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CHAPTER 1

Late April.

ALEJANDRA

19:32

After hearing his indecent proposal for the second time, I felt obliged to put a stop to it. To do so, I simply pronounced his name, though I stretched out the syllables to express my disapproval:

“Sebastián…”

“What…? You’ve done worse things,” my husband responded from the other end of the phone.

“It’s not about that… It’s the setting, not the act. You know I’m at the office and you keep going on about returning to the book…”

There was silence then, and I knew he was exaggerating his disappointment.

“You’ll be landing in a few hours. Better to discuss it in person,” I continued.

“Right. At midnight. In theory… because I’ve been having quite the streak of bad luck. By the way, better not come pick me up.”

“I wasn’t planning to,” I smiled.

“Bitch…”

“Shh… I’m not being a bitch. You know the airport highway gives me infinite boredom.”

“Yeah, yeah. The drama isn’t that you won’t pick me up. The drama is that we were talking about acting out the second chapter of the novel and…”

“Enough with the drama, come on,” I interrupted, maintaining my role as the sensible half of the couple, a part I didn’t always play.

“Fine. Fine. I don’t want to argue,” he said dryly, and again I felt he was deliberately exaggerating.

“Anyway, don’t be so demanding. In… how long?” I asked, glancing at the corner of my computer screen to check the time. “In five hours you’ll be here and we can do that second act, with that ancient tape recorder…” I said, almost laughing, mocking him because I knew it bothered him. He always told me he’d only used it the first time, that afterward it had always been with the mobile phone on speaker. And I could tell, despite his silence, that he was amused.

I then heard someone knocking at my door, and the receptionist immediately entered.

“Do you have a second? Can you see a client?” Marta asked in a sweet, timid voice.

“No. No. I’m not a client,” I heard a distinctly masculine voice behind her.

I gestured my approval and whispered into the phone:

“I have to go. They require my imposing… and professional presence.”

“Yeah, yeah… Go get ’em,” my husband replied, and we ended the call.

I placed the mobile phone on the desk, raised my gaze and saw the owner of that deep voice entering and closing the door behind him.

“Sorry. Do you remember me?” he said immediately.

I preferred to remain silent rather than prolong any uncertainty. I looked him up and down. Gray hair though perhaps just entering his forties, black t-shirt, athletic build, and, above all, striking blue eyes that helped jog my memory as much as, if not more than, his peculiar accent.

“Yes. Of course. Helena’s husband. I was just talking to Sebastián. Are you on the same flight?”

“It lands at midnight,” he said as he approached with a jaunty walk, looking at his opulent watch.

“Yes, then you are,” I said while my mind worked to figure out when I had last seen him and wondered what could have brought him here; an intrigue that he himself would soon reveal.

“Sorry for showing up like this, Alejandra,” the man said, with a calm gesture, and I assumed my face still showed doubt and perhaps even wariness. “Actually, I came to talk to… Carlos. It’s about a license… that they’re holding up, or whatever.”

“Ah. Carlos. Yes. Okay,” I replied, adjusting my suit jacket and standing up without really knowing why.

“The girl told me to wait. And I knew you worked here. So I just thought I’d say hello. Maybe I’m interrupt…”

“No, no,” I cut him off. “It’s fine. What a coincidence. Have a seat. How did it go for them? This one doesn’t tell me anything,” I said as I walked toward the door. Once there, I opened it and said to the receptionist:

“Marta, when Carlos is finished, tell him Oliver is here with me in the office.”

I left the door slightly ajar, and felt a certain vanity for having returned the indirect compliment by also remembering his name. I walked back to my desk, observing how Oliver’s muscular back demanded space from the backrest of the chair where he had taken a seat.

“How did it go? Well, it seems good. She did tell me about some awkward moments, though,” Helena’s husband said as I circled my desk and sat down across from him.

“Awkward?”

“Well, you know… The subject matter of the novel…”

“Right…” I sighed. “Readers asked about certain… scenes… Say no more.”

“Something like that… Imagine,” Oliver smiled, showing perfectly white teeth that contrasted with his moderately tanned complexion.

And then I asked him about his accent, as I couldn't remember his country of origin, and he told me he was Danish, jokingly expressing disappointment that it was still noticeable despite having lived half his life in Spain; and we began talking about his wife: Helena, my husband's editor who seemed quite a bit older than Oliver himself, and about my husband's and his wife's week, going here and there, from hotel to hotel, from presentation to presentation, and also about the sharp turn in Sebastian's writing career: from costumbrista novels to erotic ones. It was a bit awkward, since we had only met a couple of times, the last one, we recalled, almost a year ago, but at the same time, perhaps because the feeling was mutual, or because we hadn't beaten around the bush asking protocol and banal questions, it was clear that neither he nor I were in a hurry for Carlos to become available.

“I don’t know how he comes up with these things...” I said suddenly and without thinking.

“About the plot, you mean?”

“Yes, well. Everything. The characters. The girl, for example.”

“They say writers base their work on what they see,” Oliver said, thoughtfully.

“Well, I don’t know where he could have seen her. A... schoolgirl” I said, and I did feel genuinely uncomfortable after pronouncing that word, while also knowing I was unnecessarily getting myself into a thorny situation “eighteen years old... and her boyfriend, also so young... anyway.”

“And everything that happens throughout the book. Well, it must be better for you... being married to someone with such imagination,” he said, in a tone that didn’t sound innocent to me.

“Yeah. I don’t know... You know... The cobbler’s children go barefoot...” I said trying to dodge the blow, but I wasn’t sure if he understood me.

And then there was silence, and he looked at his watch again, and with illuminated eyes, as if a wonderful idea had occurred to him, he said:

“Hey. Do you have plans? I was thinking of having dinner at home. Spending some time with Helena’s kid... and then picking her up at the airport. Why don’t you come? After all, they’ve left us alone. Or do you have plans?”

I remained somewhat hesitant. I didn’t feel like going to the house of a man I barely knew, but the prospect of four or five hours alone at my place wasn’t very appealing either.

“Come on. That way we can criticize those two a bit, and then we’ll go pick them up together. We’ll give them a little surprise. What do you say?”

I looked away. I didn’t know what to answer. I sighed. And I thought that perhaps Sebastian would be pleased if I finally did go to pick him up at the airport.

At that moment, the receptionist knocked again, immediately entering; this time Carlos burst in with her, and before I could realize what was happening, Oliver stood up and told me that after he finished, he would return to my office so we could go to his house together.

And his indiscretion bothered me, that revelation of plans, without waiting for my answer, in the presence of Carlos and Marta...

But I didn’t refuse.


CHAPTER 2

DIEGO

19:32

“You’ve changed, I’m sick of it.” So annoying, the same phrase all day long. That bitch Aitana. Such a pain. That I’ve changed. Well, so has she, like everyone else. My psychologist tells me the same damn thing every week; that we all change, especially at our age: “process of change, blah, blah, blah.” And Aitana tells me this as if she hadn’t changed herself, when she used to be such a goody-goody with her perfect grades, and then it all went to hell, just like me, repeating the year. The psychologist: how ugly that woman is. I wouldn’t touch her with a ten-foot pole, not like Montse. Damn, I can feel Montse’s eyes fixed on me. Wish they were fixed on my dick. She’d love to see it. See? That’s how I have changed. I’m horny as hell. I wake up with a hard-on and go to bed with a hard-on. And I wasn’t like that before. That definitely changed toward the end of last year.

I remember how all that crap started, with that asshole Sebastopolo hanging around Aitana’s house all the time, and with that thing about... how did it go, something like: “I need us to spend some time together, to study your gestures and how you express yourself, it’s for my book, but people won’t understand, so better not tell anyone. ANYONE. And especially not your mother.” Damn, that’s exactly what Aitana told me. And I thought she’d tell him to go to hell, but the bitch went along with everything. I think Aitana fell for him on day one. They say no, but they see an older guy and go crazy. Damn, Sebastopolo must be at least forty. And what pissed me off the most was how nervous she got just talking about him. And when he was around, she would turn as red as a fucking cherry, or strawberry, or whatever’s redder. Yeah, seeing her nervous bothered me even more than her stupid secret. I couldn’t stand it.

“Diego, can you stop staring into space? Your choice. You’re not leaving until you finish,” said Montse, sitting across from me, with her squeaky, virginal voice, though she was definitely no virgin.

I looked up. The room was tiny, and older than dirt; the damn detention room. Well, “reinforcement room.” They changed the name so some idiot wouldn’t feel bad. How careful they are about some things, but they had no problem making me repeat the year for failing three stupid subjects, and Aitana for even less. They were out to get us. Miserable bastards. Probably out of jealousy. That must be it.

“I’m finishing.”

“Finishing, sure. You haven’t written anything for half an hour,” replied Montse, my English teacher, barely lifting her eyes from some exams she seemed to be grading. She was so hot, not like the psychologist. I can’t count how many times I’ve jerked off thinking about her. The week my parents were away, I did it at least three times a day. Some even in the school bathrooms. I might do it again this very afternoon. In fact, I was already getting pretty hard. I wish I could stand up and let her see it. I wish I could stand up, let her see my dick clearly outlined in these damn uniform pants, ask permission to go to the bathroom, and jerk off there thinking about her. Damn, and I wish she knew. That she’d say: “Yes, Diego, you can go to the bathroom, but come back soon.” Come back soon like “if you’re thinking about me while jerking off... you’ll be back in a minute for sure.”

“What’s the plural of ‘woman’?” I asked.

“Women,” she answered listlessly, without even looking up, pronouncing it “wimen” in a way that turned me on like crazy. “Wimen, wimen.” I loved how she pronounced it, with her high-pitched voice, like some fucking cartoon character. In my next jerk-off session, I’d imagine her screaming “wimen, wimen,” while... while I was filling up her ass. Taking her from behind and “wimen, wimen.”

That’s how I have changed, Aitana. In everything related to sex, but it was because of, or thanks to, your beloved Sebastopolo. Sorry, Sebastián. “Sebas,” you called him sometimes. I bet not even his naive wife calls him that. Sebastopolo, the horny forty-something who made us dance, to put it mildly, in front of him. I don’t know how we agreed to that. And now the bastard is making a fortune. But I’ll figure out a way to get something out of it. And Aitana’s mother, and her dumb boyfriend, or husband, Swedish or whatever he is. Don’t tell me they don’t know we’re the ones in the damn book. Everyone knows.

Something vibrated on the desk. It was Montse’s fucking phone. She picked it up, stood, and went to the small window. She answered the call and began to whisper. And I wondered: “Why can she use her phone and I can’t?” “Isn’t her working the same as me studying?” What a slut. Whispering. She must be talking to a lover. She wears a wedding ring, but those whispers mean something. Damn, and now she’s turning her back to me. Bad move. Showing me that tight ass. Those suit pants are about to burst. Can’t see her panty lines. She must be wearing a thong. I bet she gets off teaching like this. She knows how she affects all of us. Especially me. Deep down it’s her way of getting revenge, of laughing in our fucking faces. “I have a shitty job. I got a degree just to end up teaching these morons... but at least they go home all hot and bothered.”

I stroked my dick over my pants. It was even harder now. I remembered her tits showing through her blue shirt seconds ago. I remembered when she had swept all her curly hair to one side, showing me her neck. Teasing. The bitch. “How old is she?” I thought. Maybe thirty-five. She’s so hot... And she knows it. Of course she knows it.

“Yes... I'm leaving right away. I'm finishing up with a boy,” I heard her whisper.

“Finishing up,” says the bitch. I would finish... but inside you. I’d fuck you on this table. Just like that asshole Sebastopolo told us to do that afternoon.

And then, while she stood by the window, two or three meters away from me, turning slightly to show her sinuous silhouette of tits and ass in profile, I thought: “What if I dare? What if I dare to do both things? What if I jerk off right here looking at Montse’s ass and then I dare to blow everything about that horny old writer sky-high?”


CHAPTER 3

ALEJANDRA

7:43 PM

I remained thoughtful for a moment, surprised at how a couple of ill-timed phrases had managed to change my opinion of him. Or perhaps it wasn’t that serious. I couldn’t say that Oliver had suddenly become unlikeable to me. In his defense, I had to admit that my silence had given him grounds for his assertion, like a kind of tacit approval. The truth was that I felt more bothered and disturbed by the idea of going to dinner at his house; I couldn’t imagine being there alone with him, but then I remembered he had mentioned that Helena’s daughter, whom I didn’t know, would be there too.

Feeling relief at the thought of Helena’s daughter being with us made me realize that my uneasiness stemmed from a kind of fear about his behavior, as if I thought Oliver might try to flirt with me. Once I understood and analyzed this, I felt tremendously conceited and stupid.

The fact that I had no urgent tasks at work meant I couldn’t escape my ruminations, but my mobile phone brought me back to reality with a photo Sebastián had sent me.

I responded immediately, while examining his features on the screen: that close-up with his funny face.

“You’re so vain,” I typed.

“More like bored,” he replied.

“Where are you?”

“On the bus to the airport.”

“Already?” I asked.

“Yes. We didn’t have time to go back downtown. We’re going to die of boredom.”

“Are you with Helena?”

“Yes.”

“I just ran into her husband,” I typed, but deleted it before sending, as I didn’t want to give him any hints that I might actually pick him up.

I looked at the photo again. The years, forty-two, five more than me, suited him well. He was handsome, or rather attractive, and he looked good with a beard, or without one, or even with just a kind of mustache that he sometimes grew, mainly to annoy me and to attract a bit of attention. Because that’s how he was, somewhat childish in certain ways; the funny one in the shadows, the witty one in whispers, the perceptive one in small doses. And that fed his ego. He denied it, but he liked winning people over in private, only to receive public acclaim later. His black eyes were deep and had a sad edge to them, as if hiding that past he never wanted to talk about. He had been a musician, then a composer, and then a writer. By the age when I had barely finished college, he had already lived a life and a half, but I had never felt impressed by him; nor distrustful. And we had chosen each other, perhaps because he wanted the tranquility he hadn’t had before and I wanted that kind of open door to excitement, at any moment, at any instant; because despite having settled down, he had impulses inside that emerged from time to time, impulses that hooked me like nothing and no one ever had before.

“I missed you,” he suddenly wrote.

“I’m glad,” I replied, playing at letting myself be flattered.

“I brought you gifts.”

“You’re such a fool.”

“What are you wearing?” he asked without preamble, but I wasn’t startled. In fact, I had seen it coming.

“Well, a silk robe, a garter belt, stockings, and eight-inch heels,” I joked.

“You wear that to the office?” he continued the joke.

“Of course. Well. Only on Thursdays.”

“Damn, tomorrow’s still Friday, right. Are you working?” he asked.

“What do you think?”

“Well, you might want to take the day off...”

“Why?”

“Because I’m going to keep you up late,” he wrote, making that proposal, and for a split second I visualized the reason for the “late night,” and I felt minimally aroused, and then I felt a small shiver, a positive one, almost even happy, because even after two years of dating and another three of marriage, I still felt those little impacts every time he skillfully delivered them; perhaps reinforced, or surely increased, by everything that had been born from the novel.

“No. No. No staying up late. On the weekend, whatever you want,” I replied without really knowing what I wanted.

“Seriously though, what are you wearing?” he asked.

“Nothing special, a gray skirt suit with a pink blouse.”

“And shoes?”

“Heels, normal ones,” I answered, and I kept watching the screen for a while, as he appeared to be typing and typing. Until finally, his text came through to my phone:

“‘High, thin heels that accentuate her figure and give her an imposing presence. The sound of the heels striking the floor is like sophisticated music, accompanying her path with an elegant and harmonious rhythm.’”

—Haha, how literary. Don’t try to play the writer with me... —I replied.

—It was just self-parody.

—Well, you’ve certainly parodied yourself.

—Okay. So no late night tonight then, kisses at most —he responded, returning to the previous topic.

—At most! And at one o’clock we’ll be sleeping —I typed, pretending to be unmoved.

—Without a doubt! —he typed ironically, playing along with my joke, and the written conversation continued, with him jumping from affectionate to sexual and back again, as he so often did.

—But hadn’t we talked about doing the second act of the novel tonight? —he asked afterward.

—I don’t know... Maybe that’s too much logistics for a Thursday —I responded hesitantly.

—Whatever you wish, then —he typed, and disconnected, going offline, leaving me slightly on edge.

And the fact was that every time the idea of acting out the novel hovered over me, I had a strange, incomplete sensation. A mixture of lightness and at the same time guilt. Because it wasn’t me, it wasn’t us, but at the same time we were more ourselves than ever.

I leaned back in my office chair, stared into space and remembered Sebastián’s voice, masculine yet clean, with clear diction, and I remembered him giving orders... and me... being Blanca, a pretty, innocent and delicate blonde girl of eighteen... with my boyfriend: Julián.

I remembered and almost felt what I felt when I heard that name from his voice: Blanca.

“Blanca, get on your knees, in front of Julián.”

That excited me in a completely unknown way, one I didn’t even know existed. In fact, there were two moments: there was one before, when I put on that school uniform he had bought. Just feeling the white shirt against my breasts was already the prelude to madness, and it already excited me and sent my pulse racing until I was almost breathless. And waiting. Waiting for Sebastián’s orders, recorded. And surrendering my schoolgirl body to him, transformed into my boyfriend, my passionate, charismatic and troubled boyfriend: Julián.

“Blanca. Unbutton your shirt and caress Julián’s cock with your breasts.”

I remembered that phrase, coming from the speaker, in my husband’s voice, in front of my husband, who was playing Julián, and a drop emerged, eager, warm, insolent, from my sex... and moistened my panties... as on so many other afternoons. There, while the last rays of sunlight entered horizontally and tired through the window, in the solitude of my office, which had been keeping the secret of my guilty excitement for months.


CHAPTER 4

DIEGO

19:44

“This is very good, Diego,” Montse was saying, sitting across from me again, reading my English essay on “more than four hundred words, less than five hundred, free topic.”

“Mmm-Mm,” she repeated, in a little moan, while reading, nodding her head, as if affirming every letter, in a ridiculous way.

“See? When you want to, you do well. I don’t know why afterward... you behave the way you do,” she whispered, and I sighed, annoyed, almost enraged. Tired of everyone thinking they had the right to judge me. “Behave? Think whatever you want about me, but don’t tell me,” I thought. “Do I tell you what I think of you? Or of Aitana? Or of...? Anyway. By what right do you judge me?”

“Mmm-Mm,” she emitted her little moan again, now looking toward the bottom of the page, holding it with three fingers, about to turn it over.

“This is very good, Diego. You have a lot of vocabulary. If you’re doing poorly it’s because you want to,” she said, and turned the page over, and began to read from the top, carefully arranging the two sheets, and in my head echoed: “I didn’t repeat the year because of English, you fucking show-off. And don’t judge me... just correct the damn essay and let me leave already... but don’t judge me...”

“Mmm-Mm,” she moaned again in her ridiculous purr, which enraged me even more.

Do I judge you? Do I tell you what I think of you? If you knew what I think of you... I wish I could tell you. I wish I could tell you that you’re a clown, that when you pass the head of studies you greet him like a prude, with a pathetic curtsy. I wish I could tell you that you think you’re hot, and you are, but maybe not as much as you think. I wish I could tell you that I’m almost certain you unbuttoned a button on your shirt earlier, while you were talking on the phone, because I’m almost certain that before I couldn’t see half your tits like I can see them now. I wish I could tell you that, at the precise moment you started reading, I opened the zipper of my pants, and my little thing, with an ease that surprised even myself, came out through the opening with astonishing precision, and that now, while you read, while I look at your neck, while I look at your lips, while I look at your tits, while you nod and moan “Mmm-mm,” I feel the breeze of air coming through the window on the tip of my cock. That, especially that; I wish I could tell you that I have half my cock out of my pants, under the table you’re leaning on, while you continue with your little moans... And that you don’t realize... anything... because you’re completely stupid. I wish I could tell you that I think you’re a terrible teacher, that we don’t learn a damn thing with you, and that teaching, what you call teaching, you’re showing me your tits now, but English little or absolutely nothing.

Montse began to underline a sentence with a black pen, as black as the bra that I, even if just by a millimeter, could see.

“Don’t mix tenses. If past, past. If present, present,” she said, with her squeaky voice, while through my pants and underwear peeked out something with an identical name, which I didn’t touch because that would perhaps be pushing it too far, and because the fun wasn’t in touching myself, but in knowing that it was like that.

I, sitting, slumped forward, to have much of my body under the table, with both hands interlaced over my stomach, with that thing out, feeling the small gusts of fresh air as a consequence of that partially open window, couldn’t take my eyes off that unbuttoned button, and that obscene cleavage, and I wondered if it was absolutely impossible for her not to suspect.

And then again all her curly hair to one side of her neck. Neck, neckline, black bra, voluminous hair, face up and down, little moan, and then half-open mouth, and full lips, and me with my cock peeking out, partially free under the table.

And I didn’t feel at all the need to touch myself, because the pleasure wasn’t physical, but a pleasure related to control, to control of the situation in that infamous classroom. And then I thought of him, of fucking Sebastopolo, and I wasn’t close to forgiving him, not at all, but perhaps I did understand him; it could be that his thing with my girlfriend, Aitana, and with me, hadn’t been so much related to physical pleasure, but to a comfort, a pleasure, from directing, from dominating, from deciding. Still, if I had him in front of me at that moment, I wouldn’t hesitate to tell him, again, that I thought he was an imbecile.

“Diego. What about this ending?” Montse asked, serious, upon reading the last sentences of my essay, and I smiled inside.

“Ending? I don’t understand...” I whispered, feigning surprise.

She raised her gaze. And looked at me defiantly. Or tried to. And shook her head. As if showing disappointment, but there was nothing to disappoint.

“It’s a normal essay. Boy meets girl and they go to the park,” I clarified, feeling a childish delight.

She then lowered her eyes to the paper and said:

“Yes, until you write at the end that she was his teacher and...” she said, searching for a specific phrase “...‘she was also uncomfortable with the idea of being seen as a femme fatale or a person of power’” she whispered with impeccable pronunciation.

“Yes, that she, the teacher... felt uncomfortable about... being seen as a femme fatale or a person of power.”

“Diego...”

“What,” I interrupted her. “It’s just a damn essay, I’m not fucking hitting on you.”

She fell silent. I knew she wasn’t used to a student cornering her like this. How could she be, if all my classmates, from this year and the last, were all fucking mama’s boys. And I scrutinized her, and then felt that on one hand she was blocked, and on the other she was burning inside. And she looked at me. And yes, she did. And I was glad, because it proved to me that she knew, that she had known, not about my cock, that was impossible to know, but about her thing... because she closed her neckline a bit with her hand. And in my mind echoed a “you wanted to turn me on and it backfired...” and she sighed, probably having no idea what to do with me.

“Don’t be surprised if I take this to the head of studies,” she said seriously, but with the least intimidating voice on the fucking planet.

“And what are you going to tell him? There’s nothing wrong with it.”

“First, don’t talk to me like that. I’m your teacher… And second, I’ll decide what to do. You’ve got quite an attitude, haven’t you,” she attempted to scold me, but she knew she couldn’t, we both knew it; she had no strength, no charisma, no edge. From the first second a teacher walks through the door… you know it, you can smell it, you can even taste it. She was the authority, but I was the one abusing her, abusing her inconsistency, and I didn’t feel bad about it.

She stood up and began stacking files on the table that divided us, that covered me, making noise, making the legs shake, just like the hands of a body unaccustomed to conflict were shaking; and she tucked her hair behind her ear, and her cheeks flushed, and then she leaned forward, toward me, to reach for a folder that she placed on top of another, and in that movement I saw more cleavage than ever, more bra than ever; because moments before she had slightly covered her neckline with her hand, but she hadn’t touched the button, so I could delight for a few seconds in the image of her medium-sized, firm breasts, dancing a little… while I still had that tip of my cock out, testing the air.

“I wish you would focus. Why do you all insist on looking for trouble,” she grumbled, and I enjoyed watching that bustle, that energy, that anger in contrast to my passivity.

And she left, clutching her folder and two files, and I took a few moments to put my cock away, which I discovered was harder and bigger than I expected, and then I thought: “So this is what it feels like when you’re in charge… huh… Sebastián…”

And then I took my phone from my backpack, and while remembering those bouncing tits in front of my face, I wrote to Aitana:

“What are you doing tonight? I want to fuck.”


CHAPTER 5

ALEJANDRA

20:21

I drove following Oliver’s car. The evening was surprisingly warm and the air coming through my window had a nostalgic flavor of summers past, despite spring having barely begun, and despite my not being particularly prone to falling into melancholic traps.

We were moving quite far from the heart of the city, and also from my own neighborhood, a place where I should perhaps be heading, but at least we were going, more or less, in the direction of the airport area, which was ultimately the final purpose.

Several times I was tempted to turn at any intersection, and thus stop following that blue car Oliver was driving, but in his favor was the fact that all the unpleasantness I had fleetingly perceived in him, with that pair of comments in Marta and Carlos’s presence, had transformed upon his return from the meeting with my colleague, as he had behaved in an absolutely charming manner. I had found him more lucid, more interesting, and, although the fact was irrelevant, more attractive. It was curious how he possessed a beauty very different from Sebastián’s: while my husband was slender, he was sturdy; while my husband wore dark, straight hair, parted to one side and covering his forehead, Oliver exposed his entire face without hesitation, and his hair was almost completely white. While my husband took risks with his clothing, Oliver wore a black t-shirt, thin gray dress pants and classic shoes, perhaps too classic.

Stopped at a traffic light, still closely following that blue car, with my face profile illuminated by the sunlight filtering between the buildings of a perpendicular street, I realized that I didn’t know what he did for a living; if Helena or Sebastián had ever told me, I couldn’t remember.

It was then that my phone, resting on the passenger seat, lit up. I picked it up before the traffic light changed color and saw that Sebastián had just asked me what I was doing. I typed back that I was heading home, which was obviously a lie, and that didn’t make me feel comfortable, but if I told him about Oliver, he would tell Helena and in a few minutes she would know I was going to pick him up. I was aware that it wouldn’t be the most memorable surprise, but I did find some amusement in surprising him.

After a few minutes we were driving through tree-lined areas, low houses and wide avenues. They weren’t particularly striking houses, but a certain level of comfort was noticeable. The decibels had decreased; at each stop you could hear the singing of flocks of birds, impossible to identify for a daughter of the asphalt; and hearing them made me feel a certain relaxation.

Oliver’s car finally stopped in the middle of a straight road, and he extended his hand out the window, indicating the area where I should park. I followed his suggestion and he parked a few meters ahead. To my left I saw several white houses, barely two stories high, with gardens across the front and trees everywhere. To the right were almost identical buildings, as if everything were a game of mirrors.

Before I got out of the car, I saw him exit his and walk decisively toward me. I noticed his walk again: it was peculiar, perhaps too affected, especially in contrast to his masculine features: prominent jaw, square head and imposing broad shoulders.

“You can leave it here, it’s a good area, don’t worry. I don’t even bother parking mine inside anymore,” he said and gave a little tap on my car door, and both his phrase and his “little tap” seemed unpleasant to me. I concluded that this man jumped from charming to insufferable faster than I could digest.

I walked alongside him. About ten meters of garden and he opened the front door. I was uncomfortable, as if his latest behavior set my mood: if he was pleasant, I saw all the logic and sense in being there; if his last performance had been the work of insufferable Oliver, I wondered what the hell I was doing having dinner with him.

Without a vestibule, without anesthesia, one entered a house where I was surprised by the high ceilings and the measured chaos. It smelled a bit of dampness, but the room was pleasant, with a spacious living room, bookshelves filled with books, two sofas and a small television, and beyond that an American-style counter that divided the ground floor, leading to the kitchen; and behind it a large window, through which several trees appeared in the background, slightly illuminated by what remained of the sunset. To the left was a spiral wooden staircase, like the floor, like almost all the furniture, which created a cozy atmosphere and at the same time reminded me of television series. It was curious, but after thinking about it I smiled, because indeed everything seemed like a set.

I left my purse on one of the sofas and we went to the kitchen. Oliver immediately took out two beers from the refrigerator and served me one. I used one of the stools that guarded the counter, with my back to the living room, and watched as he opened and closed cabinets, saying nothing to me, and I thought that perhaps I should praise his house out of mere politeness, but conventional phrases have never been my strong suit.

I was also surprised that he barely said anything to me, as if he were comfortable with me, in silence, something that wasn’t happening to me at all.

“I’m going down to the pantry for a second. I don’t care if you’re not hungry. We’re having dinner now,” he said cheerfully, amusing himself, and went toward the staircase, slipping behind it through a door that would lead to other stairs, descending, and I took a sip of my beer and looked at my watch.

I got off the stool, grateful I had left my jacket in the car, as it was warm, rolled up my sleeves, and looked around. Little by little, like a puppy daring to explore its new home, I moved away from my seat and examined a shelf, a photo, or a book. I wandered around the living room and my high-heeled shoes, on the wooden floor, made more noise than I would have liked, perhaps announcing to Oliver, whom I assumed was right below, each of my movements.

With my beer bottle in one hand, I sometimes crossed my arms, restless and furtive, though in essence it was innocent snooping. A green sofa and a yellow one, as if they were remnants, but both looked brand new; the lamp that crowned the living room was antique, yet modern at the same time. There was a mixture of care and disinterest in everything.

I then circled the coffee table to approach two pictures, which were actually prints, adorning the wall, and I paused for a moment observing their obtuse shapes and striking colors. Afterward, I turned around and saw several books stacked on the coffee table, three specifically. The middle book was Sebastian’s novel.


CHAPTER 6

DIEGO

20:16

Sitting on the step of a doorway, across from the school, I felt two types of heat: one derived from my teacher Montse’s ass and cleavage, and the other from my girlfriend Aitana’s indifference and snub.

“You stubborn girl... Answer me already,” I muttered, using one of our personal insults, like so many others we had.

I checked my phone. That last proposal had to be answered and resolved. I scratched my face and my butt hurt. I was anxious. And I had to give in. I didn’t want to, but I persisted. I typed:

“Aitana. Princess. Why aren’t you answering me?”

I read my own message, adorned with an emoji representing said princess, in an obvious mocking tone, while feeling relieved, or rather pleased, because the screen announced that she was finally writing back to me.

“Because you’re always on about the same thing. And besides, we have an exam,” I finally read.

“Exam? Exam for what?” I asked, typing quickly, although this hadn’t startled me in the slightest.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t even know about it...” she replied, also adding a face-palm emoji.

“Wait. I’m going to call you. But pick up the phone, don’t be silly,” I wrote and looked for her in my call log. One ring. Two rings... I didn’t have much confidence she would answer. Aitana could spend hours texting, and when I say hours I mean many hours, but she didn’t like talking on the phone. Fortunately, on the fifth or sixth ring she answered in a whisper:

“You’re so annoying, Diego...”

“Where are you?” I asked as I stood up, slinging my backpack over my shoulder.

“Where do you think I am? On the bus.”

“On the bus to where?”

“What do you mean ‘to where’? Home, of course. Where else would I be going? I’m going home to study.”

“I could have given you a ride,” I said and began to walk erratically.

“Did you bring two helmets?” she asked.

“No.”

“Well then, Diego.”

“Yeah...” I responded, and there was a silence, which I knew was to my disadvantage.

Until finally I said:

“Hey... You wouldn’t believe the show Montse just gave me.”

“Montse from English class?”

“Yes.”

“What do you mean by ‘show’? What kind of show would she give?” Aitana spoke in a much softer tone than mine.

“Well, she was showing me her tits in the detention room. I barely missed seeing her nipple.”

“Come on...”

“Seriously... I swear. And that wasn’t even the best part,” I said, already envisioning her surprise at hearing what I was about to tell her.

“No? What was the best part? Tell me,” she spoke, still somewhat skeptical.

“Well... Get this. While she was correcting some absurd essay she made me write...”

“What?”

“Well, I was at the same table as her...”

“Yes, the only table in the detention room, Diego...”

“Well, at that one.”

“What?”

“Well, I was sitting across from her... While she was reading... and I had my dick out of my pants.”

“No way.”

“I swear, Aitana.”

“Holy sh... crap! Seriously?” she exclaimed, and I knew she believed me.

“I swear!”

“You’re insane. And she didn’t notice?” she asked, and by how her voice came out, much clearer and stronger now, I knew she had sat up straight.

“Come on, Aitana, obviously not... If she had noticed, I wouldn’t be here talking on the phone, I’d be in the Principal’s office with my father about to come give me a couple of slaps.”

“Yeah... Damn, Diego. You’re crazy.”

“But there’s more.”

“More?” she exclaimed.

“Yes. More.”

“You jerked off. Don’t tell me...”

“No... Why would I? I’ll do that later.”

“Then what?”

“Well... the essay... was some nonsense about a boy and girl who meet and hang out together.”

“You have good English, you jerk. And then you fail. I don’t know how you do it,” she interrupted me.

“I fail because I can’t be bothered to memorize a list of a hundred phrasal verbs, Aitana. I’m not a damn parrot. Let her mother cram that stuff. Anyway…”

“Fine. What?”

“Well, the essay, at the end, said something like… like it revealed that the girl was the boy’s teacher and that awakened something in him… I mean, I ended up telling her, well, writing, that the boy had finally gathered the courage to tell her he was attracted to her, to her power and confidence… I don’t know… anyway… and that the teacher had felt flattered, but also uncomfortable because he saw her as some kind of femme fatale or something…”

“You really are messed up. Did you seriously write that?”

“Yes.”

“And she freaked out, of course.”

“She went crazy,” I laughed.

“No wonder. If it were me, I’d have smacked you right in the face.”

“Yeah…”

“My God, Diego…”

“What?”

“Nothing… And all that… I mean. You with… ‘that’ out while she reads your essay? And then? She went crazy and what?”

“She told me about the head of studies. That she didn’t know what. Nothing. You know… Montse… As hot as she is… and then…”

“You’re obsessed with that old lady…” she whispered.

“Old lady? Don’t talk to me about old people… Montse is probably like ten years younger than Seba…”

“Don’t go back to that topic, Diego, please,” she interrupted me, and then there was a silence, which wasn’t so innocent, but rather quite uncomfortable, and I regretted having ruined it, so I quickly asked without thinking:

“Well, so what are we doing now then?”

“Now? Today? What do you mean what are we doing? I already told you. I’m getting home and I’m going to study.”

“Didn’t you say your mom wasn’t home?”

“No, she’s not. Well, she gets back around midnight, I think. What does that have to do with anything? Don’t worry, the house won’t be empty.”

“Oh, right, because your… neo-stepdad will be there,” I said, always pleased with that nickname I’d given him. “But weren’t they kind of separated for a few months? That guy is such an idiot.”

“I know, right? But no. Lately they’re acting like nothing happened. And more than neo-stepdad, he’s my mother’s neo-husband. Not a father, not a stepfather, nothing. He’s nothing to me.”

“He’s nothing to you, but I bet he sniffs your underwear,” I said quickly.

“Go to hell.”

“What? You don’t completely rule it out?”

“Go to hellllll,” she said, stretching out the word, but I knew she wasn’t angry.

“Come on, Aitana. I’m coming over,” I said, trying to settle it, raising my eyes to locate my motorcycle.

“No, Diego. Don’t be annoying. I’m going to study. Let’s see if I can study from… nine to midnight. And you should do the same. If you repeat a year again, you’ll really be in trouble.”

“Nah, no way. Everything’s under control. I’m good at language.”

“The exam is philosophy, Diego.”

“Well, similar.”

“Yeah… similar, sure…” Aitana whispered.

And I felt each of her sentences like a delight that enveloped me, because she had had the opportunity to hang up on me several times, which I probably deserved, but she hadn’t done it. And I felt a love for her that grew more and more. “Always increasing,” I would tell her. She was, without a doubt, the most important thing in my life, and I had the feeling, the certainty, that she always would be.

“I’m heading over. I’ll be there right away,” I said, and hung up just as I heard her sweet voice that sometimes paralyzed me:

“Don’t come, you troublemaker! I won’t open the door!”


CHAPTER 7

ALEJANDRA

20:42

I felt an impulse. It was magnetic. Perhaps because I felt it almost as if it were my own. I picked it up. I looked at the exterior of the book: black, oppressive, substantial. It hadn’t been many weeks since it had been released to the public. I had read it many times, though perhaps never continuously, and certainly, despite having several copies at home, never like this: in print. Almost always in a disorderly fashion, and in fragments, on the computer, even on my mobile phone. I had read drafts, I had even read paths that Sebastián had ultimately discarded. I had been enthusiastic about his characters, and also excited rereading the sexual scenes it contained over and over. And also, and this disturbed me in a way that mixed shame and guilt, I had acted it out and continued to act it out.

I placed the beer on the coffee table and held the novel with both hands. I examined the cover more carefully: a blonde girl, seen from behind, up close, wearing a white shirt. In the background of the image was darkness and a partially open door. The environment shown, from the girl to the door, was cold, like an empty attic, like a forgotten room. And I had never found the meaning in it, because despite the girl matching the description of the protagonist, the novel never described a room or space like that. I had never liked the cover.

I opened it. I smelled the pages, as I always did. The book was used, but not too much. And I immediately thought that it didn’t seem like a novel to be so prominently displayed. After all, it was quite… or even, very hot; almost, or without the almost, pornographic. So much so that apparently not only Sebastián, but Helena, had had to fight with the publisher not to eliminate, or at the very least soften, certain scenes. I imagined a guest in that house, who wasn’t me, leafing through it, and it seemed to me that such a person could end up feeling uncomfortable. I also thought about Helena’s daughter, who was supposedly in the house, and I believed that perhaps she would be upstairs, and I didn’t know how old she was, but surely not old enough to have that tremendously torrid novel next to the remote control.

For “A”, I read on one of the first pages. An entire page for those five letters. The dedication that Sebastián had given me, and which I hadn’t liked either. More than once and more than twice we had… not argued, but I had told him that I didn’t understand why he hadn’t written my full name; and he had told me that using just the initial was more artistic, more literary, even more intimate, but I had never ended up seeing it the way he saw it.

I then heard Oliver’s footsteps, climbing the steps he had descended moments before, and it was absurd, but I was startled, perhaps feeling compromised, as if I were doing something wrong, perhaps for having been snooping, perhaps because it was Sebastián’s book… or perhaps because of the content of the novel itself.

“In this house there are books thrown around everywhere,” he said, now upstairs, heading toward the kitchen area, carrying a plastic bag, and after having glanced at me sideways. And I assumed he hadn’t noticed that the book I had in my hands was what it was.

“I see that…” I whispered, and sighed, but I didn’t let go of the novel.

“I haven’t asked you what you want for dinner because I know you’ll like it,” he said, and placed the bag on the counter, and began to take out some jars and some packages, in silence, and I was still surprised that he didn’t feel the need to fill those silences, because I did.

“Let’s see if you’re wrong… and in the end I won’t like it…” I said just to say something.

“You’ll like it,” he concluded categorically.

And he turned around and looked for something in the cabinet above the refrigerator, which he reached with ease, and I opened the novel again, to a random page, and read:

“That May afternoon, that afternoon I had so meticulously prepared, Blanca refused to show up, and since I had chosen her I had known that day would come, but I wasn’t prepared. I resisted accepting my defeat, but it was evident that Julián had won.”

A sound startled me then. I had only been reading for about fifteen seconds but I had been teleported to that world, to the world of that book. The noise that had alerted me came from the door of the house, someone had entered, it was a girl, undoubtedly Helena’s daughter, who looked at me, suddenly, almost point-blank as a consequence of that absence of an entrance hall.

“Oh. Wow… Who are you?” the girl asked.

I didn’t answer. I remained motionless. As if exposed. There was something about her that had affected me.

“Well, don’t answer, I don’t care,” she said immediately, and walked past me, crossing the living room, and I was trying to process the visual impact of that face so young, so smooth, and that hair so blonde, and her clothing: jacket, shirt, skirt; that school uniform that perhaps was no longer entirely suitable for a body that, without being at all voluminous, was totally and completely developed.

“Don’t be rude,” Oliver told her.

“What? Why?” said the girl, who was already heading toward the stairs. “I’m going upstairs, I have an exam,” she muttered afterward, never stopping.

“Aren’t you having dinner?” asked Oliver, who was watching her from the corner of his eye, never directly, while taking something from a jar with a spoon and putting it on a plate.

“We’ll see. Are you going to pick up Helena from the airport?”

“Yes, of course... And there you go again... I don’t know what this obsession is about. Call her ‘mom’...”

“Not in front of you,” she interrupted him, as he seemed about to say something more, and she went up the stairs, leaving me with the final impression of her socks, pulled up to completely cover her calves, and her dark loafers.

“Don’t mind her...” Oliver then said to me, while taking another jar from his bag.

And I remained thoughtful. It was obvious that I didn’t know her, but I felt something strange. There was something about her that seemed tremendously familiar to me.

I then put the book on the table, picked up the beer, and began walking toward the kitchen area.

“Aitana, her name is. She used to be... an absolute angel. I’ve told Helena several times. I think something happened last year. I don’t know...” said Oliver, noisily crumpling an already empty plastic bag.


CHAPTER 8

DIEGO

8:35 PM

I had to yield to him. What choice did I have? I’d run every crosswalk, yield sign, stop sign, and traffic light... but I had no other option. Almost everything I do, I do because I have no other choice... Anyway. And he crossed slowly. The bastard crossed slowly. Savoring it. He was nobody. I didn’t know him. But I hated that type of person: old cars, forty-somethings, old people... They’re everywhere. They rule the world. I don’t think it was like this before. My dad is also in his forties, but he’s not like that. He’s not trying to be cool or laid-back... he doesn’t grow a little beard or wear sneakers “to go to the office” or pretend to be something he’s not. They’re everywhere. In commercials: heating up crappy pizzas in the oven as if they were still in college... with their little motorcycles, always better than mine, disguised as young people. Yes, in every ad I have to see these old guys living the life you live at twenty-five, not forty. I won’t deny it, it all started, or at least intensified, with the appearance of fucking Sebastopolo in my life: his skinny, tight pants; sometimes with his hipster mustache... I could kill him.

And from there I started dragging that hatred to anyone over thirty who didn’t act their age, like, to a lesser extent, that simpleton Oliver, Aitana’s neo-stepdad. What a pathetic character. And I think he’s gay. He moves his hands when he talks like he’s dropping feathers and trying to figure out where they went. He’s more flaming than my motorcycle was last month. Aitana says he’s not gay at all, that she had the trauma of hearing her mother... well... once, when they thought she wasn’t home. Actually, she gets mad when I say that about him. I think she only defends him when I say that. Whatever.

I started the motorcycle, but not before giving my hateful glare to that forty-something cut from the same cloth as Sebastopolo... I swear I’d punch him in the face. And, while driving through the city, I started thinking about him:

I didn’t remember the first time I’d seen him, but I did remember that last winter, about fourteen or fifteen months ago, I was seeing him more and more at Aitana’s house. It wasn’t a big deal, it was normal, he worked with her mother or whatever... but after a few weeks, Aitana came to me saying that Sebastopolo had told her that bullshit about wanting to spend time with her to study her gestures and her way of expressing herself... And Aitana had told me, I think she lied, that she hadn’t paid any attention to him... Until one afternoon, when what happened, happened...

I remember perfectly that it was a Friday, maybe early March, definitely not cold anymore. And Aitana and I were... enjoying ourselves... on the couch in her living room. I’d say she started it, but I’m not sure. Since her mother wasn’t home and that simpleton Oliver wasn’t either, we were... savoring... a bottle of wine from Aitana’s father’s collection; bottles that aren’t used, and nobody notices if we drink them, at least that’s what I think. The thing is, Aitana was really turned on. Sometimes she stops me at the first kiss, other times she lights up like a match if I just touch her hair a little. I can’t read her, honestly. But that’s how she is. And there we were, with turbo Aitana... But of course, I couldn’t be that lucky... I live in permanent misfortune... I don’t want to exaggerate, not constant, but occasional, but it ends up screwing me over. The thing is, that misfortune appeared that afternoon in the form of Sebastopolo.

The guy knocked on the door. Aitana pushed away my accurate hands, made herself decent, because I think I was already eating her tits (the truth is that day we were really pushing our luck), and went to open the door. Oh, no! That’s right. Before opening it, she told me to take the bottle and glasses and bring them up to her bedroom.

I remember that from upstairs I heard how she told him to wait in the living room, or in the backyard, that Helena would be coming soon, and then she came up to her room, where I was waiting for her.

We didn’t take long to get back to almost the same point we were at. Wine and touching. But it was different, it was different because the idiot was downstairs. And I, for... I don’t know... to stir things up a bit, I wasn’t really thinking about it at all, I started telling her that Sebastopolo was hot... and she told me to stop calling him that... to call him Sebastián, because one day it would slip out... and the bitch didn’t deny that the old guy was attractive.

Then I remember asking her if they’d already had that meeting, about spending time together so he could... “study her,” and she said no, that I knew they hadn’t, and that she wouldn’t do it... And I don’t know if I asked her anything else, but I do remember that before I knew it, we were fucking.

Yes, with fucking Sebastopolo on the floor below. Maybe because we were drunk, or because we knew there was no time to waste, since her mother was about to arrive, and besides, her mother didn’t let us be alone upstairs, because she didn’t trust us... and with good reason.

I remember we had left the door ajar so we could hear her mother arrive. And I remember... me on top of her, fucking her... and whispering to her not to moan... so Sebastopolo wouldn’t hear us. And I remember... damn, I remember clearly, how she, underneath me, slowly panting, nodded.

And from there I don’t know what happened. I don’t know if three minutes passed, or seven, or ten. I remember, because I’ve gone over that day many times in my mind, that I had already jerked off, probably after lunch, so between that and the condom, I was holding up pretty well. And I remember feeling strange, dizzy, probably from the wine. And I remember, above all, the sensation, the feeling... of... being watched.

I knew it. I hadn't heard anything. Nothing at all. But I felt it. There was something in the atmosphere, like a secondary breathing, as if it had suddenly become hotter. And it was so real that I continued on top of Aitana, knowing we weren't alone. And I didn't feel particularly good or bad about it. If anything, I felt a small responsibility to fuck her well, to not make unaesthetic movements, to not hunch over, to not present a... tacky image. It was surreal; even back then I despised that damn Sebastopolo, and I'd never had sex while someone watched, but I neither got angry with him, nor did I really feel ashamed, nor more excited, but rather something like wanting to do Aitana in a... proper, mature way; the way an experienced lover would.

And it happened. Of course. And I was right. It was obvious I was right. And, damn, I remember his face... I remember where he was standing: planted inside the room, about three or five feet inside the bedroom. I remember turning slightly and seeing him... and... it's difficult to explain... I couldn't say he was impassive, but he wasn't watching us like some perverted old man either. He wasn't looking at us with surprise either. From that moment on, even if only with his gaze, he had the vileness to make me believe nothing bad was happening, that nothing was serious, that everything was natural, that things aren't bad in themselves but because people label them that way.

And Aitana. Aitana took a bit longer. Damn, I first remember the moment when she hadn't yet seen him, but rather was sensing his presence. Damn, I've told her this a thousand times, and she doesn't believe me, but I felt it in her pussy. It contracted, like a spasm, gripping my cock, and then she turned her face toward the window. I think it actually turned her on that he was watching her, legs spread, receiving. Although she's always denied it to me.

Weeks later Sebastopolo told me, because I have spoken with that idiot, though not much, that he had only intended to go up to Helena's studio. That he had more or less stumbled upon our little party by chance. But I know that wasn't the case. And I know because the bastard came up stealthily. If he had come up in a, let's say, normal way, I would have heard him, and so would Aitana; and we would have had time to cover ourselves, get dressed and even finish the bottle of wine as if nothing had happened. Sebastopolo is lying about that, as he almost always does.

And, returning to the act, I remember that I didn't stop. And I remember that he moved forward. And then Aitana, underneath me, surrounding me with her arms and legs, did look at him, and then I heard how he approached. And I heard. Behind my back. I'll remember it as long as I live. I remember he said: “Please, continue.”

He said it with a serious voice. Not affected at all. As if he were really studying us, as if he were really trying to retain our movements in his memory. “Please, continue,” with his serene voice.

And it was then, before we could decide whether to continue, whether to get excited, whether to die of embarrassment, or whether I should pull my erection out of Aitana's body and punch Sebastopolo... when we heard Aitana's mother entering the house.

Aitana froze. I knew we were in serious trouble, but he didn't get the least bit flustered. He simply told us, while Aitana and I were still naked and embracing, that he would distract her, that we should get dressed calmly, that he would take her to the back garden, and that afterward we should leave the house and come back in, as if nothing had happened.

And that's what he did. And that's what we did. We got dressed, went downstairs stealthily while they were in the back garden, went out and came back in again, pretending we were coming from the street. And then we went toward them, and greeted them, and we didn't care if her mother suspected we were somewhat drunk as long as she didn't know we had been fucking.

It was evident that Sebastopolo's help, that plan that saved us, entailed that we wouldn't say he had spied on us. It was the first of the pacts we should never have accepted.


CHAPTER 9

ALEJANDRA

8:49 PM

“I’ll tell you three times,” Oliver said as I approached, and I felt a jolt, surprised that he had caught me.

“Excuse me?” I answered to buy time, but he had pronounced the title of Sebastián’s novel, so it was obvious that he had noticed I’d been browsing it.

“The book. Your husband’s book. The one you were holding.”

“Oh, right... I found it there and...”

“Did you know I haven’t read it?” he interrupted me while slicing an avocado into thin pieces on that sort of breakfast bar that separated the kitchen from the living room.

“Why not?”

“Well, it’s not like I read everything Helena brings home. Far from it. Some of them. But with this one, she actually asked me not to read it... Made me swear, in fact,” he said with a shrug.

“Really... What reason did she give you?”

“Well... she says she’s embarrassed, that she reviewed it many times, that it has some intense parts and that... she didn’t feel comfortable... I don’t know. It seems silly to me, but she said she didn’t feel right about it... Something like it’s very... steamy, and she would feel awkward knowing that I was aware she had spent hours reading and reviewing such... explicit things. And since I don’t really care... I don’t know. Is it really that intense?”

I didn’t want to answer that question. Even though he hadn’t read it, I didn’t feel comfortable being honest about what things I found intense, or explicit, as he called them, and which ones I didn’t. Perhaps it didn’t make sense, but I felt like it would be confessing what turned me on and what didn’t. I looked for a way out, and then I remembered being surprised that a book like that was lying around in the middle of the living room.

“Has Helena’s daughter read it? Aitana?” I asked, and immediately regretted it, as my question had turned out even more awkward than his.

He remained silent. He was cutting tomato and mozzarella into slices. And I also thought that perhaps I should have offered to help him with dinner some time ago.

“I don’t know, since it’s there... so visible,” I insisted, pushing forward; anything to end the silence.

“Has Aitana read it?” he finally said. “No way. She doesn’t read anything. She doesn’t even read the books they assign at school. That’s why she’s doing so poorly. Helena must have left it there by mistake, though it is strange that it’s there. I saw it already at noon and it’s one of those I thought I’d seen in her study.”

“Maybe she has several copies.”

“I don’t think so. She always keeps just one. I don’t know. Anyway...” he looked at his watch. “Hungry?”

“Sorry?”

“Hungry. Are you hungry?”

“Oh! Yes. I don’t know. Can I help?” I asked, and he politely declined my offer. He looked at my beer bottle and laughed when he saw I had already finished it, and told me to get another one, suddenly making me feel quite comfortable. He seemed to have that gift, of unsettling me and then putting me at ease, making me alternate my opinion of him and my moods in just seconds.

Afterward, he explained what we were going to have for dinner, and he talked about toasted pine nuts, basil oil, and capers. I let him do his thing and he looked at me from time to time. Sometimes directly, but it didn’t bother me. And we talked a bit about our lives, at least our recent lives, and at times I could detect a certain flirtation, subtle, but unmistakable. Until he took a small step further, complimenting my eyes after a brief silence, but again it didn’t make me uncomfortable. And then I remembered Sebastián, and thought about letting myself go with the flow, allowing him this innocent game, to who knows, maybe use it someday with my husband. Because that night, despite having played hard to get with Sebastián on the phone, it was obvious that I would be Blanca, the schoolgirl from the novel, and Sebastián would be Julián, her impetuous and thoughtless boyfriend; that was non-negotiable, I needed it and everything seemed to indicate that he needed it too, but I thought that this innocent flirtation with Oliver, which wasn’t going anywhere, might someday give me an opportunity to provoke Sebastián. My husband had a strange jealousy, contained, but morbid; I knew that if I told him Oliver had flirted with me, he would be annoyed... a little... but the rest of his feelings would be sexual. It had happened to us before, some nights. It wasn’t even a recurring game... I had never planned it in advance, and I thought that could change.

He then asked me to get him another beer, so I opened the refrigerator, took one out, and then looked around for a bottle opener, and not only did I not find one, but my eyes ended up on his back, on his black t-shirt, short-sleeved, large, loose, and on his dress pants, and I didn’t want to, but then my gaze went to a bulging and prominent backside. And I thought that I had never been attracted, rather the opposite, to men who possessed that attribute, but it suited him well, made him different, perhaps even masculine; because he had somewhat effeminate movements, but then he himself, with that backside, wide hips and broad shoulders, and with that gray hair and square head, radiated masculinity. I wasn’t attracted to him, but I did recognize his appeal, and it surprised me again that he was with Helena, a woman almost fifty and not beautiful at all.

“Diego's coming over to study. I'll let him in!” I suddenly heard a girl's voice, undoubtedly Aitana, who was coming down the spiral staircase. I quickly shifted my gaze away from Oliver's backside and snapped out of my thoughts, somewhat startled, and fumbled around looking for that damn bottle opener.

“To study...” Oliver muttered, playing the role of the skeptical stepfather.

“Yes, actually,” she said, having finished coming downstairs, and she looked at me for a moment. Up and down. And I looked at her. And I felt that strange sensation again. But even stronger this time. I felt like she could see right through me, as if she were piercing me with her gaze. And I noticed those blue eyes... and knew that look... was familiar to me. But that couldn't be. I even wondered if I might have dreamed about her, despite it being... truly impossible.

“You can study, but downstairs,” said Oliver, while finishing arranging lettuce sprouts on a plate.

“Why? What difference does it make to you?” Aitana sighed, standing with her arms crossed in that impeccable uniform.

“I don't care either way. But you know your mother doesn't want you upstairs with him.”

“Pff...” the girl grumbled, irritated. “But you're fine bringing this... woman here,” Aitana said.

“Hey...!” Oliver defended me, in a very serious tone, looking at her intently.

“What.”

“Don't 'what' me. Don't talk like that. She's not some 'woman.' She's Sebastián's wife.”

She didn't respond, but she turned pale. First she went pale and then she blushed. Rigid. Motionless. Affected. Her pupils dilated and then she smoothed one of her eyebrows, twice, with two erratic fingers. Her shock produced in me a kind of surprise that frightened me. If she had exclaimed something, it would have seemed less strange. Less contained. I could see how disturbed she was... as if he had mentioned something... that affected her... And then she tucked her bangs behind her ear, revealing cheeks that, after the initial whiteness, remained flushed, and then she turned around toward the stairs, but in a hurried way, as if she didn't want to face us, as if she didn't want us to see her reaction.

“Come on, if you're going to study, you'll study in the living room. Bring your things down,” said Oliver, while I became certain that something was going on here. That as soon as that girl had heard my husband's name, something had happened... But I had no idea what.

And then the doorbell could be heard. Someone was at the front door.


CHAPTER 10

DIEGO

20:49

Sitting on my parked motorcycle, still wearing my helmet, I was looking at Aitana’s house. The streetlights had been on for some time already, but there was still a bit of natural light left.

I knew I had to be clever. It was obvious that Aitana would let me in, she was just playing hard to get, but I wanted to go further, much further… because my horniness, thanks to that little slut Montse, was unbearable.

I had two barriers: first, I had genuinely seen Aitana being very serious about studying and putting a stop to intimate things, and second: she had told me that the idiot Oliver would be at home. I’d always had the feeling that he didn’t care about anything, but he was so terrified of Helena that he followed her orders without question, like a mindless henchman.

“Aitana. Princess. I’m outside,” I wrote.

And she, almost always with her phone in hand, answered immediately:

“Did you bring the book and the notes?”

“Of course!” I answered, and she didn’t respond, which surprised me, as I expected her to laugh at me, at what a disaster I am, and to offer to lend me her notes, or whatever. Instead, what came through on my phone was a terse:

“Can I call you?”

“Yes, sure,” I typed immediately, surprised. And while waiting for her call, I put my helmet in the storage compartment of my motorcycle and pondered the possible reason for her need to call me; the most likely option was that she’d had an argument with Oliver.

“Yes. Tell me, Princess… What’s up?” I said, on the street, next to my motorcycle, answering the phone the instant I heard the first ring.

“Nothing. Well, I don’t know. Something a bit weird,” said Aitana, whispering.

“What weird thing?”

“Well, Oliver is here… with a girl… like it’s a date or something.”

And then, after hearing her, I couldn’t contain my laughter:

“Are you telling me that Oliver brought home some chick?” I asked excitedly.

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Come on, Aitana… Don’t talk nonsense. She’s probably a friend or something. Your mom is coming tonight and on top of that, he knew you were going home after school.”

“Yeah… I don’t know,” she answered, remaining doubtful.

After a silence, I just blurted out:

“But what’s the deal? Is she hot?”

And then the silence continued, and I said:

“She is hot… If she wasn’t, you would have told me.”

“What does it matter if she’s hot?”

“Come on, she is. That’s a ‘yes.’ Damn Oliver…”

“Well. I don’t know. Let’s say she’s the type you like,” said Aitana.

“I like you, princess.”

“Yeah…”

“No. Wait. What do you mean by the type I like?”

“Well… I don’t know. She’s kind of like… Like Montse.”

“Oh, oh… Don’t tell me that… I’ll break down the door.”

“Calm down, stud…”

“No, no, seriously. Let me in now. So I can see her. She’s still there, right? I’m already pretty worked up from Montse, and now to find another one like her.”

“Yes, she’s still here… I don’t know… It’s just weird.”

“Why weird?”

“Well because… They don’t seem comfortable with each other, you know?”

“But where are they? Are you with them?”

“How could I be with them, Diego? I’m upstairs and they’re downstairs. Oliver is… cooking.”

“Romantic dinner! With his woman’s daughter upstairs! Damn Oliver… he seemed so dumb…”

“Shut up… You’re not listening! I’m telling you the weird thing is they don’t seem… close, you know? They don’t act familiar. They’re not friends.”

“But did you greet her? Did you talk to her?”

“Not at all. I came in. She just stood there… And I went upstairs.”

“Now that I look, there’s a nice black car parked here… Could it be hers?”

“I guess so…”

“How ‘Montse Two’ rolls. Anyway, fine. You can ask Oliver later where he found this loaded chick. Come on. I’m going to ring the bell. Open up. We’ll go upstairs and study…”

“I don't think Oliver is going to let us study upstairs,” said Aitana.

“Well... I’m in the mood... Montse has got me all worked up.”

“You’re so annoying about Montse. Just calm down. Seriously, Diego... Do you think your way of convincing me to have sex is by talking about Montse all the time?”

“Do you seriously still call fucking ‘having sex’?” I laughed.

“Go to hell...”

“Okay. Okay. Sorry. The Montse thing is just a joke. Besides, you’re the one who started talking about her.”

“Meee? What are you talking about?”

“What do you mean what am I talking about? You were the one who said that... Oliver’s fake date... is with some kind of Montse-type, and that’s how the topic came up. Don’t be... scatterbrained, princess.”

“There you go twisting everything around. As always...” said Aitana, less combative than expected.

“I’m not twisting anything. Come on, I’ll come in, check her out, and tell you if she’s Montse material or not. And then we’ll study.”

And then I heard Aitana sigh. And after that she said:

“Fine. We’ll study. Let’s see if upstairs... or if not, downstairs.”

“But let me take a look at this date of his...”

“Yeah... check out this woman all you want. Look. And if you like her, go to the bathroom, jerk off thinking about her, and then we can study in peace.”

“How am I going to jerk off when I have my princess at hand?” I asked, laughing to myself, and she sighed again, and finally said:

“You’re so annoying... Fine... Come over and ring the bell. I’ll let you in.”


CHAPTER 11

ALEJANDRA

21:00

“Where are you going?” Oliver said, once Aitana had started walking toward the front door.

“To open it for him,” she replied.

“No. Go up for your books, or whatever, and then come down and open it.”

“But why?” Aitana protested, somewhat dramatically.

“Because I said so. Because afterward you’ll want to go upstairs, you’ll want to go up with him, and I’ll have to tell you no in front of him, and I already find it ridiculous enough having to play police with you without…”

“Fine… I said fine…” she interrupted him, turning around and beginning to climb the stairs, while Oliver insisted on his point that he didn’t want to have to stop her in the presence of this Diego who had rung the bell.

“Good Lord…” I sighed, as Aitana’s loafers were already hitting the last steps.

“You see… I’ll have to keep an eye on these two…” said Oliver. “But look, let’s set the table outside, and we’ll let them study, but I’ll check on them from time to time. How does that sound?”

“Outside? Back here?” I asked, turning toward the small garden behind the kitchen.

“Yes. Let’s hope we don’t get cold,” he answered and pulled a tablecloth from a drawer, which I took, inaugurating a tacit agreement that I would carry things to the outside table while he finished preparing dinner.

That garden was more welcoming than the house itself. It was enclosed and small, but had great charm. It formed an almost perfect square bordered by hedges behind which you could make out a weathered wall. There was a splendid tree and another one that peeked out, eager to someday become even more impressive; stone tiles that led toward the white table, giving it center stage, and the lighting came from lamps on the grass which, as he told me shortly after, charged with sunlight and illuminated automatically when night fell.

The second time I returned from the garden to the kitchen, which required climbing a couple of steps and pushing a creaky glass door, I saw in the distance how Aitana was heading toward the door with a folder and a book to let in that boy who I thought must be quite patient, or very careful not to disturb, as I hadn’t even heard him ring a second time. I stood still for a moment, watching how that girl, owner of those slender legs, opened the door to a boy I couldn’t see. That girl who had trembled upon hearing my husband’s name.

“Better wine, otherwise our stomachs will fill with beer and that sits badly, at least with me it does,” Oliver said then, who had undoubtedly sensed me behind him, and whom I felt was looking sideways ahead, toward an Aitana who was talking with this Diego at the door, still not letting him in, which led me to deduce that she must be telling the boy about Oliver, or about me, or about both of us, and I assumed she was saying anything but good things.

I helped him, carrying some glasses he gave me, while he carried a large salad bowl, and I felt strange, as the situation was already somewhat equivocal, let alone having dinner with wine, which gave everything a more intimate, even romantic touch, but I didn’t have the reflexes to refuse; perhaps because at that moment only one thing obsessed me and that was discovering why Aitana had reacted in that way.

Once seated at the table I couldn’t see how to access that information, as Oliver talked non-stop about the types of Caprese salads that existed and that he knew how to prepare, and at times he managed to bewitch me, as those who enjoy something specific and present it with enthusiasm do; but at other moments Aitana’s expression returned to my memories, and my pulse quickened.

The night was heavy, laden, but at the same time a cool breeze was rising that came in stages: first announced by the leaves of distant trees, then by the trees surrounding us, then it came to stir my hair a little and even my shirt, until finally I felt the coolness, or even the cold, once it touched my skin.

And I felt the flattering luminosity, and was aware that the warm light from the lamps benefited him, but it was only fair to admit that one needed raw material for Oliver’s gray eyes to stand out in that way, which made me again fail to understand that difference in beauty compared to his wife.

And it was after the second glass of wine, and taking advantage of a silence between Oliver’s bites, when I summoned my courage and, with the intention of discovering the reason for Aitana’s reaction, asked:

“Do you… know if Sebastian used to come here often?”

At that moment Oliver stood up, but I knew he had heard me, and he looked toward the kitchen, toward the glass door, to see what was happening inside the house, I assumed to check on the young couple, and then he sat down and said:

“Well, I don’t know, the usual. It is true that last year, I suppose when they were in moments of intense work on the book, he did come quite often.”

I remained thoughtful. I knew that he was familiar with that house, that he had gone several times, but almost always when my husband had told me he was going to meet Helena, he said he was going to the publishing house, which was in an office building, quite far from there.

“It happens to me too sometimes. They spend many hours together,” Oliver continued after taking another sip of wine.

I immediately realized what he was trying to tell me, but I wasn't feeling jealous, as my suspicions weren't heading in that direction. It was more incomprehension; I couldn't see infidelity as a possibility.

“I can understand it,” he continued during my silence. “Sebastian is very attractive.”

And then I felt obliged to say something. I meant it, and at the same time I didn't. And simultaneously it seemed like he had said it so I would fall into his trap, but I fell anyway, as I whispered:

“You are too.”

“May I have your hand for a second?” he suddenly asked, almost before I had finished my sentence.

I didn't know what he intended. Once again he was making me uncomfortable.

“The other one,” he said after I had extended my right hand across the table.

I complied with his request and he touched my hand, and my first reflex was to pull it away, but he touched the ring on my ring finger with his hand, which, in contrast to certain movements of his, was again exaggeratedly masculine.

“It's my engagement ring. It's prettier than my wedding band,” I whispered.

“Yes, that's usually the case. It's... very beautiful,” he said and our gazes met, and then my attention was drawn to an especially prominent Adam's apple, and I withdrew my hand.

“To tell the truth... Helena would have more reasons to cheat on me... with Sebastian... than the other way around. Given what each of us has at home,” he said then.

I hesitated. I knew his flirtation would benefit me for that possible game with my husband, but I wouldn't tolerate that pitiful role twice, not even if he intended to flatter or seduce me with it.

“Don't play the victim, Oliver,” I whispered, and regretted that my whisper had sounded as faint as it had, since its faintness could be confused with provocative or suggestive.

A silence fell that was only broken by the sound of cutlery, wine glasses being set down, and small gusts of wind. Until he stood up again, to repeat the operation of watching what I understood to be the young couple, from his position, and, in doing so, standing up in front of me, he offered me the image of his pelvis, his crotch, outlined against his delicate gray pants. And it wasn't voluntary, but it was striking. And it wasn't exaggerated, but precisely because of that there was something suggestive about it. And the size didn't necessarily reflect excitement, but it did convey power and contained masculinity. And it wasn't necessarily hypnotic... but seconds were passing and my eyes remained on that prominent silhouette.

“I have to keep an eye on them... Otherwise...” said Oliver, who was now sitting down again, and his movement coincided with another gust that swirled around the garden.

“Yes... I imagine...” I whispered, crossing one leg over the other, and leaning back slightly.

“Are you cold?” he asked then, looking at me intently, and before I could answer he made a gesture with his eyes, toward me, and I thought there was something on me, or on my clothes; that he had noticed I had stained myself, and I looked down at my pink blouse and gray skirt, and couldn't see anything, while my brain connected his question about the cold and the impossibility of having stained myself; and I wasn't sure, and it seemed extremely inappropriate to me... but I then suspected that my nipples might have been showing more than they should, and that he was being rude and tactless enough to point it out to me.

“I don't know if I'll regret suggesting this,” he continued, “but if you want I can lend you something to put on.”

“No. I have my jacket in the car,” I said immediately, and I felt violated, and at that moment I wanted to leave, and I stood up, without even telling him what my intentions were, because I didn't know them myself.

“Hey, do you know anything about Sebastian? If they're already at the airport... if they've gone through security...” he said, much more composed than I was, when I was at the foot of the steps that served as a bridge between the garden and the kitchen.

“I don't know, I'll check my phone now, I have it in my purse... I mean... I'll look at my phone in my purse and get my jacket from the car, come back and tell you,” I responded nervously, somewhat disarmed, and I climbed the steps, and I felt bad, not so much because of him, but because of myself, somewhat disappointed with myself, for having allowed his rudeness, for that's how I had felt it, to affect me.

And deep down I knew that his flirtation mixed with that last vulgarity would benefit me enormously for my possible erotic game with Sebastian, and I regretted not having stood my ground, not having asked him if he was referring to my... nipples... Not having played along with him so I could later play with my husband. I felt a small affliction, a disappointment that I knew I should remedy.

And I was in these thoughts when I entered the kitchen, already eager to return and put up a fight, when I raised my gaze and saw that beyond, in the living room, Aitana and her boyfriend, sitting on the sofa, close to my purse where my phone was, were whispering, and then, although without being completely sure, I thought I heard her voice saying:

“...I'm saying it clearly: I hope you fuck her.”


CHAPTER 12

DIEGO

8:59 PM

I’d been standing in front of the door for a few minutes, like a complete idiot. I’d rung the bell a while ago, and Aitana hadn’t opened up, but I was almost certain she was taking so long because she was arguing with that fool Oliver, so I didn’t want to press the bell again.

Night was falling quickly. I turned around and saw the supposed car belonging to the impossible date of the hypothetical Montse lookalike. I could see the brown leather seats from outside and thought about how comfortable they looked. Immediately I imagined myself fucking its owner, whose face and body I didn’t know, but whose category and profile I did, in the back seats.

I turned my eyes back to the house. I liked that house, despite everything that had happened there. The house was innocent. There was only one guilty party.

I liked how the plants clung to the facade, that mixture of new and old. It was expensive. The neighborhood was expensive. Aitana’s family was wealthy, more than mine; mine was normal. My divorced parents were teachers, and I had been a good student throughout my school life until the previous year, though more because of what I experienced at home than what I learned at school. In fact, I considered myself quite a bit more cultured, not to say the only decently cultured one among all the imbeciles in my class, regardless of whatever grades we ended up getting. And Aitana always said that my free fall had been because of Sebastopolo, and it was undeniable that it had distracted me, to put it mildly, but my problem with studies was more related to the fact that there came a point when it wasn’t enough to just pay attention in class and listen at home—you actually had to study for real, and that wasn’t my thing. Sebastopolo should be blamed for what he should be blamed for, which was plenty, but not for that.

I was lost in these thoughts when my phone vibrated in my hand. I looked at the screen and saw that Aitana had texted me, confirming my suspicions about her delay.

“I’ll open now. Oliver is an asshole.”

I didn’t respond, but I moved closer. I peered through the glass panel surrounding the door, but the curtain was practically drawn all the way to the edge, so I couldn’t see anything, and my curiosity was driven by nothing other than wanting to see that supposed Montse lookalike; if I already had little desire to study, knowing that girl, or woman, would be there was already distracting me to the next level.

And I began to imagine her: exuberant, powerful, painted lips... when I heard Aitana’s unmistakable footsteps approaching.

I moved away from the glass to position myself in front of the door. I adjusted my backpack on my shoulders. Then I tucked my uniform shirt slightly into my pants to present the most harmless version of Diego to Aitana. Then I saw her slowly opening the door.

I was surprised that she didn’t open it completely, positioning herself in the middle, and I feared she would start up again and force me to swear that my intention was solely to study.

I shrugged my shoulders, waiting for her to step aside, to say something, or to greet me. But she looked back for a moment, checking the movements inside the house. I observed her, I liked doing so when she wasn’t looking at me, even if just for a few seconds: the blonde hair, straight, though sometimes falling in waves, and long, the blue eyes; her skin color, without being dark, wasn’t pale either. Her lips were delicate, tempting and well-defined, and she had a mole in the center of her left cheek that I always played at kissing several times while she slept, or pretended to, the few times we had slept together. I liked her legs, toned and slender; her ass curved upward, as did her breasts, firm and medium-sized, with areolas not too large but of a pinkish color that invited one to lick and kiss until running out of saliva. But the best part was more hidden, between her legs, despite not seeming at first glance an area likely to present great peculiarities; but I didn’t have more time to think and remember what it was like.

“Wait, don’t come in,” she said, turning back toward me, although I hadn’t tried to enter.

“What’s wrong?”

“Do you know who the girl is?” she asked in a whisper.

“How would I know? Do I know her?”

“No... She’s... someone’s wife... Guess.”

“Guess what?”

“Shhh!” she hushed me to speak more quietly. And she looked back again, toward the living room.

And I had no idea. Nor did I feel like playing games. And she looked at me again, and I pretended to be thinking but was actually observing Aitana again. The white shirt, the skirt, the jacket and the navy blue socks... She wasn’t wearing a tie, she rarely did. And then I remembered Sebastopolo telling her, ordering her to wear it; for an entire week she had gone to school with a tie because he had told her to. And on the Friday of that week... I fucked Aitana, in his presence, in the positions he had been dictating to us... while Aitana was only wearing the tie and socks.

I still couldn’t understand how we had agreed to that.

“What? Nothing?” she asked, pulling me from my daydreams, and I tried to see over her head.

“What are you doing? Don’t look!”

And I saw something pink, a woman in a pink shirt, who turned and went toward the back garden.

“Well... it’s Sebastian’s wife,” Aitana said then.

I stood still. Completely shocked. And I turned my eyes to the owner of that mouth that had said those words.

“Seriously? No... way...” I stammered.

“You see.”

“Holy... Shit...” I whispered, and I remained thoughtful; I didn’t know what to feel. On one hand I began to feel anger, since anything related to that fucking Sebastopolo infuriated me; but I also felt pity, because I was almost convinced that the poor woman knew nothing about her husband’s escapades.

“What do you think?” asked Aitana, who still wouldn’t let me in, despite the fact that the interior of the house seemed clear.

“I don’t know... I barely saw her.”

“But what do you think about her being here?”

“But what is she doing here?” I asked.

“No idea...”

“Does she know anything?”

“I don’t think so,” Aitana answered.

“She seems hot.”

“But you just said you haven’t seen her!”

“I have a sixth sense, I can smell female attractiveness.”

“You couldn’t smell a hair under a sheet, you puddle-licker.”

“Puddle-licker... that’s a good one...” I almost laughed, and then stretched my neck, trying to see over her, and confirmed that they were both already in the garden, and the truth was that I was almost fully convinced that she had to be hot, because that idiot Sebastopolo seemed like the kind of bastard who always got the hotties.

Finally Aitana moved to one side, and we entered the house and I closed the door myself while she said to me:

“You’re not going to say anything to her, are you?”

“And what would I say to her?”

“I don’t know. I think you’re capable of it,” she answered as we sat down, together, on one of the sofas.

“I don’t know... We’ll see.”

“Don’t be an asshole. Swear to me.”

“I’m not swearing anything. What’s this purse?” I asked when I saw that next to me there was a purse, which wasn’t small at all, as it was quite large, made of brown leather, and I was certain it belonged to Sebastián’s wife.

“Leave it!” Aitana protested when she saw that I was reaching for it.

“Can you believe it matches the seats in her car? This one must be a real snob.”

“It must be a coincidence, silly. Otherwise she’d have all her purses the same.”

“Yeah... I don’t know...” I responded almost without listening to her, while I started to snoop around and focused my points of interest on her wallet and her mobile phone.

“Leave it. Idiot. Relax, she’s not going to have a pair of panties in there for you...”

“Can you imagine, Aitana? A pair of panties here from Sebastopolo’s wife, ready for me to smell.”

“Ready, yeah...”

“Well, that’s how you say it,” I whispered while I was clearly disappointed that her phone was locked and that her screen background didn’t have anything juicy.

“Stop it now...! I’m going to get angry,” Aitana said then, going so far as to put her hands on mine to prevent me from continuing my search.

“Hold on... Let’s see that pretty face on her driver’s license,” I said... but Aitana ended up lunging at me.

“Will you stop, you idiot!! Don’t you see they could come in at any moment?”

“Fine, fine...” I said, dropping the wallet back into the purse. “It’s not for the photo. It’s for the age,” I said, just to say something, because the truth was that I was more interested in her face.

“Well, she must be in her thirties. She seems younger than Oliver and Sebastián,” she said, and she kept trying to grab me.

“Damn, relax...” I whispered, giving up and moving the purse a little away, but I consoled myself knowing that I would end up seeing her in person.

Once we finished our little battle, Aitana fixed her hair and clothes, opened a folder and began to spread papers on the coffee table; and at that moment I saw there, on the table, along with two others, none other than Sebastopolo’s book: the ridiculous “Te lo diré tres veces” (“I’ll Tell You Three Times”), and I thought the same thing I had always thought, that I couldn’t understand how he had given it such a fucking cheesy title. And I remembered that that book was there because of me, because the day before, while Oliver was in the garden and Aitana was finishing getting dressed or fixing herself up, or whatever she does while I wait and they don’t let me go to her bedroom, I had been snooping around the office full of books that her mother had set up, and I had taken the book and brought it to the living room. I did it almost every time I could, because somehow I liked reading it, which Aitana knew, but that time I had forgotten to give it to Aitana to put it back in its place.

“What’s he doing?” Aitana asked and I looked at her and saw that her eyes were fixed on the kitchen window that faced the backyard, and then I looked in that same direction and saw the fool Oliver, like a giraffe, stretching his neck and looking at us. He immediately disappeared again, downward, I assumed sitting down.

“But what are those two doing out there?” I asked.

“Well, I guess Sebastián must have traveled with my mother and they’ll be landing today,” Aitana answered, and I understood she’d been mulling it over for a while.

“And they’re going to pick them up at the airport all lovey-dovey?”

“It’s the only thing I can think of,” she replied, returning to her papers spread across the table. And she seemed not to notice that fucking Sebastopolo’s book, the book where we were the protagonists, was right there. And I saw all those highlighted sheets, in multiple colors, and it gave me such a terrible sense of dread... And I felt I couldn’t study with that book there, nor with that woman, Sebastopolo’s wife, in the garden.

“Do you know her name?” I asked.

“Who?”

“Who do you think? Sebastopolito’s wife,” I improvised a new name.

“Well... Alejandra... I think that’s what Oliver called her,” Aitana answered without lifting her eyes from those scribbled pages.

“Alejandra... Alejandreta... and Sebastopolo... What a pair,” I whispered.

“Come on, study. At least take the book and read it. Something will stick,” Aitana whispered, handing me an open textbook that I took but immediately set aside. And Aitana kept looking at her papers, ridiculously overworked with so many colors that it was impossible for it to actually make sense... and, by surprise, without warning... my body, or rather my eyes, went to one of her thighs, partially covered by her navy blue pleated skirt.

And I couldn’t resist. Montse... Aitana’s resistance... the book... Alejandreta, whom my subconscious imagined body and face in fleeting flashes... or the mere inertia of going all day without jerking off or anything similar... so I put my hand there, on that smooth, taut thigh.

“Stop...”

“Just a little...”

“No...!” she protested, but she didn’t remove my hand, so I continued caressing that thigh, in short strokes, with the tips of my fingers. And for a moment I considered thinking about Montse, but I couldn’t, and then I tried to imagine what Alejandra would be like, but again the touch of the inner side of Aitana’s thigh forced me to live in reality. And then I wanted to go further, and I knew it was the key moment; that moment when I venture and seek to go even deeper, almost to her panties... and I know that there it’s all or nothing... and then, when I was already expecting her phrase, her rebuff, her refusal... she slightly parted her legs... and that signal is the most wonderful signal in the world, so much that it usually makes me sigh... from relief... from what she tells me with her movement that she wants... and from what I know will come next.

I glanced for a moment toward the glass door, and confirmed that Oliver, the silly giraffe, wasn’t appearing. And I felt the warmth of Aitana’s thigh, as if each centimeter inward, each centimeter in the direction of her pussy, had one more degree of temperature. And again, another signal, which wasn’t to facilitate, but to confess, and it was that Aitana parted her legs a little more. In silence. Both of us. And... I continued, and touched panties... soft... smooth... and she blew... released air in something that wasn’t quite a sigh, while I tried to orient myself, tried to locate lips and clitoris beneath that fluffy cotton.

“Mmm...” she sighed then, pretending to keep looking at those papers, but indicating to me that I had hit the right spot... and I began to slide my middle finger, up and down, separating the lips of her pussy... searching, as always, for wetness, because Aitana’s pussy didn’t know how to lie, not even pretend, and that, along with its perfect symmetry and along with how exorbitant her lips became when she was truly excited, made it the most wonderful pussy in the world.

“Hhham...” she whimpered, while I continued, up and down; and then I moved her golden hair aside and went in search of her neck, and I felt on my lips the maximum sweetness that was the skin she harbored there, under her ear, and she shuddered, as she always did, and purred. And the next step would be for her to touch me, but she didn’t, she just let herself be touched. She let herself be masturbated, over her panties, she let her neck be kissed... and then she let me move her jacket aside a bit so I could caress one breast over her shirt... and then she let me bite her earlobe, which even made her gasp... And I knew that if I focused on her breast I would get a response down below, that was her weakness, that her breasts and her pussy were cause and effect, but I knew I had to be subtle because any misstep would make her come to her senses, remember that the fool of her stepfather was babysitting her, or rather watching like a vigilant giraffe, while romantically dining with the wife of the man who had changed our lives.

And that happened. Exactly that. The misstep and the protest: I pulled at her panties, barely an inch, to move them aside, and then she whispered:

“Stop...”

But I continued, abandoned that maneuver and continued: with one hand I moved the collar of her shirt to bite her earlobe and with the other I went back to sliding two fingers over her pussy, covered by her soft panties, making her lips continue to grow.

“Stop... Oliver is going to catch us...”

“I wish she would catch us...” I whispered without thinking, and the hand that was on the collar of her shirt went back to her chest, and I unbuttoned one button, and she didn’t protest, and I felt her cleavage, with the tips of my fingers, as I sometimes did, as she liked, as it excited her, and I provoked:

“I wish she would catch us... and join in... Can you imagine... if I fucked her...? That way we’d get revenge on her asshole husband.”

And at that moment, when I thought she would stop me, or simply not respond, she whispered:

“Mmmm...! Yeah...”

And I, emboldened by her excitement, surprised that she accepted that fantasy, and keeping my hands expertly on her panties and neckline, continued:

“Tell me... Tell me you’d like us to get revenge like that...”

“Mmm...!” she moaned and I could feel her pussy pulsating.

“Tell me... that you’d like me to fuck her... to get revenge...” I whispered.

“Mmm...! I wish... I wish you would... have sex with her.”

And then, I pulled back a little, because I wanted to look into her eyes while I heard it, and I wanted her to say it, but in a more vulgar way, and now without touching her, leaving her excited, halfway there... I whispered:

“Say it... but properly.”

And she, horny, hot, with teary eyes, and despite the fact that at that precise moment we could hear someone coming from the garden entering the kitchen, she grew bolder; and despite the fact that we were no longer alone, she dared, and whispered in a low voice:

“...I’ll say it properly: I wish you would fuck her.”


CHAPTER 13

ALEJANDRA

21:20

I felt like I was going crazy. It wasn’t possible that I had heard that. I didn’t know her, but that phrase didn’t seem to fit her. I felt uncertain about everything, not even sure if Oliver had really been referring to my nipples showing through my shirt… I wasn’t even sure what I was doing there.

Before going to get my phone and my jacket, I opened a couple of cabinets until I found a glass, and I poured myself some tap water, not bothering to look for a bottle in the refrigerator. While I was doing this, I could still hear them whispering, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying; the sensation was uncomfortable and I considered saying something to them, even something trivial, but I didn’t say anything.

I tried to forget the feeling of the couple’s eyes on me, and decided to focus on myself. I remained determined to stand up to Oliver, not to run away again, to use his attempts against him with Sebastián. And when my husband’s name appeared in my mind, my doubts returned, along with more things I didn’t understand: first, I needed to find out why he had spent so much time in that house without my knowledge, and second, I needed to discover why his name had caused such an impact on the girl who was gossiping with her boyfriend on the sofa.

I set the glass on the counter and walked purposefully toward my purse. I figured that since I hadn’t greeted them when I entered the kitchen, there was no point in saying anything to them now, not even hello. My silence was also attributable, or mainly, to the fact that there was something uncomfortable about that girl. Something familiar, something known, but at the same time something oppressive.

Although I had no intention of knowing what they were doing, I couldn’t help but see that they had papers spread out on the coffee table, following Oliver’s order to study in the living room. And I saw the boy, from the corner of my eye, also in uniform, with navy blue pants and a white shirt with rolled-up sleeves; everything in a much more disorderly and informal way compared to Aitana, whom I also didn’t look at directly, but whom I remembered with an impeccable uniform; and I thought they must be dating, but at least in terms of how they wore their clothes, they were polar opposites: slovenliness and sobriety.

Already very close to them, and standing in front of my purse, I looked for my phone, still without saying anything, while I felt how the boy, whose face I hadn’t looked at, stood up and then walked behind me.

“Where are you going, Diego?” Aitana asked him, while I unlocked my phone and saw that Sebastián had texted me.

“To get some water, may I?” he responded, certainly rudely, and I felt him moving away from me and going toward the kitchen while I saw that my husband had sent me a huge paragraph. And I shuddered. And I was glad. Because I knew what it would contain. And I knew I was already feeling too many emotions to appreciate his morbid creativity, but I felt that even so, it would be a balm amid that unease.

That paragraph needed to be read calmly, so I headed toward the door of the house, went out, and said aloud that I was leaving it open, as I would be back soon. I said it to the air, to whoever wanted to hear it. I still didn’t want to interact with them.

I went out to the front garden. Night had almost fallen. The streetlights emitted a yellowish light. But out there everything was bigger, less oppressive, and it even seemed that the wind was blowing less. I reached the car and, standing in front of the door without opening it, I looked around and couldn’t contain myself any longer from discovering the contents of that paragraph my husband had sent me.

I took a breath, and read:

“Tonight you, Blanca, will dress only in the skirt and tie. The narrator will order Julián to blindfold you and tell you to kneel. You will obey. Nervous. Excited. You will feel the cold, hard floor on your knees, but you won’t care. Then you will hear how the narrator orders Julián to put his cock in your mouth. He will comply. You will comply. And first you will feel its rigidity on your lips, and then on your tongue, and inside your mouth. And then you will notice his eagerness, as you will feel it dripping inside… in constant, premature drops, with a taste both sweet and salty. Then he will leave you free for a few minutes. Perhaps two minutes for you both. In silence. And you, Blanca, will lick his balls and then, Julián, excited, uncontainable, eager, as he is… will fuck your mouth. Then the orders will return: the narrator will command you to lean back and show him your firm breasts, and you will hear how Julián jerks off… while knowing he’s watching you. The next order will be clear, and Julián will not only comply and obey, but will surpass himself, reaching heights never before seen, presenting that gift he has, that wonderful gift… in a way you have never felt; you will feel how he ejaculates on your breasts in an unknown, brutal way, unbearable for your torso and your tits. Nine. Ten. Eleven thick lashes. He will surpass himself. You will feel his discharge… its heat on your skin… you will feel bathed… and you will comply with the narrator’s next two orders: you will spread his burning semen over your breasts… And then you will welcome his cock back into your mouth… now soft, hot and dripping… Shall I continue?”

My heart was pounding hard as I stood next to my car. I had become aroused, again. My accelerated pulse made me exhale in a prolonged breath. And I typed, with my trembling fingers:

“Keep going.”

I sighed again, trying to return to reality, and realized I hadn’t taken my car keys.

I smoothed my hair, rolled up my sleeves; suddenly I felt hot, and went back to the house. I entered and again caught a glimpse of Aitana and Diego sitting in front of that table covered with notes. I walked toward my purse, still without saying anything, left my phone there and took my car keys.

And I went out again, still affected by that paragraph, as eager to receive the second part as I was to act it out with Sebastián.

I opened the car, grabbed my jacket from the back seat and then, surprisingly, heard Oliver’s voice behind me:

“I thought you’d escaped!”

I froze for a moment, until I turned around, and without humor, since I didn’t find it funny either, I exaggerated:

“No, no. At least not without my purse!”

“Right... Hey... Coffee? Dessert? I sound like a waiter,” said Oliver, about three or four meters away, under the doorframe of the entrance, as I began putting on my jacket.

“Coffee... No.”

“No? Are you sure? I make it in an Italian pot and can have it ready right away.”

“No, no. It’s fine,” I answered, hesitating whether to put on my jacket, since not only was I no longer feeling hot, but it also represented in some way my modesty and acceptance that he had made me uncomfortable.

“Dessert, frozen cake. Even if you’re cold. That’s mandatory,” he said, and I became convinced not to put on my jacket.

“You know what? I’m actually hot now,” I declared, and opened the car door again to put the jacket back.

And I turned around, closed the car door, and saw how he was looking at me, not hiding that he was doing so, without being vulgar, without displaying an obscene gaze, he was looking at me, and I felt more flattered than offended.

And I began walking toward him, and he didn’t flinch, and I reached him, and whispered:

“Well, let’s go for that frozen cake, then...”

And he couldn’t hold my gaze, and I felt that was the way; I felt that if I was just a little skillful, or even a little mean, I could get just enough from him, and just enough meant defending myself, counterattacking, making him uncomfortable, and using all of that with Sebastián.

We entered the house again. Him in front of me. Aitana and her boyfriend, whom I still avoided looking at directly, in silence; studying, or pretending to study.

“Excuse me... The bathroom?” I asked Oliver as he was already passing the breakfast bar and heading toward the refrigerator.

“There, the door on the right, behind the stairs.”

“Okay, I see it,” I responded while he opened the freezer.

But before going toward that door, I went for my purse; I left the car keys there and took my phone. I saw then that Sebastián had written to me again, and then I did go to the bathroom, with the main intention of calmly reading that second part.


CHAPTER 14

DIEGO

21:20

While Aitana’s whisper still echoed in my ears; that “I hope you fuck her,” which I didn’t know if it was sincere and revealing or merely the consequence of my skilled fingers, I sensed subtle movements everywhere.

On the sofa, sitting beside me, Aitana was straightening her clothes, always so proper, at least outwardly, the little bitch. Who knows if she was even buttoning up that button I had undone and… damn, it wasn’t even that big a deal. The movement in the center was coming from me, from my cock, which had pitched a tent that had sent my dark pants into orbit… And the third, the third movement that I had thought was the work and miracle of the stupid giraffe coming in from the backyard… was, consisted of, Alejandreta. “Finally a bit of luck,” I thought.

“And who’s that… little thing…?” I whispered upon seeing that woman about six or seven meters away, on the other side of the counter, in what was the kitchen, opening and closing cabinet doors.

“Shh… be quiet…” Aitana hushed in a very low tone.

“Wow… but look how delicate… and how feminine she is,” I continued whispering, because that’s how she seemed to me, and also to annoy Aitana a bit. But the truth was that I wasn’t exaggerating, and even without being able to see her whole body, you could appreciate her graceful movements, a slender figure, neither tall nor short, and above all attractive, like something alluring, with an innate gestural style; the way she held the glass, took three steps toward the faucet; everything was a feminine, sweet and fragile package.

“Hey, well… she’s nothing like Montse… Just the clothes,” I said quietly.

“But you can barely see her from here,” Aitana countered in the same tone, and it was true that I could barely see the upper half of her body, dressed in a silky shirt of a very pale pink color, but I could see enough to know that there was no exuberance there but delicacy, that her sexuality wasn’t exposed, wasn’t flaunted, it was subtle.

“Put a book or something on your lap… because if she comes over she’ll see you… all hard…” Aitana whispered.

“It’s not that noticeable anymore…”

“No… bullshit,” she replied, and I wasn’t exactly sure if that tent was still a mountain or just a hill now, because I only had eyes to see how Alejandra was rinsing the small glass with water from the kitchen faucet.

“She could say hello, couldn’t she? How rude… How mean she is… I think she knows everything and that’s why she doesn’t want anything to do with us,” I whispered sarcastically.

“If she doesn’t want anything to do with us, then why is she coming here? She must have known that at least I would be here,” Aitana said.

“Look… Look…” I whispered when I saw that woman drinking, for the second time, in profile, backlit by the window, showing a silhouette that surprised me in a good way, a very good way.

“Look at what?” Aitana asked.

“Can’t you see? Slim… but with tits… Fucking Sebastopolo…”

“You’re so horny, my God…”

“And you?” I defended myself while Alejandra placed the glass in the sink.

And then she turned and tucked her hair behind her ear, and began to walk toward us, determined but blushing, because she knew we were looking at her. And she showed me that she was wearing a gray skirt and dark high heels; and her outfit could be either somber and boring or provocative and even pornographic, depending on one’s mood.

Her legs were slender, again playing on the boundary between normal and thin. She was coming toward her purse, it was obvious, but the closer she got, the stranger it was that nobody said anything. The three of us were adults, but she was more so, which is why we understood it was her responsibility to break the ice, but she didn’t.

And before she arrived, I just had time to sketch a “damn,” which she couldn’t hear and which Aitana responded to with silence, because she had heard me, she had understood me and she couldn’t argue with me; it had come from my soul, I hadn’t said it to make her jealous, she knew that; she knew that my exclamation was due to having finally noticed that chestnut hair, that straight hair with the middle part, having noticed her light eyes, of a very light green tone, her striking eyebrows and lips, and all her features evoked something feline. If her body was delicate and feminine, her face was even more so. She was beautiful. Incredibly beautiful.

She leaned toward her purse, about half a meter from me, and if before you could hear her steps, her heels across the living room, suddenly you couldn’t hear absolutely anything, maybe, if anything, my breathing, from seeing out of the corner of my eye how she leaned forward, toward her purse, to open it; and, from the movement, I could see more cleavage than expected, confirming to me that, without containing an exaggerated voluptuousness, she must have a pair of tits that would satisfy even the most demanding. I barely missed seeing her bra, and my tent began to stir again. That movement of hers made me so tense that I stood up just as she was straightening up with her phone in hand.

To hide my erection or by reflex, the fact is that I stood up and positioned myself behind her just as Alejandra was unlocking her phone. And then I began to walk toward the kitchen, without really knowing why.

“Where are you going, Diego?” Aitana asked me.

“To get some water, may I?” I responded while storing in my memory the image of that woman’s fingers unlocking her mobile phone, and preserving in my body her perfume: a scent similar to lime; a scent that, like everything about her, was subtly sexual.

I didn’t know what to do. I should go get water, to keep up appearances, but I wasn’t thirsty and I was leaving the important stuff behind me. And that’s when she didn’t give me a choice, as she began walking toward the exit of the house, and then I didn’t hesitate to look at her from behind with curiosity, and also with scrutiny.

Thanks to her having her shirt neatly tucked inside her skirt, she was treating me without impediment to a clear view of her ass; an ass that I saw enough of, without being excessive, and I thought that if she had been wearing pants instead of a skirt, I probably could have made a more conclusive verdict.

“I’m leaving it open, I’ll be right back,” that woman finally said something, opening the door of the house and going out, with a timid, serious, but at the same time sweet little voice, and I noticed that everything about her was both positive and negative at once: she had a stern face, but curiously... she also seemed nice. She was a pretty girl, with standardized beauty, but simultaneously peculiar and attractive. And, there was also a double level regarding the excitement she awakened in me: if she were innocent, she turned me on without more, if she knew everything that had happened... she turned me on in a much more twisted way.

Still impacted by those short but intense minutes, I began approaching Aitana again, who had witnessed my absurd movement of getting up for nothing. But she, like me, had more important thoughts and doubts:

“Why won’t she even look at us?” she asked.

“Well... maybe because she knows everything and she’s embarrassed... Or maybe she suspects but doesn’t want confirmation,” I answered, and I remembered Alejandra’s movement, the movement of her fingers unlocking her phone.

“Do you think she knows?” Aitana asked again.

“I suppose so. I think they all know. Well, maybe not the dummy Oliver, but this one and your mother definitely know,” I said and looked toward the kitchen, to make sure her neo-stepfather wasn’t coming.

“Go to hell. I’ve told you a thousand times that my mother doesn’t know... She would kill him. And she would kill me... And you...”

“Yeah... Well. Hey...” I wanted to change the subject immediately, as I had no interest in getting entangled in past wars. “You know what I think I know the password to her phone? I saw her unlock...”

“What could you possibly have seen!” she interrupted me.

“I swear... She made like an ‘L’” I whispered and furrowed my brow, and squinted my eyes to remember what a numeric keypad looked like. “She made an ‘L’, so... one, four... seven, eight. Or... a longer ‘L’: one, four, seven, eight... and nine.”

“You’re losing it...”

“I’m not losing anything,” I protested and there was a small silence, and then I continued:

“Damn, she’s pretty, huh... No kidding,” I said and Aitana said nothing, not because Alejandra was already back, as she didn’t know that yet though I did, but because when Aitana was silent, she was agreeing.

That woman passed through the middle, perhaps even more flushed, and again without saying a word. Aitana, seated, pretended to look at her notes. I, standing, and now somewhat more recovered from the initial impact, observed how she went to her purse and how she seemed to leave her mobile phone there and took some keys, I assumed they were car keys. And again she was leaving, and I wanted to treat myself to the boldness of watching her walk, in front of me, and I saw her breasts bounce a little, almost nothing, but enough to know that her bra perhaps wasn’t as supportive as it should be.

But I had no time to waste. And Aitana knew it. And she looked at me, tense, expectant, as if saying: “Stay still. Don’t do it.” But she had to know it was inevitable.

I went toward that purse as if my life depended on it.

“Stop! Please... Don’t be an idiot...” Aitana despaired, but she neither stood up, nor tried to stop me, as if she knew it would be useless, that nothing would stop me.

And I got hold of Alejandra’s phone.

“Stop!” Aitana sighed, sitting diagonally with respect to me.

And I, standing in front of the sofa, in front of the purse, typed into that foreign phone: one, four, seven, eight, nine...

“Please, Diego, you’re going to mess everything up!”

And it gave me an error.

“Second attempt,” I said.

“For God’s sake...! Diego... if you break it...”

And then I heard noise behind me. And I turned around and saw that dummy Oliver coming in through the kitchen, and walking toward us, with his pupils lit up, and I sat down next to Aitana, with Alejandra’s phone in my hand, praying that he wouldn’t notice that phone wasn’t mine.

“Stay put... eh...” Oliver said then, playing the cool stepfather, and I sighed, as he didn’t suspect anything, and he continued walking, crossing the entire living room, until he went out through the door that woman had left open, and then we heard him let out a ridiculous:

“I thought you had escaped!”

And I heard Alejandra's voice, from a distance, and I realized that the idiot Oliver was becoming my best ally. And I typed, while Aitana protested for the umpteenth time.

One... four... seven... and eight.

“What? What’s happening?” asked Aitana seeing me motionless.

“I got it. I’m in,” I said as if I were in a movie and was the most wanted hacker in the Western world.

“Well, that’s it. Put it back.”

“No fucking way,” I replied as a multitude of options ran through my head: photos, videos, conversations...

“What do you want it for? Do you think she’s going to have a photo... sucking... a dick... or something... just out of nowhere?” Aitana kept protesting, but I knew she had almost as much curiosity as I did.

“What if I get her number and text her one day like... I know what your hubby did with those boys?”

“And how, idiot? Are you going to call yourself? Then delete the call afterward.”

“Easier. Look: Settings... phone... my number...” I answered triumphantly, following those steps and finding those nine digits, while I could hear Oliver talking in the garden.

“Really? You have it?” asked Aitana.

“Six, seven, nine, three...” I was memorizing, and I was going to tell her to write it down, but I knew she would refuse.

And then, at the top of the screen, a message came in that left no room for doubt... It was from that fucking bastard Sebastopolo.

I immediately opened it and found a lengthy text. I read diagonally. This was... intense. Very intense. Tremendously pornographic. And I recognized the tone. The expressions... So familiar. So vividly experienced during those months. And I scrolled up a bit in the conversation...

“What’s going on? What is that? For God’s sake, Diego! Put it back in the purse! They’re going to catch you!”

“Then go to the door and warn me!” I answered her and saw that between the two enormous texts there was a “Continue” written by that little slut Alejandra... who wanted more... More dirty talk.

“I’m not going anywhere. Put the phone back in the purse!”

“Shut up! They’ll end up hearing you...” I told her and kept reading, reading and reading. I wanted to retain all of it.

And then I heard Alejandra, already almost at the door, saying:

“Well, let’s go for that ice cream cake, then...”

“Put it away!” whispered Aitana.

And while she was telling me this, I was already putting it away, returning that phone to the purse. And I positioned myself in front of that table full of highlighted papers, and we began to pretend we were studying, as Alejandra and Oliver entered and closed the door. And seconds later, when Oliver was almost in the kitchen, she said to him:

“Excuse me... the bathroom?”

“There, the door on the right, behind the stairs.”

“OK, I see it,” she replied, and I, while watching the idiot Oliver open the freezer, thought that I had been lucky, that Alejandra would go to the bathroom and then return to the garden, so I would have all the time in the world to continue snooping on her phone.

But no, because before going to the bathroom she made a stop at her purse, left her car keys and took her phone, and unlocked it... and I knew that the bitch... that the little slut... was checking that she had received her gift. I could sense it in her eyes... in her body. And then she turned around, again showing me her ass, without even looking at me, and afterward I whispered:

“She’s going to finger herself so hard in the bathroom...”

“What are you saying, you animal?” said Aitana in a low voice while Oliver was heading to the garden.

“What I’m telling you is that... this little slut and your dear Sebastián... get horny... by pretending to be... us.”


CHAPTER 15

ALEJANDRA

21:31

I entered and closed the door of that bathroom; again, like the backyard, small and suffocating. In my hand was my mobile phone with that second text from Sebastián. And I knew I was deceiving myself, that my escape, or rather my lifeline, was what he was sending me, but that couldn’t erase the rest of the feelings that had been tormenting me for some time.

I’d been ignoring for almost an hour that this girl seemed familiar to me, and that she had become nervous upon hearing my husband’s name. I’d been trying for almost an hour not to think about why Sebastian had spent so many days there without my knowledge.

And it was frustrating, because I couldn’t see a solution. I couldn’t go up to that girl and ask her if something had happened with my husband.

And I didn’t understand Oliver’s flirtation either: him married, me married. But I didn’t feel capable of reproaching him for his behavior. And, regarding the game, I wondered if it still made sense to let myself be desired and then use it later to excite Sebastián. My doubts assailed me to the point of even asking myself if the game wasn’t just an excuse when what was really happening was that I was flattered by his courtship.

And there was still one more person in that house who disturbed me: that guy, that Diego, who I felt couldn’t stop looking at me, who examined me even more than Aitana herself, perhaps because he also knew what she knew... I trusted Sebastián, but it was impossible not to suspect that he had done something wrong, that he had created some conflict there. But again, the impossibility of finding a remedy. Could I really go to him and ask him to stop making me uncomfortable with his gaze?

I checked myself in the mirror: my eyes seemed lighter in that light, but what struck me most was the flush I was displaying; and I was startled to see myself like this, fearing that I was showing a revealing distress to Oliver, Aitana, and Diego.

I observed myself lower down and wanted to know if what Oliver had insinuated was really possible, about my nipples having pierced through bra and blouse, revealing to him that I was cold. And from the beginning, all the clues my bra left pointed in the same direction: it had no underwire, the cups were solely lace, with absolutely no padding... It was just subtle lace and breast... and as for the blouse, it could hardly be any thinner... so the possibility that the relief and voluptuousness of my nipples could indeed have been perceived by him gained credibility; and therefore it was very likely that that man had made me uncomfortable with a real obscenity.

“...What a... pig...” I whispered to myself, pulling my pink blouse slightly away from my dark bra, again indignant and at the same time disappointed for not having had the clarity or malice to have answered him as he deserved.

And then my phone lit up and I saw that my husband, after his enormous text, had written to me again:

“What? Nothing to say?”

I remained thoughtful. It was as if I needed to organize my ideas before returning to him. So again I thought about the girl and began to consider the idea of perhaps trying to talk to her at some point when Oliver wasn’t present... and ask her about Sebastián. What I had no idea about was how to extract information without coming across as a crazy, jealous wife.

“The boarding gate has been announced, it seems there won’t be a delay,” my husband wrote to me, and then yes, despite my sea of doubts, and despite perhaps not having my body and mind prepared for that, I began to read:

“The narrator will order Julian to withdraw, to take his cock out of your mouth and eat your pussy. He moves you, uses you, lays you down. You, Blanca, with your eyes blindfolded, feel how his semen runs down your torso, your breasts, and you take your delicate hands to contain those torrents, when suddenly you feel his breath. And you know he’s going to destroy you, that he’s going to undo you. He pauses, simply breathing in front of your pussy... as he always does... and that kills you. When you feel his lips on your sex you tremble, when you feel his tongue you writhe. And you would want him to continue, but he turns you over, puts you on all fours and returns to your sex, but now with two fingers. He penetrates you. He drills you. You scream... You want to hear the order for him to fuck you... but it doesn’t come... What comes is your orgasm, surprising, ahead of time, so soon that it embarrasses you. You scream it, you shriek it... you tremble... and you feel yourself ejaculating as you only do those times when you’re especially excited. That timid and transparent explosion. That small jet that comes out of you, from your pussy, and that embarrasses you. And you know what’s coming. You know it because the narrator has ordered it many times when this happens: you remove the blindfold from your eyes, you crawl, you turn around, you look at Julian... you look at him with desire and love, you look at his fingers, which he still has together and which you know are smeared with you; you admire him, you know he was born to fuck you... And then... you lower your head and fulfill your shame... and... you bring your mouth to the floor... and you lick that unworthy puddle that you yourself have created. You stick out your tongue and lick that mess, that wet convulsion, that jet that came out scattered from you... because of how Julian excites you.

Alejandra, touch yourself, and PUT A FINGER IN YOUR PUSSY... all the way in... and then put it in your mouth... and IMAGINE that’s how BLANCA’s transparent and impetuous flow tastes.”

I placed the phone on the sink, and as if by reflex I was going to look at myself in the mirror, but I didn’t. I didn’t because I was ashamed. I was ashamed to see myself because I was blushing that I wasn’t even hesitating... I pulled up my gray miniskirt a little... and took one of my hands down... until I reached my panties. The text was still there, on that phone screen that wasn’t turning off... and I imagined Julian, as I had done so many times: his short blond hair, his small green eyes, his smooth, pure face, without a beard, with still some small pimples, remnants of his past adolescence... and I imagined him in front of me, with those two fingers together and wet, after having penetrated me with them... and I complied: I slipped my hand inside my panties and immediately felt swollen lips, lips I didn’t even have to part... as the hollow exposed itself to me... and... my middle finger began to slide... And there, standing, supporting myself with one hand on the sink and with the middle finger of my other hand inserted deep into my sex... I began to tremble, just as I imagined Blanca trembled... And I felt a heat that overwhelmed me, as if my pussy was burning... and then that finger... came out of there... and went to my mouth... and I sucked it... and the taste was strange, but not unpleasant, dense, warm... and I sucked it a moment longer... while my mind flew to Julian... while I imagined that boy, so handsome, so morbid, so eager, looking toward the narrator... looking toward that mature and manipulative man, telling him with his gaze that he wanted to fuck me.

I then heard a noise, footsteps on the other side of the wall, through the living room, which startled me and forced me back to the real world to compose myself. And as I did so, while covering my sex again with the silk of my panties and lowering my mini skirt, I felt ridiculous, crude, there in someone else’s house; I felt simultaneously obscene and childish, constantly aroused by those texts from Sebastián.

Finally, still trembling from my excitement, I wrote to my husband telling him I was glad his flight would be leaving on time, and that we would see each other soon. I didn’t want to comment on his text, because for some reason I didn’t want to acknowledge how it had affected me.

I flushed the toilet, turned on the faucet and wet my hands under the sink. And then I armed myself with courage and left the bathroom, with the same doubts, but much more aroused than after the first of his messages. I left the bathroom and didn’t want to look at the young people, as I still had that negative feeling, as if my subconscious knew that something was happening with them that I shouldn’t discover.

I went toward the kitchen intending to go down those two steps again to reach the garden. I knew Oliver was waiting for me there, but before reaching him, before completely crossing the kitchen and pushing the glass door behind which his ice cream cake and his uncomfortable smile would be exposed, I stopped, looked at my watch, and realized that there were still more than two hours until Sebastián would land. And I felt, in front of me, on the other side of the glass, the shady Oliver; and behind me, the stares of that boy whom I resisted looking at directly, and that girl who seemed so familiar and recognizable to me that it was driving me crazy.

And then I told myself that I couldn’t keep trying to fight against everything and everyone. I told myself I should flee from there. That I wouldn’t play anymore. That I would say goodbye to Oliver and go home, and then wait for Sebastián to arrive and, whether we had sex or not, I would tell him the truth:

I would tell him that I had been at Oliver and Helena’s house, that I had discovered he had spent more time there than I thought, and I would ask him what problem... or what had happened between him and that girl dressed in uniform whose eyes were permanently fixed on me.


CHAPTER 16

DIEGO
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“What do you mean they play what?!” Aitana asked while Alejandra entered the bathroom.

“Shh...!” I hushed her, feeling good because finally I was the one shutting her up and not the other way around. And I grabbed my phone to save that little slut's number before I forgot it.

“Tell me... Diego... Seriously... What are you saying? What did you read?” she was getting desperate, whispering.

“Little Alejandra... Little slut...” I said quietly, saving her with that name in my phone contacts and tormenting Aitana.

“Will you explain it to me?” she squirmed on the sofa while I looked toward the glass door, checking that the stupid giraffe wasn't peeking in or coming back inside.

“Well... exactly what I'm telling you,” I finally answered, unable to delay it any longer. “They fantasize, or play... that... she... is Blanca... and Sebastopolo either portrays... or acts... as me... well, as Julián, which is the same thing.”

“Let's see. I don't understand. Does he send her paragraphs from the book?”

“No... Not exactly... It was similar. Similar to what he wrote in the book. I mean. To the things we did... but I don't know, a bit different. Like he was improvising similar situations.”

“And he sends it to her?”

“Yes... Aitana... He sends it to her... And she gets turned on, that little bitch who's in the bathroom... She's probably fingering herself right now. I don't know... he was saying something like touch yourself while you read this... and suck your finger.”

“What are you saying?!” she exclaimed.

“I swear it's true.”

“Damn, this is really intense...” Aitana whispered to herself.

“Well, there you have it. There's the woman... with us here... And there she is... getting herself off... imagining she's... Blanca, which means you, or what the hell do I know. And also all that stuff about the skirt... the tie... you know... all his stories.”

“I just can't believe this...” she was getting desperate.

“What can't you believe? Not only does she know everything, but she's also laughing at us,” I responded, getting heated in both senses of the word.

“It can't be... And she comes here and doesn't talk to us? I don't know... Since she's here... you know. I just don't understand it,” she whispered, and it was true that something didn't add up, because she seemed to walk timidly in front of us, but at the same time it was all one huge provocation.

“Yeah. That's true. Bold enough to show up here and finger herself right here and then... I don't know. Maybe she enjoys playing the prude. I absolutely wouldn't rule out that she's as kinky or even more so than fucking Sebastopolo.”

Then, from the garden entered... the missing one: Oliver the curious giraffe.

“He's so annoying...” I whispered. “Maybe he's going to the bathroom to join her.”

“This guy doesn't know anything... For sure,” Aitana said quietly, as Oliver crossed the kitchen and quickly reached us.

“I'll move this out of your way, so you can study better,” he said, and took the three books that were next to our notes from the table.

“Well, well, well...” I whispered as he went toward the kitchen.

“What?” Aitana asked in a soft voice.

And I watched how that bastard Oliver left two books on the kitchen counter and went with ONE, just ONE, toward the garden, leaving us alone again.

“But... what sons of bitches,” I said in a louder tone without holding back, as we heard the sound of the toilet flushing coming from the bathroom. And almost instantly we could hear the sound of a faucet, and Aitana got even more desperate:

“Can you please tell me what's happening now?”

“What's happening is that... Little Alejandra is washing her little hands... after her intense fingering... And what's happening is that your new stepdad, the stupid giraffe, knows everything, to the point that he's taken your beloved... 'I'll Tell You Three Times' to the garden... to read it with that slut and laugh at us.”

“What are you saying?” Aitana whispered, now in a constant refrain, while Alejandra came out of the bathroom; and again she didn't turn to look at us, and headed toward the garden; but then she paused for a moment in the kitchen area, and looked at her watch... and then finally went out to meet the idiot who was waiting for her.

“You heard me, Princess. The idiot Oliver took the book... and now they're going to start their book club... to laugh at us... Or to get turned on... Or bo…”

“But the book was here?” she interrupted me.

“Yes.”

“And what was it doing here?”

“What does it matter, Aitana? I forgot it here yesterday.”

“I’m freaking out... I don’t understand anything...” Aitana whispered, completely confused, and I knew her fears were mainly because if Oliver knew that we were the ones in the book, it was highly likely that her mother knew too.

“What a bunch... They’re going to find out...” I said, and I looked at my phone, and read that new contact, that “Alejandreta Slut,” and I remembered her coming out of the bathroom with her phone in hand.

And I also remembered her falsely timid walk, the silhouette of her tits under her shirt, her heels, her skirt that she had surely pulled up, or down, to finger herself properly... as her sick little husband Sebastopolo had ordered her...

...And I realized that if they were playing at being us, it was obvious that “Alejandreta Slut” had fingered herself imagining that... who had cum on her more than notable tits... and who had eaten her pussy... and who had stuck fingers inside her until she came... had been... ME.


CHAPTER 17

ALEJANDRA

21:37

My intentions to flee were clear, and with that conviction I reached the backyard, but there I came face to face with Oliver who, seated at the table in front of two small plates holding two portions of chocolate and cream ice cream cake, was reading Sebastian’s novel.

And an uncontrollable impulse to reproach him came out of me:

“Didn’t you tell me that... you were forbidden from reading it?”

I blurted it out also with the curiosity to know if he had lied to me, and, while he answered, and with the intention of leaving soon, I sat down across from him.

“Yeah... Well... I’m just skimming through it. ‘For A.’”

“Excuse me?” I said, picking up a spoon that was on the white tablecloth and crossing my legs.

“‘For A,’ he dedicates it to you. ‘For A,’ for Alejandra,” he spoke in a soft tone, as soft as the breeze that there, in that oppressive square, continued to swirl like nowhere else.

“Oh, right. He could have written the full name, honestly.”

“You know... artists. No, seriously. Since I’m forbidden from reading it... you could read it to me,” he said, leaving the book on the table, within my reach, and looked at me intently.

“Sure, why not? You want me to read you parts so you can get... in the mood?” I said then, finally getting my revenge, counterattacking. And I felt good.

And he made a face, as if surprised or finally appreciating my defiance, while I brought a spoonful of chocolate and cold cream to my mouth, with such steady and impeccable composure that it comforted me.

“Well. Then tell me what it’s about,” he said, also bringing a spoonful to his mouth, and then leaning back against the chair.

“Well... broadly speaking,” I accepted without being very sure how explicit I wanted to be. “Well... the plot basically consists of a narrator, whose name is never revealed, who is a, let’s say, mature man... who spies on, or rather observes, by chance, a young couple having sex one day.”

“Wow... How young?”

“Well, of legal age, obviously, well over eighteen but still... students, let’s say,” I answered and waited a moment in case he interrupted me again, but he didn’t. “And... let’s say the couple realizes he’s there, but... they don’t mind... or at least... let’s say they continue.”

“They continue... fucking. Even though they know the man is watching them.”

“Yes. That’s it. Well. He’s not exactly an old man either. The age isn’t specified, but at least I don’t imagine him that old. And... well, to summarize, from there... other moments start happening... I don’t know if dates... let’s say other encounters, more casual or more planned... where the narrator sees them having sex... and they agree and obey...”

“Obey?”

“Yes. He tells them what they should do...”

“Like what?” he provoked, and I filled my lungs with air, brushed my hair away from my face, looked at him, and, without being intimidated, I told him:

“Well... he tells them the positions... He tells the boy, Julian... where... where to cum... How to fuck her... He tells her how to dress... where to penetrate her...”

“Wow.”

“Yes. You see. Well, and many more things. And more plot branches. And feelings between them. It’s not just sex, not by a long shot. Well, I don’t know if I’m getting myself into trouble here. I wouldn’t want your wife to get angry... about what we’re doing...” I said, being the provocative one now.

“Yeah... I don’t know,” he backtracked hesitantly. “It is pretty intense, yes. And does the narrator... participate?” he asked.

“What do you mean by participate?”

“I mean... if he ever joins the kids in any scene... or part... or whatever you call it.”

“Well, read it and you’ll find out, since you’re so curious.”

“As you well know... I’m not allowed,” he smiled and his eyes lit up.

And then I, without really knowing why, picked up that book, and examined that cover that I didn’t like. And I felt a little cold again, from the breeze, from the cake, but as if it were only a superficial sensation, because my heart was pounding and I felt agitated inside.

“More wine?” he asked.

“Are you trying to get me drunk? We have to drive in a while.”

“No. Getting you drunk would be too easy,” he said slowly.

“What would be too easy?” I asked, always counterattacking, and opened the book to a random page.

—“Making mistakes...”

—“Don’t worry, I’m sure I won’t make any.”

—“No, I was referring to myself,” he said, and I lowered my gaze to the novel.

And then, almost unintentionally, and feeling observed, I began to skim through until I found a description of Blanca, the first in the book, and despite the discomfort of having Oliver in front of me, I quickly read to myself:

“It wasn’t until the third or fourth time I saw Blanca that I truly noticed her. Her golden hair shone and her walk was like a loose feather floating through the house. Everything about her was light until she looked at you, and she almost never did so directly, but it wasn’t necessary, because one felt special when she looked at you, even if only fleetingly. She was both woman and girl. She pretended to be serious, to have already matured, but she was mischievous in every movement. Her body could no longer be concealed. The uniform was a trap. Her legs, encased in knee-high socks, thus appeared longer. Her breasts and buttocks pressed against blouse and skirt with the incontinence of a maturity that had already arrived. She adorned the sobriety of her attire with small bracelets on her left hand and a golden choker that hung from her neck toward a neckline she never revealed. Despite her modesty, there was much generosity in her, especially in the blue of her eyes and the fullness of her lips; and she exuded a shy eroticism when something embarrassed her, seasoning her beauty with graceful movements, touching her eyebrows or tucking her blonde hair behind her ears. From that day on, I knew that if I looked at her once more, just once more, my life would become complicated.”

—“Well, since you’re not reading anything to me... I’ll be the one going to the bathroom now,” Oliver whispered, revealing how absorbed I had become.

And, as he stood up and left me, entering the house, I realized that Julián, Blanca’s boyfriend, hadn’t been the subject of a specific paragraph with such a complete description. His form, his personality, and even his attributes appeared scattered throughout the novel, creating in me, as a reader, a constant need to know more and more about him, until finally, almost at the end, having a complete idea of that boy.

I began to flip through pages intending to find even just isolated phrases where he was described, but I couldn’t find any, so I started to remember what he was like... his fair complexion, his blond hair, parted to one side. His intriguing gaze and the angelic arch of his lips. His small pimples and narrow forehead. He was thin, but not narrow-shouldered. He was slightly tall, but not excessively so. His smile was clean, but rarely given. And he had an unbridled impetus, radiating an almost ancestral sexuality, as if it weren’t contained by social limitations. What he felt, he did. “Almost seventy kilos of uncontrollable hormones,” the narrator had written. And with Blanca, when he was with her... the dense descriptions emerged, his long, perfectly straight and dark cock, which contrasted with the whiteness of the rest of his body, and his violet and shiny glans, always, like him, about to explode... And his gift: that magic he had when fucking her... and especially that way of coming... the way of... soaking her; always boasting about it, provoking with it, often stepping back half a step to show her he could drench her from that distance... And how he looked at her while doing it, with his small green eyes and furrowed brow. And then I began to remember his lanky manner, his white uniform shirt with rolled-up sleeves, his one-too-many unbuttoned button revealing a smooth white chest...

...When suddenly I heard a noise, on the steps, almost behind me, and I turned around thinking it would be Oliver...

...But it was HIM!

Him! It was Julián... It was the boy who... It was Aitana’s boyfriend. He was there. The boy who had been in the living room all that time... And my pulse raced. And I trembled. And he was looking at me. Julián was looking at me. He was real. He existed. And I was petrified.

And then, with the soft yet mature voice that had been described so many times in the novel, he said:

—“Hello.”


CHAPTER 18
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“What are they reading?” I asked Aitana.

“How should I know,” she replied, running her fingers through her hair.

I stood up and looked toward the glass doors to see if he had given her the book, if she was reading it, or what they were doing, but I couldn’t even see them since that back garden was slightly lower than the main floor of the house.

“If she’s reading the part where her damn husband describes my dick... I could just show it to her if she wants.”

“Well, send her a photo... now that you have her number,” she surprised me by whispering.

I hesitated, then said:

“If she doesn’t have my number saved, can she still receive it?”

“I don’t know... I think so.”

“Are you serious, Aitana?” I asked, almost perplexed by her radical change.

“I don’t know... I just said it to say something.”

“Right... just saying something... from not letting me look at her wallet to telling me to send her a picture of my dick...”

“Forget it... okay? I told you I didn’t even think about it,” she answered and started looking at her papers, and I knew it was impossible for her to go back to studying after what we’d discovered.

I saw my phone on the table. I picked it up. And she saw me pick it up out of the corner of her eye. But she didn’t say anything.

Standing. In front of the table. In front of Aitana. With my phone in my hand. I began to imagine Alejandra in the bathroom, sitting on the toilet, with her skirt at her waist... pulled up high... reading from her phone the dirty things that fucking Sebastopolo had sent her. And I imagined her touching her pussy well, imagining that Julián, or rather me, Diego, was eating her out. I imagined that she had completely lost control in the bathroom, that she had put her phone aside, unbuttoned her shirt and removed her panties... and masturbated, like crazy, imagining that I was fucking her... while squeezing one of her tits with her free hand... And the panties? The panties in her mouth... while squeezing her tit and penetrating her little pussy... And her orgasm? Panting and drooling on her panties... with her eyes closed and her mouth open... until her panties had fallen to the floor...

“Diego... are you getting hard...?” I heard Aitana say. And I looked down, and she was looking at a crotch that had made a bulge in my navy blue pants.

And then. Without holding back. But first looking toward the window to make sure no one could see me, I lowered the zipper of my pants, opened the gap in my underwear... and took out my hard cock, horizontally... and freed it... And large and straight it pointed toward Aitana.

“What do you think you’re doing? Put that away!” she protested, shifting her eyes from my member to the kitchen window.

And I disobeyed, and one of my hands went to that dark skin, and I pulled it back, revealing my glans, millimeter by millimeter... And in my other hand my mobile phone, and in front of me Aitana, whom I had masturbated not long ago... And I was torn between the mental pleasure of taking a photo and sending that craziness to Alejandreta Zorrita and the physical pleasure of asking Aitana to use her mouth... to make it even harder.

“Diego, for God’s sake! Someone’s coming!”

“What!? Who!?” I exclaimed, and I turned to give my back to the kitchen, and I heard the door, and then footsteps, while I was putting my dick away. And they were undoubtedly the footsteps of that idiot Oliver. And I was trying to put it away, but it was impossible... until I heard him open and then close the bathroom door.

“Did he see me?” I asked, finally managing to position my dick, upward, but inside my pants and underwear.

“No, he didn’t see you. He didn’t look over here. You’re acting like an animal all day... seriously...”

“But whose side are you on?” I asked, turning toward her.

And she looked me in the eyes. And then she looked at my crotch.

“I’m on the side of... My God, Diego, what a huge cock you have,” she whispered, half joking, half giving up on me, half flattering me. “I’m not on any side. I can’t talk seriously with you.”

“Well, I am going to have a serious talk with Ms. Alejandreta...” I said, looking toward the kitchen.

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“Yes. I fucking will. I’m going to say something to her.”

“Are you crazy? What are you going to say to her?”

“You’ll see...” I whispered and began to walk, knowing that the imbecile Oliver would be back soon.

And I crossed the kitchen, and pushed that glass door that connected the house with the garden and that kept opening and closing. And I reached the first step of the two that led down to the garden, and I saw her:

I saw that girl in a pink shirt and gray skirt, who turned when she heard me appear...

...And she looked at me... She looked at me with such a strange expression, as if she hadn't expected to see me there, or as if she doubted whether she was confusing me with someone else...

...And I, suddenly not knowing what to say, and once again struck and affected because she was truly beautiful, simply said:

“Hello.”
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“Hello,” I managed to respond as he descended the two steps.

“You’re... Sebastián’s wife,” he stated rather than asked, approaching me, with that voice that sounded truly beautiful, just as described in the novel.

“Yes.”

“I’m... the boyfriend of that girl... the one you don’t want to greet... Aitana,” he said, now close to me, him standing and me sitting, as he gestured toward the interior of the house.

And I thought about her. About Aitana. About her blonde hair, her bracelets, her necklace, about how she touched her eyebrow with two quick taps, as if combing it, and how she had tucked her hair behind her ears... minutes ago... like...

... like Blanca.

It was them. They had been right in front of me the whole time. And my subconscious had wanted to deny it.

“It’s going to melt...” he whispered, and I looked at my plate, at that melting ice cream cake, and then I looked up at him; he was almost on top of me. That boy... that smooth face, his hands... even his body language was as described, as imagined.

“I don’t care...” I said, looking into his eyes, those defiant and intimidating green eyes, and then I looked lower, because I sensed a movement... in his pelvis. I looked... involuntarily... at his crotch... And I trembled. And I felt guilty for looking. But that prominence marking his uniform pants had not only been described and imagined... it had brought me to ecstasy many nights.

It was guilt. It was excitement. And it was also a strange fear. I didn’t have time to think, but doubts about what had happened, what had been real and what hadn’t, began to hit me.

“Did you just look at my cock?” he asked, killing me.

“No...!” I whispered, cornered, with my back against the chair.

And he brought one of his hands to my plate, and scooped up cream with two or three fingers.

His chest. His lips. His uniform. His gaze. I was embarrassed by the idea that he might know how many times I had masturbated... and that my husband had fucked me... while I imagined HIM. While I imagined him exactly like this. Exactly as he stood before me, inches away.

“Seriously, what game are you playing? Why did you come here? Are you here to laugh at me? Or are you here to turn me on...?”

“What? No...” I stammered, even feeling afraid that he might feel aversion toward me.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “Damn, I can see your nipples,” he whispered, killing me again.

And his hand, smeared with cold cream, moved toward me, toward my torso, toward my chest, toward my pink shirt.

And I, motionless, hieratic, felt so ashamed and at the same time so intimidated by him... by his voice... that I closed my eyes for an instant.

And he touched me, over my clothes, and I felt cold. He was rubbing my breast with his hand covered in cream, and I could feel how it soaked through, penetrating shirt and bra... until it wet and chilled my breast. One. Two. Three. Four seconds. He even drew two circles there... making my nipple stand out even more, and then I grabbed his hand to stop him.

I touched him. I touched Julián. Diego. Skin to skin. My hand on his wrist. Though with almost no strength.

“What?” he provoked cockily, as he was, as he had been described, as I had imagined him, and then he squeezed my breast a little, almost hurting me, and looked at me... I felt his strength while still feeling how the cold cream soaked and penetrated my shirt, my bra, and my breast...

“Ahh...!” I protested and blinked slowly, in an equivocal lowering of my eyes.

And then he withdrew his hand and whispered to me:

“You’re a little slut who came here to provoke... I know your game. Get out of here...”

And then noise behind me again. And I immediately leaned forward. And I saw out of the corner of my eye that it was Oliver, returning.

“Diego, what? What are you doing here?”

“I was bored, Oliverio. And I came to say hello,” he responded, self-assured, while I continued feeling that cold on my chest and tried to hide it from Oliver.

“Don’t call me that. And if you’re bored, study or go home.”

“Okay, okay. I just wanted to introduce myself, since she didn’t.”

“Maybe she doesn’t have to,” said Oliver as Diego, as Julián, began climbing the two steps toward the kitchen.

And that boy left, leaving me with a wet breast and my whole body trembling.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s gotten into this kid lately,” said Oliver, sitting across from me, and suddenly fixing his cloudy gaze on my stained breast.
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She returned my greeting with a tiny voice that I thought was messing with me. And when I asked if she was Sebastopolo’s wife, she answered with a “Yes...” that sounded more like a frightened little bird than a woman in her thirties, hot as hell, who had come to mess with all of us in general and to turn me on in particular.

I told her I was Aitana’s boyfriend and asked why she wouldn’t greet her, as I moved closer. Damn... up close she was even hotter. And the bitch didn’t move from her chair, staring at me the whole time like she was seeing a fucking alien.

I admit she made me doubt myself. As I walked the few steps toward her, I wondered if she might really be a nervous little sparrow who had no fucking clue about anything.

Damn, she was hot. With her medium-length brown hair, green eyes... those tempting lips... her legs slightly apart... Her little skirt, her blouse... She looked like one of those innocent girls from porn movies who always ends up being the dirtiest. A little doll, slender, with thin arms and thin legs. A delicate little thing in every way except for what were clearly some serious womanly tits that were definitely bigger than Aitana’s.

“It’s going to melt...” I said to her, standing by her side, referring to the little ice cream cake that dopey Oliver loved and that I’d eaten there more than once myself.

And she told me she didn’t care. I think that was the first thing she said in a somewhat normal voice. I was still completely confused. My mind kept working, looking for signals, watching her while my head constantly echoed with “what the fuck is this little tease playing at?”

And that’s when everything accelerated. I noticed her nipples showing through her blouse. Damn, two enormous nipples, like two buoys on a pink sea, and for a split second I thought it might be from the cold, but immediately I told myself the bitch was horny as hell. Obviously. After reading Sebastopolo’s dirty paragraphs on her phone. After reading parts of the porn book with the dopey giraffe. And the way she looked at me. Nothing prudish about it. That little tease was melting. I almost told her she was going to slide off the damn chair because if her nipples were like that, I didn’t even want to imagine what her pussy was like.

But I needed one more signal. Something that would make me go for it. Though I still didn’t know what my... “move” would be. And it came right away. “Damn, what a slut...” I said to myself when I saw where she was looking.

Though in her defense, there was movement that caught her attention unintentionally. My cock, positioned upward since the dopey giraffe had almost caught me, shifted to one side, probably because I was looking at this lady’s nipples. I felt my cock move under my pants and Alejandreta’s eyes... missing nothing.

And then I didn’t hold back and asked if she’d been looking at my cock.

What a face... what a “No...!” she uttered. The frightened little bird again. But it wasn’t working anymore. She’d almost fooled me, but that little tease had come looking for action. To mess with us, to turn us on... or who knows, maybe to turn dopey Oliver on. And who knows if to finish with him. The wine, the book, her nipples... her face...

I then took some melted cream from her plate, and I was going to act like an idiot, bringing it to my mouth... licking cream while looking at her, a bit theatrical, but I thought of something better. So I asked her what the fuck she’d come for and if her intention was to turn me on, and she let out another “No...” that I obviously didn’t believe.

And I did it. I couldn’t contain myself. And I was completely sure she wouldn’t pull away. And if she did, it would be to play innocent, but I knew she really wanted it.

Damn, I put my fingers full of cold cream on her big tit... Well, on her pink executive cock-teaser blouse... Damn... what a feeling. I felt nipple. I felt tit... I got it completely wet. And the bitch, obviously, let me do it. It was a few wonderful seconds. Those seconds when it’s completely confirmed that the little tease does want it... they’re the best. They’re magical. There’s like a connection.

I made some circles with my fingers, creating a mess of water and melted cream on her pink blouse... I wondered what kind of bra she was wearing, as it was barely noticeable. It certainly didn’t look like a bra designed to contain such a tit. Did she always go to work like this? What a little tease...

And her nipple grew so much I thought it was going to cut through her almost non-existent bra and her delicate blouse and cut my hand. Damn this little doll: underneath it all was pure consistency; she was hardness and her clothes were delicacy. Uncontainable. Magnificent. Damn... “what would it be like to see that nipple?” I wondered as I watched a huge areola becoming visible... an extensive circle that put her femininity into orbit. The areolas of a woman in her prime.

I thought I had to see those tits. I thought that if she wanted action, she’d get it.

And then she grabbed my wrist, but not very forcefully. Something like “stop, but don’t stop.” She was very easy to read. And then I squeezed her tit a little... Damn, what a perfect mix of firmness and softness. My whole wet hand squeezing her tit, and then she complained with an “Ahh...!” that was somewhat exaggerated, even playful. And then she gave me a little drop of her eyelids that left no room for doubt... She was telling me she was one of those who liked it rough.

And it wasn’t that I wanted to leave her hanging, as I would have happily squeezed that breast for another fifteen minutes, but I heard the stupid giraffe approaching from the kitchen and had to remove my hand. Not before telling her what I thought: that I knew she had come to provoke, that I knew about their sick little game... and then I told her to get the hell out of there... Though I didn’t really mean that last part. What I wanted was for her to keep dancing around the house, horny and looking for cock. Preferably mine, but watching her end up fooling around with stupid Oliver would also be something worth remembering. Who knows, maybe that would be how Aitana and Helena could get rid of him. I certainly wouldn’t be the one covering for such an imbecile.

“Diego, what? What are you doing here?” asked the idiot in the tight pants.

“I was bored, Oliverio. And I came to say hello,” I replied to Aitana’s dumb neo-stepfather, messing with him, since he hated when I called him that.

And he kicked me out of there. Or rather, I let myself be kicked out. And already from the kitchen, through the glass door, I saw how slutty Alejandra tried to hide that wet breast, but she wasn’t very good at it.

And then I saw how the stupid giraffe, sitting across from her, stared at her breasts with absolutely zero subtlety...

...And I wondered again if the little slut would settle for just anyone... or if she had come specifically for me and only me to give her a little relief.
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“Wow. Did that kid trip or something?” Oliver said, still staring at my chest.

“No, no, not at all. It was just me,” I answered, examining myself and seeing that my nipple and areola were visible through the fabric, and there was also a small dollop of cream.

“Wait, I’ll go in and get a napkin.”

“No, no, it’s fine,” I said, visualizing him cleaning me in front of everyone, and I absolutely didn’t want that situation to happen.

“You don’t mind me seeing you like this?” he asked.

“No,” I responded seriously, unwittingly getting drawn back into that game where I allowed, or pretended to allow, myself to be seduced.

And there was silence. And he looked at me. Sometimes in the eyes. And sometimes at my breasts.

He made me feel uncomfortable. I averted my gaze and looked at the table: the two plates with almost no traces of chocolate and cream left, the wine bottle, the glasses, Sebastian’s book, and my cell phone. I needed to think, to clarify what was happening, as much as possible.

“You haven’t told me what you do for work,” I said then.

“Oh, well... I work at a financial company. I was just made manager.”

“Really?”

“Yes, yes...” he replied, and began talking, telling me about his professional duties. Basically showing off. And every now and then he would look at my wet breast, and I let him look, because I needed time, time to understand what I was feeling and to try to comprehend what was happening.

I felt embarrassed about how I’d let the boy touch me, but at the same time, remembering it made me shiver because of how real it had been, how I’d felt like part of the novel. As if I were reading myself. Reading what I did or allowed to be done to me. We had been Julian and me. Finally. Finally and for real. It had nothing to do with the role-playing I’d done with Sebastian. It was him, Julian. It had been real. With an intensity I’d never experienced before.

“And that’s basically what I do,” Oliver said, bringing my attention back to him.

“Wow, how complicated,” I told him without having paid attention.

And fortunately, he picked up his own thread again, giving me the opportunity to remember how he, Oliver himself, had told me just hours before, in my office, that writers base their work on what they see. And it was evident that Sebastian had based his characters on them, that Diego and Aitana were Julian and Blanca, but I was trying to convince myself that this didn’t necessarily mean anything had happened between my husband and them. Nothing at all. Not even the root of everything: that he had seen them having sex. But shortly after, I found myself accepting that this would make sense if I hadn’t seen the look of surprise on Aitana’s face when she found out I was his wife; that the idea he had simply borrowed their physical traits and gestures but nothing had really happened would make sense if I hadn’t seen Diego’s hostility toward me. That resentment could only be because something... bad had happened there. And Oliver kept talking to me, and kept looking at my breasts from time to time, and I remembered Diego’s hostility again, especially his last phrase, telling me to get out of there, with absolute contempt, after having forcefully squeezed my wet breast.

“I’m boring you,” Oliver said.

“No, no, not at all,” I answered as I watched him check his watch.

“Look. You know what? It would be best if we don’t delay any longer... and go upstairs now,” he whispered, making a face as if to say that’s what I wanted too.

“Excuse me?” I startled, even becoming angry.

And he looked at me. And I returned his gaze. And I was fed up. I knew I wouldn’t go upstairs with him. It had seemed completely inappropriate. And I wanted to embellish my refusal with a provocation, showing him that there, however cornered I felt by him, and however overwhelmed I was by Diego and Aitana, I could still defend myself and counterattack, I could still play my cards. So I unbuttoned one button, creating a minimal but existent neckline, and shook my blouse a little, separating it from my bra with two short movements, thus allowing my wet nipple to breathe a bit. I gave myself that moment, and I knew he was watching my maneuver, both subtle and explicit, with attention and excitement. I knew he could now see some of my breasts and hadn’t missed a detail of that movement. The excuse of wanting to stop feeling the moisture sticking to my skin, to my breast, was deceptive, and he had to know it, but I was tired of dodging without striking back. And then, when I had created the desire to make my refusal more painful, when I was about to tell him that I had no intention of going upstairs because I was married and had no interest in him whatsoever, Oliver said:

“The study.”

“What?” I asked.

“The study. I mean we should go up to Helena’s study for a moment. I’d like to show it to you. You, as a writer’s wife, must be a great reader.”

Once again he confused me. I didn’t know what to expect. And then, as if saving me, my phone screen lit up.

“Excuse me for a second,” I told him, picking up my phone and discovering that I had just received a message from Sebastián. A message that I read:

“Already on the plane. You’ve been a bit absent, haven’t you? A kiss. Turning off now.”

And then another message came in, from an unknown number. It surprised me, but almost without thinking, I immediately read it:

“Hi, it’s Diego, you can save my contact as Julián if you prefer.”
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I admit that my approach to Aitana was a bit abrupt. She, sitting on the sofa, always in front of her highlighted papers, rejected me without hesitation.

“Damn, Aitana. I’m so turned on… You won’t believe what just happened. I just touched one of Alejandreta’s tits. AlejanTITS… that’s what I should call her.”

“What are you talking about? You say more and more nonsense,” she said indignantly, sitting next to me, barely looking at me.

“It’s true. There was melted cream there… on the plate, and I don’t know how it occurred to me, but I smeared cream on her tit, over her shirt, of course… but…”

“But… but… Can you stop saying such outrageous things?” she interrupted.

“Princess. You know I never lie to you,” I said, and she fell silent.

“You know that, don’t you?” I insisted.

And the silence lingered. And she kept staring straight ahead.

“Damn, you should see what a great rack she has. And then I squeezed it. Incredible. They’re quite a bit bigger than yours.”

“Will you shut up?”

“Alright, alright. Don’t be jealous.”

“I’m not jealous… I just don’t care.”

“You don’t care? Come on, Aitana, this woman is looking for action. She came here to fuck. I don’t know if with me or maybe she’d even settle for that idiot Oliver…”

“Yeah, sure, with anyone.”

“Exactly.”

“Well… now that you mention it… for your information,” Aitana said, keeping me in suspense, “you should know that… I thought it might have been coincidence, but when I was going downstairs to open the door for you, I caught her checking out Oliver’s ass in the kitchen.”

“Shhh. That’s wild,” I said.

“What’s wild?”

“How horny she is… And that she likes Oliverio’s big ass. She’s so worked up…”

“You’re losing your mind… you idiot…”

“I’m not losing anything,” I said, and we fell silent, and I remembered when she had looked at my dick, but I didn’t tell her, since nothing seemed to faze her, and that annoyed me.

“But damn, Aitana, how can you keep studying… with everything that’s happening?”

“Because I don’t want to think about it, okay?”

“Fine, fine. You stay calm. Don’t think about it. Do your thing. Sebastopolo’s wife is here looking for dick… and you’re studying. Well, good for you.”

And after saying that, I got even more irritated because she wasn’t reacting. Leaning forward, she turned a page occasionally. And I remembered the feel of Alejandra’s breast, that mixture of cream, water, shirt, bra, nipple, and tit… and I couldn’t take it anymore:

“Damn it, Aitana. Let’s go to your bedroom. I’m so turned on I can’t stand it. They won’t notice. They’re busy with their own thing… you know what I mean. I left the giraffe idiot drooling, staring at her wet tit… Now they’re probably reading more parts of the book to get in the mood… Come on, let’s go to your bedr—”

“No!” she interrupted.

“But why not? Just a while ago I was touching you… and you even said you wished I would… fuck that woman. You keep going back and forth. Come on, a quick one and then we’ll come back down.”

“Let’s do something else…” Aitana whispered.

“Yes, tell me.”

“Well…” she said, finally turning toward me. “Well… instead of going to my room… you could go to the freezer… get some ice… and put it on your dick. How does that sound?”

“Go to hell.”

“You go.”

“You know what, Aitana? If you don’t care about anything… and you’re not aware of what’s happening here…” I said, hoping she would interrupt me, that she would react, but she didn’t. “Well… if you don’t care about anything, I don’t care either… I’m going to jerk off right here.”

“Do whatever you want,” she said without flinching.

And then, sitting next to her, I brought my hands to my belt and then to the button of my uniform pants, and I pulled down the zipper, and looked toward the window…

“Diego, you’re going to get caught and make the biggest fool of yourself ever… And the worst part is that it’s going to splash back on me.”

“Don’t worry… nothing’s going to splash on you…” I smiled at my own joke. “No way. If I hear the kitchen door, I’ll have time to cover up and they won’t notice,” I told her, pulling my pants down to the middle of my thighs, and my member emerged dark, quite swollen, with the glans half-exposed… and with the peculiarity and my surprise that the tip was completely smeared with pre-cum, fluid that I had probably been leaking since my encounter with Montse, if not before.

—Damn... what a breast she has... and how she let me... What a total slut... —I whispered, starting to jerk off, seeking my own excitement and also trying to get Aitana to react, either by getting jealous or turned on.

Aitana, my girlfriend, studying, and me, sitting beside her... jerking off... and glancing from time to time toward the kitchen window. And you could hear a rhythmic “clink, clink” from my loose belt, shaking to the rhythm of my masturbation... And I was holding myself firmly, feeling my own hardness and exposing the entire tip... and I felt a contained pleasure, while imagining what would have happened if instead of touching her breast I had dared to take out my cock in front of her.

—I swear... Aitana... if I had taken out my cock... that little slut would have sucked it.

But Aitana didn’t respond. She didn’t look at me. She didn’t even turn slightly. And the turning of her pages overlapped with the “clink, clink” of my belt.

—She almost fooled me. At first I started to doubt that maybe she didn’t know anything about all that Sebastopolo stuff, but no way, when she looked at my cock I knew... I don’t know if I told you she looked at my cock... —I kept provoking her, and kept exciting myself... but again she said nothing.

—Aren’t you going to touch me? —I asked her.

—No, I’m not —she answered, still without turning around.

And then I got more desperate, and I let my cock free, throbbing against my lower belly, and I moved it myself, without using my hands, trying to capture her attention... but I couldn’t manage it. And then I grabbed my cell phone... opened the camera... and aimed it at my hard cock.

—You wouldn’t dare...

—Of course I would —I responded and took several photos of my cock.

—For God’s sake, Diego, you’re really losing it.

—Aitana... If she comes here... receives dirty messages from Sebastopolo... checks out the giraffe-boy’s ass... lets me stain and squeeze her tit... Reads dirty parts of the book with him where you and I fuck and her husband watches like a fucking pig... do you think she’s going to be scared because I send her a picture of my cock? —I told her, and she didn’t respond, but finally she moved, and she did it to take off her uniform jacket and stay with just her skirt and white shirt, and I thought: “Thank goodness, Princess... that you finally show you’re alive... and you’re starting to feel some heat...”

And then I searched for “Alejandreta Slut” in my phone contacts, and wrote to her:

—Hi, this is Diego, you can save my contact as Julian if you prefer.
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“Did Sebastian text you? They’re taking off now, right? Helena told me earlier they were leaving,” said Oliver while I reread that message from Diego, or Julian, and once again my heart raced, just as it had only minutes before when he had been so close to me.

And I tried to pretend that was all it was, that only my husband had written to me and not that boy who had wet and squeezed my breast, over my clothes, but in that way; in that manner that had been a mixture of authority and contempt.

“Yes... They’re taking off now, yes,” I answered, while looking at my phone, and I began typing, pretending under Oliver’s gaze that I was responding to Sebastian, but what I was actually doing was saving that boy’s phone number; and I didn’t save it as Diego, nor as Julian, but under the name of a capital “D.”

I didn’t know what to do, but every second of silence that Oliver provided was a gift in the form of time for me to try to understand what was happening. That man, in front of me, was drinking from his wine glass while observing me, surely with his eyes fixed on the neckline I had created and on that shirt that never seemed to dry, while I concluded that beyond his obscene gaze, beyond his flirtation, beyond whether or not he would dare to try something with me, beyond Aitana’s look of dread, beyond Diego’s harassment and groping, beyond his threat for me to leave... what I needed to discover, to understand, to find out... was what had happened there, and, more specifically: if anything narrated in the novel had actually happened in that house.

That’s why, while Oliver looked at his watch and calculated what time to leave for the airport, I was typing, this time actually to my interlocutor, to that “D,” to Diego, to Julian, but then I deleted it. I had the urgent need to know what had happened, what had been real, why his hostility, but I couldn’t find the right way to address that boy, and my “What happened with Sebastian?” and my subsequent “I don’t know you, nor do I know anything about you, but I need you to tell me if anything in Sebastian’s novel was real” were deleted and never sent.

Oliver finally stood up from his chair and I, as if by reflex, locked my phone and placed it on the table.

He began to walk, coming to stand behind me, and then he dared to place his hands on my shoulders. Me sitting, him standing, I could feel his gaze, from top to bottom; I felt his eyes on my neckline, on my chest that rose and fell with my breathing. His hands had landed delicately, but my discomfort was extreme.

“I had to stand up... because the view was making me dizzy,” he said in a whisper that was meant to sound funny and flattering, but I found it impertinent.

“Is that why you’re leaning on me? Because the dizziness persists?” I answered, aware that he was watching me, although I was looking straight ahead.

“I’m leaning because getting closer has made things worse.”

“I think you’re capable of standing on your own anyway. Try it and see,” I told him, taking one of his hands with mine, removing it from my shoulder. And then he himself carefully removed his other hand, accepting the rejection with discreet courtesy. But I had the feeling that he believed he was following the proper steps.

He then moved away from behind me, which I appreciated, as I felt at a disadvantage not being able to see him. And then, picking up Sebastian’s book from the table, he said:

“Come on, let’s go upstairs, Alejandra, time is running out. I’ll show you the study and we can put this back in its place.”

And he said it with that mixture between question and statement that increasingly irritated me; proposing but not expecting a reply, so that if I refused, the refusal would be more abrupt than if I were responding to a question, and I began to doubt whether he was doing it on purpose to keep cornering me or if he just assumed that a good idea of his was always a good idea for me.

I picked up my phone and stood up. And he began to walk, assuming I would go with him. And so I did, as I saw no way to avoid it. And I went with him, but not before checking my phone to see if “D” had written to me, and I discovered he hadn’t. And instantly I began to feel my heart pounding as a result of knowing that in a few seconds we would pass through the kitchen, and through the living room, before reaching the stairs, and that, during that journey, I would again feel the inquisitive gazes of Aitana and Diego. And I doubted, again, if I would dare to look at them. And I trembled at the thought of meeting Julian’s gaze, or Diego’s; looking at him after he had touched me... looking at him after he had stained me... looking at him after he had humiliated me... it tensed me up and excited me in an uncontrollable yet guilty way.

And we crossed the kitchen. And we crossed the living room. And we almost reached the foot of those stairs that would lead to the first floor. And I didn’t dare to look directly, but I did glance sideways, in the direction of that sofa where the couple should have been, and I only saw one body, blonde hair, a white shirt, a navy blue skirt, socks and loafers. I saw uniform and girl. No trace of him. And she didn’t look at me, which I appreciated.

And we began to climb. Me behind that large backside, wrapped in those gray dress pants. That backside of Oliver’s that produced in me rejection and a strange attraction in almost equal parts. And I had the feeling that this was a trap, but something still prevented me from refusing. And we arrived at a narrow, dark hallway. The wooden floor creaked, barely any light came in through the windows of the rooms that branched off from the hallway.

And he paused for a moment to comment on the peculiarity of some wooden beams that filled the ceiling of the hallway. Moving closer to me. And I backed away. And then he continued on his way, and I followed, keeping more distance. And then there was a bit of light, but it wasn't coming from the house, not even from the headlights of a car passing through some window from the distance... no, it was coming from my hand, from my mobile phone, and, just as Oliver entered a room and turned on the light, I, a couple of meters behind, read from my phone:

D: “You're a fucking slut who came here to tease...”
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“Diego, please… don’t send her photos… of that…” whispered Aitana, turning toward me, finally looking away from those damn pages.

“It was your idea,” I answered, with my phone in my hand and my hard, long cock resting on my stomach.

“It’s stupid, Diego. Don’t do it damn it. You know it’s just childish,” she said, looking at me, and I knew that look, so I knew she was trying to deceive me.

“Does it bother you that she wants me or what?”

“What are you talking about? Nothing bothers me. And just because you… felt her up, or whatever you did… and she didn’t slap you… doesn’t mean she wants you. Just saying,” she said, and turned her gaze, once again, forward, toward those highlighted pages.

And then I looked at my phone and saw that “Slutty Alejandreta” was typing, and something rushed through my body, and my cock twitched, and I waited a bit, but seconds passed and I disappointedly realized she wasn’t writing anything.

“The little slut is thinking hard about what to say to me…” I whispered.

“What? Come on… Stop it already…” said Aitana, changing her tone, and she turned toward me again.

And then, without warning, she leaned a little toward me. And I didn’t understand what she was trying to do, until our faces were right in front of each other, and I leaned in a bit and our lips met, resulting in a small kiss, short and loud; and I blamed her in a way because she didn’t want everything to explode, she didn’t want me to push things with Alejandra, she didn’t want to finally confirm that that little slut knew everything and had come to provoke us, she didn’t want to talk to me about the significance of her and fucking Sebastopolo playing at being us… fucking like sick perverts. And I had the feeling that all of Aitana’s restraint was because she didn’t want conflict with fucking Sebastopolo. Because the relationship was broken, but even so they hadn’t ended on too bad terms, and she was surely afraid he would get angry with her if I messed with him… by doing… little things… with his wife.

“Aitana…” I whispered, face to face.

“What…” she said, and I felt her hand on my member.

“That… if… I fuck Alejandreta… Sebastopolo can go screw him…”

“Shhh… You’re not going to fuck anyone…” she whispered in my ear and rubbed her lips against my cheek while she subtly jerked me off.

“If she wants to…”

“She doesn’t want to…” she sighed again, and I felt her body pressed against mine. “Leave them alone.”

“Damn, Aitana… I touched her tit and she didn’t say a word…” I almost panted, feeling her hand job, feeling how she pulled my foreskin up and down, and her change in attitude continued to surprise me.

“It doesn’t matter… To her you’re just a… a kid…” she said, and she kissed me, and we opened our mouths, and my wet tongue played with hers in measured circles, almost in rhythm with the hand job, and her blonde hair tickled my face and neck, and I let go of the hand holding my phone and touched one of her tits, in a gentle caress, over her uniform shirt.

“What you want… is for that idiot Oliver to fuck her… That would be perfect for you…” I whispered to her once our make-out session ended.

“He’s not stupid enough to fuck her… with me in the house. Though it’s clear they want each other.”

“You think?” I asked and looked toward the window and saw, through the glass, the stupid giraffe standing, and then I startled, and Aitana noticed, and she pulled away.

“Oh crap…! ” she whispered and tried to place her jacket over my body, to cover me, in an awkward movement that bordered on comical.

“Damn, relax Aitana, he’s just standing there, but he’s not looking.”

“But he could look at any moment!” she said, and I pushed her jacket away and grabbed my phone and stood up, turning my back to the window, with my cock pointing at the ceiling.

“Diego! What… the hell are you doing? Get dressed! They’re going to come in!”

“They’re not coming in! Let’s go upstairs! We’ll fuck up there!” I said rapidly.

“What are you talking about!?” she exclaimed as if I’d said the most ridiculous thing imaginable.

“Then I’ll jerk off… I can’t take it anymore, damn it…!” I said desperately, and I pulled up my pants, and put my phone in my pocket, and began walking toward the bathroom next to the stairs.

“Where are you going? Are you crazy or what?” Aitana asked just as I heard the sound of the doorknob, of that kitchen door that connected to the garden.

I entered the bathroom with my pants up but unfastened, and began to hear footsteps in the kitchen, then footsteps in the living room, and then footsteps on the stairs. They were definitely both coming up: Alejandreta and that idiot Oliver. And I felt something... similar to envy, or even jealousy. And I couldn't allow that giraffe fool to be the one to fuck her... not knowing that slut fantasized about me fucking her, not after having already touched that tit that promised an incredible feel without a shirt and bra in the way.

So I grabbed my phone, and after the disappointment of confirming that she hadn't written anything to me after all, I wrote to Alejandreta Slut:

“Come to the downstairs bathroom, where you were before.”

But I deleted it.

I deleted it and didn't send it because I thought that maybe Aitana was right and both sending her pictures of my dick and proposing that furtive meeting with me was too childish. I thought that maybe she was right and Alejandreta Slut only saw me as a kid to get hot over. Like Montse... and like other thirty-something women I'd come across sometimes, so willing to have their egos boosted but so unwilling, when it came down to it, to take a good young hard cock...

And I got angry. I got angry because my mind went even further and I began to suspect that this woman hadn't just come on her own, behind fucking Sebastopolo's back, but... sent by him, or at the very least with his blessing.

I knew how twisted he was. Maybe he had discussed it with her and they had planned that visit with the intention of provoking me, fucking with Aitana and... who knows if... fucking with that idiot Oliver.

Why else would she be there?

I got mad. I felt used. And, looking at myself in the mirror, with my dick practically peeking out above my pants, I typed, and this time I did send:

“You're a fucking slut who came here to tease...”
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After reading that message on my phone, as harsh and aggressive as it was, I tensed up and felt the impact, but I didn’t feel intimidated. Not even angry. In any other context, I would have felt rage, but I felt as if I knew him, just as had happened with Aitana, and that prevented my reaction from being perhaps what it should have been.

I felt, above all, sadness. And I felt that this was a great injustice; that it was unfair for him to think that about me. And again, I felt deeply concerned, and my body stirred in a strange way, because the more hostility and contempt Diego showed toward me, the stronger my suspicions grew that my husband might have done something terrible to those kids.

Oliver was showing me that room and I was looking, but not seeing anything, and for the first time the suspicion of infidelity hovered in my mind... Sebastián’s infidelity with that girl, Aitana; Blanca in the novel and in my imagination. And then I wondered if that, as terrible as it might be, could be the most appalling thing, or if it could be even more reprehensible that the game with those kids, those orders, those... sexual demands... had been real.

Taking advantage of Oliver turning his back slightly to show me a sober and rather uncluttered desk compared to the rest of the room, I looked at my phone again and reread that phrase, that: “You’re a fucking slut who came here to tease...”, and first I shuddered, almost like the first time I had read it, and then I remembered that Diego hadn’t been in the living room when we had passed through there, and I felt that the idea that he might have left the house gave me some relief.

“Look. Spectacular. This is the area... the Russian area, I call it. Old editions... I haven’t read any of this, I suppose you have. They say that if you know Russian, it’s wonderful and very different from reading it translated, that it even has a certain sonority...” Oliver was saying, still holding my husband’s book in his hand.

“I’ve read some... In Spanish, obviously. Yes, they say it has a certain special sonority,” I replied and looked around, realizing then that the room was indeed curious and spacious, as if they had knocked down a wall and used two spaces, and with a dimness that gave it an antique touch and contrasted with a desktop computer and a modern, gleaming laptop that sat on the desk.

Oliver stretched his arm, standing on tiptoe, to properly place a slightly protruding book on one of the large bookshelves. He seemed absorbed and I was grateful that my body had ceased to be the target of his gaze, and I found it strange that he was so eager to enjoy and also show off all this, when he didn’t seem interested in reading; it was as if he projected his admiration for Helena through her profession.

“These are more recent...” he whispered to himself, and I noticed his broad back and strong arms, again noticing a peculiar and even contradictory attractiveness, with peaks of masculinity and a certain effeminacy; and with behaviors that ranged from amiable to impertinent, with no middle ground.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

“Yes... Yes, of course,” I answered, and we looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, in a strange moment, but one that didn’t become uncomfortable.

And then my phone lit up, and I was alerted, and he turned his gaze back to the bookshelf, and I, discreetly, discovered an irrelevant notification on my screen. And taking advantage of the space he had given me, I read that shocking phrase from “D” again, and I knew that I finally didn’t have the strength or courage to write anything to that boy. At least not from there. So I thought about staying just a little longer with Oliver and then leaving, and under any excuse not going to the airport after all, and trying to write to Diego from the solitude and tranquility of my home to ask him about that madness. And based on what he told me, talk about it with Sebastián that same night, when he also arrived home.

“Here, do the honors, since it’s your husband’s, place it yourself. Here are the authors that the publishing house represents or has represented,” said Oliver, indicating a row of books, displayed at my eye level, and I placed my phone on the shelf and received that “I’ll Tell You Three Times” again. And I smelled its pages, again. And, taking advantage of that man moving a bit away from me, I opened the novel to a random page, and my eyes went casually but directly to the beginning of a paragraph, and I couldn’t help but read again:

“That afternoon Julián was enraged because he had argued with me. It’s not that I intentionally and machiavellically sought his anger, but I certainly didn’t avoid steering the conversation in directions that would bring out that impetuous fury in him. I knew how to handle him. And I knew when I could seek out that Julián; and it had to be when Blanca was aroused. If she wanted to obey, Julián wasn’t going to obstruct our meeting because that boy hated me almost from the first moment, and neither would he lose the opportunity to have sex with Blanca in my presence just because he hated me even more at a particular moment.”

After reading that, standing in front of that bookshelf, almost in darkness, slightly shifting the position of my legs, and locating Oliver to my right, distracted, I continued reading:

“He didn’t know. He wasn’t aware that his desire for Blanca manifested with greater rigor, vigor, and competence when his hot blood had previously been stirred by me. And if there was an intrinsic dedication in his way of fucking her, I didn’t know it, nor did I care. And yes, that afternoon he was spectacular. So much so that Blanca came to be overwhelmed, looking at him at times with eyes that begged for mercy, coming to scream an unexpected, shameless and crude ‘Julián, you’re killing me... God... don’t stop fucking me...!’, which came out of her mouth so pure and heartfelt that it captured the mixture of love and desire that existed between them. A love that I didn’t want to break, but that I knew wasn’t indestructible.

»And his way of conducting himself, obeying me only sometimes, thus disrespecting me, was a permission I granted because I knew I gained more than I lost from his occasional insurrection. And his way of making her kneel, his way of telling her to position his tie between her breasts, to hold them together, close her eyes and lift her face was indescribable. And his way of masturbating in front of her, and his way of stopping his agitation, was the prelude to an immense explosion.

»And the three of us knew that a hot, dense lash was going to mark her, that Blanca’s face would be defiled again in a demeaning yet tender way; and I felt again that pleasure of feeling through them, and also the temptation to end that happiness of theirs that they didn’t seem capable of recognizing.”

I closed the book then. And I felt both excitement and an overwhelming, desperate need to know what had really happened, to know if my husband had not only participated but created and driven all this. I needed to know what had been real.

I placed the book in its spot. In that space Oliver had pointed out. And I felt tremendous agitation remembering and then visualizing what came after what I had read; imagining how Julián had come on Blanca’s face without using his hands, how his cock had ejaculated incessantly without needing to be stroked by him... vibrating, emptying itself, in dense shots, every two seconds, completely still...

And I was about to turn around, looking for Oliver to tell him it was better for me to leave, but I immediately felt his body behind me... and his hands on my waist.


CHAPTER 26

DIEGO

22:19

She had read it. The bitch had read it, practically immediately, but she wasn’t even attempting to respond, which made me feel tremendously frustrated, to put it mildly.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, and then heard the giraffe idiot’s footsteps on the floor above, practically over my head, and also the slut’s heels, accompanying the symphony. I could almost pinpoint their exact path: him in front and her behind. I heard something said by him, something about beams; it seemed they were heading toward the room where Aitana’s mother kept all those books. He would want to show it to her... The fool would want to show her the little books... He didn’t have the balls to show her what I would show her.

I pulled my pants down a bit. My cock stood out as hard as it rarely did, and if I stood on my tiptoes, I could see the tip in the mirror. “Damn... how you would like it... You’ve imagined it many times... What game are you playing?” I whispered to myself and began to masturbate slowly, but not without intensity; I squeezed it hard, but stroked it at a slow pace.

I closed my eyes and wondered if Aitana was right, if really no one would fuck her there, if neither I nor the giraffe idiot had any chance. That reaffirmed my recent theory that Sebastopolo knew about his bitch wife’s visit, and that she was there because after reading the book and after playing at being Aitana countless times, she thought it was amusing, or who knows, maybe it turned her on to parade her ass and tits around the place where everything had happened.

“What a fucking... little slut...” I exclaimed to myself, as suddenly everything became clear. “I’ll go, see where it all happened, turn on Oliver and Diego, not even greet Aitana because she doesn’t interest me, get incredibly horny, receive filth from my husband, go home... and have amazing sex with Sebastián thanks to putting faces to everyone and having seen where everything happened.” Suddenly it seemed obvious. Obvious and detestable.

I looked around, standing there in the middle of the bathroom, with my hand on my cock, and saw the toilet, and the sink, and remembered when I had read that filthy message Sebastopolo had sent to Alejandreta to get her all hot; I remembered that part about wanting her to stick a finger in her pussy, all the way in, and then suck it. I was almost completely sure I had read that. And I began trying to guess where she would have done it, because I was sure she had done it. Maybe sitting on the toilet, with her legs wide open... Maybe standing... with one hand on the sink and the other deep in her pussy... looking at herself in the mirror and giving herself that finger-sucking... Those were the two options I imagined, and both, when I pictured them, made my cock release pre-cum non-stop.

I then heard more footsteps on the ceiling, on the floor above. They were in that room. I was sure of it. I thought they had probably taken the fucking book up there. Again I thought that everyone knew, that even the idiot Oliver knew everything.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Montse, Aitana... and especially that girl, that woman, Alejandra, who was incredibly hot. I remembered how I had stained her breast, how that nipple had shown through her shirt and bra... What tits that bitch must have... I remembered the feel: soft but firm... and I sped up my masturbation. I closed my eyes. I knew I would cum soon. I would shoot everything, which promised to be a lot, into the sink. Fuck them all. I remembered how I had touched her breast and imagined that I took out my cock right there, in the garden, and that... I brought my cock to Sebastopolo’s wife’s mouth... looked her in the eyes... she looked at me... and I placed the tip... and she opened her little slut mouth...

“Diego...!” I heard Aitana’s voice on the other side of the door, and then two knocks on the wood. “What are you doing in there? Come out, please.”

I stopped masturbating and for a couple of seconds I was afraid I might ejaculate involuntarily. Then I filled my lungs, exhaled and said:

“Nothing...!”

“What do you mean nothing? Come on. Come out,” she insisted, in a conciliatory tone, and I agreed to forget about that masturbation that was more about physical release and venting anger than seeking pleasure.

I tucked all my bulge away as best I could and didn’t bother to leave the bathroom hiding my erection. I absolutely didn’t care if Aitana saw that my uniform pants had a gigantic tent.

“Did you hear them? They went upstairs,” she said from the kitchen, and I went toward her.

“Yes. Of course. Hard not to hear the stairs. I think they’re...”

“They’re in the study,” Aitana interrupted me, as she opened the refrigerator and took out a flan, and then opened a drawer to find a spoon.

“He’ll be showing her... things,” I said.

“They’re not going to do anything,” Aitana assured me, as she began to eat the flan, standing there, in that small kitchen that was almost like a square enclosed by that counter that faced the living room.

And I looked at her. I knew she wanted to appear unconcerned, but I knew she wasn't. Her blonde hair, illuminated now only by artificial light, still shone brightly; her light eyes were more powerful than I had seen in any other girl our age, even intimidating if I didn't know her. She had taken off her jacket not long ago; I remembered when she had tried to use it to cover my cock, so she was now wearing just the skirt and shirt; the outline of her breasts, without reaching Alejandra's mature fullness, looked tremendously appetizing. The flesh of her legs, what was visible between her skirt and socks, appeared no less tempting. And, despite how many times we had kissed, and touched, and times we had fucked... the excitement she aroused in me didn't diminish. It didn't have the morbid, mental component of conquest, but, sticking to pure attraction, it remained intact.

And from focusing so much on her, I didn't notice that she was also focusing on me, and that's probably why she ended up looking at me fixedly while licking her spoon. She did it in a way that was half funny, half suggestive, as she often was. And for hours now I hadn't known how much was enjoyment, play, from knowing that I was aroused and how much was her own true and genuine excitement.

“Stop being... such a dork...” I said smiling, using one of our recurring insults, watching that excess with her spoon and her flan.

“What’s wrong? Don’t I turn you on anymore...? Only she turns you on?” she asked, leaning her ass against the breakfast bar.

I looked at her more carefully. Thighs, tits, and lips were the main recipients of my lustful gazes. For a moment I imagined opening her uniform shirt... pulling down her bra... eating her tits... and then lifting her onto the counter... and fucking her... face to face... And I remembered that it wouldn't be the first time that exact scenario happened in that position.

“Does she turn you on more than Montse?”

“What?” I asked, somewhat bewildered.

“This... Alejandra...” she said, rolling her eyes upward.

“Mmm... Yes.”

And there was silence. That flan seemed never-ending. And the idea of carrying out all those sexual things that had occurred to me was gaining strength. The bulge under my pants had subsided, but I was sure it was still visible to her and that she knew of its existence as well as I did.

“Can I ask you some questions?”

“Mmmm, yes,” I answered, again somewhat surprised.

“Okay. So let’s see. Does Sebastián really... send her... dirty paragraphs... pretending they are us?”

“Yes. From what I saw, it’s like fucking Sebastopolo pretends to be me. Julián, I mean. And she pretends to be you, or Blanca.”

“But what about the... one who plays the real Sebastián in the book...”

“I don’t know. Maybe they even sometimes do it with another person. How should I know.”

“Okay. Another question. What did you write to her?”

“To her?”

“Yes.”

“Well... Basically that she’s a slut and a cock-tease and that she should get out of here,” I answered and thought Aitana would disapprove, but she didn’t.

“And what do you think she’s doing here?”

“Well, I think she came to turn me on. To turn on the stupid giraffe. To see what we’re like... since she’s imagined us so many times... Or at least me. To get to know... this... where everything happened, or almost everything... and to get all hot and bothered with all that... information... to fuck Sebastopolo afterward.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yes. I’m almost sure. Think about it. It’s like... I don’t know. I don’t know whose idea it was, but I’m sure he knows about it too.”

“It’s like what?”

“Well, it’s like... I don’t know... I don’t know what to compare it to. But she gets all hot seeing where everything really happened and what... Julián and Blanca... are like... She wanted to put faces to us so she could get turned on again with their games.”

“And why would she want to turn Oliver on?”

“I don’t know, Aitana. For the thrill of laughing at people. You can see in her face that she’s a bit of an idiot.”

“Right,” she answered and finished her flan and set it down beside her.

And then I approached her. And, face to face, with her ass against the counter, I was about to say something, or kiss her, when she was the one who said:

“But seriously... does she pretend to be me... like in the book? Does she dress up... as me?”

“From what I read on her phone... it seemed clear. I’d say that... who knows if those fucking weirdos haven’t bought the exact uniform and everything,” I told her, and put my hands on her waist, over her white shirt. “The uniform from our fucking school,” I continued. “She, in her thirties... puts on a shirt like this...” I said and raised my hand a bit, now touching one of her tits over her shirt. “And she... puts on a skirt like this...” I said and moved my other hand to her hip, over her navy blue skirt.

“And socks like these... and shoes like these...” said Aitana, serious, with our lips almost touching.

“Well... yes,” I whispered, caressing one of her breasts with my thumb, over her shirt, trying to awaken a nipple.

“And panties like these...” Aitana whispered.

“Mmm. I don’t know.”

“No? Not like mine?”

“Mmm... No... She definitely has slutty panties. I bet she has some really nice panties... silk, probably, really soft and expensive... like a thirty-something slut would wear.”

“You seem to know a lot about thirty-something women’s panties...” Aitana smiled.

“I’ve seen a few.”

“You don’t say...”

“Yeah... Get up here... I’m going to fuck you,” I said, dropping the pretense, unable to continue with the game, absolutely desperate, with my cock trapped under my underwear and pants almost to the point of pain, and seeing how Aitana’s nipple was visible through her shirt.

“Who exactly are you going to fuck?” Aitana teased.

“You,” I whispered, with my lips on hers.

“And what if they come down... what then? We’re not alone, you know.”

“If they come down, let them watch... just like that fucking bastard Sebastián used to watch,” I said, pronouncing his full name, as it was, for once.

And Aitana kissed me, without tongue, still holding back, and then she quickly ran her hand over my crotch, over my pants, briefly touching that bulge, making me tremble... And then she put her hands behind her, on the kitchen counter, to hoist herself up and face me. Face to face with that cock I needed to free immediately.


CHAPTER 27

ALEJANDRA

22:32

Alerted, surprised; I remained completely motionless. His hands, carefully placed on my waist, like they had been on my shoulders in the garden minutes earlier, still didn’t reveal whether this was still part of the flirtation, perhaps a small step further… or if he was taking the definitive step.

And I waited for his next move before removing them, as I had done moments ago. I could feel his body behind me, his breath on my neck… and then, gently squeezing my waist, he whispered in my ear:

“You don’t understand anything, do you?”

And that phrase changed everything.

“No…” I responded, and I trembled, and he noticed.

“Easy…” he whispered again, and I turned around, and we stood face to face, and I knew that he knew. That he knew everything.

“Tell me… Please,” I whispered, standing close to him, with a need to know what had happened that barely let me breathe.

He looked at me and I knew this was my opportunity to discover everything, and I couldn’t believe I had been so naive as to think he hadn’t read the novel; so innocent as to not have suspected that he, Oliver, knew what had happened in that house.

“Your husband… hasn’t behaved very well…” he said, facing me, and my mind didn’t go to Sebastian’s game with the two of them, but to the girl, to Blanca, to Aitana, and I truly feared his infidelity… with that child… something that hadn’t been made clear in the novel… and that I had to discover.

And he moved closer to me, his hands again on my waist, his blue eyes, his gray hair, his aggressive face… and his lips near. And I had to know, I needed him to tell me immediately what had happened. And suddenly, catching me off guard despite the almost non-existent distance, his lips went to mine… and I didn’t want to… but I needed to know… and I felt them, on mine; and I felt him; his lips were moist, discreet, but sufficient. I couldn’t. I shouldn’t. I had to flee. And I pulled back a few centimeters.

“What… did he do?” I asked in a thread of a voice, face to face.

“You already know… And you’re here because of that. Because since he started with the book… you know.”

“No…” I whispered, and again my mind didn’t go to the game but to the plausible infidelity… and my imagination flew to the novel, to a chapter where Blanca was leaving her bedroom, tired, flushed, after having been with the narrator, with that mature man who in reality was my husband; and a Julian, devastated, saw her coming out half-naked from there, and understood or suspected with all his pain… that that man had just… had sex with his girlfriend… had fucked her… thus destroying everything they had.

His hand went to my face. He caressed me. And again he moved toward me. Again his lips. In a heartfelt, moist kiss, and I made the mistake of also putting my hands on his waist, and he understood that as permission to continue, and he opened his mouth, and I opened mine, and I felt his tongue, and I felt a tremor when touching it. He kissed well. And I felt guilty. And in my imagination two people: Blanca, who was leaving her bedroom and didn’t notice that Diego had seen her; and my husband who, naked, on her bed, with his large and swollen cock, after having fucked that girl who, candid and dazzled, had allowed him to destroy everything.

The kiss was prolonged, and developed all the excitement that I had inside from what I had read… and from having met Julian. And the kiss was impeccable, moist, sexual, but I knew I should stop it, because I didn’t want anything with him, I just wanted to know, I just wanted him to tell me everything, but for an instant I imagined that the one kissing me was Julian, Diego, that impetuous “D” who was furious with me because of Sebastian. With my eyes closed I felt that man’s pants, and I imagined the uniform pants of that boy who had wanted to humiliate me, hurt and seeking revenge, minutes ago. And I combined that kiss with that fantasy, completely overwhelmed… mixing guilt, excitement and the need to know…

… When the kiss finally broke off and his cheek joined with mine, and our bodies came together, and I felt his erection pressing against my pelvis, and then I whispered:

“Tell me… What has he done…”

And then he pulled away, moved back a little from me, and we looked at each other intently. That man, murky yet attractive, was meant to be the one who would save me, who would reveal everything to me, and I didn’t want us to cross any more lines, no matter how handsome he was, no matter how excited I was, and despite all my suspicions that the infidelity had already been perpetrated by Sebastian, and to the fullest extent, long before me.

“Not only has he behaved badly… Although he has been the main responsible party,” Oliver whispered, as he brought his index finger to my chin, in an overacted protectiveness, and then examined my breasts, without restraint, especially that part of the shirt, stained, which marked the place where it had been wet.

And I felt violated, uncomfortable, guilty for letting myself be looked at and for having kissed him, but I needed to know.

“And you? Did you know...? And you didn't stop it?” I asked at the precise moment when that finger moved down from my chin to my neckline; a neckline partially open from a button that had been undone and never returned to its place.

“I suspected it. It wasn't until recently that I knew with more certainty,” he answered and moved his hands to another button on my pink blouse, and I trembled, and I didn't want to expose myself like this, didn't want the shame of my exposure nor for him to believe something more would happen, but I needed him to keep talking.

“What happened recently?” I asked as one button was undone, and then another. And I put my hands on his waist, not knowing what to do. And my heart was pounding hard, while he continued, with three powerful heartbeats for each unbuttoned button.

“It became obvious, Alejandra... It became obvious,” he whispered, now opening all the buttons, and pulling the blouse aside, looking at my torso with sickening lust; he was looking at my breasts, hidden under a delicate bra, and my chest heaved as I breathed, and I felt hot, and the light was dim and sparse, like those answers of his that came out in droplets.

“Tell me everything. Please... Did you see them...? Was it because of the novel?”

“No, I didn't see them. And yes, it was because of that damn book. That's where it all started,” he answered and moved his hands to my bra. And he pressed against me. And I shivered feeling him. And I was shocked by his member, substantial, hitting me again over my skirt. And he leaned over me... kissing me... pushing his tongue into my mouth... while lowering my bra a little... And I felt his tongue hitting mine, invading me, while I felt one of my breasts being freed... coming out over the bra, and then the other, with a pull, downward... freeing my breasts and I let myself... let myself be kissed and let myself be undressed... guilty for allowing it, aroused by what he was doing to me and disturbed by my need to know.

And if my guilt was at maximum levels, it rose even higher when my hands went down to his ass, over his fine pants, each hand on one enormous buttock. And if my excitement was already overflowing, it overflowed even more feeling his backside in my hands, feeling that splendid kiss and feeling his caresses on my naked breasts. And if I was disturbed by the need to know, my anxiety grew even more when the next question appeared in my mind.

And the kiss ended, and I was going to ask it, and he pulled back a little, and placed that implacable and authoritarian index finger on my lips, and whispered:

“Why do you ask so much? Didn't you suspect it too?”

And then he removed that finger, and pulled back a little more, and put one hand on my waist and the other on one of my breasts, breasts that he looked at with glassy eyes.

“No... I didn't know...” I sobbed while he caressed that breast with a gentleness that made my nipple stand erect.

“No...? Come on... Alejandra... Sebastián spending so many hours here... so many days...” he said, wearing down my resistance with those subtle caresses on my breast... a breast that I felt growing with excitement.

“No...” I sighed, in a denial that was also about my attempt at resistance.

And then he pulled back a little more, and took off his shirt, which he let fall to the floor, showing a robust body with dark hair that contrasted with his head hair and incipient beard. His broad shoulders and extensive pectorals affected me. And I looked at him to avoid looking at the shame of having my breasts exposed, spilling over my bra that would appear flattened and overflowing with my breasts before his eyes.

And then his hand went to his belt. And I didn't want to. I wouldn't do it. And I hurried to ask:

“And them...? Diego and Aitana...?”

“Them...? Well, Aitana is the important one. She's very mature. She'll be fine...” he answered, and, shamelessly, he opened his pants and pulled down the zipper.

“But... did everything in the novel happen... exactly like that? How is that possible?” I asked in a whisper, and he looked at me strangely.

And then he lowered grayish underwear... and a dark magnificence emerged eagerly. A wide, masculine, animal member. And I breathed hard, and insisted on my question:

“Tell me...”

“Touch me...” he replied immediately, caressing one of my breasts again and offering me his cock for me to touch.

“I can't... I need to know exactly what happened...” I whispered.

“Why? Why do you want to know...? It happened and that's it,” he said, standing there with his pants half down, with that thing pointing at me and sliding his hands inside my open blouse and over my overflowing bra, to continue igniting me with his caresses on my breasts.

And I had no answer, but I needed proof, certainty that he knew what happened in the novel had occurred, and I asked:

“And Helena...?”

“Helena isn't innocent either...” he answered and came closer to me, eager, and kissed me, put his tongue in my mouth, and took one of my hands with his, and everything was suddenly rushing, and he guided me to his cock... and I touched it... I was touching that man's cock, a hard and wide cock... while tilting my head and letting myself be kissed. His saliva flooded me... he squeezed one of my breasts and made me squeeze his member... and I separated my face for a moment... and I was going to speak, to ask him something more, but he got ahead of me and whispered:

“Fuck... Turn around... lean against the bookshelf... I'm going to fuck you...”

And I trembled hearing it... and stroked that cock... moving its skin back and forth... I could barely close my hand around it... but I didn't want to... didn't want to do it... didn't want that inside me... And, breathlessly, I whispered:

“And why didn't Helena stop it...?”

“She didn't stop it... because she's a slut... because they've been hooking up for months... and I'm sure they've been fucking all these days... that they've taken advantage of the trip to fuck non-stop... but now it's our moment, Alejandra... we're going to get revenge... God...! turn around... I'm going to fuck you,” Oliver said, fired up, excited and enraged.

And my heart stopped. The handjob stopped. And I moved my face... and my body... away from him. And I understood that all that time he had been referring to his absurd suspicion of Sebastián's infidelity with Helena... that he knew nothing about Aitana and Diego...

“Pull up your skirt. Lean against the desk... We're going to get proper revenge...” he whispered, as if possessed, looking at my breasts again, with his large cock pointing toward the ceiling...

...And I felt terror.

“No...” I answered, taking a step back.

“What do you mean no?” he intimidated me, cornering me against the bookshelf, and I couldn't believe I had gotten to this point: having kissed him, having masturbated him for a few seconds... having my shirt open and breasts exposed... and having that bare torso and that cock that almost touched my belly in front of me.

“But... Helena and Sebastián...” I whispered, without thinking.

“Yes. Of course. Why are you surprised? It's obvious. So many days together... I told you at the beginning of the night...”

“How do you know?” I asked to buy time, hoping he would calm down, that he would forget the idea of trying to have sex with me.

“How do I know? They're not stupid enough to leave evidence... but it's clear,” he said, and took one hand to his member, and grabbed it, in front of me, and I felt overwhelmed... while concluding that he was confirming to me over and over that he had been referring all that time to that stupid idea that Sebastián and Helena had something going on.

“And the novel?” I asked, cornered.

“What about it? I already told you I haven't read it, nor do I care how pornographic it is, I just know that because of that damn book he started spending a lot of time at home, time he surely used to... Anyway. I think you know as well as I do. And that's why you're here.”

And that was the definitive proof that Oliver knew nothing, that he had no idea who Blanca was, or Julián, or about Aitana and Diego's involvement... He knew absolutely nothing. He was just obsessing over an absurd suspicion, jealous and insecure about an impossible and senseless relationship between his wife and my husband.

“Come... Grab it like before... I love how you make it hard,” he said, confident in himself.

“No...”

“What do you mean no,” he whispered, surprised, and put his hands on both sides of my body, against the bookshelf, and I felt his hard, long cock touching my belly, and wetting near my navel with a watery liquid, proof of his overflowing excitement, which disgusted me.

“I can't...”

“You're not going to be such a tease now, are you...?” he whispered, and tried to kiss me, and I turned my face away.

And then there was silence. I was going to push him. I was going to get out of there. I had to escape from that harassment, when he pulled back a bit and face to face, said:

“If it's because of them... because of the kids... let's go to the bedroom... and lock the door. They won't catch us there... If you promise not to moan too much...” he smiled.

“No... I'm not going to do anything,” I answered and covered myself a bit with my shirt.

And then I noticed my state, my breasts reddened by his caresses and swollen by my excitement; my hard nipples, my bra overflowing... and I felt immense shame, and the fact of trying to compose myself in his presence embarrassed me.

“Don't be such a tease...” he whispered, and I was enraged, but kept quiet.

And then I did make the decision to fix my clothes. Swallowing hard. And I hated him for his attitude, but I also blamed myself for having gotten to that point, and I endured the embarrassment of hiding my breasts... covering them again with my bra, and I began to button up my shirt, when he suddenly whispered, in a conciliatory tone:

“Hey, hey...! I'm sorry. I was very rude. Let's talk calmly. We're going too fast... I know. I scared you.”

And I didn't look at him, buttoning the rest of the buttons, in silence.

“Don't you want revenge, huh?” he said, and touched my face with his hand, a hand that I pushed away.

“Come on... They've done it a thousand times, Alejandra. I'm sure of it.”

“Step away... please. And put that thing away,” I finally said, looking him in the eyes.

And he shook his head. And once again his tone changed. Again anger, rage and excitement:

“Don’t fuck with me... You can’t be serious... after you’ve been teasing me the whole damn nigh...”

And I pushed him away before he could finish the sentence. Leaving him there, with his cock pointing straight at a space where I was no longer standing.

And I began to walk, to leave that study and that house.

“Are you seriously leaving?” I heard behind my back in a louder tone. “Well, go fuck yourself. Get the hell out of here. I might be an asshole, but you’re nothing but a cheated whore.”
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Sitting on the kitchen counter, she didn’t hesitate to part her legs slightly, giving me access to step forward and enter her field of action.

And what I intended to reach before long was her sex, which I knew was a bit high for me, but that wouldn’t be an obstacle; I could already visualize myself fucking her, slightly on tiptoes.

“Hey, hey...” she whispered, leaning slightly backward as soon as she discovered how eagerly I was going for her, my mouth heading toward hers.

“What...” I protested desperately.

“Just... Wait. Look. I was thinking... That maybe she doesn’t know anything,” she said hesitantly.

“That slut? How could she not know anything? She’s such a tramp... I thought we were clear about this,” I said, desperately hoping it was just a temporary delusion that would pass quickly so we could get back to what mattered.

“I don’t know... If you had seen the face she made when I ran into her... When she saw me,” Aitana rambled, squinting her eyes, trying to remember.

“But what face?”

“Well, I don’t know... Like really surprised... Like. I don’t know. But literally as if...”

“I don’t know, Aitana. She made a weird face at me too. Probably because she was finally seeing the guys from the book she’d been getting herself off to...”

“Come on, how crude...” she protested with a charm that captivated me.

“What? It’s true.”

“I don’t know, Diego... I swear her face was one of surprise. Like... Let’s see... if she already knew I was the girl from the book, and therefore was going to see me... because obviously I live here and according to your theory she came for that... then she... wouldn’t make that face. Diego, trust me. Her face was one of total shock.”

“Forget it... Aitana. You trust me,” I said desperately, looking at her neckline and her breasts, as her blonde hair fell backward, clearing everything, and my desire to do it on that counter was killing me.

“Think about it, Diego: What if she comes here... with no ulterior motives... and suddenly sees us and she’s the one who starts figuring out that we’re the ones from the book?”

“But how could she not know? And what about all the dirty stuff Sebastopolo sends her? She’s known for months and they’ve been playing that game.”

“No, no... It’s obvious they’ve been playing... sexually... pretending they’re us for a long time, however long... And yes, she... dresses up as me... And he as you... but... but maybe all this time she thought the novel was made up.”

“No, Aitana, no. This woman came here to raise two masts and if there were four, she’d raise all four. You always think well of people. I always tell you that... and look where it gets us.”

“Where does it get us?” she said, frowning.

“Fine... But it could be better,” I answered, praying she wouldn’t get tangled up in things from the past, and I put my hands on her thighs, pulling her skirt up a bit toward her waist.

And there was a small silence. She let herself be touched. So I pulled her skirt up further, and I could see her panties, and then she said:

“She’s pretty, isn’t she?”

“Little Alejandra?”

“Alejandra, yes.”

“She’s smoking hot,” I answered, not really understanding the reason for that question.

But I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to play guessing games, nor was I going to make the mistake of asking anything; I took advantage of the next silence to make my second attempt, and this one was successful: I brought my lips to her mouth and she accepted them. Then my hands went to her face and she lowered hers to my waist. And then my tongue made its way in, and our heads tilted, and she let out a purr that showed she also craved that kiss. And I tried to be subtle, but her tongue was like electricity; she herself played with my tongue and held my lower lip with her lips, and that encouraged me to bring one of my hands to her tits; and I squeezed one, a little, and she allowed it, and the feel of her tit, under her shirt, was taut, firm, without that minimal touch of softness that Alejandra had, and I wondered which feel I preferred while my other hand went down to myself, to my pants, and I managed to open the zipper and then pull my cock out through the opening in my pants while squeezing her tit, as the kiss continued uninterrupted.

And the simple release was as pleasurable as I had never felt before. I couldn’t see it, but I felt that my cock had emerged at full power from my pants. And I kept maneuvering, to get my balls out too, and my excitement was such that I kissed her more eagerly, and then she leaned back a bit, breaking the kiss.

She looked at me, surprised. Up there on the counter. And then she looked lower, at my cock.

“My God... Diego... How you are... It’s going to explode,” she whispered, and I followed the trail of her eyes, and looked at my crotch, and indeed saw my member, completely unhinged, with the tip more purple than ever, and shiny from all the fluid it had been secreting.

“Fuck... I can’t take it anymore...” I said, and I moved a little closer, and I asked her with my eyes, and she, like so many other times, understood me.

She understood, so she extended her arm downward and reached for my cock; she wrapped her right hand around it, felt it, shook her neck, making her blonde hair wave, and looked me in the eyes as she began to stroke me.

I closed my eyes and let out a heartfelt yet desperate “uff...”

“Diego...”

“What...” I answered, still with my eyes closed, feeling that slow handjob.

“Have you ever thought about Montse while we’re doing it?”

“No...” I responded, not sure if I was lying or not. “Why... why do you ask?”

“Well because... of this...” she whispered as she stroked me with impressive skill. “I mean... it’s really intense... Sebastian was... you know... fucking Alejandra while imagining he was fucking me... And she was fucking him imagining it was you doing it to her...? Would you be capable of fucking like that?”

“I...” I answered with difficulty, feeling how she moved my skin back and forth. “At this precise moment I’d be happy just to fuck, Aitana...”

And then she removed her hand, leaving my member free. And I opened my eyes. And we looked at each other.

“What do you think they’re doing? They’re taking a long time, aren’t they?” she asked.

“I don’t know, Aitana. Like I really don’t care...” I answered and thought it was good news for us that they were taking so long, but by the way she lifted her face to try to listen, I knew she considered our fooling around over and that she intended to snoop.

“Cover yourself up and come on,” she whispered and got down from the counter. And I was desperate again.

“But didn’t we say they definitely weren’t doing anything? Damn it, Aitana... You’re messing with me,” I grumbled.

“Come on, let’s go. Put that away and we’ll go upstairs to see what they’re doing.”

“Put it away, she says... It’s not that easy, you know,” I protested, trying to stuff my member back into my pants, while she was already walking toward the stairs.

Once I managed to put my member away, barely, I went after her, as best I could, and caught up with her thanks to the fact that she had stopped at the foot of the stairs. And I passed by her side, and, completely aroused, without any capacity to reason, I took advantage of the fact that the bathroom door was next to the stairs to grab her hand, and pull her, thus getting her to enter the bathroom with me.

“What are you doing...?” she whispered, protesting.

“I can’t take it anymore, Aitana...”

“But you know there’s no lock on this bathroom, Diego... We can’t do anything with people in the house,” she said, always the voice of reason, at least when Sebastian wasn’t involved.

Both of us inside the bathroom, with the door nearly closed. My mind was working at full speed looking for a place where we could have privacy. And it occurred to me. And it was crazy. And I knew Aitana was going to tell me to go to hell, but it was the only option.

“Wait for me here. I’ll be right back,” I told her.

“But what...” she protested, and I slipped quietly out of the bathroom, and went toward the living room, toward the sofa. I went to Slutty Alejandra’s purse, and it didn’t take me long to find her car keys there.

And even knowing that Aitana, at least initially, was going to tell me I was crazy, I went decisively back to the bathroom.

“What. Are you fucking kidding me?” she said as soon as she saw me enter, and I nearly closed the door again. And I showed her the keys to Alejandra’s black car, dangling from my hand.

“You are seriously fucked in the head...” she whispered.

“Brown leather seats... It would even be kinky if we left a little stain...” I said confidently.

“You are really, really messed up... You’ve completely lost it...” Aitana whispered, shaking her head, just as we could hear footsteps on the ceiling, upstairs, undoubtedly heels; undoubtedly the footsteps of Slutty Alejandra, the owner of those keys... who was evidently leaving the study and walking down the hallway.

“Holy shit,” I said.

“Diego, man! Put them back where they belong.”

“I don’t have time...” I said as we could already hear the heels on the stairs.
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My anguish and unease were unbearable. I couldn’t even bring myself to hate Oliver, or at least there were other stronger feelings, especially one: I felt dirty, tremendously dirty. My body and even my soul. My feeling was that of having been unfaithful, without excuse, no matter how much Sebastian might have done something with that girl, and no matter how much my ultimate goal in my encounter with Oliver had been to find out what had happened.

I was walking down those stairs and I could still feel Oliver’s member in my hand, the taste of his tongue playing with mine, and his caresses on my breasts… And in my mind’s eye I could still see his cock pointing at me, his inflamed gaze and my bare breasts in front of him.

And I longed to be able to leave that place without seeing anyone. I assumed Diego had left, but I wouldn’t know how to face seeing Aitana again, Blanca, the girl who had probably been my husband’s victim. That young woman whom I couldn’t blame but who had been the object of Sebastian’s desire and therefore probably of his infidelity…

… But, fortunately, she wasn’t in the living room.

From the stairs I could already see that no one was guarding those papers on the table. I saw my purse, alone, on the sofa. And the peace on the ground floor contrasted with the turbidity of the upstairs, from where I was escaping, leaving behind an angry Oliver, like Diego, and perhaps also like that girl.

I grabbed my purse and headed for the door. I just wanted to leave as soon as possible, go home and wait for Sebastian there. And, when he arrived, get everything out in the open. I knew it would be a long night, and I knew him, and I knew he would try to deceive me, but I wouldn’t let myself be fooled: those young people were the ones from his novel and those young people hated me, they hated me because of him; his novel was true, real, and those young people were its protagonists, his puppets, the victims of his turbid, dark and morbid games. Kids who hadn’t had the maturity, and therefore the ability to defend and protect themselves from him.

I left the house and closed the door behind me. I didn’t even want to look back. I walked to the car and stopped to look for the keys in my purse. And, while I was searching, images, smells and touches crossed my mind again. The image of Oliver’s light eyes, the smell of his cologne when he had approached to kiss me and the feel of his enormous ass, of his delicate pants under my hands. And I kept looking for keys that I couldn’t find, becoming desperate, and more images, more smells, and more touches; the image of his torso, strong, athletic and sturdy, the smell of his body, dense and heavy, and the touch of the tip of his member… wetting my belly with the tip, with that transparent liquid that flowed from that reddened glans.

And I couldn’t believe my bad luck: I couldn’t find the keys. I was beginning to assume they weren’t there. And I remembered going to the car for my jacket and in the end not taking it, but having returned and put the keys back in my purse. So I thought that perhaps they had fallen from the purse onto the sofa.

I couldn’t bear the idea of going back there. Of ringing that doorbell and having a deranged Oliver harass me… having to argue so he would let me in to look for the car keys. The scene I visualized was terribly uncomfortable, but I had no other choice.

I turned around. Dejected. Nervous. And I looked toward the house. And I saw a young man, under the doorframe, with his navy blue pants and his white shirt with rolled-up sleeves. His fair complexion. His face without facial hair. His short blond hair. It was him, again, Julian. That boy I had imagined so many times. And I shuddered when I realized that being him, he was also Diego, that boy who hated me, who had groped me in the garden… and who had insulted me with those terrible messages.

I no longer had the strength to fight. My desperation was at its peak. So I walked toward him, ready to simply ask him to let me pass, enter, and find the damn keys.

And I reached him. And I expected the insult. The unjust rebuke, but not entirely undeserved.

And he wasn’t moving aside. And I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Will you let me…? Please,” I whispered.

“Have you lost something?” he asked, and I raised my gaze, and looked him in the eyes.

“Yes. The car keys. Do you have them?”

And I waited for his answer, but it didn’t come. And one, two, three eternal seconds. And we looked at each other. And again I felt that mixture between excitement at having Julian in front of me and fear at having Diego in front of me.

And then he put his hand in his pocket, and, offering me the keys, said:

“Don’t you want to stay?”

“Didn’t you want me to leave?” I answered with a question, and took the keys.

“Me?” he exaggerated.

“Haven’t you written to me insulting me… telling me to leave?”

“Oh, that? That was a joke…”

And again we were looking at each other intently. He scrutinized me, and at times I felt uncomfortable and at times especially alive. And that’s because at times I saw Julian and at times Diego. And it seemed incredible to me that I knew that body, every nook and cranny, every mole, almost every vein. Every gesture, every grimace. Even his… member… His ass… His balls… I could describe everything… without having seen it. And I had no doubt that’s how Diego would look if I saw him naked.

“Come on. Stay.”

“Really? If I stayed, would you tell me what happened here?”

“What happened? You already know everything... You know better than anyone,” he responded, cockily, and I, disappointed beyond measure, couldn’t take it anymore.

I couldn’t take it anymore and turned around. And walked to the car. And opened one of the back doors and placed my purse on the seats. And then closed that door, and opened the front door and got in. And then I started the car. Without looking back. Without looking at the house. Without looking at Julián. Without looking at Diego.

I started the car and left.
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We remained silent as we listened to her heels “thump, thump, thump” descending the stairs.

“That’s strange… She’s coming down alone…” I whispered.

And more sounds revealed that she had reached the ground floor.

“Give her the keys…” Aitana whispered.

“How am I supposed to give them to her now? Besides, she’s probably going to the kitchen, or the garden. I’ll find the right moment,” I responded in a very low tone.

And another silence. We knew she was in the living room. And more heel sounds across the ground floor.

“Shit, she’s leaving…” I said, almost immediately after hearing the sound of the front door opening.

“Damn it, Diego. Give the poor woman her keys…” whispered Aitana, suddenly protective of that woman, and we could hear the sound of the door closing.

“Yeah. I don’t know… Damn, and… how is she just leaving like that, without saying goodbye to that idiot Oliver?” I asked myself as the answer occurred to me.

“How should I know? Come on. Go out. Tell her they fell out of her purse or whatever. But give them to her,” Aitana whispered, and I obeyed and left the bathroom.

I quickly crossed the living room and opened the front door. And I saw her, next to her fancy black car, rummaging through her purse—“the poor woman” as Aitana had called her. But there was nothing poor about her. She wasn’t fooling me. And I had an answer for her sudden escape. The little slut had teased Oliver until he’d lunged like a desperate alligator, and then the cock-tease had left him hanging. Damn, I could almost visualize it, her pulling back and saying something like “oh, what are you doing… no, no, no…” The little slut had left poor Oliver with a hard-on and now she was playing the role of the dignified married woman, frightened by all the perverts in this house full of horny guys.

It was almost comical watching her spend over a minute searching through that purse, and I savored every second of seeing her wiggle her little ass under that gray skirt, shifting her position and shaking the purse. Until she sighed, as if returning to the house would be worse than returning to hell, and turned around. And I have to admit that I was still affected by how hot she was, and that she nailed the lost lamb expression, but she couldn’t fool me.

She walked toward me and I could already see that something about her clothing wasn’t quite right. And I tensed up, I had to admit that too, because she was gorgeous and because I was incredibly turned on; but I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of noticing. I wasn’t the stupid giraffe.

“Would you let me…? Please,” she said in a low tone, with a little fawn voice, and I really hadn’t even been blocking her, since I hadn’t made any move to stop her from entering.

“Have you lost something?” I asked, deciding that if she wanted to play, we would play.

“Yes. My car keys. Do you have them?”

Damn, and then I noticed. It wasn’t that her shirt was badly buttoned, but it wasn’t the impeccable appearance from before: one collar slightly lower than the other… one sleeve rolled up more than the other… one part tucked into the skirt more than the other… Damn, “how far did you go with the stupid giraffe?” “how far did you let that bastard touch you?” I wondered as I looked at her. And she was looking at me too, and pretending something like desire, under the excuse, surely, that I was Julián, from the book, and that she’d had massive finger sessions imagining me, and massive fucks with Sebastopolo imagining it wasn’t his old dick entering her, but mine, hard and young, but I was sure she was trying to set a trap for me only to leave me hanging just like the fool Oliver.

She tilted her head. She was asking for the keys with her eyes. And I gave them to her, as I saw no way to play or provoke with that. And then I asked her if she didn’t want to stay, and she played the victim, telling me that I wanted her to leave.

“Oh, that? That was a joke…” I told her regarding those messages I had sent her.

And she didn’t respond to my last sentence. And I didn’t know if she was hesitating about what to do or not. And the little slut was staring directly into my eyes, but she didn’t intimidate me. And I took advantage of that moment to observe her without holding back. Her lips, her tits. Looking at her turned me on. And not just looking at her, I was also imagining: I imagined pushing her against her rich girl’s little car and giving it to her with all my might. And I even got a meteoric erection while imagining her standing, against the car, with her legs slightly apart, with her skirt at her waist, with her panties at her ankles and with my cock “in, out”, “in, out”, entering and leaving a pussy that looked like it would be as big as a mole hole.

I was getting so horny that I fell into her trap.

“Come on. Stay,” I told her.

“Really? If I stayed, would you tell me what happened here?” she asked, tender as silken tofu.

“What happened? You already know everything… You know better than anyone,” I told her, genuinely annoyed, and regretting having fallen into her trap.

And she couldn't fool me. She knew everything and had come to tease and satisfy her curiosity to see with her own eyes the place where all those dirty things that drove her crazy had happened. And the bitch turned around and went back to her fancy car, leaving me as hard as a rock. Probably almost as hard as she'd left the idiot who was Aitana's new stepfather.

And then, while she was opening the back door and leaving her slutty little purse there, I heard noise behind me, and I turned around and saw Aitana in the living room, sitting on the sofa, and the stupid giraffe was coming down the stairs with a mobile phone in his hand.

He put the phone on the table, on top of the papers, and said to Aitana:

“If she comes back, give her this. She left it upstairs. I’m going to take a shower and then I’m heading to the airport.”

And my eyes kept going from inside to outside the house, and I could see Alejandra starting the car, and I knew Oliver thought she had already left and that I was about to leave too.

And the stupid giraffe was going up the stairs while Slutty Alejandra was driving away. And I looked at Aitana. And I didn’t know what to do. And then she said:

“Tell me the password to her phone.”

And I understood that there was also some kind of morbid curiosity from Aitana directed at Alejandra.

“Why? What do you want to read? Or see?”

And she didn’t answer me. As if she was somehow ashamed. And I looked back toward the street and saw that black car stopped at a traffic light, about thirty meters away...

...And a better idea occurred to me than staying to wait for her to come back.
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Stopped at a traffic light, I gripped the steering wheel and desperately longed to get home. I wanted with all my strength to reach my sanctuary, believing that there and only there could I make sense of everything that had happened.

But how could I delay that necessary reflection when I still felt stained by Oliver and affected by Diego?

I started the car and drove absently while realizing my mind was trapped in a loop I couldn’t escape: I wanted, needed, to confront Sebastián about everything, to make him confess; but my excitement made me fear that his confession would mean saying goodbye forever to Blanca and Julián. And then I became aware that even if I wanted to perform that role-play one more time, that very night, before telling Sebastián what I knew, I probably wouldn’t be able to experience it like before. Could I possibly be Blanca one last time with my husband, with him being Julián, knowing what I now knew and being about to ask him to confess? Could I be capable of... fucking Julián one more time while suspecting my husband had been unfaithful with Aitana? Could I do it with my husband without confessing that I had kissed and intimately touched another man?

And that farewell with Diego, and his messages; why such hostility? I remembered some particularly harsh parts of the novel as the likely cause; stopped at another traffic light, I recalled Julián in the novel, naked, on all fours on the bed, in an unmanly, even shameful position, with the narrator watching and commanding, and Blanca behind him, licking his anus. She, obedient to the narrator, who was none other than my husband, closed her eyes and buried her tongue there, in Julián’s ass. And she suffered through it, didn’t enjoy it, but I understood from that scene that she did it out of love. And Diego felt pleasure but was aware of his humiliation, both his and hers, and looked at the narrator, Sebastián, hating him, not so much for himself but for her, for the pain he felt seeing her suffer like that. And always on the verge of stopping everything, but in the end they always obeyed.

And how was it possible that I felt more affected by having met Julián than by having been unfaithful with Oliver?

And finally I concluded that it was over. That I couldn’t perform that role-play anymore, not only because of everything before, but also because I had met the real Julián: that enigmatic, attractive, tormented young man who contained all the elements from the novel, but even multiplied; and again I realized that if I felt guilty about my infidelity with Oliver, I felt even more about what the real Julián made me feel.

When suddenly an unpleasant sound pulled me from my daydream, the sharp sound of a worn-out horn. I looked at the traffic light and it was still red, then instantly turned green, and I started driving, surprised at the impatience of the vehicle behind me when it couldn’t even have started moving yet. I continued driving when I heard that annoying horn again, so I looked in the rearview mirror and saw a young man on a motorcycle, without his helmet on. Undoubtedly Diego.

I trembled instantly. Surprised, harassed, and bewildered. What more could that boy want from me? How did he intend to punish me again? Hadn’t I received enough insults?

And again that unpleasant sound, and I watched him through the mirror as he gestured for me to pull over, and I wondered when this nightmare would end.

I took a right turn, with his motorcycle still glued to my car, and slowed down on a narrow street with two or three-story buildings on each side. The night was dark and the spaciousness of the tree-lined avenue had suddenly disappeared.

I stopped the car and remained still, not letting go of the steering wheel, clinging to it. And I could sense how Diego, how Julián, stopped his motorcycle behind me. Suddenly the sound of any engine was gone. I removed my seatbelt and waited. And soon I heard the sound of the handle on the passenger door. And he entered: Diego, Julián, got into my car, in that uniform, with that quickness and confidence, and in my head echoed a “what more do you want from me?”
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Aitana must have read it in my eyes, because she asked “where are you going?” even before I turned around and closed the front door.

Once outside, I looked down the street. I knew I didn’t have much time. The black car was still stopped at the traffic light, but I knew it would turn green any moment.

I walked toward my motorcycle, watching as the little slut indeed had a clear path to escape, as the traffic light changed color. I reached my little piece of junk with its pathetic engine displacement and knew that the difference between grabbing my helmet or not could determine whether I’d be able to follow her or lose her.

And Aitana’s voice kept repeating in my head, her “where are you going?” She didn’t want anything to happen. She just wanted to forget everything. Or pretend to. She was burying her head in the sand like a damn ostrich, refusing to face the shitty thing Sebastopolo had done to us and the humiliation of Alejandreta showing up at her house to laugh at her. I wondered how she could be so good. Because it wasn’t naivety. She was just like that. Thinking the slut didn’t know anything wasn’t naivety, it was just her way of always seeing people.

But if she wasn’t going to defend herself, I would defend her.

And that love I felt for Aitana was what constantly made me two people, and what made me go after that thirty-something slut.

I drove calmly. The thick night air hit my face. I felt it might rain. The smell of grass from the gardens of the houses made me drift away for fractions of a second, but then I’d look up and see that car in the distance, sleek, elegant, with hidden power beneath smooth lines, just like its owner, and I’d refocus on my pursuit.

And again I was two people: the Diego with a permanent erection, with a tireless desire to provoke that woman, to push, to find out if she really wanted to meet the Julián she’d gotten herself off to who knows how many times, the one who hated her because he knew the bitch knew everything and had come to provoke; and the Diego who was pursuing that pig out of an overwhelming need to deliver justice in Aitana’s name.

Because that cock-teaser, as hateful as she was, needed to know that the fucking book hadn’t just been about sex, that other things had happened. And above all that Aitana wasn’t like that, and that she didn’t deserve her fucking snub.

Stopped at another traffic light, I constantly thought about my girlfriend, about how she was such a good girl that she wasn’t even capable of hating Alejandreta or fucking Sebastopolo. She deserved better, she didn’t deserve that bitch showing up at her house without any explanation. Nor did she deserve the portrayal of her that the fucking book suggested.

And I wasn’t expecting to convince the bitch to apologize, but I at least wanted her to face up to it, to confess. To tell Aitana the truth, that she had known, step by step, about her husband’s escapades, and that she had been totally and absolutely complicit.

And then I honked, and the bitch almost accelerated, I felt it, even though the light was still red. And I knew she hadn’t seen me yet. And then she drove off, and I honked again, and that’s when she saw me. And I gestured for her to take a detour so we could get off that avenue where we couldn’t stop.

I didn’t really know what to say to her if she finally agreed to stop the car. I didn’t know how to start… I knew that bitch knew all the sexual stuff from the book, but she didn’t know the… emotional part and I wanted to tell her. Tell her that it hadn’t all been as innocent as an in-and-out at the orders of her degenerate husband.

She turned right and I followed her. Then she stopped the car. I stopped behind her. I got off my motorcycle and saw that she wasn’t getting out. So I walked over, opened the passenger door and got in. I got in knowing that at first she was going to impress me; that I was running the risk again of my dick taking over and making some mistake, when my objective was different.

I sat down. On that brown leather. I looked at her. She was staring straight ahead. Clutching the steering wheel as if I was going to steal it.

Her tits were straining against her pink shirt so much it was driving me crazy… I was desperately restraining myself from pouncing…

… And I closed the door. And I chose the sentence with which to begin.
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“Hello again, Alejandra. Do you know what you’re going to do now?” I asked her, somewhat nervous and rushed, and she stared at me intently. She seemed incredibly tense, but I wasn’t sure if I should trust that, so I continued:

“You’re going back to Aitana’s house and...”

“I’m not going back there,” she interrupted, feigning confidence, but I could tell she was a complete wreck inside.

“Yes... you are going back there, first because you left your phone... and second because I want an apology to come from... since it won’t come from Sebastián, at least it should come from you...” I spoke while she remained still, not even reacting when I mentioned her phone. “And... well, because you’re almost as involved in this as your dear husband. And while you’re apologizing, maybe you’ll even get to know her a little, even if it’s just... five sentences; maybe then you’ll realize she’s not the one from the book.”

“What do you mean she’s not the one from the book...?” asked this woman who on one hand I was convinced was a complete cock-tease, and on the other sometimes seemed unaware of how attractive she was.

“She’s better than the one in the book. That’s what I mean. And I’m not talking about the sexual part,” I answered, not wanting to get tangled in absurd explanations. I didn’t want her to be the one asking questions.

“Didn’t everything in the book happen?” she asked, irritating me, and I promised myself it would be the last question I’d answer, which I did condescendingly:

“The sexual stuff, you know it did... Alejandra... He must have told you. The beginning, in fact, was exactly as written. And the rest... the sexual part... that too. The stuff you’ve probably read a thousand times. The beginning... how he caught us fucking... and how he spied on us, and how we continued... and from there on... Well. You know. But... this is what you wanted, right? What you came for. Just admit it once and for all.”

“What did I come for? Admit what?” she asked, once again playing the naive girl, the deceived little wife... and pissing me off. Turned slightly toward me, her breasts pressed against her blouse and her thighs were exposed, with her skirt riding up, so much that again I had the feeling she was playing with me.

“You know... Alejandra. You came to... put a face to me... to Julián. Put a face to Blanca... To... Well... to see what the house is like...”

“No...”

“Why won’t you admit it? Look. It’s me. This is how I am. Don’t pretend you’re embarrassed now... I know you’ve been getting yourself off to the book, imagining me...”

“Why would you say that?” she whispered, tearful like an overacting damsel.

“I say it because I know. Because I know what you and Sebastián do... from the book. That he pretends to be me... and you pretend to be Aitana... That you dress up as us... and start fucking... like in the book... just as it all happened, exactly, last year...” I whispered, and again her angelic face, but this time her surprise could actually be real.

“What...? How do you know that...? Did he tell you?” she asked, in a thread of a voice.

And I, also turned toward her, placed my right hand on her nearest thigh. I touched her skin. Her thigh was firm. And she trembled a little, which surprised me. And I had no idea how far she would want to go. How far she would let me go.
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He had placed his hand on my leg. It wasn’t a caress. He wasn’t squeezing me either. He was testing me with a confidence that impressed me. And I didn’t see Diego, I saw Julián, and that’s why it was so hard for me to deny him anything.

It was the smell: youthful yet heavy; post-adolescent, just like in the novel. It was his gaze: green and deep from the novel. It was his uniform and his body language: slouchy yet stylish, like in the novel. And it was the caged physical momentum… and above all, the radiation of sexuality from the novel.

“How do you know that?” I insisted, without removing his hand.

“Alejandra… You’re the one who came to mess with us… when things were already pretty calm… So it’s only fair that I’m the one asking the questions,” he answered, moving his hand up a bit.

“Stop…” I instinctively replied, and he halted his advance, but didn’t withdraw.

“Tell me. Sebastián’s wife. Tell me a part of the book you really liked. I feel like a celebrity,” he whispered.

And I looked around: quite far from the nearest streetlight, the light was yellowish, like old and worn, and above all very dim. The street was narrow, and the silence, except for the noise of cars coming from the avenue we had turned off from, was almost complete.

“Come on. Tell me one… Alejandra,” he said, returning to his idea, with that hand reactivating, almost slipping under my skirt. And I couldn’t believe that Julián was touching me there… and above all, I couldn’t believe that his touch was exactly as I had imagined it.

And then he moved a little, and used his other hand to… adjust himself between his legs, over his pants.

“It’s… uncomfortable…” he complained, provocatively.

And I said nothing.

“Remember that part in the book when this happened to me… huh? When I was on the sofa… in the living room you’ve already seen… with Blanca… and there were other people around… and I also had to… move this… without anyone noticing…”

“Yes,” I answered, remembering that scene.

“See? You know the damn book by heart and you don’t want to tell me your favorite part.”

“No…” I answered as his hand was already under my skirt, and I could see how he sometimes looked at my face, and sometimes at my breasts, without any restraint.

“Right… Well. And by the way… How did you or do you manage to imitate us? Because in reality there were three of us. But Sebastopo… well, Sebastián and you are two,” he asked, moving his hand higher, almost reaching my panties.

“I don’t… I don’t know how you know that.”

“What does it matter? I know it. Damn… your thigh is warm,” he whispered, and I kept my legs slightly open and felt my heart beating almost outside my body.

“We… recorded it… Before.”

“What? What did you record?”

“The… narrator’s orders. Sebastián recorded them… on the phone… and we would follow them,” I said, and Diego reached my panties… I felt it. He had placed the tip of two or three fingers there. And his face showed that he had reached where he wanted to, and he showed no surprise at what I was telling him. And then he used his other hand to caress one of my breasts, over my shirt: first gently, and then he squeezed a little. And I purred in a moan, cornered, with my sex attacked by one hand and my breast by another. Even over my clothes, I felt it so much and it affected me so deeply that I could only tremble… and I couldn’t think…

“Tell me one… Tell me one part you like… to imitate…” he whispered, moving closer to me.

And I could already feel his breath on my neck. And his hand that was below was brushing my panties, but minimally, and the one above was fondling my breast, but over my shirt, making me crave more in both places. And his lips were almost on my neck. And his smell enveloped the entire compartment. And my eyes went to that imposing bulge, which made me wonder if it was true what they said about his second gift: that his member was not only capable of releasing those quantities, but also had that ability to continue… fucking… once emptied… until ejaculating again.

“Tell me…” he insisted.

“When… When… In the attic…”

“Ah… Yes… The attic thing. Wow… Alejandra… You like it rough… What did you like about that?”

“I don’t know… Everything…” I answered, and he abandoned my breast and put his thumb on my lips, while his other hand continued probing, almost hovering, over my panties.

“We were coming back from school. That bastard Sebastián ordered us to go upstairs… and there… on a fucking blanket. My knees still hurt sometimes… I spent more than half an hour… giving it… to your husband’s face… How hard he got, the bastard… He didn’t write that in the book… And his fucking degenerate face either,” Diego whispered, and he stroked my lower lip with his thumb, and I pressed my head against the seat, and trembled… imagining what he was describing, feeling what he was making me feel, and fearing that he would continue touching me.

And then he left my lip. And his hand went to a button on my blouse, which he unbuttoned, and then he was about to unbutton another... and that’s when I stopped him.

“Stop...”

“Do you know what’s most different about reality... compared to the book?” he asked without being bothered that I had stopped him, and also removing his other hand from between my thighs.

“What...?”

“That in the book everything ends because Aitana is in love with me. And in reality everything ended... was cut off... because Aitana is in love with him.”

After he said that, my heart skipped a beat. And he hadn’t said it with pity or victimhood, but with anger and maturity.

And then I, with that button undone, with those breasts almost exposed, with my legs slightly parted and having allowed myself to be touched... with all that unbreathable sexuality inside that vehicle, not only felt an excitement that wouldn’t go away, but a sadness that was arriving. And that made me understand him. And I wanted to know... what I still didn’t know:

“Did something happen between them?” I asked.

“He didn’t tell you?”

“No...”

“She didn’t tell me either.”

“That part in the novel... That... Her coming out of the bedroom... And him naked”

“That happened, yes,” he interrupted me.

And there was silence. And then, completely changing his expression, he said:

“Nah... You know everything... Bitch... Let’s go back to the... original plan, okay? Button up, I can see your tits... I’m going to get out of the car and you’re going to go in your little car and I’ll follow on my motorcycle... to Aitana’s house. You’re going to get your damn phone. You’re going to apologize to Aitana. You’re going to tell her that you knew everything that was happening from the beginning... and you’ll see... after exchanging just a few words with her... that she didn’t deserve any of this. She didn’t deserve to be manipulated by some old bastard... to be... made to fall for him... to be written about... and to top it all off, have his slut of a wife sent to laugh at her.”

And I couldn’t react. I didn’t know what to say. I just listened to him as best I could. I endured that scolding that I constantly felt was as undeserved as it was strangely justified.

“And then you’re going back to your fucking house,” he continued. “And it would be better if we never see your whore face again,” he said hurtfully and aggressively, and then opened his door, got out of the car and slammed it shut.
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I watched in the rearview mirror as he got on his motorcycle. He did it with the certainty that I would follow behind him, obedient. All his movements, his phrases, seemed to be scripted by my husband.

I had just experienced my third encounter with him, and in all of them I’d felt like a whirlwind had passed over me. And despite his attitude toward me, he couldn’t make me feel bad. This time, moreover, he had explained, perhaps unintentionally, that the reason for his hostility wasn’t even about himself.

I started the car thinking that it might be true that Aitana wasn’t well portrayed in the novel; that’s what Diego had told me, and I couldn’t know since I hadn’t spoken with her. But he, Diego, was totally and absolutely Julián, even in that last nuance he had revealed to me: that protectiveness toward Aitana, that mature bastion, behind her back, which contrasted with childish traits when they were together and consumed by their age. And how could I blame him for his hostility toward me, if he truly believed I wasn’t innocent... and if his anger was for the harm caused not to him, but to Aitana.

And if his personality was exactly like in the novel, so were his physical appearance and attraction. And despite my anger with my husband at that moment, I reserved a few seconds of recognition for his ability to write, to capture reality in such a strict and precise manner. Not just his personality, but also his physical appearance, his white chest, his gold chain, the folds of his ill-fitting clothes, his dominant yet timid gaze, as if even he couldn’t control it. And his physical attractiveness: brazen, innate, untamed; and his expressions when he wanted to intimidate someone, like when he had mentioned his hard member, trapped and uncomfortable under his pants... Sebastián had represented and described him impeccably, and everything I had felt when reading it had multiplied upon experiencing it as real and so close to me.

I was driving down the avenue again. Diego had gone ahead and I couldn’t see him anymore. And I knew I would talk to Aitana; I didn’t know if to apologize, as I found it hard to envision a completely sincere apology without feeling entirely responsible, but I did want to talk to her about something else, the only thing I still needed to know and that only she could reveal to me: whether Sebastián had been unfaithful to me with her.

Stopped at a traffic light, I could still feel Diego’s thumb on my lips... and his hand between my legs, gently brushing my underwear... and I remembered when he had squeezed my breast, and that “Mhh!” I had moaned when feeling his strength... his vigor... upon me. And I couldn’t stop getting aroused, as I combined what I already knew about him with what I could imagine, having read it countless times.

I wondered if I would have refused had he tried something more, and I was frightened to think that perhaps not. I, who was practically twice the age of that nineteen-year-old boy, felt guilty acknowledging that he disarmed me.

And when I remembered the moment he had unbuttoned one button, I felt an enormous frustration knowing that I would never be Blanca again, that I couldn’t be her anymore after what I knew. And I couldn’t be her, moreover, once I had met the real Julián. And how to contain that desire to be her once more, after having met him... But I knew it was impossible to return home as if nothing had happened; to return home, to Sebastián, and put on those clothes, that uniform, and pretend I hadn’t met them, and pretend my husband was that boy... and pretend that Blanca, that I, that Aitana... hadn’t fallen in love with him... and pretend that he probably had been unfaithful to me with her.

“Oliver,” I thought as I reached the straight stretch leading to that house. And it seemed incredible and at the same time terrible that I had kissed him... and that I had touched him where I had touched him. And it seemed like it had happened a thousand lifetimes ago. And I looked at the clock and realized that Sebastián and Helena would be landing in just over half an hour.

And shortly after, as I drove slowly, almost at the level of the house, I looked up and saw Diego’s motorcycle parked, but not Oliver’s car, from which I deduced he must have already left for the airport to pick up Helena, which gave me a small relief amid so much madness.

I parked my car in front of the front garden. I wouldn’t be more than a few minutes. I would get my phone and talk to Aitana; I would try to understand her, try to see that girl my husband hadn’t known how or hadn’t wanted to create, try to apologize and try to get her to tell me the final truth; and I would go home to wait for Sebastián.

I got out of the car, crossed the garden, and saw the house door half open. And then I pushed it, without hesitating too much. I entered the house and closed the door behind me. Everything was the same: the same light, the same silence, except that those papers were no longer on the coffee table in front of the sofa, and in the distance, in the kitchen, on the other side of the counter, was Diego, standing, eating something.

I moved forward. And he was watching me.

“I haven’t had dinner. Oliver has already left. Aitana is upstairs, in her bedroom,” he said.

“And my phone?” I asked.

“I’ll give it to you later.”

“Don’t you trust me?” I asked.

And he shrugged and gestured with his eyes toward the stairs. And I hesitated to ask him, to ask for his help, to help me figure out how to apologize to Aitana when afterward I was going to ask that girl if she had slept with him.

“Once you go up, to the right. Everything to the right of the stairs is exactly like in the book. So you’ll know which room it is,” Diego said.

And I began walking there, and climbed those stairs again, my heart in my throat because I had the feeling that whatever I discussed with that girl could change my life.

And I was also climbing with the guilty excitement I always felt when I noticed Diego’s gaze.

And I was climbing with the permanent frustration of not being able to be Blanca again once I had met the real Julián.
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I got on the motorcycle and started it. And then, while the air hit my face and I thought how fucking great it felt without a helmet, I thought about how the little deer had escaped me alive.

I had felt a brutal urge to kiss her. Right there, in her rich thirty-something’s little car. But not to kiss her the way I almost always kissed Aitana, no, to really stick my tongue down her throat. “Yeah, I should have wrecked her in her fucking car and stopped messing around,” I kept telling myself, and I could feel my cock rising, always at war with my underwear.

I tried to calm down and reconsider a bit, and I was still convinced that the bitch had known everything, absolutely everything, from the beginning. I couldn’t know from exactly what point. Maybe from the first time Sebastopolo had seen us fucking, or maybe from the fourth or fifth time. But it was impossible that she didn’t know. No matter how well-conceived Aitana was and how good an actress Alejandreta was. That was clear. And her look of surprise, the real one, had been when I told her I knew they played dress-up as us and that dressed like that they fucked like crazy people. Yes... that surprised face had been real, because the slut didn’t know that the sly fox had seen how she had unlocked her phone with her long little handjob-giving fingers... and she didn’t know that I had read those crazy messages from Sebastopolo.

“Damn... after touching her tit, after her little moan when I squeezed it hard, I should have taken out my cock, because, slutty as she is, she surely wouldn’t have resisted. After all, Sebastopolo fucked her a thousand times... while she thought it was me fucking her. Has she ever screamed my name? Maybe Julián yes, Diego I don’t think so,” I thought as I squeezed between two cars that were driving slower than my fucking grandfather.

“I wish she had sucked my cock. I wish I had reclined the seat, those fucking expensive and comfortable brown leather seats, and left the mast well raised for her to ride. Damn, what a ride that thirty-something old lady could have given me if I had pushed it... Shit!” I thought while I had no choice but to stop at a traffic light.

But I was also aware that I had gotten off easy, because when I had asked her about her favorite part of the book, the bitch could have said one, a specific one, that had been fucking humiliating for me. “There she spared me. She could have really screwed me over if she had mentioned that contraption... what a son of a bitch Sepastopolo is,” I whispered.

I finally arrived at Aitana’s house. I looked back and didn’t see AlejanTit’s black luxury car, but I knew she would be coming behind me: “She must have stopped for a moment to finger herself properly... since I touched her so subtly... Damn, I should have stopped playing games and stuck three big fingers in her...” I thought, and I looked around, and I didn’t see the car of the giraffe-like step-dad. So I got off the motorcycle, crossed the garden and rang the doorbell by the entrance.

It wasn’t long before I saw the living room curtain move, and soon someone opened the door for me. I pushed the door, entered and then pulled it almost closed, without shutting it completely, and I saw how Aitana, dressed in the skirt and shirt of her uniform, but barefoot, without shoes or socks, turned her back to me and walked toward the stairs; and, as she did so, she said:

“Tell me you haven’t chased her around the city like an idiot.”

“Well... something like that.”

“I can’t believe it... What a fucking character you are,” she said humorously, but I sensed she was somewhat sad, or tired. “Oliver just left,” she continued. “Is she coming for her phone? It’s over there,” she said, and reached the stairs, turning to point out to me that the mobile was on the kitchen counter.

“Yes. She’s coming, yes.”

“Well, when she comes, let her take it and leave. And then you leave too,” she said from the stairs, rudely, but I knew she wasn’t angry with me, nor did it seem she had any reason to be.

“And you?” I asked.

“And me what? I’m going to study until my mother arrives and then I’m going to bed.”

“How responsible... Hey. By the way,” I said to her.

“What?”

“That... yes... indeed... she wears... silky thirty-something rich girl panties... Much better than yours,” I said, provoking a bit, unable to help myself.

“Yeah, right? Come on...” she answered, not believing me, and I remembered that moment, in the car, and the feel of the extremely soft silk at the tips of my fingers.

And Aitana began to climb the stairs, not allowing me to reply, and I couldn’t believe she could continue pretending that nothing was happening there, that this was being a normal night. She had only slipped up by asking me for the password to Alejandreta’s phone and some small signal like when she had told me that... she wished I would fuck Alejandra, perhaps for revenge or whatever. Small oversights that reflected the obvious fact that, no matter how much she wanted to hide it, she was freaking out as much as or more than I was.

“She’s flipping out like me... but she’s a fucking ostrich,” I whispered and went to the kitchen, and saw Alejandreta’s phone, and hid it behind a fruit bowl, and opened the refrigerator and saw a chocolate bar that quickly fell victim to my voracity.

And, when I was about to start worrying about Alejandreta’s delay, I heard the sound of an engine, and then witnessed her entrance into the house, and it struck me again, and why not say it, it pissed me off... how hot she was.

She closed the door and walked through the living room. I watched her. Again she seemed quite confident. The button I had unbuttoned she hadn’t closed. I thought she wanted to keep the memory of her Julián’s touch... And her elegant walk across the living room was driving me crazy. And there I was, with my mouth full, always half-hard, being observed by that little tease, and so I said to her:

“I haven’t had dinner. Oliver has already left. Aitana is upstairs, in her bedroom.”

“And my phone?”

“I’ll give it to you later,” I answered without taking my eyes off that neckline... which made me want to drench it until it was completely white.

“Don’t you trust me?” she asked, playing innocent.

And I didn’t want to answer so many questions anymore and I indicated with my eyes that she should parade up the stairs; that since she didn’t want to fuck, only to tease, the only thing left for her to do there was to apologize to Aitana, tell her that the “Sebastopolo-Alejandreta” marriage had been very bad and talk to her a bit... enough to feel at least a little guilty.

“Once you go up, to the right. Everything that’s to the right of the stairs is exactly as in the book. So you’ll know which room it is,” I said, and she began to walk, with her executive cock-teaser high heels.

And again I found myself in the dilemma of whether to say something outrageous to her or to hold back. Always with the doubt of whether she just wanted to tease me and then make me look ridiculous or if really, with the excuse that she saw Julián in me, maybe I could... fuck her.

And then I thought about the hole in my plan that I had been hiding from myself all that time, which was that I had no fucking idea how Aitana would react when Sebastián’s wife showed up in her room.
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When I reached the top, I could barely see anything beyond darkness. About two meters to the right, there was a half-open door: Blanca’s room... Aitana’s room. Where everything, or almost everything, had happened.

I felt incapable. This was overwhelming me. I couldn’t process everything all at once. Oliver, Aitana, Blanca, Diego, Julián... The novel... Helena... Sebastián. It seemed impossible that Helena didn’t know what had happened, and I couldn’t understand how she had allowed it.

I couldn’t do it. I wasn’t capable. I stopped halfway between the last step of the stairs and that door from which some light was emanating.

I didn’t have the strength to offer those apologies, and even though I did feel partly responsible for what my husband had done, I didn’t feel capable of apologizing for something I had been unaware of and therefore couldn’t have prevented. How could I have suspected the novel was real...? How could I have imagined that Sebastián had done that with young people I didn’t even know?

And there was something that paralyzed me just as much or even more: I didn’t have the strength to ask about that infidelity; I didn’t even feel I had the right to ask that girl after everything she’d been through. It paralyzed me because I was terrified of her answer.

I heard footsteps behind me. I knew Diego was watching me and had noticed that I had stopped.

The sound of his steps coming up the stairs made me shudder. I knew he would be annoyed and would insist, but I couldn’t go on.

Soon I felt him upstairs. Behind me.

“What? Don’t you remember the house? The light is even on. It’s this second door right here,” I heard behind me, and then I turned around.

Face to face. Under a kind of dark veil, I could make him out mostly by the white shirt of his uniform, as it seemed to almost glow in the near-total darkness.

“I’m going home. I need to talk to Sebastián first,” I whispered.

And he remained silent. My pupils were adjusting to the absence of light, so much that I managed to decipher his face. Suddenly I felt the urge to kiss him.

My heart suddenly accelerated. And again, having him so close, I even felt rage at not being able to be Blanca ever again.

“Talk to him about what? You’ve always known everything,” he whispered with that voice from the novel, still not believing me.

He moved closer to me. Almost lip to lip. My heart was leaping out of my chest.

We looked into each other’s eyes. That intense green paralyzed me. I couldn’t breathe. For an instant I felt I was inside the book, I could almost hear the narrator’s breathing... about to order something obscene. And I knew I would obey if the order was for me, and that I would let him do it if the order was for him.

And then he came for me. His mouth approached. I could feel it. I could smell him. My body trembled. And I pulled back.

I couldn’t... It was too much. He was just... a boy... no matter how much he was Julián.

I backed away. I sighed. And he stared at me.

“It was obvious...” he whispered. “Look. I know what you came for. You win. I don’t care. You fucking disgust me, but I’m going to try to do you a favor.”

And after saying that, he walked past me and pushed that half-closed door: Aitana’s room.

And I could see a dim light coming from there. And a bed. And a bookshelf. And a closet. All with the exact shapes, colors, and arrangements... exactly as they had been described, exactly as I had imagined them.
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I entered Aitana’s bedroom leaving that cock-teaser behind, who I was starting to think might be even more disturbed than fucking Sebatopolo.

It was incredible how well she’d set the trap for me… and I’d fallen for it completely; the darkness: the bitch hadn’t turned on the hallway light. And her little face pretending she wanted action. And her little voice. And especially that button the little slut hadn’t refastened since the car, which had given me a privileged and clear view of the beginning of what promised to be sublime tits.

“What a fucking bitch…” I thought, remembering how she’d pulled away when I tried to kiss her.

And then, coming back to my senses, I saw, on the right side of the bedroom, Aitana who, standing with her back to the world, had her hands pressed against the desk; the desk where the endless pages that had been in the living room had landed.

She didn’t turn around despite it being obvious she’d heard me come in. “The fucking ostrich again,” I thought.

I walked toward her, who was barefoot but still wearing the navy blue skirt and white shirt. I approached while straining my ears, afraid that Alejandreta might leave, but working in my favor was the fact that the little slut needed me to get her phone back, so we’d still have to have that conversation. But I wanted much more, and I was almost convinced she did too.

When I reached her, I pressed my chest against Aitana’s back. And I expected a “stop” or a “go away,” but she said nothing.

Her body was warm. I rested my chin on her shoulder and inhaled the scent of her neck. I put my hands on her waist, and then she whispered:

“Why did I hear heels on the stairs?”

“Because she came up…” I answered, and she said nothing. So I pressed my pelvis against her ass. And my hands began to move up her body, up her torso, touching her shirt, but I wanted to touch something more.

I could feel her. I could feel her moderate voluptuousness under her uniform, and after having been so close to Alejandreta, and after everything I’d been through that night… I couldn’t understand how I could have been hard for so many hours without taking it out, jerking it for ten seconds, wherever, and finally getting some release.

“She came up… because she wants to watch,” I whispered in her ear, and planted a small kiss on her neck, while feeling her breasts over her clothes.

“Seriously? She told you that?” she said seriously, letting me touch her.

“More or less,” I answered, and I felt an enormous need to know if that bitch had peeked in, if she was spying on us, like her husband had done so many times.

But I didn’t turn toward the door. I moved slightly away from Aitana. I separated my chest from her back, but keeping my erect cock pushing against her skirt, against her ass, and I began to caress her back, delicately, running my index finger along her spine, in a simple path, from her neck until I reached the clasp of her bra, which was slightly visible in color and outline under her shirt; and then I’d skip it and continue with my finger, sliding it along the lower part of her back, over her shirt, until I reached her skirt. And then I’d start again.

And she remained still. And we both suspected it, but we didn’t really know if she was watching. And then I remembered what it was like to have an audience. But it was different. This time it was very different. I was much calmer than when it was fucking Sebastopolo who was watching. And I had the feeling Aitana was too.

And then I thought I heard a noise, a sound, coming from the entrance to the room, or from the hallway. And I thought of Alejandra. I wasn’t sure. Maybe it hadn’t been anything. But I wished she was watching. And I remembered how hot she was, that cleavage in the hallway… how much I’d wanted to kiss her… how at one point I’d wanted to rip open her shirt, pull down her bra and devour her tits… “Fuck… the tit-feast I could have had in the hallway…” I thought while feeling how my cock grew, under my clothes, but it could barely move as it was wedged against the skirt, against Aitana’s ass. And while I continued caressing that back, I imagined Alejandreta sucking me off with both hands, in the hallway, kneeling like a whore, and then my cock twitched, and Aitana, feeling it, let herself be pushed a little forward.

I then put my hands on her waist, and pushed a little. And it was as if we were fucking, against the desk, but we were completely dressed. And I wanted a movement from Alejandreta, to hear her, to confirm that she was indeed watching, but it was Aitana who moved.

She moved slightly away from me, turned around, facing me, and kissed me. And her kiss wasn’t as chaste as a peck, nor as involved as using tongue, but it was soft at first and vulgar afterward, as she started with just lip to lip and ended by slightly biting my lower lip, pulling on it a little.

“Ow…” I exaggerated.

“Is she watching?” she asked in a whisper.

“I don’t know,” I answered and I wanted to kiss her. I looked into her eyes and found her gorgeous. And I looked at her neckline, at her breasts, and they seemed bigger than usual, filling out the shirt almost like the woman Alejandreta was.

But if I wanted to kiss her, I wanted even more to know if that slut really wanted to play hard.

“Come here,” I whispered to Aitana, and took her hand, guiding her toward the bed. And she walked with me to there. To the foot of the bed. And neither she nor I looked back, toward the door.

“What... what do you want?” I whispered to her, somewhat nervous, but above all incredibly aroused.

“I don’t... I don’t know. What about you?” she responded, wrapping her arms around me.

“Screw her... Let her not apologize and just enjoy it. I don’t care about losing.”

“Apologize for what? And lose?” she asked and I shrugged. “Fucking me is losing?” she asked afterward, always in whispers.

“Her coming here, turning me on, laughing at you, and spying on us like Sebastopolo, that’s losing, but screw it...” I answered and couldn’t hold back anymore, so I turned around, and I saw her. Yes. There she was. The voyeur bitch. Still in the hallway, but watching. Always pretending to be prudish, but hornier than a goddamn broomstick.

And, changing my tone, I said:

“What are you doing there? Come in already, for fuck’s sake.”

And she advanced. Walked two or three steps. And entered.


CHAPTER 39

ALEJANDRA

11:36 PM

His voice had sounded so deep, so mature, that I felt as if he were truly the adult and I the child who had been caught doing something wrong. So I obeyed, I entered, thus acknowledging my guilt.

I entered and immediately he turned his back to me. And she, facing him, was hidden behind Diego, which relieved me somewhat, as I wouldn’t know how to look at her. I was supposedly going to that bedroom to get an answer to my final question and to tell her I was sorry for what my husband had done to them, but suddenly I found myself like him... like Sebastián... fixing my eyes on them as they kissed.

And that’s what they were doing: kissing slowly, standing in the middle of that bedroom, two meters away from me. In that bedroom that was exactly as it had been described: spacious, sparsely furnished for a post-adolescent girl; with just a desk, a window, a narrow bed, a large wardrobe, a cork board with photos and cards pinned to it, and a standing mirror with necklaces hanging on the right side. Even that, even that hook to the right of the mirror from which hung chokers, bracelets, and necklaces had been described with precision.

I wasn’t expecting another command. In fact, I wasn’t expecting anything. There was no reason for me to be there, nor did it make sense for them to be kissing in my presence. But the order came immediately, from Diego, without even looking at me:

“Sit there,” he said and extended his arm, pointing to the other end of the bed.

And I felt intoxicated by the space, by them, by everything being just as I had read.

And then she said something in his ear and I walked, and I couldn’t hear it, at least not enough to understand her. I passed by them. And perhaps I expected them to separate and for Diego to ask me to talk to her, but he didn’t.

I complied, and, sitting on the bed, almost on the pillow, I looked to my left and saw how they, standing, her with her back to me and him facing me, spoke in low voices and occasionally kissed.

And the situation was uncomfortable, but at the same time I felt a certain peace. And when I not only felt peace but began to feel that this, seeing them like this, contained a kind of privilege, I began to suspect I was going crazy.

I didn’t want to look, but I wanted to look. And I couldn’t know what they intended by kissing in my presence; perhaps just to play, just to provoke. Or perhaps they sought to exhibit themselves because despite everything that had happened, they somehow missed it; or perhaps what they intended was to humiliate me since my mere presence, even my obedience, could be sufficient proof of my unease and my excitement.

I, sitting, with my legs crossed, with my heart pumping blood at full speed, with my hands cold from nerves, and with an excitement that always intensified when that boy was present, could observe how a kiss became exaggeratedly libidinous, how they tilted their faces, how he maneuvered with her clothes, and how her navy blue uniform skirt fell to the floor.

And then, before I could react, he lifted the lower part of her shirt a little, allowing me to see Aitana’s buttocks, partially covered by white underwear.

And I knew that this wasn’t right. I couldn’t understand their intentions, but I knew I should leave.

“No...” Aitana whispered, between kisses.

And I knew it was madness. I couldn’t take it anymore. My excitement was uncontainable, but at the same time insane. I couldn’t believe that a woman like me was in that bedroom, watching, in silence, observing, how they kissed and how they groped each other... that couple, in their school uniforms, constantly reminding me of their exaggerated youth and that illicit taboo. And I knew that as exciting as it was, it was too bizarre to bear. I myself couldn’t allow myself to continue being that person, that excited voyeur in front of those kids.

I got up from that bed. And I passed by them. She was still surrounding him with her arms. And they were sticking their tongues in each other’s mouths... and their mouths were opening... And they knew I was leaving, but they didn’t stop, nor did they stop me.

I left that bedroom and sighed, and I didn’t feel relief, but a strange sensation of salvation, as if I knew that if I had stayed a minute longer perhaps the Alejandra who was amazed by them wouldn’t have been able to find a conscience to bring her to her senses.

I reached the stairs and thought about what time it would be and deduced that it couldn’t be more than fifteen or twenty minutes before Sebastián would land. And then I realized that I didn’t have my cell phone.

As soon as I realized this, I stood still. I turned around. And I hesitated. I hesitated whether to go down to the living room and look for my phone or return to that bedroom and ask Diego to give it to me. And I looked at that dark hallway, and hesitated. And that hallway reminded me of that encounter with Diego, of the last time I had him so close. And I remembered when he had tried to kiss me. And I thought that considering Sebastián had probably done something, or much more than something, with Aitana, perhaps I had been foolish not to let myself be kissed. I couldn’t believe that the prize of my kiss had been received by Oliver and not by that boy, to whom I almost felt I owed it, and that I owed it to myself.

I found myself thinking that I regretted not having kissed the real Julián.

Julián. Diego. He had it. He had my phone. I knew I had to ask him for it.

I walked down the hallway again. I entered the bedroom once more and saw them, almost in the same spot: she was barefoot, in her shirt and underwear, and he was in his shirt, pants, and shoes. They turned when they saw me. But I hadn’t interrupted anything; they weren’t kissing, perhaps just whispering, surely talking about me, and obviously I couldn’t blame them for that.

“Could you... please give me back my cell phone,” I said loudly, trying to project serenity.

And then he said something to her, something in a low voice that I couldn’t understand. And she, whom I found absolutely beautiful—blonde with long hair, moderately tall, blue eyes, and slender yet powerful legs—whispered to him:

“She doesn’t want to see Blanca... She wants to be Blanca... You don’t get it at all...”

“Please...” I insisted to Diego, while trying to make sense of why she was saying that to him.

And he was about to speak, but she got ahead of him. And, looking at me, a couple of meters away from me, she said:

“Don’t you want to be Blanca? Just for a minute... And then you can leave.”

“I can’t be her again,” I responded, surprised by her composure and embarrassed that she knew about that game between my husband and me.

“You can be her here. And for real this time.”

We fell silent. I couldn’t understand what she was proposing. I couldn’t be her again. Especially not there. And I also wasn’t comfortable with the way she was addressing me. Somehow above me. For some reason I distrusted her.

“Go over there. Open the closet. One minute and then you leave,” she said seriously.

And I couldn’t fool myself anymore. I considered accepting in exchange for Diego giving me my phone. I considered telling myself that I was doing it because obeying Aitana was my way of apologizing. But that wasn’t it. The temptation to be Blanca, just one more time, even though I didn’t fully understand what she meant or how far she wanted to go, was too great.

I didn’t judge myself. I was tired. I walked toward her closet thinking that I had been the victim, at least one of them, and that my husband had probably been unfaithful to me with a child, and that he had spent months deceiving me, and that I was the one who hadn’t demanded justice.

I reached the closet. I opened the door and Aitana said:

“The uniform ones are on the right. Take one.”

And I looked where she was pointing and saw two white shirts, hanging on hangers, and then I heard a sound behind me, where the bed was, and saw that Aitana had dropped her skirt onto it, the one Diego had removed.

“And the shoes are there,” she said right after, and I saw the loafers on the floor, next to the closet, with navy blue socks on top; loafers and socks which I understood were the ones she had taken off not long ago.

She was offering me her uniform, the one she had been wearing all day except for the shirt, which she was still wearing, but she was offering me an identical one, perhaps the one she planned to wear the next day. And I felt a guilty impulse mixed with excitement. And I knew it was probably the most sordid and immoral thing that had ever been proposed to me, even worse than my game with Sebastián; and I didn’t know what to do, when I began to hear, once again, how they were kissing.

Their kisses attacked me in two ways: first because they excited me and second because, curiously, they gave me privacy. And then I brought my hands to a button on my pink shirt, and unbuttoned it. And then another. And then another. My heart was pounding out of my chest. And I was aware of the tremendously fetishistic and even sick act I was about to carry out, but again the temptation to be her, just one more time, in her bedroom, in the presence of the real Julián, was so exciting and so tempting that it overcame all my attempts at resistance.

I took off my shirt. And then I took off my shoes. And their kisses once again gave me peace. And I was embarrassed about them looking at me, especially him, and I did my best to keep my back to them. And sometimes I heard them whispering, and then I would tense up. And when I brought my hands to the zipper of my skirt, I heard him say something I didn’t understand, and then her whisper:

“Shh... Leave her alone. Don’t look.”

And I felt that she was protecting me. And that perhaps I didn’t have to distrust her. And then I lowered the zipper of the skirt and it fell to the floor.

I then took a white shirt from the closet, and wondered whether to take off my bra or not. And then I looked toward them, and saw how they were devouring each other, how the sound of kisses intensified, and I wanted to gift myself that moment: I brought my hands behind me, to the clasp of my bra, while watching them. Sometimes he would lift her shirt from below again and I could see part of that firm, raised ass. I freed my breasts, but not before turning my back to them again, and I gave myself another moment, putting on her shirt, feeling the fabric on my back, but especially on my bare breasts, as I almost always did with Sebastián. But this was different. So different... because it was really HER CLOTHES. Blanca’s. And that excited me in such a sick way that I could barely breathe. The thin white fabric in contact with my bare breasts made me blush: from guilt, from the dirtiness, from the fetishism, and from how it excited me... to the point of feeling... although it embarrassed me... how my pussy had responded to it with a wetness that might be soaking my panties.

And I stopped hearing the sound of their kisses when I began to put on her navy blue skirt. And again I heard him whisper and her respond:

“Leave her alone... Kiss me...”

And I felt protected again. And I took her shoes and socks. And I sat on the bed. And I put on those navy blue socks, which were delicate and thin, almost like short stockings, first dressing one leg, and then the other, calmly, up to the knee, like Blanca; and then her shoes, which fit me well, like the skirt, like the shirt, which I then rolled up a little, just a little, as she used to do, and then I saw a tie hanging in the closet, and I hesitated, but I remembered that she rarely wore it, only if the narrator ordered her to.

And my heart hadn’t stopped beating strongly, never, even more with each garment I took, that I put on, and that I felt in contact with my skin.

And again I was aware that it was sick. And I judged myself although I tried not to. And I was embarrassed that they were witnessing how I agreed to dress up as Blanca, in front of them, in her bedroom. But they couldn’t understand that those levels of excitement... were otherwise unattainable for me. And I wasn’t going to give up experiencing that... despite all the shame and dishonor I felt.

I stood up and I felt like her. And perhaps it was absurd, since I had put on that clothing dozens of times. But it had been clothing like that... not... HER CLOTHES... like this time. I felt the smell... the touch of Blanca on me. It was me. It was her. I only needed Julián and the narrator. And I knew it was impossible, and that saddened me, but I valued the opportunity to be Blanca during that moment.

And then I looked at them. And they had separated a bit. And then I saw him. Julián. With his white shirt open, as it had fallen victim to Aitana’s hands, and with that gold chain around his neck. His white chest and his defined abs. His cheeks were flushed, probably from so many kisses with her... But, above all... an enormous bulge marked his uniform pants... like so many times in the novel... but this time... it was real, and it was in front of me... two meters away from me.

He was looking at me. And I was looking at him. We were Julián and Blanca.

And then Aitana, killing me, adopting a role I didn’t expect, taking the role that remained free, said:

“Blanca, come closer to Julián.”


CHAPTER 40

DIEGO

11:44 PM

I watched out of the corner of my eye as little slut Alejandreta, standing in front of the closet, began unbuttoning her blouse, and I couldn’t fucking believe it. To top it off, Aitana was distracting me in the worst way possible and completely shamelessly. And I was starting to get tired of trying to understand anyone.

Yes, Aitana was trying to keep me from watching Alejandreta’s show. She was ruining the spectacle for me. Because it was a fucking spectacle. And feeling up my girlfriend, and feeling her hands on me, wasn’t exactly a tragedy, nor were her kisses... but damn, a couple of meters away from us, slutty Alejandreta was taking off her little pink executive cock-teaser blouse. And if the cleavage created by one undone button had gotten me horny as hell, needless to say how my dick reacted when I saw her black bra coming into view... and it was nicely filled with her big tits.

After removing her blouse, she took off her hooker heels. Well, maybe they weren’t hooker heels. They were normal. But to me everything already seemed like a calculated, studied collection designed to turn me on. And not just the clothes, but the whole charade of leaving the bedroom only to come back immediately asking for her fucking phone. That bitch didn’t want her damn mobile, she wanted to act dirty.

And I couldn’t quite understand this dominatrix version of Aitana, telling the thirty-something slut what to do: “open the closet,” “my uniform shirts are there,” “my shoes are over there...” I didn’t understand a fucking thing about what Aitana was plotting, after having spent the entire damn night more absent than present, but I didn’t care anymore; I couldn’t stop to think about the reason for her change in attitude while she was shoving her tongue in my mouth, occasionally touching my cock through my pants, and while I watched over her shoulder as the thirty-something rich bitch prepared to fulfill some kind of weird perverted fantasy.

And there I was: kissing Aitana and sneaking glances whenever I could at Alejandreta’s show; that fucking show that was turning me on like crazy.

I watched as she, barefoot, in her skirt and bra, looked into Aitana’s closet, and I, unable to contain myself, whispered in a very low voice:

“Take off your bra... bitch.”

But what she did was put her hands on her skirt, and I was savoring the moment of seeing the panties I hadn’t seen yet but had already touched, all while thinking about how fucking insane she had to be to do this. So much so that she seemed even crazier than Sebastopolo.

And I couldn’t see the moment when she took off her skirt, because Aitana whispered in my ear, “Shh... Leave her alone. Don’t look.” And then she kissed me, and I closed my eyes to feel her tongue more intensely as it played with mine in her mouth.

The kiss went on and I touched her ass, covered only by her panties and shirt, a shirt I occasionally lifted a bit to touch bare skin and in case Alejandreta wanted to take a look at my girlfriend’s ass, in case she wanted to compete; and I also fondled her tits over her shirt, and then she lowered her hands and grabbed my cock, more firmly than before, though still over my uniform pants; and I trembled a little feeling it, knowing I could cum at almost any moment if she rubbed with any skill. And then Aitana whispered to me:

“My God, Diego...”

“What...” I responded while she grabbed my cock through my pants and while crazy Alejandreta took a white shirt from the closet.

“I’ve never... felt it like this... It seems like a...”

“Like what...?”

“Like... I don’t know. It feels like a steel bar...” she whispered timidly, and I, despite being nervous as hell, almost shitting myself over Alejandreta’s show, found that “steel bar” comment somewhat funny; ridiculous and comforting at the same time. And I knew Alejandreta could hear our whispers, but I didn’t know if she could understand them.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck...” I said afterward in a very low voice, while we kissed more tenderly; and she grabbed my member over my clothes, and I looked toward Alejandreta.

“What?” she asked.

And I didn’t answer. I just observed, trembling; watching how the little slut put her hands behind her back, to the clasp of her bra, and then turned around, giving us her back, and I was cursing everything, and she took it off; and despite her having her back to us, I could see how on both sides of her torso her breasts swayed, flowing slightly toward the sides of her body, extending wider than her torso... She was naked from the waist up in that fucking bedroom... and I was dying from how horny it made me... so much that I immediately felt a drop leak from my member and spread through my underwear, which I knew would reveal a viscous puddle... big and thick like never before when I took them off.

“Turn around... damn it...” I said quietly, frustrated at not seeing her big nipples from the front, or even from the side... I would have settled for that... And my girlfriend barely let me finish the sentence.

“If you scare her, she’ll back out... idiot...” Aitana whispered while Alejandreta, who was still giving us her back, put on the white uniform shirt. And I had to give up trying to look, and I let myself be carried away by Aitana again, and we started kissing again.

Our kisses were wet, deep, and hot. And she stopped groping my cock to start unbuttoning my shirt, and it was curious because while she was unbuttoning my uniform shirt, I sensed that Alejandreta was buttoning hers. I was being undressed and she was being dressed. And the kiss was getting dirtier by the moment, which told me that Aitana wasn’t in complete control either, but I still didn’t ask her what was behind her change in attitude.

And the kiss ended, and we took a breather, and then, after seeing how she had indeed buttoned up Aitana's uniform shirt, I whispered:

“She put on your shirt without a bra. It's hot in here... Your shirt is going to smell like her sweaty little boobs. Well, not so little...”

“Shut up... you pervert...” Aitana protested, but I almost felt like the least perverted one of all, and besides, I'd known for a while that something lit up inside Aitana when I said things like that about Alejandreta.

And then that thirty-something woman who was driving me crazy, for multiple and varied reasons, who looked toward us from time to time, like some kind of novice voyeur, as she permanently wore a rather ridiculous scared expression, picked up Aitana's skirt and began putting it on, and thanks to the movement I could see for a split second her black panties, which I was finally seeing.

“Damn, even her silky panties are glistening. They're calling to me...” I whispered.

“Shh. Leave her alone. Kiss me...” Aitana responded, in a slightly louder tone, loud enough that I knew Alejandreta the slut had heard it.

And another kiss, and me with my shirt open, all buttons undone, and my cock about to explode inside my underwear and pants. And me squeezing Aitana's breasts from time to time, which felt especially firm; and out of the corner of my eye seeing how the crazy woman, sitting on the bed and already wearing Aitana's skirt and shirt, was starting to put on her socks.

She was enjoying herself. I knew she was enjoying herself. Or at least she was more absorbed than before. She wasn't looking at us anymore. She was putting on those navy blue socks of Aitana's up to her knees, slowly, as if it entailed some kind of sick ritual. She looked flushed, nervous. She was horny as hell. And I didn't care how crazy she was, I could see how her breasts bounced a little under Aitana's shirt while she put on the socks and the urge to lift her skirt, pull aside her panties and thrust into her made me feel terrible; it made me feel so bad that I'd never felt like I could come without touching myself directly; I had the feeling that if I or Aitana just pressed my cock over my pants with a bit of skill, I would come.

And Aitana's tongue slightly in the air, tracing circles with mine. And I caressed one of her buttocks. And then the kiss broke off and I saw how Alejandreta, now almost completely transformed into Aitana, or into Blanca, was putting on her shoes.

And I trembled seeing that image: because that uniform, which on Aitana was boring and stuffy, on Alejandreta was porn. Hard porn.

And then, overwhelmed, almost panting from the perverse excitement I was feeling, I moved Aitana's hair away from her ear a bit and whispered to her:

“She's putting on your little shoes, the crazy woman... This is lesbian fetishistic transvestism.”

And Aitana said nothing. And Alejandreta's show continued: she rolled up the sleeves of her shirt, and again I couldn't believe it: was she imitating her? Was it a parody? Was she making fun of her or was it idolatry?

She then looked again toward the closet and didn't put on the tie; some girls in class wore it, Aitana almost never, practically only when Sebastopolo had ordered her to.

The bitch was nailing Aitana's image. Well, Blanca's, in her crazy mind.

And Alejandreta then stood up. And Aitana, upon hearing behind her the sound of her own shoes, in her own room, but caused by another woman's movement, moved a bit away from me.

And then I saw that cock-teaser completely from the front, without obstacles or kisses in between. And the truth was that the uniform fit her impeccably, at least size-wise, but it was at the same time strangely vicious and obscene. It was sick. It was disturbing. But it was also the most arousing thing I had ever seen. I stared at her to retain that image. To top it all off, her nipples marked the shirt like two switches piercing through the white fabric. “What massive nipples this bitch must have...” I said to myself as I fixed my eyes on her nipples and cursed that her areolas weren't visible through the shirt.

She looked at me then, again with her deer-in-headlights face. But now she was like a horny-guilty fawn. I thought that if her gaze could speak, it would be saying something like: “Oh god, he looks just like Julián from the book. How arousing all this is.” But I didn't trust her. She had played me before. The more she turned me on and the more weird things she did, the more I got the feeling she was going to leave me high and dry.

And when I was expecting a “what am I doing?” or a “okay, I've been Blanca for a minute, I'm leaving,” it was Aitana who spoke.

And, surprising me, acting as if she were fucking Sebastopolo, and in a firm voice, she ordered her:

“Blanca, come closer to Julián.”


CHAPTER 41

ALEJANDRA

23:51

I froze. The charged atmosphere in the room was suffocating me. Aitana’s tone overwhelmed me. And Diego no longer existed; he was Julián. He was Julián in his perfect description and maximum expression.

Standing still, I felt the contact of that uniform against my skin so intensely that I felt I was no longer myself. That I had transcended my being. And I wanted that other “self” to be Blanca, but it wasn’t completely, because I lacked her courage and, above all, the connection with Julián that she had.

“She’s not going to do anything. She just came here to tease,” Julián said, seeing my rigid posture.

And the nerves that attacked me every time he spoke to me, or when he talked about me in my presence, revealed that I also lacked the serenity that Blanca possessed. Blanca wasn’t intimidated by Julián, but I was.

And it was he who then walked toward me. And I looked at Aitana, who had established herself as the narrator, and therefore as director and authority, but this time she wasn’t saving me, wasn’t protecting me; she wasn’t raising her voice to prevent that boy from approaching.

He stood in front of me. I looked at his white, hairless torso and his defined abs. I could see them because Aitana had unbuttoned his uniform shirt between kisses. Perhaps she had prepared him for me, perhaps she had had this in mind for hours, or perhaps not. But, whatever the case, I had to stop this. This couldn’t happen. It shouldn’t happen.

I then looked toward the bed positioned between us and Aitana, and saw my pink blouse, my bra, and my skirt… and I felt ashamed. And I could feel her shirt against my breasts, and it excited me, but at the same time I felt depraved… perverted… And I had to stop it. And a “I can’t…” echoed in my head. And then Aitana, before I could say it aloud, whispered:

“Caress her…”

Her voice had come out soft and sweet. And I looked at her: barefoot, in her underwear and white shirt; identical to mine, which was hers. Her golden hair seemed even longer and more brilliant to me. And her gaze evoked fragility, but also serenity. Her words resonated with a kind of compassionate authoritarianism.

“Seriously…?” Julián asked, much harsher, as if he were always on the verge of disrupting everything, and making a face of disapproval, showing that he probably found that order too trivial.

I didn’t have time to move away or protest. Suddenly a finger caressed my face and then my chin. Julián had approached me, leaving me breathless, and then had extended his hand to my face. Those caresses, subtle, made me tremble; and their subtlety might make me think he was seeking some kind of reconciliation, but that wasn’t the case, and I knew it wasn’t by what I saw in his eyes; I still saw anger and lust in them, and I felt it both when he looked into my eyes while touching me and when he looked lower: at my torso, at my breasts. He was devouring me with his eyes and I, with lifeless arms, let him continue with those caresses, and sought a way to rid myself of guilt for not stopping him.

His hand soon took another path. He caressed my neck and then my neckline. And I looked into his green eyes and thought that the touch of those soft, skilled hands didn’t disappoint. Neither did the body scent he gave off: oppressive, substantial, strangely carnal. And, while I was distracted evaluating his harmless similarities to the novel, I fell into something I knew was inevitable: while he caressed my neckline with the back of his hand, I looked lower, I looked toward his crotch, to check if that would also be like in the novel, and I trembled again upon noticing that disproportionate bulge. And perhaps that trembling was perceived by him, and perhaps he had looked into my eyes and discovered me, but, the instant I saw that brutality marking his pants, he brought his hands to my breasts, over the uniform shirt, and then whispered a “Damn…”, brazen and aggressive, that disturbed me.

And my heart was beating hard, and all three of us were affected by that change: from subtle caress on my neckline to crude groping of my breasts, because the narrator said:

“Mistreat her a little… but over her clothes.”

As soon as I heard her say that, I knew it was familiar. I knew that it had been written, had been read, had been part of the novel, in a specific scene. Aitana seemed to know Sebastián’s work as well as I did. Probably even better, since her actions had been lived, not simply represented. And again I witnessed how Julián made a gesture of disapproval at the order, as he wanted more.

My excitement at having so close to me the boy I had fantasized about so many times prevented me from fleeing from there, even though I knew that my escape would be the only right thing to do. And then, while he roughly squeezed my breasts over the shirt, while I felt his touch forcefully, I told myself that I was Blanca, and that he was Julián. And, while he circled around me, positioning himself behind me, and pressed his chest against my back; and while I felt his cock pushing against my skirt, my ass, and while he surrounded me with his arms and brought each of his hands to my tits, and squeezed them, over my clothes, I told myself that we were Blanca and Julián, and that we were part of the novel, that we were in that world, that this wasn’t entirely real; as if I were truly starring in a kind of second part of that “I’ll Tell You Three Times.” That was the first way I found to rid myself of guilt.

While he groped me, squeezing my ass with one hand and my breast with the other, I looked toward the narrator, toward that Aitana who was watching us with seriousness. Flushed, tense, she watched us, but didn’t try to connect with me, or with him. And I felt that she was only connecting with herself, that she was doing this for herself, but I still didn’t know why.

Feeling Julian’s cock nestled between my buttocks. Feeling his hands on my breasts, using his fingertips, trying to awaken my nipples. Feeling his breath on my neck. Feeling his half-naked chest against my back, made my sex beg for mercy. My heart pounded thunderously every time I suspected my panties were falling victim to my pussy’s excesses... and my pussy was falling victim to Julian’s excesses.

And he positioned himself in front of me again, and then the mistreatment ordered by Aitana did occur. A kind of humiliation against which I once again searched for Blanca within myself to avoid being tortured by guilt. Julian spat into one hand... and I knew what was coming because it had already happened in the novel. And how could I avoid it if I had fantasized about it, recreated it, and made myself cum imagining that it was really happening with Julian. With Julian, who was the one about to do it to me.

He spat into the palm of one of his hands. He smeared his hand with his own saliva... and he touched me. He was wetting my breast, the shirt, with his saliva. I felt his dense moisture, and half-closed my eyes. I felt it so intensely that it seemed like everything I had experienced until that moment had barely been worth anything; it had lacked intensity. I felt my nipples awakening, but I didn’t care, the pleasure was greater than the shame. And more saliva on his hand... and my other breast was attacked. He was wetting me, caressing my nipple over the white fabric and then lifting my breast slightly with his whole hand. I, dressed as a schoolgirl, with my shirt soaked at the level of my breasts, my nipples, felt extreme wetness on my breasts... and in my sex...

...And with each caress, each wetting, each time he lifted one of my breasts, each time I felt my nipple hardening, each time I watched how he looked at me, each time I brought my eyes back to that brutally bulging crotch of his, my sex punished my panties again, demanding they contain a wetness not as copious as the one soaking my shirt, Blanca’s shirt, from Julian’s saliva, but a thicker, guiltier and more obscene wetness.

I knew that all that saliva created a scene where my nipples and areolas were showing through the shirt. And he observed his creation, and whispered something, probably to himself. And I felt that in some way he admired my body, but at the same time despised my being. And I didn’t blame him.

And then I looked down and felt overwhelmed: with my tits soaked, with the shirt drenched by his saliva, I saw my large, excited breasts in front of him... when suddenly he complied with the narrator, performing that excess, obeying that “mistreat her,” and he struck subtly, with an open hand, with his fingers, on one of my wet breasts. I trembled again feeling his slap. And again. And again. He was hitting my wet breasts, over the uniform shirt, with indifference, with a mixture of desire and apathy. And I looked at him, and tried to maintain the composure that Blanca would maintain. And again my pussy told me that this was unbearable.

And I protested in small moans that I didn’t know if he perceived. Minimal “Ah...” sounds that I prayed he wouldn’t hear. And I felt my breasts dancing under the shirt after each slap, until they returned to their place. My chest swelled with my breathing and the temptation to reach out my hand to touch him was almost uncontrollable. Every time my eyes went to his turbid gaze I felt I needed to kiss him. Every time my eyes went to that exaggerated bulge I felt the need to know if it truly concealed the greatness depicted in the novel.

And another slap, and a small “Hhm!” that I let out. And my mistreated tits. And my wet shirt. And my nipples tearing through the fabric. And my dilated areolas. And another touch of contempt, and another “Hhm!”, and again my sex moistening panties that understood nothing.

And I felt he was going to speak, and I expected his contemptuous phrase, but finally he said nothing. Again he contemplated his work and then brought his hands to my skirt. A skirt that he began to lift... and I shivered with embarrassment... My thighs were being uncovered, and I didn’t stop him. I didn’t stop him and told myself that Blanca wouldn’t stop him. And my black panties came into view and I implored, first to him, and then to her, with my gaze, not to do it, not to expose me... But no one saved me. I instinctively brought my hands to my skirt, holding it at my waist, and I knew my panties would disarm me. And then he pressed against me, put his lips in front of mine... and began to caress my thighs. Looking at me. And my skin was getting goosebumps. And I felt my nipples digging into his chest... And first on the outside. And then on the inside. And I felt the tips of his fingers on my burning thighs. And I knew he was exceeding himself, that the order had been clear and had indicated that the caresses should be over the clothes, but I said nothing, I said nothing and then he killed me, disarmed me and destroyed me... bringing two of his fingers to my pussy, over my panties; he felt and I knew that wetness was unsalvageable, impossible to hide... And he, in my ear, pushing his fingers slightly into my pussy, feeling the wetness of my panties and the disastrous expansion and bulging of my sex... whispered:

“What a fucking bitch...”

And I accepted his insult. My excitement was obvious. But I accepted it mainly because a large part of me wanted him to continue, and I wanted it because the arousal and excitement at that moment overcame my feelings, which were still there, feelings of shame and embarrassment.

But he didn’t go too far with that touching; instead, what he did next was to pull slightly on my panties... toward him, toward himself... thus unsticking the panties from my pussy, thus revealing matted and wet pubic hair, which he didn’t see, as he was looking into my eyes... And, while he kept my panties like that, separated a few centimeters from my pussy, and while I felt that perhaps they hadn’t completely detached from the most secret part of my sex, as the extreme wetness of that specific point still made them adhere, he whispered to me:

“We need to air this out...”

And I sighed. And he put my panties back in place, covering my sex. And then he moved a bit away from me. And a girl’s voice, beautiful, once again as sweet as it was authoritative, resonated through the bedroom:

“Blanca, kiss Julian.”

Her voice came out with such weight, and there was such similarity to what I had acted out so many times, that it almost seemed like I should kiss him as part of the next step. But there I stopped. And perhaps it was absurd, since a kiss wouldn’t entail more gravity than letting myself be touched as I had allowed. Perhaps a kiss wouldn’t break more taboos than having let him caress my sex over my panties, or having let him grope, wet, and slap my breasts over my shirt. But I had the feeling that kissing Julian would mean no possibility of turning back.

“Obey, bitch. Isn’t this what you play at? Well, here it is,” Julian whispered in front of me.

And I knew it made no sense. And I felt ridiculous, clutching my uniform skirt, pulled up to my waist, with my black panties exposed, wearing Aitana’s socks and loafers; with her uniform shirt wet at the level of my breasts, with my areolas and nipples showing through the fabric because of the moisture, his saliva... But I couldn’t... I felt it was too much, that it was madness, that they were just kids... that the anguish would be unbearable if I agreed to this.

And then he brought his face closer and I turned my face away, and looked toward Aitana. And a shiver ran through my body. Her gaze had changed. My inaction had enraged her. I understood that she needed me to obey. And while feeling Julian’s breath on my face, I understood why she needed it.

I felt a kiss on my cheek. Julian was kissing me. Julian wanted to convince me. He wanted to make me fall. Perhaps he also suspected that if he got the kiss, I wouldn’t be able to stop him anymore. And then he brought one of his hands to one of my breasts, and squeezed, over the clothes, and I whimpered, and I felt his bulge pushing against my panties. Completely pressed against me, he harassed me, while I looked toward her.

I looked toward her and saw that eagerness, that need... that need... for justice. I understood that she was seeking revenge, a revenge that she hadn’t wanted or hadn’t been able to carry out with Sebastian.

Julian squeezed my breast and I let out little “Ahh...!” sounds every time he groped me forcefully, and his kisses on my cheek gave way to something more obscene, much more obscene, as I felt his tongue on my face, on my cheek: he was slightly licking my face turned toward Aitana, and I put my hands on his hips, trying to stop him from pushing me so much with that rock-hard cock that wanted to escape his pants. And again I looked toward Aitana and saw that need for justice, that channeling of her anger through me; her revenge through me. And the more rage, the more sadism in her orders, the greater would be her retribution.

I then felt Julian’s hand on my face; he was turning me. Mouth to mouth. My eyes left Aitana. I felt his lips on mine. And I don’t know what happened. But I felt obligated. It felt right. For her, for him, and even for me. I felt his mouth open. And mine. And when I felt his tongue in contact with mine, I felt a shock throughout my body. I felt like I was holding onto him to keep from falling. Our faces tilted. He held my face, and then my neck, with one hand; the subtle hand. While the dirty hand remained on my wet breast. The kiss was wet, fluid, fast. It fit. We understood each other. It was kissing Julian. Julian and Blanca. The kiss was real. It gave me warmth. My heart was exploding. My sex was throbbing. Everything was loose and yet tense at the same time. His kisses made me feel more than I had ever felt. The fiction of the novel merged with the most intense reality. And I felt like Blanca, absolutely, for the first time, so much that I felt a strangely deep affection. And not just for him, but also for her; willing to be the channel through which she executed her revenge.

Julian then pulled away. And I looked at him, and then wanted to look at the narrator, to tell her with my gaze that I had complied, as I was willing for her to find justice, but then she, with a more regal voice, more haughty, harder, said:

“Diego... undress her... and kiss her breasts.”

And then I didn’t dare look at her, and what came next was part of that revenge, and I didn’t refuse, but I feared that as I complied, she would demand more and more from me.

I felt Julian more aroused. More ardent. Perhaps because of the kiss. Perhaps because of the order. But he brought his hands to my shirt without further delay. His role was the simplest: to physically perform as Julian and satisfy his girlfriend’s desire for revenge as Diego.

Yes, what came next was rougher and more bitter. Julian began to unbutton my shirt with an eagerness more characteristic of Diego toward Alejandra than of Julian toward Blanca. And I let him. One, two, three, four buttons and he pulled my shirt out from my skirt, and then opened it. He opened it and feasted his eyes on my frontal nudity. My breasts emerged large and voluptuous; they flowed down my torso and pointed up at the end. I felt shame and arousal in equal parts. And his face of lust, suddenly more childish and impressionable, disturbed and overwhelmed me.

After feasting with his eyes, he then did so with his hands, and afterward with his mouth. And I found myself neither avoiding nor disapproving of his brutality, either because I was accepting the punishment on Sebastián's behalf or because something new was awakening in me.

Yes. He was rough. He was merciless. He was severe. He was cruel. He squeezed one of my breasts and spat on it. He squeezed my other breast and licked it. He returned to the first one and bit it, seeking my complaint. He hunched over in front of me and devoured me greedily, as if he were claiming a coveted prize. He spat, licked, bit and squeezed and humiliated my breasts without any restraint. And I felt each bite and each lick again with a suffocating intensity. And I felt pleasure, especially when he licked me; I could feel my nipple growing, a nipple that he then sucked. And it excited me... it excited me to have him there... kissing me, biting me, sucking me, between my breasts, and I came to rest one of my hands on the back of his neck, and then I looked at Aitana, telling her with my gaze that I accepted this, that I could handle this, that they had been humiliated by Sebastián and I was accepting the challenge of paying for it, if that was what she wanted.

With my shirt open and my skirt pulled up to my waist, I accepted the punishment, even when Julián sucked on my breast and looked up; even when he did that while squeezing my other breast and lightly slapping it. I accepted the punishment even when he bit it and looked at me, seeking my reaction, my complaint, looking for a protest or even a plea that would please him, but which didn’t come.

And Aitana’s gaze, which never ceased to surprise me, was one of disapproval, as if the punishment wasn’t really punishment if I didn’t suffer. And then, nervous, more restless, she said:

“Stop. Julián.”

And he moved away from me, slowly, and he wasn’t looking at my face, but at those devoured, soaked, and reddened breasts. He was contemplating the mess he had created on my body.

“Blanca. Take it out of his pants,” Aitana said somewhat excitedly.

And suddenly it was the novel. It was the novel because Julián put his hands on his hips. And if Aitana intended to make things difficult for me, she was making the mistake of taking me to Sebastián’s texts, because that way it was easier for me to comply without guilt. I was again moving between the reality of humiliating myself so that girl could find justice and the fiction of feeling part of the novel. And both things, both paths, allowed me to move forward.

I tried to hide my impression. I tried to keep my hands from trembling as I reached for it. I thought about caressing over his clothes first so that I would be the one setting the pace. But that wasn’t the order. So I went directly to the zipper of his crotch, and from there everything went wrong. Everything went wrong because I trembled, everything went wrong because I wasn’t able to pull it down while looking at that enormous bulge, and everything went wrong because Julián whispered a “relax...” that didn’t seek shelter, but mockery.

When I managed to lower that zipper and slipped my hand through the perfectly aligned opening of pants and underwear, I couldn’t bear the impact. The size, the thickness, the moisture, the dark color of what I was freeing. I pulled his cock out through the gap and his cock was already exposed. His glans, purplish, was exactly as I had imagined it; exactly as I had dreamed it. That head was perfect in its shape and impressive in its size; from the tip hung a thick, long thread, almost to his knees, almost as if he had already ejaculated. The touch was rock-hard. The length intimidating. The dark color contrasted with the whiteness of his skin. A wide, violet vein guarded everything. His skin was rough and his hardness was so extreme that it displayed a vigor that frightened. My heart was pumping blood uncontrollably as I continued discovering everything... also pulling out his large, tight balls through that gap I had opened. It was a monstrosity, but it was impeccable. It was imposing, and at the same time hypnotic. A large cock, but proportionate. And my eagerness to cover his glans with its skin, once, to then uncover it again, was so intense that it made me tremble at the mere thought of the possibility. And I accompanied all that movement with some whisper of impression that I didn’t know if he heard.

“Blanca... Kneel down,” Aitana said suddenly.

And then I knew she was coming for me. That she wanted to seek her justice as soon as possible. And I didn’t flinch. I complied. I obeyed.

I released Julián’s member. I rolled up my shirt a little. I observed my wet breasts, but no longer so reddened, and then I knelt down.

I knelt in front of that cock that wasn’t pointing at me, as it was so hard, so plethoric, that it was pointing at the ceiling.

“Suck... his balls...” Aitana said suddenly. Sadistic. And I could see that she was leading me into a dead end, as the limits of her cruelty were beginning to be placed in places that I sooner or later wouldn’t be able to reach.

And I hesitated. His balls were exposed to me. It was Julián. I was Blanca. But... I knew that this crossed a barrier... that this was sex... with that kid... with that boy, a student... who was still in school... And his cock was beautiful, and his balls perfect... and everything fit if I was Blanca and he was Julián, and everything made sense if I could fulfill for Sebastián and that girl, with whom I felt a strange bond, could take her revenge... But it was sex. It was sex with him.

And I felt the eagerness in him. And the eagerness in her. And then something happened: she changed her tone again, and something awakened in me. She insisted by pronouncing a terribly authoritarian and despotic “Blanca, suck them.” And something happened... Because I wanted to. I wanted to comply. As if a longing for submission invaded me, but at the same time I felt it was ancient, as if that desire had been gestating since my beginnings with Sebastián, since the first times we had enacted the novel.

I brought my mouth closer to that cock that radiated sex, in its shape and smell. I cut that liquid that hung, that liana of pre-cum that dangled from the tip of his cock with my hand, and extended my mouth… and stuck out my tongue… and gave a lick to those balls… which I lifted… with my tongue, and which I felt heavy… and rough… and rugged… And I felt aroused… I felt my pussy soaking my panties again… And I heard Julián moan then… an “Ohh… Fuck”, heated and lustful… and then I felt not only excited but also comforted.

I, with my hands on my thighs, licked his balls. I lifted them and let them fall. And my submissive behavior excited me, and his moans of pleasure flattered me… And I closed my eyes and exaggerated the movements of my head.

I was eating his balls, dressed as a schoolgirl, feeling her borrowed shirt, which sometimes closed over my breasts due to my own movement, while the owner of the clothes gave us orders.

And then a sound startled me. But I continued. I didn’t open my eyes. I kept licking while a sharp sound disrupted our battle. And I then heard Aitana walking, and afterward, out of the corner of my eye, while I continued licking and while Julián placed one of his hands on my head so I wouldn’t stop licking, I saw Aitana grab her mobile phone, answer it, bring it to her ear, and then say:

“Yes? Tell me, mom.”

As soon as we heard her speak, Julián pressed my head more firmly with his hand so I wouldn’t move away from there. He didn’t want me to return to reality, my reality, which was none other than one in which a married woman, twice his age and dressed in his girlfriend’s school uniform, was kneeling and licking his genitals… He wanted me to remain immersed in the illusion that I was Blanca. And his momentary success lay in the fact that I was also clinging to that fiction and to a kind of genesis of enthusiasm for my own submission.

“Yes, I was awake. I’m studying,” Aitana responded to her mother, and I couldn’t quite place her, but I could feel her walking around the bedroom. And I felt Julián’s hand pushing me subtly and rhythmically toward him. And I stuck out my tongue and licked with the tip under his balls, near his anus, and I soaked in his smell; a smell of sex, a compact, thick smell, and I felt the rough texture… and then I used my lips to coat the area more, and then I pulled a little on that rough and full sack, carefully, with my teeth and lips, making him tremble… which encouraged me, while Aitana continued talking with her mother.

“How long will you be? Half an hour?” she asked, and then Julián surprised me and moved a little away from me. Leaving my mouth orphaned.

“Only twenty-five minutes?” Aitana questioned, and Julián was killing me because, looking at me, meeting my gaze and altering the rules, taking advantage of the narrator’s distraction… he went too far: I, kneeling in front of him with my eyes open, felt a new touch on my face… Julián was resting his enormous cock on my face… and giving me a little tap with it, and I felt its extreme weight, its solidity… its vigor… and its hardness. We still looked at each other despite half my face being covered by that long, dark enormity.

Aitana was saying goodbye to her mother and I could feel her walking around the bedroom again, when something happened that deep down I knew would eventually occur. It was a connection that managed to calm me. My nerves, my pounding heart, my trembling hands… everything was appeased for a moment. He looked at me and I looked at him. And despite him resting his cock on my face, despite my wet breasts, despite that uniform, despite Aitana being present… he questioned me with his greenish gaze and I responded. He demanded that I ask him for it. And I responded, affirming, without needing to nod or speak. Suddenly everything fit together. And I couldn’t deny that I wanted it as much as he did. My hard nipples, my excited and wet breasts; I felt the taste of his balls on my lips… my sex was dripping, soaking my panties incessantly. Whether it was Blanca wanting sex with Julián or Alejandra wanting to be Diego’s submissive… or perhaps a mixture… but I could no longer deny it. I could no longer deny that I didn’t want what he was placing on my face, but rather I wanted it… inside. Inside my body. So, with my eyes, I asked him to fuck me…

He didn’t smile. But he knew. And his harmonic beauty and intimidating youth mixed with absolute charisma and confidence.

But then the spell was broken, as Aitana’s footsteps were felt closer, and he moved away from me, removing that from my face; and she quickly reminded us that Julián wasn’t authorized to dominate me on his own. She quickly reminded me that I had to pay and that the more degradation, the more effective her compensation would be.

Now free from the phone, very close to us, and without punishing us for having exceeded her orders, as the real narrator would have done, she said:

“Blanca, put your arms behind your back.”

The novel again. Again she took me back and excited me because I knew what was coming. I obeyed.

After putting my arms behind me, I raised my face. And I expected recognition. A calm order. A usual proposal. But then Aitana, serious, furious and hurried, whispered to him:

“Diego, we don’t have time. They’re going to arrive any minute. Cum on her face and let her go.”

She was killing me. She was betraying the unwritten pact. I had fallen into her trap. I trembled at her anger and at imagining what might come if he complied.

She was calling him by his real name. It made me feel... like Alejandra. I was losing my excuse to feel excited... to feel turned on... It made all the hidden guilt surface.

And then Diego took one of his hands to his member and began to masturbate in front of me, immediately purring a desperate “Fuck... holy shit... I can't take it anymore!”

And I no longer had an excuse: I was Alejandra, a married woman, thirty-eight years old, dressed as a schoolgirl, with my wet breasts and the uniform shirt open, kneeling and showing my naked breasts in front of a nineteen-year-old kid who was masturbating in front of me. I no longer had the excuse of being Blanca. The reason I was still there, the reason I wanted that to happen was deep inside me, in a longing for submission that until that night I had not known.

That cock was being frantically jerked off inches from my face. My hands behind my back indicated I was all his. The tip of his member was repeatedly uncovered. It shone before me. I could smell it. That thick, sexual smell. That tip was swelling, about to explode. And I wanted it. I wanted him to pour over me. And I looked at him. And I felt tremendously excited. I felt my pussy opening... I felt incredibly slutty for craving that. And I didn't blame Aitana for her betrayal. She had no reason to save me. She had no reason not to betray me. And when I was already expecting the explosion on my face, as Diego's face was adorned with grimaces of desperation and incipient pleasure, he said at full speed:

“Fuck, open your fucking mouth... I'm putting it inside...”

And he came toward me. His cock came toward me. And I opened my mouth. And I felt an immense heat. And his huge cock fit inside my mouth. I felt its hard, soaked tip. And I kept my eyes open. And an “what an animal...”, overwhelming and impressed, was whispered by Aitana.

And I was waiting for his explosion in my mouth. And it excited me. I was expecting to start feeling how he would pour out. But he wasn't doing it. He wasn't coming. What happened was that another step was taken in my submission. A huge step executed by both of them: a few seconds after feeling his cock in my mouth, I found Aitana behind me, holding my head... and Diego, moving his hips back and forth, fucking my mouth.

I let myself go. I agreed to be these kids' toy. I didn't look for blame or excuses. My excitement overwhelmed me. And the magic of the novel was completely lost. Everything became bitter, rough; real. Diego emitted grunts of pleasure. Aitana held my head in place. That huge cock entered my mouth and left. I felt its greatness, its hardness, its masculinity. I saw his body moving away and coming closer. His trimmed pubic hair, his flat stomach, his open shirt, his expression of concentration and tension, even more than pleasure. The invasions in my mouth were brutal. He didn't push it very deep but the width of his member stretched the corners of my lips. And if his movements became rough, his words became even rougher:

“Fuck... little Alejandra... what a slut mouth you have...” Diego panted, and I kept my hands behind my back as best I could, often tempted to bring them forward to slightly stop his thrusts.

“Little Alejandra slut... what a pig you are...” Diego moaned, with half-closed eyes, moving his hips backward and forward, glorifying and enjoying his style and cadence.

“How clean it comes out of your little mouth...” he repeated every time he withdrew his member from my mouth.

And I didn't respond. I simply felt. I felt Aitana behind me sometimes slightly pushing my head against him. And I felt his cock entering and leaving my mouth. And with each thrust I moaned some slight “Mhhm!”, “Mhhmm!”, which overlapped with his insults.

And again Aitana prevented me from searching deep inside myself for the self-deception that I was Blanca and he was Julián, because after five or six intense penetrations in my mouth, she whispered:

“Diego, dude... come already... they're going to catch us.”

And then the indications and orders overlapped, and my feeling of not controlling anything reached levels that frightened me. But my excitement was already uncontrollable.

“Pfff...” Diego panted after Aitana's phrase, and began, again, to jerk off in front of my face.

“Pfff... I'm going to leave her covered...” he whispered, intimidating me, and his jerking accelerated.

“Alejandra, move the shirt aside. Don't get it stained,” Aitana said behind me, and I obeyed, submissive and horny.

“God...” Diego panted. “Hold your tits...” he ordered me, looking down. And I complied, opening that uniform shirt of Aitana's wider, taking it to both sides of my breasts; breasts that I then held from below, offering them to that boy so he could pour over them.

“On her face or on her tits?” Aitana asked him, as if I wasn't there. Playing at using me.

And then Diego sketched a half smile, snorted quickly, and said:

“Pss... everywhere.”

He then moved a little away from me. He wanted to show off. And I then became scared and excited, as I suspected that his first quality, which was reflected in the novel, might be real.

He was shaking. The gold chain on his neck tingled. His abs contracted. His legs trembled. His stress contrasted with my stillness. I, motionless, awaited the punishment. I, submissive, offered him my tits and my face. Dressed as a schoolgirl. I, at almost forty years old, in front of that boy who came directly from school.

“Look at me... Alejandreta, you little slut... Look at me... how I cum...” he panted, between gasps, trembling, almost half a meter away from me.

And it happened. He stopped. And exploded. I saw it come out. Dense, thick, extremely white. And he adorned it with a heart-wrenching “Ohh-hh!!” His dark member detonated in front of me. Excited and trembling, I received a first impact on my face, on my cheek; an impact so thick and heavy that it immediately fell downward, staining my cleavage and reaching one of my breasts. And I closed my eyes, but then opened them, as the second impact was taking time to arrive, and I saw his cock pulsating, and he wasn’t touching himself. And that was just like in the novel, that peculiarity of range and rhythm; and then he brought his hand back to his member and trembled again, and took a small step forward and I felt another impact on my face, on my other cheek, and even reaching higher, watering my forehead and reaching my hair.

And an “holy shit, dude...” was whispered by Aitana, impressed by his discharge and by my humiliation.

And another. And another. He released himself over me, changing the rhythm. With more eagerness, with more fury. And I moved my face after each impact. With my eyes closed, I felt how his semen reached my lips and I tasted a salty flavor, and then it reached my breasts and I felt his hot liquid; it watered my cleavage, even reaching my shoulder, staining Aitana’s shirt. And more on my face and more on my breasts. Semen was falling from my chin and he was panting. And Aitana was surprised, repeating childish “wow, dude...” that reminded me that I was the adult there, the punished adult. And I kept holding onto my breasts and trembled after each lash, and he repeated some humiliating and mean “Ohh...!”, “Ohhh!” “Fuck...!”, “Fu-ck... Alejan... dreta...!”, and then a terribly contemptuous: “Oh... I’m stain-ing... your... slut-ty tits...!”, while he discharged with six, seven, eight and up to nine thick lashes, proving that his fame was deserved, that he really came in that brutally abundant way, that the novel was real, and that the first of his gifts was absolutely true.

“Damn... look at the state you’ve left her in...” whispered Aitana, impressed by her boyfriend, while I, unable to open my eyes and tremendously excited, first felt how my panties were dissolving, soaked by what he had just done to me, and then I felt how he smeared the semen from my lips with the tip of his cock: he rubbed it over my lips, playing, from left to right and from right to left; I felt the hardness and the taste... and I surrendered again, and he took advantage of it... and he put his big cock in my mouth again.

“I’m in shock...” she whispered again, engrossed, while I welcomed his member and appreciated the change, because he was no longer fucking my mouth, but rather I was sucking him, more calmly.

“Look how she cleans it for me,” said Diego, as I used my tongue, inside my mouth, to embrace that glans that was still rock hard. And they talked between themselves, degrading me, and I moved my head, my mouth, back and forth, knowing that my entire torso and face were bathed by him.

“What a whore, dude...” Aitana said then, surprised by how I was behaving, humiliating me more, if that was possible, while I tasted the remains of his discharge from that cock, in a wet mixture of salty and sweet that only excited me more. So much that I was about to implore him... to beg him... to take advantage of the few minutes we had left... to calm me down... To calm me down in the only way possible.

I removed my mouth from his cock. I looked up. A large amount of semen was running down my cleavage and neck. I felt liquid dripping from my breasts and noticed it falling onto my thighs. And I knew I wasn’t in a position to ask for anything... but I asked him again with my eyes... Diego, that boy with the open shirt and penetrating gaze... to fuck me.

And he understood. And he said:

“What do you want, huh? Alejandreta tits. What do you want? Tell me.”

And I was about to beg him when a sound startled us. And Aitana exclaimed:

“No way...! Don’t tell me they’re already here?”


CHAPTER 42
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“Holy shit… look what you’ve done to her…” Aitana said, stunned by the cum-drenched whore that I’d turned Alejandreta into.

And, fuck, the most mind-blowing thing about it all, something I don’t think had ever happened to me before, was that it had been about four seconds since I’d shot my last stream of love juice over her big tits, and I was still as horny as before.

Because what was happening with that slut wasn’t even remotely normal. Aitana and I couldn’t fucking believe it.

Kneeling in front of me, with her skirt at her waist and Aitana’s little socks and shoes… The only clothing that was actually hers were those silky fancy-bitch panties. Dressed up. Ridiculous… And with her shirt rolled up and open, her big tits glistening with the cum I’d shot all over them. And her face… a fucking masterpiece… Cum was dripping even from her fucking eyelashes.

And the bitch didn’t even flinch. And she wasn’t fooling me anymore. No Blanca, no Julián, no book, no poetic bullshit. Excuses. The bitch got off on following orders and cum baths like you wouldn’t believe.

And I’m not a fucking psychopath, if I saw her suffering… I’d back off, but the bitch was enjoying it.

And before I knew it, I was thinking about all this while rubbing my cock against her lips. A fucking marvel. And she pretended she didn’t want to open her little mouth. But she definitely wanted to. I looked down and saw cum hanging from one nipple. The pink of her other nipple’s areola was barely visible under the amount of white cum covering it. And her face… fuck, her face… and the bitch wasn’t even wiping it off. So I pushed a little. Nothing. With my hips toward her. And, fuck, she opened her mouth immediately.

And she let out a super sweet “Hmmm.” I don’t think she realized it, but with everything we did, she decorated it all with a “Hmmm” of I don’t want to, but I do want to. Each “Hmmm” was a “what are you doing to me,” an “I didn’t want to,” a “well, okay, but just a little and then we stop,” but the bitch never stopped. No matter how dirty the act, no matter what Aitana ordered her to do, no matter how rough and mean I was.

She was sucking my cock. Fuck. Impressive. She used her tongue and did it with passion. Not a soft tongue caressing. No, a firm tongue making sure I felt it. It gave me an incredible heat. Her face showed concentration: a “this is my thing,” a “I do this like nobody else and I won’t hear otherwise.” She enjoyed doing it. She enjoyed doing practically everything. Although she occasionally made faces like she was overwhelmed. But overwhelmed my ass.

She moved her head back and forth, and more “Hmmm!”, “Hmmm!”; and I looked down and saw that white strand finally falling from her tit that had been making me nervous; and it fell on one of her thighs and she purred, feeling it, another “Hmmm!” “Hmmms” for everything and everyone. Fuck, even that turned her on, even feeling my hot cum falling from her tit to her leg.

“I am freaking out…” Aitana said then, and I got the feeling she wasn’t interested in giving more orders. That she couldn’t get any more revenge. Because I wasn’t stupid. I knew she had wanted to fuck with that Sebastopolo guy by fucking with his little wife. And I don’t know if it had worked out for her, because there… fucking Alejandreta… fucked, yes, but happy; humiliated yes… but horny as hell, so not much revenge there. But I did get the feeling that Aitana was satisfied anyway, and at times I even got the impression that she admired Alejandreta, in her own way. For being beautiful, for being dirty, for enduring all that without flinching, or because of some strange connection because it turned her on to dress up like her. I didn’t know, but there was definitely some kind of dirty, admiring bond.

And another “Hmm!” from Alejandreta. As if she’d noticed I was drifting a bit and wanted to get my attention. Like a little puppy. And I wanted to give her a reward, so I whispered to Aitana, because I knew Alejandreta got filthy if I talked about her as if she wasn’t there:

“Look how she’s cleaning it for me…” I said to Aitana, who was watching us, and I knew she must have been horny as hell too, but she was hiding it more or less well.

And another “Hmm!” from Alejandreta, and her head back and forth, and her caresses with her tongue on my cock were on another fucking level. And when the tip of my cock pushed a little against the inside of her cheek, she opened her eyes a bit, and that amused me as much as it made me filthy horny.

“That’s it… That’s it…” I whispered.

“I’m freaking out…” Aitana repeated, impressed, and maybe even taking notes for future occasions. And the more we talked, the more “Hmms!”, and the more her little body moved back and forth.

And then the bitch took the game to another level. She was giving us a lesson. She grabbed one tit, getting her hand all sticky, and her other hand went by itself behind her back; submissive by vocation. And she was eating me up without using her hands, twisting her head in exaggerated circles. And her tongue and mouth centrifuging. And then Aitana, emphasizing each syllable, whispered:

“Un… be… liev… a… ble…”

Yes, with one hand on her tit. A tit she could barely contain because it was a massive fucking tit, and with her other hand behind her back. Submissive on her own. And she really sucked it like I couldn’t even imagine possible, and she enjoyed it when saliva fell from the corner of her lips. A fucking drooler.

“What a slut, dude...” said Aitana, who was half amazed and half admired her in a fucking disturbing way.

And then Alejandreta woke from her cocksucking trance and moved a bit away from me. And my cock came out clean as a brand-new saber and hard as if I hadn’t just unloaded. And I remembered that bullshit from Sebastopolo, how he called this post-ejaculatory hardness “Julian’s second gift.” The first one was, and it was true, and his little wife could recently attest to it, that I came like a fucking stallion. Calling it a “gift” had always seemed fucking ridiculous to me, but it turned me on that his prissy-executive and timid-aggressive little wife Alejandreta was “enjoying” both “gifts” without him knowing.

His wife then looked at my cock as if she too was reflecting on that. And she started looking at me again, like she had all fucking night, with those doe eyes. And I, seeing what I’d seen, already knew there was no more pretense... she wanted it, and she wanted it now. She looked into my eyes, drenched in cum, and moved her hands to her thighs, asking me with her gaze for the obvious.

And my cock throbbed and I couldn’t deny that shoving it deep inside her was also my absolute priority. Just thinking about filling Alejandreta’s pussy made more transparent drops ooze from the tip of my dick.

And then I said to her:

“What do you want, huh? Alejandreta tits. What do you want? Tell me.”

And I felt she was about to ask me for it. I could almost hear her magic little words... when we heard a fucking noise, and it scared the shit out of me, and Aitana said:

“No way...! Don’t tell me they’re here already?”

For a moment, and I think all three of us thought it, we confused Aitana’s fucking phone with the doorbell, or with whatever inevitably meant we’d been caught. It was a split second until we realized the sound was coming from Aitana’s cell phone, screaming like crazy on the bed.

Aitana went for her phone and I looked down at Alejandreta, and she, kneeling, looked up at me; both of us wondering if that call meant the end of the party.

She answered the phone with a nervous, “yes mom,” while Alejandreta stood up in front of me. And she felt more substantial. Less insignificant than when she was kneeling there. But the amount of cum on her body and clothes seemed even more abundant.

“What are you doing?” I whispered, unhappy with the neo-submissive’s sudden unilateral decision.

“Oh... With Sebastián” Aitana was saying into the phone.

And Alejandreta trembled, though she tried to hide it, when she heard her husband’s name, and immediately whispered to me a timid “clean me...”

And then I felt some pity, but at the same time it was obvious she didn’t regret what had happened. And if hearing her husband’s name made her feel like a dirty cheating bitch, that wasn’t my problem. However, it seemed they also had their conflicts, vengeances and counter-vengeances, since that bastard Sebastopolo had also done his things with Aitana, and much earlier too.

“You want me to give you something to clean yourself?” I asked, enjoying seeing how white rivers ran down her tits, and how she could barely open one of her eyes.

And she nodded, with her arms extended, hanging dead. My one-eyed little doe nodded while from what we heard from Aitana, it seemed they were delayed because the three of them were going for a quick drink: the new stepdad, mama Helena, and fucking Sebastopolo.

“I’ll study a bit more,” Aitana told the phone, trying not to miss any detail of what Alejandreta and I were doing.

And then it occurred to me. And truly it wasn’t meant badly, but even as I was doing it I realized it could be misinterpreted. But I didn’t see myself going to the fucking hallway bathroom for toilet paper. So I took off my shoes, socks and pants, while Alejandreta didn’t understand anything and Aitana asked her mother how long they would be.

Now completely naked, with my cock still like a mast, I gave my blue underwear to that slut so she could at least clean her face.

And she took them, but didn’t dare bring them to her face. She didn’t trust me. Maybe she thought I’d done it to mess with her. And then I heard a whisper:

“Here, crazy...”

And I turned a bit and saw that Aitana had spoken to me, and, with her phone wedged between her shoulder and face, she opened a drawer in her nightstand and tossed me a packet of tissues.

And I had no fucking idea what her mother was talking about now, since she always rambled on like a fucking window blind, but it seemed obvious they were giving us a little extension.

Alejandreta, practically dripping cum, with one eye half-closed and my underwear in her hand, allowed me to use those tissues to clean her.

And the scene might have evoked a certain tenderness, but I just couldn’t contain myself. The meeker the little doe was, the more it turned me into a pig.

And I wanted to start well. Noble, fair and protective, I cleaned her eyes and then her cheek. But when I cleaned her mouth I couldn’t help bringing my lips there and tasting that mixture of trembling slut’s fleshy lip and the bitter taste of my own white vitamins. And when I cleaned a pastiness that was between her neck and the collar of Aitana’s shirt... I bit a little in the area I’d just cleaned. And then when... when I cleaned that areola full of semen... I couldn’t help it... and found myself sucking on her tremendous tit... I did it with my whole mouth open, naked and hunched in front of her, who protested again with her “Hmmm-mm!” at my bites. And then the other tit, which I put in my mouth eagerly while squeezing the other with my hand. The feel of her breasts in my mouth was soft and firm, and the smell and aftertaste of my own semen there didn’t bother me in the least. And I cleaned with the tissues, but afterwards clarified and polished with my tongue and lips. Each part that was washed was immediately afterwards buffed to a shine.

Then I moved up to her mouth and cleaned where it was already clean, and I kissed her, but she didn't open her mouth, leaving me wanting more. And, referring to what I'd heard from Aitana's conversation, I whispered:

“Looks like we have a little more time.”

And she didn't respond. So I placed another word in her ear:

“Ask me for it...”

And immediately after saying it, I moved down a bit. I positioned my face in front of her breasts that presented themselves to me gleaming; with Aitana's uniform shirt open; with her skirt, socks, panties and shoes, always reminding us that she was the one who had gotten dirty by dressing up, delighted and horny... And I brought one of her tits to my mouth again, but this time I bit it while looking up at her, and she shook her hair and protested with her little whimpers. Her typical “Hhmm!”, “Hhmm!” and some “Ah!”, “Ahh-hh!” that were more pained, more complaining, and dirtier, because she showed she didn't shy away from feeling a bit of pain in her tits. But she wasn't answering me. And I removed my mouth, and clung to her tits, caressing them with my hands.

And then, using my fingers to harden her nipples even more, I whispered to her again:

“Ask me for it... Let's stop playing games. No Julián, no Blanca, no orders from Aitana, none of that shit.”

And then we heard precisely Aitana saying goodbye and hanging up the phone. And there I was facing Alejandreta. And she facing me. Her in costume. Me naked. And then the bitch lowered one of her hands, slipped it inside her panties, and began to touch herself.

With my fucking underwear in one hand, which I didn't know why she wouldn't drop, and with her other hand digging under her panties... touching her pussy. Again the bitch was deviating a bit from her submissive role and acting on her own. And then I touched myself too. We were masturbating. We looked at each other... And Aitana wasn't saying anything. She wasn't coming closer. She was letting us do our thing. She understood that at that moment it was between the two of us. And I wasn't stupid. I knew she had gotten her revenge. I knew Aitana had wanted to screw Sebastopolo by screwing his wife, and that had been accomplished. And I knew... it was obvious, she had admitted it to me hours ago, that it excited her for me to fuck his little wife... but at the same time she didn't seem to have enough strength to order it.

Her faces. Her faces looking at me while she rubbed herself under her panties. The trembling of her lower lip. Her fragile look of “I'm horny, but don't judge me.” The dance of her tits from the agitation of her whole body. She furrowed her brow and again her lip trembled. Sometimes she rubbed faster and sometimes slower. I, however, maintained a constant rhythm, in a masturbation of long strokes. I felt my cock hard and hot. And sometimes she looked me in the eyes and sometimes at my shaking member. She didn't look like a schoolgirl. Despite the uniform she didn't resemble Aitana or our classmates. No. What my eyes saw was an almost forty-year-old slut dressed up to get horny.

I ended up moving closer to her. And it's that her kisses were fucking amazing. But she moved away a bit. I didn't understand why, but kisses seemed to be what she found hardest to give. She took her hand out from her depths and I put my hands on her shoulders, and I realized that there, on her shirt, there were also various wet spots, soaked through by me. And she finally dropped my underwear and put her hands on my naked hip, and I tried to make the tip of my cock rub against her panties.

We looked at each other. Both standing, face to face. And at times I was struck because she was fucking beautiful. Her glassy, large eyes, her fucking perfect nose... But I wasn't there to admire her, so I moved my hips so the tip of my cock pushed against her panties, seeking the entrance to her pussy... and I knew I'd succeeded when she let out a slight “Ahh,” and moved back a bit, and gave me an amazing lowering of her eyes.

And I pushed again. Forward and back. And I flexed my legs a bit to go almost from bottom to top. And another “Ahh...” as she felt my cock pushing there.

And then she whispered:

“It's still hard... like in the novel.”

And then I got fed up with all the nonsense. Because that “oh, what things we're doing, but I'm letting it happen because I'm obsessed with the book” was something no idiot would believe anymore.

And, while I continued my movement, pushing with the tip of my cock against her slut panties, and she breathed another “Ahh...”, I whispered to her:

“Leave Sebastián's fucking book alone. You're Alejandra. I'm Diego... And I'm going to fuck you.”

And she didn't respond. And I moved away a bit. And continued:

“Get on the bed and look at Aitana. And ask her for forgiveness. Ask her forgiveness for the husband you have.”

She looked at me and I thought she would tell me to go to hell. She adjusted her panties a bit and I thought she would leave. My forcefulness had to be too much even for her. She then looked toward Aitana and I thought she would apologize before telling her she had to go. But what she did was climb onto the bed, get on all fours... offering me her ass... and her face to Aitana... and... amazingly submissive, horny as hell... whispered forward:

“I'm sorry...”

My cock twitched. Aitana tried to hide her bewilderment. And as I stared at that hiked-up skirt, those black panties, and those buttocks offering themselves to me, I thought: “This slut is so into the submissive role that she can’t stop herself anymore.”

And I saw how her pussy, the lips of her pussy, bulged beneath her panties. And then I ordered:

“Pull your panties aside and apologize to her again.”

“Diego, dude...” Aitana immediately protested, but almost simultaneously another “Sorry” came from Alejandreta’s mouth.

And then she obeyed, unstoppable, unleashed, and reached back with one hand to her panties... And with her ass in the air, supporting herself with her other hand on the bed, on all fours, face toward Aitana and her magnificent ass toward me... she pulled her black panties to one side... offering me the perfect, clear view of two massive, fleshy, pink lips... glistening and long... crowned with a few black hairs... and my cock gave another twitch.

She had an incredible pussy. Much bigger than I could have imagined. A pussy of a woman in her prime. A pussy that transcended functionality to evoke uncontrollable lust.

“Holy shit... Fuck...” I whispered. And I immediately climbed onto the bed.

I put my hands on her buttocks, which were fucking hot. And I saw that tremendous pussy up close. And I didn’t know what to do. It truly impressed me.

But I knew that this sensation of feeling brutally amazed came not only from the beast of a body presenting itself to me, but because I couldn’t stop thinking about how far she would let us go. So I decided to stop thinking. To forget about the respect that deep down I felt because she was so much older. I figured it was clear that there couldn’t be any more tricks here... that the thirty-something posh woman was incredibly turned on and had discovered that the submissive role drove her fucking crazy.

I spread her buttocks slightly with my hands and the lips of her pussy separated, not before showing me a thick viscosity. I lowered my mouth while I felt Aitana walking around the bed toward me. I brought my nose to Alejandreta’s sex and inhaled when my face was almost touching her pussy. The smell was heavy and thick. The smell of sex. Of pussy. A smell that made my cock throb again. She felt me there and kept her panties pulled aside. Impeccable submissive. And then I moved her hand away and I was the one who pulled down her panties, to the middle of her thighs, and I felt that black silk with my fingers, feeling an extremely thick, pasty wetness... Alejandreta’s obscene fluids. And I whispered:

“Your panties are soaked...”

And she shuddered.

“Completely drenched... huh,” I repeated, running my fingers over that soft black fabric that seemed to be dissolving.

And then she, desperate, turned around and, catching me completely off guard, whispered:

“Eat me out... Or fuck me...”

And I gasped seeing her horny slut face... And her words had hit my entire body.

“Oh... my... God...” Aitana whispered instantly, beside me, also shocked.

And then I buried my mouth there. I sank my lips in. And my tongue. A tongue that I extended and tried to take to the deepest part of that incredibly aromatic cavity. I spread her buttocks with my hands and pushed in my face, my mouth, my tongue, there. And I felt her body trembling and heard her mouth sketching some “Ahh!”, “Ahhh...!”

I was eating her pussy. I was soaking myself in her salty, heavy flavor. There was nothing fresh there. It was thick. Condensed. And then I felt something on my head, and instantly knew it was her, Alejandreta herself, who had reached back to press me against herself. She herself was making my tongue go deeper into her pussy.

And I imagined myself from the outside: naked and kneeling behind that pussy; behind that girl disguised as Aitana; and her putting her hand on my head so I would eat her pussy properly; and it made me tremendously aroused.

And she continued with some “Mmm!”, “Ahhh!”, and then her hand released me and I pulled my mouth back a bit and focused on licking more on the outside, playing with those lips that, despite their consistency and thickness, allowed themselves to be manipulated and danced to the rhythm of my tongue, which distorted them, positioned and repositioned them. I also licked between them, looking for a narrow path, and the feel of her lips on my tongue was so subtle it almost gave me goosebumps.

And then I pulled back a little, and saw how transparent threads fell from her pussy and dripped back onto her soaked panties; and I no longer knew if it was my saliva or her fluids. And I went back to her pussy. I couldn’t stop. And I licked again, but doing it in long, quick movements, as if tasting a melted ice cream, and I heard again some “Ahh!”, “Ahhh!”, and then a longer and more surrendered “Ahhhh!”, which coincided with an invasion of flavor in my mouth, and I realized that the bitch kept releasing and letting out more and more of what had soaked her panties.

“How you drip... you bitch...” I whispered.

And she whimpered:

“Ahhh...! Mmhhhm...!”

“Look, Aitana... It’s like a damn leaky faucet...” I said, degrading her, but she never protested.

And again, nothing to think about. I positioned myself on my knees. Behind her. Finally. There was no turning back now. My cock pointed firmly. Her pussy displayed itself splendidly. Her face facing forward, waiting for penetration. Her uniform perfect below: impeccable socks and shoes; disheveled above: skirt gathered at her waist with drops of semen, shirt open and soaked with my cum. In the middle, the only thing that was hers: soaked, black silky panties that bound her thighs and tensed hysterically.

But then a strange sadism emerged from me. I felt it wasn’t enough that she had just asked for it. So I began to play... pretending I was trying to penetrate her, but failing. I aimed with the tip, brushed the lips of her pussy with my glans... and then veered off. And she purred some “Hhhmm!”, “Hhmmm!” each time she thought the moment had finally arrived, only to be frustrated afterward.

And it didn’t take long for what I was looking for to happen: she was finally the one who, with her waist and turning backward, began seeking a way to impale herself.

“What... an asshole...” Aitana whispered then, standing almost beside me.

And I, with my rock-hard cock, pushed her skirt forward a bit, and put my hands on her waist, and thrust with my pelvis. And then I heard from Alejandreta another desperate and subdued “Hmmm...!” And she, the filthy slut, searched for the perfect fit and coupling... and I deliberately failed again.

“Don’t be an asshole... Put it in her already... We don’t have that much time. They were just going to have a quick drink and come right back... and she’ll have to change...” said suddenly compassionate Aitana.

And then I pulled back completely. Ready to comply. My cock, straight, was already lining up.

Alejandreta, perfectly positioned, waited.

And then Aitana decided to take command again, though in an even more active way. She climbed onto the bed, got on her knees next to me; both of us facing those burning buttocks, facing that pussy from which sprouted two enormous lips, glistening and spread apart... and Aitana grabbed my cock firmly, and I felt her hand taking hold of it decisively...

And she said:

“Alejandra, push back.”
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“Alexandra, lean back,” said Aitana.

And I knew they were playing with me, he perhaps out of simple desire and sadism, but with her everything was different; with more nuances, more complicated; and I even felt a certain sense of protection. Sometimes I felt she hated me and sometimes she showed attitudes that reflected the opposite.

And I felt humiliated, but I had known for some time that in that humiliation lay the reason for my surrender. It had been quite a few minutes since I realized that the desire for submission that had emerged in me would alter and complicate my life.

I looked back and saw that Aitana, kneeling on the bed next to Diego, dressed in her white uniform shirt, identical to mine but buttoned and dry, was holding her boyfriend’s cock.

I then turned my gaze forward. Because I was embarrassed. I was embarrassed to give them, especially him, my face of pleasure.

Diego had destroyed me. His transition from Julian to Diego hadn’t diminished my desire and excitement. I could still feel his tongue on my sex. He probably didn’t know it... but he had almost made me cum... And remembering it, I still trembled from that mixture of shame and explosion that would have occurred if I had cum there, on all fours, disguised as a schoolgirl, with that boy’s tongue embedded... in my pussy.

Aitana whispered something to Diego after ordering me to lean back. And I didn’t understand it, but I didn’t want to delay any longer that evidence I so craved. And I leaned back. And I felt it. I instantly felt that this time, yes. I felt his young vigor. The hardness. The heat. I felt that burning member making its way inside my body. My pussy embraced that long, dark brutality with an ease that embarrassed me again. And I moaned. I gasped. I sighed. That I couldn’t help but give away. I panted a long, heartfelt “Hmmh-hhhhm!” It was me who was impaling myself. It was me who was skewering myself... aided and assisted by that girl who had lent me her school uniform so that I would finally accept and recognize what excited me.

My hip moved backward and drew a small circle, acting almost without my consent, showing off and revealing my eagerness. I took it all the way in and heard Diego’s “Fuck...” and Aitana’s “Oh... my God.” She watched while we felt the complete penetration.

That boy, his relentless cock, made me feel an immense heat. And another “Hmmm!” when I felt it even deeper inside. And I was proud that my sex was up to the challenge. His big cock fit and coupled in an impeccable and wonderful way. And I lowered my head a bit, hidden between my arms, and saw my hanging breasts, and felt my nipples brushing against the sheets.

With my elbows and knees on the bed, I gasped a disarmed “Ahhmmm!” when I felt Diego beginning to move his body back and forth. Penetrating me.

Diego was fucking me. That boy was fucking me.

And immediately, degrading and killing me, he purred to himself, or to Aitana, almost never to me:

“Ohhh, fu-ck...! So good. What an amazing pussy this bitch has...”

And I overlapped his insults with my gasps. My “Ahh!”, “Ahhh!”, “Ahh!”, came out rhythmic, clean, grateful and soft from my mouth.

And what happened next was a mixture of frenzy, pleasure and provocation, which led to shame. And that shame gave me more pleasure, and it inflamed him to seek more provocation. In an endless loop.

The novel had disappeared. What was happening was that a nineteen-year-old kid was fucking me, on his girlfriend’s bed, who was witnessing my moans and his thrusts. I, dressed as a schoolgirl, with a huge amount of semen still drying on my breasts, my belly, my neckline and my face, excited and not knowing how I had gotten there, was receiving that boy’s cock and writhing with pleasure.

“Fuck... how it goes in,” Diego panted, and I could hear the tinkling of his gold chain, to the rhythm of his thrusts.

And I felt his cock, vigorous, relentless, veiny and tense, in the deepest part of my being.

“Ahhh...! Ahhh...! Ahhh...! Ahhh...!” I gasped, out of control, writhing with pleasure.

“You like it... Huh...!” he moaned in my ear, as sometimes he would bend over and pant behind my neck, and then straighten up again to penetrate me harder.

His cock was killing me. His hands on my hips held me in place. My breasts swayed and bounced, large and uninhibited, when I supported myself with the palms of my hands on the bed, and my nipples brushed against the sheets when I rested on my elbows.

I felt dirty. I felt humiliated. But it excited me. And when he called me a pig, that’s how I felt. And when he whispered that I was a slut, I didn’t deny it. And when he reached out one of his hands and squeezed my breast and whispered “what huge whore tits you have” I just moaned, gasped, “Ahhh!!”, “Ahhh!!” that came out on their own... And, at one specific moment, when he thrust it all the way in with a sharp stroke, he moaned a haughty and contemptuous “Hm!”, and I humiliated myself by gasping a “Yes...! Mmm...! Give it to me...!” that inflamed him even more.

And sometimes I felt embarrassed that she could see me like this. As absurd as it might seem. And I felt like I was defiling her clothes, her uniform, which I had received in pristine condition.

“Oh… Fuck…! Fuck! I’ve wanted you so badly!” he punished me in my ear.

“Mmm…!! Ahhh…!!” I moaned.

“You like it, don’t you? You slut!” he repeated, and the tinkling of his chain bouncing against his neck hypnotized me.

“Mmm…!! Yesss…!! Give it to me…!!”

“Beg for it…! Beg for more!”

“Mmm…!! Give it to me…!! Give it to me, you bastard…!! God…!!” I begged him, feeling an uncontainable pleasure, feeling his cock deep inside, completely filling my sex, and I could feel his balls bouncing there too.

“What a pair of slutty tits you have, huh…!” he breathed on my neck, leaning over me, squeezing and kneading them, pulling them toward my torso and then letting them fall again.

“Mmm…!! Yes!!” I moaned.

“Yes, what? You have slutty tits?” he insisted, degrading me, with his deep voice. And I could feel his breath behind me.

“Mmm…!! Yes…!! Yesss!” I almost screamed, on the edge of orgasm.

“Say it…! Repeat it…!”

“Ahhh!! Ahhhh!! Go-od!! I have… slutty tits…! I have slutty tits…!!!” I writhed, pushing my shirt aside, squeezing one breast, moaning with my mouth open and eyes closed.

And then he tensed up more. And spanked my ass. And a “Smack!” echoed through the bedroom. And I complained with a short, heartfelt “Ouch!” And Aitana whispered impressed “wow…” and that’s when I felt most embarrassed.

And another “Smack!” and his cock deep inside me, and me on all fours, grabbing one of my tits, about to come.

And then he grabbed my torso, and lifted it up, with his chest pressed against my back. Both of us on our knees, grotesquely defiling that girl’s bed. And he penetrated me more from below upward. And he held my neck with one hand, and one of my tits with the other. And he slowed the rhythm. And I heard, beyond him and me, behind us, strange sounds, of closet doors swinging, opening and closing. And Diego licked my neck. And he kept penetrating me. Still inside me.

And then he let me fall forward again. And I rested my hands on the bed again. And he stopped, so it was me again who began to move my body back and forth to impale myself on him.

And he whispered backward:

“What the fuck are you doing?”

And I knew he was talking to Aitana, but she didn’t answer him.

“Don’t tell me you still have that?” he asked her while I continued fucking myself on that rock-hard member and kept moaning.

“What are you going to do with that? Fuck, you’re both crazy,” Diego whispered.

“With this I forgive her completely. I forgive everyone,” said Aitana, and I felt her walking, circling the bed and approaching me.
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Aitana was walking, with the obvious intention of positioning herself in front of Alejandreta, and I couldn’t fucking believe it.

Alejandreta was fucking herself on my cock, because that’s what she was doing, without me needing to move, and she always crowned her readjustment with a circular motion and a little moan, a “Mhh!” that she always made when she felt completely full.

Aitana then stopped, before entering Alejandreta’s field of vision. And I was thinking about that fucking contraption, that piece of shit that bastard Sebastopolo had made me suck off Aitana sometimes, humiliating me like hell. Maybe Aitana was looking to avenge my honor by forcing Alejandreta to also suck on that thing, but the truth was that after having cum all over his wife and after having her, at that precise moment, on all fours impaling herself on me, I didn’t need any more honor to salvage.

Aitana, with her shirt open and a navy blue tie, just as it had happened in reality and had been described in the fucking book, had put on that strange dildo that fucking Sebastopolo had given us. It was shorter on one side and longer on the other. Violet in color. And I don’t know how the hell Aitana did it, but she inserted it into her pussy by the wider, shorter part, she put it inside like that, and the longer part remained for whoever wanted it. And I didn’t know how the fuck, no pun intended, it didn’t fall out. Nor did I know how the fuck I had agreed to suck on that absurd rubber thing, but that’s what had happened approximately a year ago.

“Ahhh…!! Ahh…!!” Alejandreta was moaning, completely beside herself.

And I watched how Aitana, with the tie between her tits, her shirt open and that violet contraption protruding from her pussy, positioned herself in front of the moaning slut.

That woman raised her gaze, never stopping, never ceasing to fuck me. And she saw Aitana, with her medium-sized breasts, more raised and attached to her torso, more girlish, less womanly, with that tie in the middle, and with that violet thing, which she knew perfectly well what it was, as it had been described by that bastard Sebastopolo in his fucking piece of shit book.

I then squeezed Alejandreta’s waist and she stopped. And I thought she would say something about what Aitana was offering her, but at that point perhaps there wasn’t much left to say.

Aitana, standing on the other side of the bed, then caressed that thirty-something’s shoulder-length hair with one hand, tenderly, and with the other hand she held onto that thing.

And shortly after, without further delay, she said seriously:

“Open your mouth.”

And it happened. Because she wanted to earn her forgiveness that way, because that’s how it had happened in the novel and that’s how the circle was closed, or because she was more fucking turned on than a broom handle; for any of these three reasons, or for all of them together, but it happened:

Alejandreta opened her mouth and leaned forward. And as she leaned forward I saw how my cock came into view, halfway out, and I saw white clumps on the shaft… undoubtedly traces from that slut. And then I looked ahead and saw how the bitch licked it a little first… and then took that violet dildo that protruded from Aitana’s pussy… into her mouth.

From the front and from behind. By Aitana and by me. That woman impaled herself and went wild.

It was too erotic. And the pleasure her pussy gave me and the sound of her little moans were also too much for me. I sped up. I thrust into her. I began to push her toward Aitana. Her moans were muffled by that plastic cock. Her “Hmm!!”, “Hmmm!!”, became muted and grotesque. Aitana, who was no stranger to such eroticism, held that thing with one hand, making it easier for the ridiculous violet dildo to be sucked, and opened her own shirt, and caressed her breasts; breasts that seemed to grow on both sides of that tie, but were far from matching the size and consistency of the big tits that were bouncing again under Alejandreta’s torso, to the rhythm of my thrusts.

And again Alejandreta, with her moans, with her “Hmmm!!”, screamed into that violet rubber, and her “Ahhh!!” shouted when she took it out of her mouth, revealed to us that there was no punishment involved at all, that that slut was enjoying it.

“Ahhh…!! Ahh…!! Give it to me!!” Alejandreta screamed, when she took that thing out of her mouth.

“Ufff…” I gasped, as I was starting to feel my orgasm approaching, and I saw how Aitana was directing that dildo again to fill Sebastian’s wife’s little mouth.

“Mmmh!! Mhmm!! Mmmh!! Mhmm!!” Alejandra moaned non-stop, on that violet thing, held by Aitana and drooled on by her.

And I spanked her ass again. And sped up. Pushing her against Aitana. Amazed at how she accepted without hesitation that we were filling her pussy and mouth.

“Ah!!! Ahhh!! God!! Give it to me!! Give it to meee!!” she screamed, again with her mouth unoccupied.

“You want more?”

“Yesss!! Ahh!! Aahh!! GIVE-ME!! GIVE-ME!!” she repeated non-stop, and I could feel her pussy soaking wet, but at the same time I felt its heat, its burning walls… and I pushed her skirt and shirt away from her ass, and squeezed her buttocks hard.

“Fuck...” I sighed, incredibly aroused.

“AHHH!!! AHHH!! OH GOD!! GIVE IT TO ME!! MMMM-HHHH!!” she was falling apart, and I looked back and saw her little shoes and socks, neatly arranged, and the whole embarrassing outfit she had put on for us gave me a terrible thrill... but especially for her.

“Fuck... What a slut...” I panted, feeling my cock couldn’t take any more.

“AHHHH!! AHHH!!” she screamed when she took her mouth off Aitana’s fake cock. And then “HMM-MMM!!! HMM-MMM!!!” she moaned in a muffled way when Aitana shoved that lifeless rubber into her mouth.

“Fuck... You slut... I’m going to cum!” I said, already feeling like I was about to explode.

“MMM!! DON’T CUM INSIDE!! AHHH!! AHHH!!” she shouted.

And then I pulled out of her, and quickly told her:

“Turn around, bitch! Turn around!”

And she obeyed, abandoning the violet dildo and Aitana. And she lay on her back, underneath me. And the little slut started touching herself. Rubbing her pussy like crazy. Writhing. Pulling her shirt aside with one hand to touch her tits while pleasuring herself with the other. And her face contorted... while I masturbated.

“AHHH!! A-AHH!!” she screamed, squeezing one breast and shaking her legs with spasmodic, shameless, and ridiculous trembling.

“Fu-ck... I’m going to cum,” I panted, jerking off between her legs, ready to ejaculate on those big tits she was squeezing.

“AHHH!! OH GO-OD!! OH GOOOD!! AHHH-HH!!” she screamed, fucking possessed.

And I could barely hold on anymore. I felt a torrent building up inside me again. But she was going faster. And I could see two of her fingers rubbing her clit at full speed. And she turned her head to one side, and bit the collar of Aitana’s uniform shirt, and there she panted some softer, defeated and surrendering “HHMMM!! HMMM!!” and drooled on the shirt. And then she seemed to find there, on that collar of Aitana’s shirt, some semen that I had shot earlier... and then she stuck out her tongue, licking, in an incredibly grotesque way, feeling even more like a pig... Licking that dried semen that still contained smell and taste... And I was about to explode... while she was even closer, and she then purred... and whispered tenderly:

“Cum... Ah... cum on me again... Bastard...”

And I couldn’t take it anymore. And I let myself go, exploding as I shook my cock forcefully, while she, one step ahead of me, started screaming:

“AHHH-HHH! AHHH-HHH! I’M!! I’M... CUMMING!! AHH! AHHHH-HHH!”

“Ohhhhh!” I moaned, more discreetly, feeling the first shot... feeling how it was released.

“AHHH-HHH!! AHHH-HH!!” she moaned, and received that hot white lash on one of her tits.

And she writhed underneath me. With that stale and ridiculous uniform, and she looked at me with half-closed eyes, with a filthy expression that was frightening; and she sought with her hand the exact spot where my semen had fallen to rub it on her breast, while her other hand continued drawing circles on the peak of her pussy at full speed.

“Ohhh,” I moaned again. And then another “Ohhh!” and I poured myself onto her again.

“AHHH!! OH GOD! I’M CUMMING!!” she moaned, possessed.

“Take it, pig... Cum... while I soil you...!” I panted, feeling immense pleasure.

“MMM-mmm!! YESSS!! I’m still cumming...!! SOIL ME...!!”

“You’re a pig... Fuck...!” I moaned as I stained her tits white, soiling those enormous erect nipples, and staining her hand, and also her shirt and skirt.

“AHHH!! AHH-HH!!! BAS-TARD!!! SOIL... ME... MORE!!! AHHHH-HHHH!!!!” she continued writhing, even raising her face a little, and the bitch opened her mouth, after having felt a thick lash on her neck.

“You want it... huh!” I panted and moved closer and brought my cock to her mouth... to unload the last spurts there.

—“““MMMMMHHHH!!! HHHMMM-HHMMM!!!!””” —she sucked, while she kept touching herself, while she kept coming.

And she sucked me. She absorbed my cock.

—“Ohhh… fuck…!” —I shivered with pleasure, with extreme sensitivity, with my cock in her mouth.

—“““MMMMMHHHH!!! HHH-MMM-HHMMM!!!!””” —she moaned on my member, drawing out the last drop, while that slut also finished her orgasm.

And then I, worn out, exhausted, fell to one side. And then I glanced at how drops of semen ran from her breasts, toward the sides, toward the shirt.

And then I saw how she, lying on her back, with her eyes closed, let some tiny white drop emerge from the corner of her lips.

—“Come. Kneel,” Aitana said then, surprising us.

And Alejandra sat up a little.

—“Let me clean myself,” she asked, after swallowing.

—“No. Come and kneel,” Aitana said extremely seriously.

And then Alejandra obeyed.

She got off the bed and knelt in front of Aitana.

And my girlfriend. Without allowing her to clean herself. Seeing how semen dripped from her breasts again. Seeing that woman humiliated and bathed by me again… she put that dildo in her mouth again. And made her suck it. She put her hand on Alejandra’s hair and set the rhythm. And that woman, degraded and not understanding anything, continued to obey.

—“Put your hands behind you,” Aitana ordered, and Alejandra complied.

And she stayed like that for a few seconds. Putting that thing in her mouth. And I couldn’t understand that sudden hostility, but then I got it: she was looking to end everything once and for all.

And you could hear the liquid sound of Alejandra sucking on that piece of purple rubber.

And then Aitana stepped back a little, removed that dildo from her mouth, and said to her:

—“‘For A.’ The book dedication. ‘For A.’ It is. It was for me. For Aitana.”
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“‘For A.’ The book dedication. ‘For A.’ It is. It was for me. For Aitana,” she said, standing in front of me, after removing that simulated member from my mouth.

I didn’t move, as if my body wouldn’t react. But inside I felt it. I felt the blow while she disappeared from my sight and went back to the other side of the bed, behind me, where Diego was also standing.

I felt the blow and continued feeling it as I stood up and realized that my panties were still pulled down.

I had my back to them and they were whispering. They were talking about me, and I could feel Diego’s warm semen sliding down my breasts and neck. Aitana’s shirt was sticking to my body, from sweat and everything her boyfriend had shot onto me, and I was still trembling from the excitement I had felt. An excitement I didn’t know could exist.

I pulled up my panties while hearing the sounds of closet doors behind me, and I didn’t turn around. I was embarrassed, and I could imagine that she was putting that rubber cock back in its place. A purple, hard, fake cock that I had sucked, just as my husband had made Diego suck in some of the most torrid scenes of the novel.

He had humiliated them and they had humiliated me, in a sort of chain of power where I occupied the lowest rung.

I heard footsteps and then saw Aitana in front of me, with her shirt, like mine, but almost without wrinkles, dry, without stains or splashes, with two or three buttons she had fastened, and again without a tie.

And then she extended her hand and gave me a gray towel, medium-sized, a bath towel.

“Here... I’d tell you to shower... but they could arrive at any moment...” she said seriously and somewhat distressed; aware, she too, of the magnitude of what had happened.

And I still wouldn’t turn around to avoid facing the humiliation of Diego, that boy who was nothing more than a kid, seeing me undress and dry myself in front of him. And I still didn’t want to face the fact that that “A” had been for Aitana, and not for me. Although I felt that in the deepest part of my being I had always suspected that it had entailed, since I had first read it, something equivocal and dark.

I then took off Aitana’s shirt, soaked in sweat and semen, and didn’t know what to do with it.

“Leave it on the floor. Leave everything there. I’ll pick it up,” she said, in a way protecting me, seeing me hesitate. And I complied, also removing her skirt, left in just my panties, socks and loafers, and received her towel.

Then, always keeping my back to him, I dried my breasts, neck, belly... and even my face. I cleaned off all his humiliating fluid. Everything he had shot onto me. And while doing so I felt my sex open, and my panties soaked, but I didn’t have the courage to dry myself there.

“Are you going to wash all that cum without your mother finding out?” Diego asked, reminding me that they were just kids.

“She won’t find out. I’ll put it in the washing machine with my things and that’s it,” she answered and brought me my bra, my gray skirt and my pink shirt.

Still dismayed by my orgasm and weakened by pleasure, it wasn’t easy for me to take off Aitana’s socks and shoes, and put on my clothes, without leaning on the bed. So I gathered my courage and turned around, and looked at him, and saw that he had already put on his navy blue pants, and I saw how his white torso almost shone, sweaty and somewhat reddened, and his abdominals were still contracted from the effort, from the effort of having fucked me... And I perceived him younger than ever; his gaze was pure, clean and obscene at the same time. And I feared he would say something more, but he let me change clothes in silence, observing me, but without dishonoring me even further.

I did what I could to dress in front of them and maintain some dignity. I did what I could to not remember that “For A,” and to not suspect that my husband had been unfaithful to me with that child.

I did what I could to leave there with a minimum of self-respect.

And then, dressed but barefoot, I had to endure the final ordeal, and I walked in their direction, and picked up my shoes, and sat on the bed, and put them on just a few centimeters from where that boy was standing who had savagely penetrated me and who had come twice on me.

And I felt ashamed. And humiliated. There, sitting and bending down in front of him, putting on my shoes.

But the worst part was that... I felt that... if we had time and he tried to take advantage of me again... perhaps, or surely, I wouldn’t stop him.

“Your phone is on the kitchen counter,” Diego said then, and I wasn’t happy to hear it, because I knew that as soon as I left there I would encounter the real world.
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That little phrase, the one about the dedication not being for her but for Aitana, which was obvious, seemed to have caught Alejandreta off guard. The bitch didn’t even move. And I wondered if she really didn’t know. Although to be honest, I’d suspected for a while that this impressive empowered woman, as the girls in my class would say, knew less than I initially thought she did.

Aitana began walking toward me, holding onto her violet cock, leaving the thirty-something woman kneeling in the middle of the bedroom. I thought she wasn’t interested in me but in her closet, which was behind me, so I was surprised when she stopped at me; while Alejandreta, who had her back to me, finally stood up and pulled up her panties, which must have been soaking wet, Aitana kissed me on the cheek; standing there, with her tie between her tits, her shirt open and that thing inside her pussy, she kissed me... And, not content with that, while also glancing sideways at how Alejandreta remained still, not turning around, she removed the violet cock from her depths and... hesitating a bit at first, but then daring, brought that cock to my face, with the clear intention that I should smell it.

And I realized that the only one who hadn’t gotten off was her, that she hadn’t had her orgasm, that she hadn’t even touched herself... I understood that Aitana was at that moment the horniest of us all.

And I smelled. I smelled that rubber and inhaled its pussy scent, and whispered to her:

“What a dirty girl...”

“Her or me?” she asked in a very low tone, in my ear.

“Both of you.”

And I caressed one of her tits. And I returned her kiss. There was a special chemistry. We had gotten our revenge. Maybe we’d even fucked up that asshole Sebastopolo’s marriage. Something told me that Alejandreta had gotten quite a few surprises that night.

Finally Aitana put that rubber thing away in the closet. And I observed Alejandreta’s back, a back covered by a white shirt that looked sweaty, and I could only see that because she wasn’t offering anything else.

Beside me, Aitana also hung up the tie, buttoned a few buttons on her shirt, and grabbed a towel.

And then, before she went to give her that gray towel, and while I was somewhat frustrated that Alejandreta wouldn’t turn around and show me again the consequences of my last eruption on her, I whispered:

“I think we really fucked him over.”

“Him or her?”

“Him. We did her a favor...” I answered, always in a low tone, intending that Alejandreta couldn’t hear us.

Aitana then walked toward her, with the towel in her hand, and once she reached that woman who looked like a fucking dripping pole in the middle of the bedroom, she said:

“Here... I’d tell you to shower... but they could show up any moment...”

And she seemed to hesitate about what to do. And I started putting on my underwear and pants while thinking that at first she had seemed like a slut who knew it all, who did these things on Tuesdays and Thursdays, but as the night had progressed, I got the impression that her looks of being overwhelmed might not be fake.

Alejandreta took off Aitana’s shirt, with difficulty, since the mixture of sweat and cum must have been thick, and it was hard to unstick from her body; and I observed how in her carelessness, and despite having her back to me, one could see a titty dance that peeked from the sides of her body... and I was almost getting hard again.

“Leave it on the floor. Leave everything there. I’ll pick it up,” Aitana told her, the benefactress.

She then took off the skirt and let it fall next to the shirt. And I could see that ass of hers, firm, though not too big, more in line with her body than her tits, and I watched as she began to dry herself with the towel: her face, her tits, her belly, even her arms... and I thought I would pay money for her to turn around and offer me that spectacle frontally... and hopefully give me some looks, some “hey, you’ve been bad, look how you’ve left me” while she dried herself, but the bitch didn’t do it.

And Aitana beside her. Horny as hell. You could tell. My girlfriend, with her cheeks like two fucking tomatoes, facing her cum-covered clothes on the floor, which she wasn’t picking up, watched, from a meter away, how Alejandreta cleaned herself. And she looked at her tits and all of her. Perhaps with envy. Perhaps with admiration. Again that connection between the apprentice and the superior slut. Again the connection with morbid tickling and pleasure because the alter ego had dressed up as the novice and not the other way around.

She was close to asking permission to feel those big tits. Close to bending down, picking up the uniform, and smelling that mixture of sweat and cum. Close to asking her what her tricks were for sucking cock so well... Or at least that’s what flowed in my imagination.

And then Aitana seemed to come to her senses and went to the bed, and then picked up Alejandreta’s clothes.

“Are you going to wash all that cum without your mother finding out?” I asked, referring to what she had left on the floor, not the clean stuff, Alejandra’s clothes, which she was picking up.

“She won’t find out. I’ll put it in the washing machine with my things and that’s it,” she answered, and gave the executive cock-teaser her little outfit.

And once again Alejandreta seemed not to know what to do. As soon as she received her clothes, she placed them back on the bed, turning sideways to me. And then she seemed to think that she couldn't continue making a fool of herself by dressing with her back to the world, as if she were being punished. And I told myself that enough was enough with the dirty stuff and I began to observe her movements trying to admire her beauty, nothing more. And sometimes I succeeded and sometimes I didn't. But I was doing what I could.

The truth is that she didn't make it easy for me when she turned around, looked at me, and offered me the frontal view of her breasts while below displaying the ridiculous outfit of wealthy woman's panties mixed with tacky school uniform socks and shoes. She looked like a centaur, from the waist up a breathtaking force, from the waist down almost comical attire. Yes. She had something of a mythological creature, certainly from the waist up she didn't seem earthly.

First she undressed and then she dressed. She knew I couldn't take my eyes off her. And she was genuinely blushing. I did believe her fawn-like wariness. I would never have imagined that watching a woman dress would be as much or more arousing than watching her undress. Especially because I knew what had happened. It showed in her flushed face, in her swollen breasts and in her nipples, which remained hard and pointy.

Bra, shirt, skirt. Little by little she was becoming again the knockout who had impressed me in the living room, in the kitchen and in the garden. But everything had changed. She no longer intimidated me. I felt that I was the powerful one, and the curious thing was that I felt I was because she had wanted it that way.

She began walking toward me, dressed in her pink shirt and gray skirt. Turbo-aggressive executive, but barefoot, and I looked beside me and saw her high heels. And, while I was relishing the arousing idea of having her close again, I saw how Aitana was unbuttoning her shirt, but not approaching, so I understood she was waiting her turn to come to our area, where the closet was, to completely undress and get pajamas.

Alejandreta sat on the bed, in front of me. And we looked at each other. And I even had the feeling that perhaps she wanted more. She smelled of sex. Her hair stuck to her face. The aftertaste of pleasure was evident on her face. She was hot. Then she looked away and began putting on her shoes. Me standing. Her sitting. And I could see her cleavage. I could partially see her breasts, from time to time, depending on how much she bent down, and I didn't understand why I was getting so horny when I had just seen them entirely, when I had licked them, sucked them, bitten them, cum on them... but... even so... I wanted her to bend over more to see cleavage and more flesh.

And she looked at me again, before standing up. And I tensed. She really seemed like it. She really gave the impression that she wanted more. But we didn't have time.

“Your phone is on the kitchen counter,” I said, pretending to be the cool, thinking mind.

And then she stood up. And we looked at each other for the third time in a minute. But she said nothing. Neither did I. And she began to walk away, and my mind began to scheme, to think that perhaps if she ended things with her husband, with fucking Sebastopolo, perhaps we could contact each other again.

She was leaving. She was going out through the bedroom door. She wasn't saying goodbye to anyone. She seemed very affected, but at the same time she didn't seem to regret it at all. Since her orgasm and since that thing about “For A” not being for her, she seemed like a different person.

And she left. I could already hear her heels going down the stairs. And I then remembered certain moments when she had played her submissive role in a way that was as filthy as it was committed: when she had dressed as Aitana without thinking twice, when she had put her arms behind her back without anyone ordering her to, when she had sucked the rubber cock without too much fuss, when she had screamed at me to stain her...

And then, just after hearing the house door close, and while Aitana was finally picking up her sticky clothes from the floor, the ones worn by Alejandra and soaked by me, I thought about slutty Alejandreta, about the night we had experienced with her, and then, without Aitana being able to hear me, I muttered:

“I wish you'd tell fucking Sebastopolo to take a hike. Aitana's uniform will always be here for you. And so will I. And something tells me Aitana would repeat too. If you want to dress up, play at being a thirty-something schoolgirl slut... and get dirty... we're here for you... Alejandreta.”

“Let me borrow your phone for a moment,” Aitana said then.
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I hesitated for a moment about whether to turn around. To say goodbye somehow. But I didn’t have the strength. Nor did I know what to say. I thought that deep down we had all been surprised by what had happened. That we had all improvised. I didn’t blame them, and by that point I knew they didn’t blame me either.

I descended those stairs and feared being discovered at the last moment. What could I say, how could I justify being there at that hour if Helena and Oliver came through the door.

I reached the kitchen and immediately found my mobile phone where Diego had indicated. I picked it up and saw several calls and many messages from Sebastián on the screen. But I didn’t feel like reading them, much less returning the calls. I didn’t feel like I hated him. At least not until his wickedness was fully confirmed, and I still didn’t have that certainty.

I put the phone in my purse and left that house. I felt like I smelled of semen. Of sex. I felt dirty. I also felt unfaithful. But it was a strange infidelity. As if it was still pending to know if everything had been to balance things out. If everything had meant a goodbye, or if I would have to bear the guilt alone.

I knew I couldn’t bear it if Sebastián had slept with that girl. I knew that, if that were confirmed, it would be the end; but it wasn’t exactly grief that I felt.

I also didn’t know how to confess what had happened. Perhaps my infidelity wouldn’t lose its gravity regardless of what Sebastián had done.

I got into the car. My legs were shaking. My head was spinning. The sexual experiences, explicit ones, bombarded my mind; memories so vivid that for some reason I wanted to retain. That intense submission. Obeying them. Feeling them. Dressing up as Aitana. Performing for Diego. The smoke screen of thinking about the novel to deceive myself.

I was afraid that I wouldn’t be able to forget and put that out of my life.

And fear again. Fear of being the only unfaithful one and fear of not being the only one.

I looked at the clock then. Only a little more than five hours had passed since Oliver had walked through my office door. It seemed like a lifetime had passed.

And I was about to start the car when something sounded inside my purse. It was my phone. I thought of Sebastián. That he would have arrived at our house. I thought about what to tell him. And then, on the screen I read: “D.”

It was Diego. That kid. I didn’t know what else he could want from me.

I answered.

“Uh... Are you okay?” I heard Aitana’s voice on the other end of the line.

And I didn’t know what to answer, but I sensed that this wasn’t about my state, or theirs. I knew she wanted to tell me something.

“Yes. Tell me,” I answered firmly.

And then there was a silence. A very long one. She seemed to hesitate.

“Well, I’ll tell you, okay?” she finally said. “Now that Diego can’t hear me.”

I listened to her whispers on the phone and noticed she was distressed, sad. Almost even as if she had cried, or was about to do so.

There, sitting in the car, I took a breath, filled my lungs, tried to prepare myself. And I said:

“Tell me. Go ahead.”

“Well...” she began. “You should know that... Yes, we did it. Sebastián and I. We did it three times. All three times he told me he loved me. That’s why the title of the book, which is... in future tense: ‘I’ll Tell You Three Times,’ as if he had known from the beginning how long it would take him to get tired of me.”

I listened to her. I didn’t interrupt her. And she continued:

“Afterward we did it other times, but in those he just fucked me. Four more times. The last time he didn’t even look at my face.”

After saying that, Aitana quickly hung up the phone. Apparently unable to continue confessing.

And then a light blinded me. It was the headlights of a car. Behind me.

I looked in the rearview mirror. It was Oliver’s car.

I immediately started the engine and left.

THE END.

Thank you for accompanying me through these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.

Tanatos12

cover.jpeg





