the hilt again.

“AAAAAHHH!! MMMMM!!” my wife then moaned, biting her lip from pure pleasure at the end of her ecstatic cry, in an even more shuddering and surrendered way, in a defeated lament that had enveloped everything, and that destroyed me inside.


CHAPTER 34

I didn’t want to look, but I wanted to look. I wanted to turn away and not see that, and at the same time I knew that if I could, I would move closer… to see it better.

The infidelity had been consummated. I was a cuckold, hiding there, unable to react, and not even knowing what I should feel.

Daniel’s gaze returned to my wife. She, defeated, reclining on the kitchen counter, was receiving the cock of that cretin who was reveling in his victory.

Confident. Comfortable. Ecstatic. Triumphant. He took advantage of the fact that her pussy was at the perfect height without needing to stand on tiptoes or bend his knees, to thrust in slow cadences.

My wife, clutching her enormous breasts, let her erect nipples peek through her fingers. And, between moan and moan, between thrust and thrust, she kept looking at him as if she couldn’t believe that bastard was fucking her.

“Ahhh…! God… But… what…?” my wife continued to whimper, in a certainly ridiculous way.

“I’m… fucking you… And now what do we tell your little husband, huh?” he provoked, killing her with those slow thrusts.

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” she moaned, with each thrust.

“What do we tell him? Tell me,” he insisted, mocking and dominant.

She didn’t answer him and my member began to stir again under my pants. And I felt guilty about it. And I also felt enormous excitement and immense pain. But it was a strange pain, as if detached, without a real cause, it wasn’t an accusing pain. My wife had that man’s cock buried deep inside her, but for some reason I couldn’t blame her.

“It goes in so well, huh…” he panted then, and she, with her elbows propped back and still clutching her breasts, threw her head back, feeling the new thrust, and moaned to the ceiling a heartfelt:

“Ohh…!! God…!!”

“It went in by itself… Did you see? Incredible,” he gloated, putting his hands on his hips. And he would bury himself and then almost completely withdraw. And Carolina’s enormous pussy lips would come and go with his cock, embracing it with each movement.

“Damn, what a pussy you have… It’s enormous. I’m fucking one hell of a slut’s pussy,” he whispered, the aggressive Daniel returning, knowing that this would only inflame her more.

“Ahh…! Ahh…! Mmm!” she writhed, somewhat extravagantly, with her boots in the air, both eager and ashamed to know she would want to feel him more, to speed up more.

“I thought it wouldn’t fit well and look… Uff…! So good…!” Daniel whispered, with his hands on his hips, haughty, cocky, burying himself again and again in complete and eternal thrusts. Killing her with pleasure and also with desire for him to increase the pace.

“Ahh…! Mmm! Ahh-hh!” my wife moaned and trembled, reclining, and sometimes she would let her head fall back, undone by pleasure, and sometimes she would look back to where her body was being invaded, and watched stunned as that enormous cock entered and exited; she witnessed how her pussy accommodated that monstrosity with an ease that became undignified.

“And now… what? What do we tell him?” he provoked again.

“Now… Ah!” my wife panted. “Give me… Harder… For God’s sake…” she whispered, humiliating herself and making me shiver, and she sat up a little.

And their faces were face to face. Him standing and her sitting up there. And then Carolina did something that killed me, which was that, subtly, she wrapped her legs around him, with her boots… drawing that giant’s body toward her, and she appreciated that he let himself be pulled and accepted penetrating her more deeply, moaning at the end a long and lustful “Ahhhhh!!” that made me swallow hard.

And Daniel accepted. He accepted her surrender. And he began to move his hips back and forth. Fucking her. Moving her. They were absolutely one body now. Their hips in rhythm. Their sexes coupled. And they kissed. They touched each other. She lowered her hands to touch his enormous ass, to pull him toward her. He devoured her mouth. Her neck. He embraced her to hold her better and was relentless in his thrusts.

“Ahhh…!! Ahhhh!!” she almost screamed, sitting there, mounted, each time she felt completely filled.

My wife grabbed that enormous head, and held it desperately to kiss him. She thanked him with passionate kisses for the pleasure he was giving her below. That man whom hours earlier she had said was unattractive, ugly… Now she played with his tongue, almost scratched his ass and let herself be fucked.

That man, whom I had seen fail with mediocre women, thrust relentlessly into my wife’s pussy, filled her completely, his balls bouncing… and he kissed her: her mouth, her neck, and he leaned over her, eating, drooling over her breasts, making her recline a little only to pull her back to kiss her again.

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…! Ahhh…!” Carolina whimpered, with broken breath, with her hands on his ass and imprisoning him with her boots.

“Ohh…! Fuck…!” he grunted coarsely, squeezing one of my wife’s breasts and sticking out his tongue, licking her lips as she allowed herself to be debased.

“MMMmmm…!! Give it to meee…!! Give it to meee…!! You bastard…!!” my wife was coming undone, even moving her pelvis on the kitchen counter, sliding her bare buttocks across the cold marble, desperately seeking even more contact, to the point of being pitiful.

And the pain was immense. As was the arousal. The thrill of seeing my wife so surrendered was incomparable to anything I could have ever yearned to experience.

And my wife’s “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” became constant. Her sighs. Her moans… Everything destroyed me and elevated me at the same time.

And then that giant stopped. He stopped inside her. And I feared he would finish inside. But then he pulled out of my wife’s body. And he looked at the enormous void he had left.

And my wife, bewildered, whispered:

“What… are you doing?”

And he then freed himself from my wife’s legs that were wrapped around him; he moved away from those enormous boots with rude indifference. And then he grabbed the inside of her thighs and lifted them, making her bend her legs. And he kept staring at that immense pussy. Open for him. And he seemed to savor the moment. And he seemed to hesitate whether to invade her again.

And then, giving her space, stepping back a couple of paces, he said:

“Come. Get down and turn around.”

Carolina, after a few seconds of hesitation, seconds in which she even seemed slightly dizzy, let herself slide down from the counter. And, with her standing again, I felt her more substantial, more womanly, once more.

And it was painful to see how she no longer hesitated. Once her boots touched the floor, she turned around with her skirt at her waist and her shirt open, still exposing her colossal moistened breasts. The thong remained permanently pulled aside and taut over half of one of her buttocks, almost like a crude and useless thread. Leaning against the counter, with her back to him, she looked ahead eagerly, waiting for that brutish, unattractive giant to penetrate her again.

“Now I’m going to give it to you good… You’ll see,” he said, behind my wife, licking his lips.

And then my wife, perhaps unintentionally provocative, spread her legs a bit more, and the sound of her boots against the floor resonated disturbingly; and her pussy, which looked ravaged and wild, exposed itself even more.

Daniel then brought both his hands down forcefully and at once on my wife’s buttocks, and a clear “Smack!” rang out, and she was propelled forward, even rising to her tiptoes from the impact. A couple of seconds later, she let out an “Ow!” that was out of sync with the timing, conveying much more excitement and anticipation than pain.

And, for some reason, despite being opposites in almost everything, somehow, in that sexual context, they understood each other. They connected. And that connection hurt and tore at me almost more than the act itself.

Daniel’s enormous hands kneaded my wife’s ass. He spread her buttocks and her pussy opened; and her lips, wet and fleshy, separated as a result of the movement. Carolina sometimes waited patiently and sometimes turned her face and begged him with her eyes to invade her, synchronizing a lowering of her eyes with a slight bending of her knees. He alternated caresses with other slaps, similar to the first one, which resonated with equal force.

“Mmm…! Come on, you bastard… Put it in…!” my wife writhed after the third “SMACK!!” from Daniel’s two hands striking her buttocks.

“So what do we tell your little husband, huh?” he persisted.

“We tell him to shut up already…” my wife panted, fed up and desperate, surrendered to the point of absurdity, and reached back with one hand, without any qualms; and she grabbed it, grabbed his cock, and spread her legs a bit more, legs that she also bent.

I, who felt each lascivious disinhibition of my wife as a humiliation toward her and toward myself, shuddered and again didn’t want to, and yet wanted to.

Daniel then sighed a snort of surprise and mockery, and my wife took another step, and soon she was rubbing the tip of that enormity against her pussy. She was aiming it herself. He wasn’t moving. He just looked down and watched as she herself, desperate, took the initiative to be penetrated again. My wife used both hands: one to spread her pussy lips, the other to guide that enormous cock. And she succeeded. Simultaneously as Daniel whispered a harsh “You bitch…” my wife moaned a long and grateful “Ummmm!!!” that expressed tremendous relief. My wife had managed to impale herself on that thing. And then a more guttural “Ohh! Fu-ck!” from Daniel confirmed that he felt himself inside again.

And I had to witness the humiliation of seeing how my wife, once she was satisfied with the location of that enormous member, brought her hands forward, leaned against the counter, lowered her head, and began to move, desperate and excited, her body, her ass, her pussy, back and forth.

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…! Ahhh! Like that…! Like that!” my wife moaned shamelessly, rhythmically thrusting her body back and forth, burying herself on that thing.

“Ohh...!” Daniel panted, watching in astonishment as she impaled herself.

“Ahh...! Yes! Yes! Ahhh...! Like that...!” my wife continued, gasping with pleasure, her boots firmly planted on the floor. And with her body moving back and forth.

“Ohh...! Uff! Holy shit...!” Daniel whispered, with a grimace, a half-smile, showing his horrible small teeth, and mocking my wife’s desperate excess.

“Ahhh...! Ahhh...! Ahhhh...!” she moaned, impaling herself. And sometimes she would raise her head forward, and moan toward the front. And sometimes she would lower it again, panting between her arms.

“Ohhh! Mhmm! That’s it... That’s it... Little slut...” Daniel whispered to her, several times, like in a humiliating loop, while, motionless, with his hands on his hips, he contemplated triumphantly my wife’s embarrassing self-impalement.

And then Carolina took another step in her uninhibitedness, and without stopping, without ceasing to moan and pant, without stopping seeking to skewer herself in that accurate and rhythmic way, she turned and said to him:

“Ahhh...! Gi-ve me...! You gi-ve it to me...! Ahh! God...!”

And Daniel, but not before giving her a silent grimace of dominance and triumph, finally placed his hands on my wife’s waist. And he began to match her movements.

“Ahhh...! Like that! Like thaaaat! Mmmhhhh...! Ahhhh...!” my wife began to scream, grateful because he accepted, and absolutely shameless, in a relentless fuck, standing, holding onto that bar.

And despite her shirt, completely unbuttoned, partially blocking my view, I could see, thanks to the exuberance of her breasts, how her tits went back and forth, hanging enormously, bouncing against each other, and going back and forth.

And, when that bastard accelerated, the sound of my wife’s moans began to overlap with a “Slap!, Slap!, Slap!, Slap!”, crude and thunderous, which was the consequence of the noise of her buttocks being rammed by Daniel’s pelvis.

“Fu-ck...! Oh! Mm! What a big slut...!” that opportunistic jerk recreated himself, between snorts, occasionally stretching his hands to grab her tits.

“Mmm...! Ahhh! Yeees! Yeees! Grab them! Grab them!” she ended up begging him, unbridled to the inconceivable.

“...Fuck... What huge slut tits...! Fuck...!” he degraded her, and the “Slap!, Slap!, Slap!, Slap!” kept reverberating, so much so that many of the neighbors had to be hearing it.

And I couldn’t take it anymore. Despite the pain. Despite the guilt. I had to touch myself again. To calm myself. To feel myself somehow. And I slipped my hand in, and grabbed a member that, compared to the brutality that was entering and leaving my wife’s body, was minimal. And then she, almost as if she knew it, as if at that moment she was also envisioning a humiliating comparison, began to pant:

“Mmmm...! Goddd...! Go-odd...! What a cock you have... bastard!”

“Yeaah? You like it?”

“Yesss!! God...! I love it...! It’s huge! God...!” my wife writhed, who seemed close to coming, and her movements were long, taking advantage of the tremendous length of that endless member.

“Ohhh...! Mmm!” that giant grunted. “Your hubby doesn’t have one like this, huh!”

“No...! Ahhh! Goddd...! No...!”

“What’s his like...? Tell me...”

“Ahhh...! Ahhh...! Ahhh...!” my wife melted, and her breasts, released by him, bounced against each other again.

“What’s his like??” Daniel insisted.

“Ahhh...!! Ahhh...!! Very Ah! Ah! Small... Ah! Ah! God! Com-pared... to... yours...! Ahhh!!! AHHH!!!” Carolina screamed, humiliating me.

“And you like this one! Huh!”

“Yesss!! Yesss!!! Ah! Go-od! Yes! Yes! I love it... I love it!!” my wife panted, destroying me, and also degrading herself, with one hand supported in front and with the other containing her enormous bouncing breasts.

“Fuck... What a slut I’m fucking...” Daniel panted, to himself, but she, after hearing him, said:

“Ahhh...! Yes! Yesss...! God...! You're fucking a slut!”

And I closed my eyes. It was too much. Her surrender, in that way, was tearing me apart. And the truth was that anyone who saw her, anyone who didn't know her, if they saw her like this, letting herself be fucked in that brutal and aggressive way by a stranger, would think she was a genuine slut.

And all the muscles in Daniel's body tensed. And I thought he was about to come. From his grimaces, from his sighs. But it was then she who announced that she couldn't take it anymore:

“God! I'm coming! I'm coming now!!” my wife almost screamed, and she moved her head, uninhibited, as if with a strange pride, and her hair shook, and she abandoned her breasts, and her hands went forward again.

“Yes? You're coming? Huh!!”

“Yesss...!! Yesss...!!” my wife whimpered, again screaming forward, and he slowed the rhythm of his hips, and again it was she who embedded herself more, who moved more, who gave herself more.

My wife, standing, with those enormous boots, with her skirt wrinkled at the waist, with her thong pushed aside, with her shirt soaked and completely stuck to her back with sweat, with her hair shaking at full speed, moved back and forth burying herself on that giant's cock. And I wondered what remained of that woman, my wife, Carolina, who hours earlier had boasted of being able to control everything; of being able to dominate it, to heat it up. What remained of that woman who had wanted to play with that man and then tell me about it...

...I saw her there, panting, trembling, melting, impaled by that animal's cock, letting herself be fucked by that man she had said was ugly, from whom she wouldn't accept even a kiss before. And now, surrendered, she let herself be fucked by that stranger like a crude whore... Because that's what she looked like... In a state of anguished desperation, sunk in pathetic desperation, she begged him to give it to her too. And my wife then took one hand back, and grabbed his hanging balls, and turned around; she looked at him and bit her lip, and moaned some pitiful and purring “Mmm!!” “Mmmm!!” “Mmmm!!”, and nothing remained of her haughty pose, of her arrogant attitude; she massaged his balls and impaled herself; her beautiful and soft breasts were now ordinary and excessive tits that, sweaty, swollen and reddened, hung and bounced against each other; her delicate silk shirt and leather skirt, which had been traps to excite him, turned against her, now making her look like a coarse, vulgar whore. And her boots, which before gave her an aggressive elegance, now seemed like a prostitute's boots, and they creaked, strained by their owner's tension, who was looking in a dramatic way for the best way to impale herself better. And then, without stopping moving her body back and forth, absorbing that muscular and imposing man's cock with her pussy, looking at him, she screamed, extravagantly, a pitiful:

“AAHHhh! AHHh!! YESSS!! YESSSSSS!! I'M COMING! BASTARD...!!”

“Then come, you big slut...” that giant urged her, insultingly.

“MMMMMMMM!! AAAAHHH!!!” my wife moaned after an extremely long movement, and her legs trembled. Those boots that she had put on to excite him, to play and then tell me about it, vibrated, weak and ridiculous. And my wife screamed her orgasm, strange, foreign to what I knew, dressed like a slut, and behaving like one.

“AHHH!! AHH!! I'M COMIIING!!” she whimpered and writhed, impaling herself completely, moving her hips back and forth, and also in circles. With her mouth open, panting. And then, biting her lip, releasing his balls and grabbing one of those huge hanging tits, she moaned in a choked way:

“MMMM-HHH!!! MMMMMM-HHHHHHH!!!!”

“That's it...! Big slut...! Come on...!” sighed a Daniel who was struggling not to be overwhelmed.

“AHHHH!! AAAHHH!! I'M COMIIING!! I'M COMIIING!!” my wife then screamed, filling herself, writhing, sweating. Exploding in immense pleasure. Showing me, unintentionally, that all the pleasure she had felt with me had been an absolute emptiness, a total insignificance.

And at that very moment Daniel couldn't take it anymore, and he pulled out, took his cock out of my wife's pussy, and instantly, without touching himself, he sketched a rough and rude “OHHH!” and an enormous jet burst out uncontrollably, staining one buttock, the leather skirt and the lower part of the back of my wife's shirt.

And my wife quickly brought a hand to her pussy, to her clitoris, trying to extend that orgasm that was being cut short because Daniel had abandoned her.

“AHHH...!! MMMM!! YESS!! AHHH...!! MMMM!!” my wife whimpered, rubbing her clitoris while feeling Daniel continuing to spill over her.

“Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Fu-uck...!” the giant huffed, ejaculating, now helping himself with his hand; jerking off onto her ass and back.

“Ahhh...!! Mmmm...!! Keep going... God...! MORE... GIVE ME MORE...!” Carolina gasped, her orgasm having finished, with her eyes closed, calmer now, yet more grateful, as she felt the dense, hot shots from that stallion, who was drenching her ass and clothes; and with each shot, each burning stream that fell on her back, soaking through her fine shirt, with each thick and torrid lash she felt on her buttocks, she responded with a shiver, with a tremble, with a grateful quiver, and with a ridiculous “Oh, God!”; and they remained like this for eternal moments, with an “Oh, God!” every time she felt a burning shot on her ass, with an “Oh, God!” when a dense and enormous lash flew and landed, crossing her entire back, onto her shirt. And so my wife remained, trembling and receiving the hot impacts, amazed and pleased by all the semen that unusual lover was pouring out.

“Fu-uck...!!” Daniel gasped in a final groan of triumph, now emptied, leaning backward.

And, standing behind her, with his dripping cock and half-closed eyes, he observed the mess of up to seven or eight dense streams that had landed on my wife’s body and clothes.

My wife, completely still and soaked, was recovering from her orgasm and feeling all the heat of what he had poured out.

And he, catching his breath, watching as a very white and dense drop ran downward along one of my wife’s buttocks, and giving her a little tap with his hand on her other buttock, whispered:

“See? This is what I usually produce?”


CHAPTER 35

My hand had remained still, sadly slipped inside my pants. I had touched myself, holding myself, but I hadn’t masturbated. I had only felt. Felt that madness from the outside, and also through my wife, and also through him.

“Let me clean you up. Wait,” said Daniel, who was coming back to himself, becoming friendly again, moving away from the aggression and insults that seemed reserved for the battle before and during sex.

“What a fountain you’ve got there... man...” whispered Carolina, motionless and also feeling light, far from the crude and vulgar words.

And I saw how Daniel reached for the kitchen paper again. And she was composing herself. Standing up and assessing the damage. The back of her shirt was completely soaked through. Her breasts, covered in saliva, sticky and reddened. Her pussy completely destroyed and swollen, dripping. Her leather skirt wrinkled and splattered. Her thong pushed aside. Only her boots seemed unscathed, regaining their regal firmness.

My wife pushed back her hair, damp and matted with sweat. And, exposed, with that pussy that seemed to be spilling out of her body, she received the paper to clean herself. While doing so, she glanced sideways at Daniel’s member, which was shrinking.

“Now it does, right?” said Carolina.

“What? Excuse me?”

“That. Your thing. Now it’s finally going down,” she whispered, as she reached behind herself and, with the paper, wiped away a long whitish trail that ran down one of her buttocks.

“Oh, yes. Now it is,” said Daniel looking at his crotch, which, although still swollen and reddened, was no longer that eternal and inflexible rod, and was losing its vigor.

And I moved away from my hiding place. I abandoned that gap offered by the curtain and the glass door. And I became aware of the danger again. Aware that I shouldn’t be there. Aware that if Carolina walked four or five steps and came out onto the terrace, everything would be inexplicable and probably irreparable.

It was true that there was no reason for her to come back out to the terrace. Her purse, with her phone inside, was lying on the kitchen counter. Her bra, what she had supposedly gone to look for, was on the sofa. But still, the fear was oppressive. I knew that if she came out, I would have nowhere to hide.

Despite not seeing them, I could hear them talking. The tone was intimate, and the more intimate it became, the more painful it was, in what was an endless torture.

Not knowing whether I was doing it to escape the pain or to delve deeper into it, I began to recall what I had just experienced, especially regarding her, how she had been, how she had behaved. It was undeniable that I didn’t recognize her. That she had seemed like another person. Another woman. I didn’t know if she had relied on that invented alter ego, on that slut who fucked men in hotels in the presence of her husband, in order to experience it with more intensity and magnitude, or if it was all simpler than that, and simply she, her body, her mind, needed, after years of mediocrity, a wild fuck, a fuck like that. A brutal sex that would compensate at once, in a single act, for years of mediocrity and deficiency.

They continued talking in a subdued tone. And suddenly I heard a sweet phrase from her, one of those sugary refusals that hurt me again, a gentle “stop it, silly...” that wounded me more than the greatest sexual barbarity.

I peeked out again and withdrew almost instantly. But I had time to see how my wife was already covering her sex with her thong and skirt. That reminded me of the brutal difference between how her pussy was for me and how it had been for that bastard Daniel. For me, a difficult slit, almost rough, arid, dry, only partially receptive at very specific moments, and always adhered to her body, unwilling to show itself and receive me. For him, a flowery explosion, protruding outward, extensive, wet, exceeding the vertical shape to become a wide and eager diamond. And I inflicted pain on myself thinking that perhaps her pussy simply acted as a mirror, receiving with reluctance the insignificant, and with eagerness the brutal. Because how could it not receive the monstrosity that Daniel possessed, trying to rise to the occasion.

And I thought I heard a kiss. And I trembled. I wasn’t sure. I hesitated to peek again. It was evident that Daniel would want to continue, and not entirely unlikely that my wife would want to as well. What was done was done. The infidelity was complete. You can’t be half unfaithful or half cuckolded. If her guilt hadn’t been born, it wouldn’t be born from fucking once more. If she could manage that guilt, she could also manage it by going a little further.

I sharpened my hearing and heard movement, but I didn’t perceive any more attempts at kissing. Sharpening my hearing suddenly felt strange, after all the moaning, after all the panting, after all the screaming. A madness compared to our calm sex, with minimal sighs. And yes, I was convinced that Carolina reached orgasm with me too, although her silent sighs couldn’t be compared with those tremors and spasms I had witnessed. She had never announced her explosion to me either; those “I’m coming!” “God!” “I’m coming!” continued bouncing through every fiber of my body, tearing me apart.

“Will you stop... You’re insatiable, boy,” I heard Carolina whisper.

And then I peeked out again, and I saw him, with his bare torso, with those pectorals that were two very broad and clearly differentiated blocks; with those abdominals that could be counted without difficulty, up to six or eight, without needing to sharpen one’s gaze. And I saw him with his pants on; those thin beige pants that didn’t match his roughness and that struggled to cover that enormous ass. An enormous ass that had been scratched by my wife’s nails. And I also saw how he drank water directly from a plastic bottle.

And then my gaze went to her, and I saw that she was walking toward the sofa and picking up her bra. She was fully dressed, and it almost seemed like nothing had happened there, but if you looked closely you could not only tell that something had occurred, but you'd discover that an impetuous force had overwhelmed her: her cheeks were still flushed, her hair still matted, and the lower back part of her shirt contained darker and lighter areas, more translucent and more opaque, furrows and puddles, vestiges and consequences of all the semen that animal had released. Her skirt too had been forced to serve as a receptive canvas and the leather showed affected areas.

“You know what would really turn me on right now?” said Daniel and my wife turned around, showing a torso that wanted to be modest, with her shirt almost chastely buttoned, but the refined silk was incompetent, ineffective in its intention to cover swollen and moistened tits that remained aroused.

“I don't think I want to know...” responded Carolina, who seemed to be debating whether to remove her shirt to put on her bra.

“Well, I'll tell you anyway. I'd really love to fuck you now in your house,” he said, with all the weight and gravity that implied. And I sighed, and then swallowed. I felt I couldn't feel any more. And I knew that if that happened, I would die.

My wife made a face. She shook her head. And then she said:

“No. Seriously. Forget it.”

“No? Are you sure?” he insisted, and she went in his direction, but not exactly toward him, rather toward the kitchen counter, and picked up her purse.

“So tomorrow then?” asked Daniel, watching as, a meter away from him, Carolina checked her purse.

“Tomorrow I'm calling my husband,” she said calmly.

“And what are you going to tell him? Are you going to tell him everything that happened? You know what I told you about doing things on your own and only telling him that... 

“I don't know. We'll see,” my wife interrupted him, in a louder tone, and I could see in her a measured and deliberate determination not to look him in the face.

And then, with her bra in one hand and her purse in the other. With her nipples showing through her shirt. With her stained skirt and shirt. With her tall and imposing boots. She began to move away from him, and whispered:

“I'm leaving.”

And Daniel, that bastard who craved everything, that opportunist who not only wanted the meal, but to feast, to get dessert and not be satisfied until he'd licked the plate clean... extended his hand, grabbed Carolina's arm, and stopped her.

“Let go of me...” said my wife, turning and looking at him directly.

“Give me at least a goodbye kiss, won't you?”

“No.”

“Come on...”

“I said no!” my wife snapped, breaking free from him.

And the heels of her boots echoed on the wooden floor. She went around a box and reached the door. And I pushed her with my will to escape.

And everything happened very quickly. Everything significant always seemed to resolve itself in one or two seconds.

And my wife opened the door. She left. And then she closed it.


CHAPTER 36

She hadn’t exactly slammed the door, but her exit had been energetic and decisive. And I sighed with relief while Daniel stood staring at that closed door.

And then I moved away. As if I wanted to experience in solitude the moment when everything seemed to end. And I felt an extreme yearning to lock myself away alone with my thoughts. I had the urgent need to recognize myself, to examine myself, to understand myself. I didn’t want to talk to my wife yet. I needed isolation, but, to my misfortune, I knew I couldn’t have it yet.

I couldn’t have it because of that man whom I could hear walking inside the house. I also heard him drinking again. I felt too weak to present myself where he was and pretend not to be a humiliated cuckold. But there was no salvation. There was no escape route. The encounter was going to happen. And I feared the moment when... that man who had fucked my wife... would come toward me. Would come to ask questions or to gloat. Everything would be equally painful and humiliating.

I didn’t want to know anything about him beyond my curiosity about how long he had known that his cock-teasing neighbor was my wife.

I moved further away. I went to the terrace railing. I looked at the starry sky. The temperature had remained constant, but everything else had changed.

And a minute passed. And two. And three. And at some point I began to wonder if he was waiting for me to show myself humiliated. But I thought that probably wasn’t the case. Because, despite everything he had done to my wife, he seemed to have experienced it with an undercurrent of camaraderie. Like with a strange harmony. Blindfolding her. Guiding me to position myself in front of her to take his place. Indicating that I should go out to the terrace to continue spying on them. It hadn’t seemed to me that he had sought to accentuate my humiliation in those acts, but rather to find a common ground where we could both enjoy my wife’s excesses.

And then, finally, the false calm ended, and I heard footsteps behind me. And I felt my pulse racing again. I turned and saw Daniel, his torso now covered by his tank top, holding his phone in one hand; and in the other he carried the water bottle that lately hadn’t left his side.

His expression, though contained, wasn’t so much one of triumph as of enthusiasm.

I was waiting for his first blow. And he delivered it:

“Damn, Rafita... you’re an impeccable cuckold. You’re going to make a career out of it.”

“What...?” I stammered, and he walked past me, as if in a hurry.

“It’s the first time she’s cheated on you, right?” he said, and took a swig from his bottle.

“What...? Yes,” I managed to respond.

“And I bet you don’t hate her?” he asked me, in a strange question.

“Her? No...”

“And I bet you don’t regret it?” he asked again and drank again.

“What...? I don’t know...” I muttered.

“Come on, you too... You came like a monkey all over her face. You got carried away. Well. We’ll talk later,” he said, making me remember what my subconscious seemed to want me to forget. And he moved further away, going toward that corner of the terrace where we had been hours earlier.

I didn’t understand anything. His questions had left me more disoriented than I already was. I looked up and saw him leaning out, as hours before, looking in the direction of my house. Looking in the direction of the cock-teasing neighbor.

I also had questions to ask. I was truly consumed by not knowing how long he had known it was my wife.

I went to where he was, positioned myself beside him, and he received me in silence. And I looked toward the same place as that man, that man who was no longer the same as at the beginning of the night. And I saw the light on in my house, our house, but I didn’t see anyone.

And then, without looking at me, he offered me his phone and said:

“What do you think will happen, huh?”

And I took his phone, that illuminated screen. And I no longer had the strength to fear, nor the strength to tremble. And I saw that he had been texting with Carolina just a couple of minutes ago.

I took a breath. And I read:

“If you liked how I fucked you... come out to your terrace and smoke a little cigarette. The after-cigarette. Hehe,” he had written, that exaggerated Daniel, eccentric, always throwing off balance anyone who made the mistake of listening to his jokes.

My wife, who had fled and relapsed dozens of times that night, had responded:

“Now? You’re crazy. I’m not going out, and especially not like this, soaked with everything you shot on me...”

I swallowed hard. And I suffered. I suffered because there was more text. I raised my gaze and saw how Daniel didn’t blink, concentrated, always looking in the same direction.

I returned my eyes to the screen and continued reading:

“Of course. Now. Yes. Come out like that... All stained. If you think I fucked you well, that is. If not, then never mind...”

“No. Don’t be annoying. How could I go out like this,” my wife had written, ending the conversation, as there were no more replies.

And I looked at Daniel again. And then something changed in his expression. Again that smirk. Again those unpleasant, small, aligned teeth. Again those small eyes. Again his silent laugh, his repulsive, soundless cackle.

I positioned myself, crouched down, hidden, as always.

And I accepted that the pain was imminent. And I placed myself like the condemned man waiting for the executioner.

And I directed my eyes to my house, to our house, to my terrace, to our terrace.

And I saw her. My wife. My spouse. Carolina. With the high boots, with the leather skirt and the white silk blouse. With those dampened clothes that must have smelled of sweat and sex; of the semen of that animal who had soaked her.

She leaned on the railing and smoked. Fulfilling what Daniel had asked for. Acknowledging, gratefully, that she valued how he had fucked her.

She smoked, exhaling without guilt. She smoked with cockiness and elegance. And the smoke rose and dissipated. And her hair waved in a slight breeze.

And she stared into nothingness. The cock-teasing neighbor. My wife. Playing along with that bastard who smiled beside me.

To be continued.

Thank you for joining me in these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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