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CHAPTER 1

“Carolina, what? Are you working late today?” asked Javier, leaning with excessive familiarity on the edge of my desk. His tone was the usual one, that mixture of confidence and flirtation he used with every woman under forty. I consoled myself with the thought that, in a few years, he would leave me alone.

I didn’t respond. I wasn’t in that world. I couldn’t concentrate on anything other than what I had recently experienced. Nevertheless, I managed to look up from the papers in front of me, trying to keep my professional smile from completely crumbling.

“Blue suits you. Do you know that or is it just coincidence?” he said, a comment that in anyone else would be a gamble but in him was almost banal; and his smile remained there, tilted, as if he had been practicing it in front of a mirror.

“Javier, what do you need?” I asked, trying to sound curt, but it came out more tired than I expected.

“Need? Nothing. Just passing by. You have that habit of burying yourself in paperwork and disappearing from the world. They say you should get up at least once every hour…”

“Javier, I’m busy,” I interrupted him, this time more firmly.

“Always busy. Come on. I’m proposing a drink afterward, when we leave. It’s Friday. Nothing formal. I promise we won’t talk about annoying clients or potential stuck-up future partners.”

I looked at him again, forcing myself to focus on him. Javier had that young lawyer air, confident and somewhat arrogant, the type who’s only been around for two years but already uses the boardroom as his personal stage. He had always seemed irrelevant to me, and that afternoon even more so. Almost a caricature of what, the night before, had destroyed me inside.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea, Javi,” I said, using the diminutive to belittle him, and returning to my papers with a deliberate and noisy movement. No doubt this guy, who knew he was far from unattractive, thought the reason for my rejection was because I was married. But that wasn’t the reason, at least not the main one that day, as I had another appointment in a few hours, whether I liked it or not.

When he finally agreed to leave, I let out a sigh and brought my hands to my face. My gray jacket felt oppressive, like a chain, and the silence of the office only amplified the echoes of what had happened. I couldn’t shake that feeling: sticky, suffocating, perhaps disgust… but, above all, rejection toward myself.

I removed my hands from my face. I stood up. I took off my jacket. I hung it on the back of the chair. I sighed again. I had to talk to him. I briefly omitted his name within myself. It was difficult for me, not just to pronounce it, but to create in my mind the collection of those letters: Daniel. His name barely touched my mind and I already felt a cold shiver running down my neck, making my skin crawl. It was unease; it was dislike, pure and oppressive, like the bitter taste left by contained nausea.

I had to clarify things, to get him out of my life. This could become a problem. Blocking his number was a clumsy solution, a weak refuge. An escape. But it wouldn’t be enough. I knew it wouldn’t be enough. I needed a sealed peace. I couldn’t risk him appearing again, not next week, not next month, with his invasive presence and his laugh that made me shrink with pure repulsion. No. It was as if his shadow were following me, threatening to filter back into my life if I didn’t do something to prevent it.

Rafa was sending me messages that I didn’t know how to interpret, as if every word of his was loaded with a double edge that I couldn’t decipher. The night before… he hadn’t been himself. That ephemeral call… His messages… Everything had been so disconcerting. I hadn’t been myself either.

I couldn’t get it out of my head. What had happened. What he might think of me if he ever found out.

Sitting in my office, in the middle of the afternoon, I was assaulted by questions that tangled with each other, drowning me with their weight. None had answers. As if that weren’t enough, my mobile phone decided to be cruel: it created a featured photo album, those trips with Rafa that used to make me smile. Now, my finger traced over the images and I felt a void so raw it almost hurt. But I didn’t feel guilt. No, not guilt. And, strange as it seemed, that was what troubled me most. It made me feel like I was a bad person, but guilt wasn’t what I felt. Not because I thought Rafa had pushed me toward what had happened, but because I simply didn’t feel it. And that was it. There was no guilt. Period.

Daniel. How could it be? What gap so large could there be in my life that, barely eighteen or twenty hours ago, I had allowed that man to enter my world, and into ME, in that way? One doesn’t allow what I had allowed just because of a physical impulse. Something in me wasn’t working. Something in me wasn’t right.

Again I remembered his laugh and felt a shiver that ran from head to toe. I remembered his expressions and my stomach turned. But it was his gaze that tormented me most, that moment when he fixed his eyes on me while penetrating me. Disgust flooded me, so visceral that it overflowed from my mind and became physical. My body trembled recreating that sensation, as if what I had felt was settling back into my skin. And I wondered, how had it been possible? And how had I reached the extreme of, after leaving his house, going out onto the terrace, dressed that way, so he could see me one last time? What had I wanted to tell him with that gesture? That he hadn’t managed to defeat me?

His apathy during those last hours was a poorly rehearsed role, so obvious it was insulting. Everything about him was a sham: his gestures, his measured words, even that cold and distant air he tried to sell as genuine. A woman knows, she feels it, when someone is authentic and when they’re nothing more than a clumsy actor, always walking toward an end. And he… he was nothing more than that: a purpose with feet and a face. I had known it from the beginning. Perhaps that was what angered me most. The night before he had his plan, that was clear, and his coldness now was another trick. He responded to my messages with falsely disinterested monosyllables, as if trying to pretend that what I said was indifferent to him, when in reality he enjoyed every second in which my frustration crashed against his coldness.

Finally, we had arranged to meet at my house. Just imagining his arrival made me tremble. He had played with my desperation. I knew it. And that turned my stomach. His excessive ego was incapable of accepting that everything had been a pathetic mistake, a fall that I hadn’t sought and that what had happened horrified me more and more. In his mind, he hadn’t failed; no, for him this was all a game that he had already won. That thought made my blood boil and, at the same time, made me feel an icy emptiness in my chest. How was it possible that someone so hollow, so small and miserable, could have assaulted me? How had I allowed it?

No matter how clearly I had told him that I only wanted to talk, he kept playing with double meanings. I was sure he was so stupid that he didn’t believe me when I told him that my interest in seeing him consisted only of that: talking.

When Rafa wrote to tell me that he would finally return that same night, I felt the world crashing down around me. The phone trembled in my hand as I tried to articulate a response, any response, but I barely managed to type something about the reasons for his return and how his job interviews had gone. I knew I had to immediately cancel my appointment with Daniel; or rather, move it somewhere else. And I knew that was feasible, but nothing would prevent their coexistence in our neighborhood for one night and one morning. My mind was already trapped in that image, which squeezed my chest: Rafa and Daniel in the same building. A coincidence that felt like a sentence. The anguish was eating me alive. I couldn’t take it anymore and called Daniel. He didn’t answer. I wrote telling him that we couldn’t meet at my house, and he read it, but ignored me.

I went out to the hallway looking for air, though the weight continued crushing me. I reached the coffee machine and there was Marta, with her usual smile and her black hair that fell with perfect diligence over her shoulders. Her kindness, so natural, sometimes seemed unbearable to me. She talked and I only saw one possibility: an alibi. A lie. I had never imagined myself sinking so low, weaving excuses; words tangled in a web of infidelity.

Everything had started cleanly, even naively. Altruistically, even. A kind of game that I could tell Rafa about upon his return. Something for us to laugh about together: my little fun with a peeping neighbor. A diversion that, perhaps, could translate into something more... something that would awaken old sparks between us, new energy, that would unite us again. I wasn’t looking for a way out. I didn’t want to run away. I wanted to improve what we had. At least that’s what I told myself. But how far had I gone in the name of that excuse? And how deep was I now in something I could no longer control?

Marta talked non-stop, her carefree enthusiasm filling the air while I observed her as one observes a last-minute solution, a desperate resource. She would be my fiction. If Rafa arrived home before me, in my story, I would tell him that I had no choice but to have dinner with her. She was perfect: there was no connection between them, no dealings, not even a chance greeting that could collapse my alibi. Meanwhile, Daniel continued with his game, answering my messages with that calculated distance that made my blood boil. Between monosyllables, he agreed to arrange another place for the meeting.

I returned to my office trying to bring order to a chaos that seemed insurmountable. Everything was a lie, and I knew it. Each message I sent was another stitch in that web of deception that I was weaving with trembling hands. Each blue double check pierced me like a needle. Rafa’s lines filled me with a silent grief, while Daniel’s only intensified my disgust. I touched my hair compulsively, as if smoothing those strands could appease the whirlwind I felt inside. My blue shirt, which in a normal context would simply caress my skin, felt oppressive at that moment; my entire body seemed to be rebelling against me. I crossed and uncrossed my legs, repositioned myself in the chair, over and over, looking for a posture that didn’t exist. My torso, leaned back, simulated a calm that I was far from feeling.

I wrote to Rafa to tell him that I might not arrive on time. He assumed without questioning me that, after his long stay away, perhaps no one would receive him. That hurt me more than I expected. I kept to myself that, if my conversation with Daniel dragged on, I would write to tell him I was with Marta. And Daniel... after accepting my change of plans, first suggested that we meet at a bar downtown, and I refused without hesitation, as someone might see us. Afterward, in his audacity, he proposed a hotel, the pig, and again I refused, with the same firmness. Then he offered to pick me up in front of my office, and the idea filled me with dread, as if his presence could taint everything, even my professional space. Finally, he suggested his friend’s apartment. It seemed like a trap to me, something dirty and deliberate, but I felt I had no other choice.

If the location wasn’t easy, the content was worse. That which had made all that mess even more intolerable. I had been racking my brains for hours about how to handle it. How to explain to that basic and utilitarian mind that he could become a problem for me. But I couldn’t allow him to stay there again, nor let his presence persist in my life, as a reminder of my mistake.

False sincerity. That was the conclusion I reached. A sweetened false sincerity, disguised as counterfeit closeness. Make him feel unique, a confidant, an accomplice in that secret that was suffocating me. Use his own games to keep him controlled. Tell him that I wasn’t really that woman who had exhibited herself the night before, and that I didn’t regret it, but that I had a marriage to protect. In the war I was already losing; I had to seek, even if pretending, his compassion: “It was good. But I’m not like that. You must disappear. My husband wouldn’t accept it.” I rehearsed phrases like Javier rehearsed smiles. Me, as fake as that kid.

My phone lit up. Daniel was sending me an address. Then I received an absurd joke and an unspeakable lewd proposition.

I trembled. I ran my hand through my hair. And I sighed.


CHAPTER 2

I checked the address. It wasn’t far from the office. I thought I could walk there, then pick up my car from the parking lot, which was almost halfway, and go home. Of course, I ignored Daniel’s message, but a second one arrived shortly after, and I opened it accidentally while sliding my fingers across the screen on the app that was showing me the exact location of that apartment.

I read nervously:

“Don’t you like what I’m writing? I’m more available now. Pay attention to me. I’m waiting for you eagerly.”

I exhaled forcefully, staring at the screen as if that could erase what I’d just read. The next message came in just seconds later, more explicit, so graphic that I felt heat rising up my neck. He talked about my body, what he would do with it, how he would invade it. My finger hovered over the screen. Then I was startled by something external, and heard a familiar voice from the doorway:

“Come on. Today I won’t take no for an answer.”

Javier, with his spoiled child smile, walked in without waiting for my gesture or response. He had the audacity to close the office door behind him and, to my horror, sat down in one of the leather armchairs facing my desk. I couldn’t believe that he had chosen this particular afternoon to insist like he’d never done before.

“I already told you I’m busy,” I replied, placing the phone on the desk and trying to sound firm, though it didn’t come out as harsh as I’d intended.

“And I told you I won’t take no for an answer,” he retorted, making himself comfortable as if the office were his own. His long legs, broad shoulders under the perfectly ironed shirt… there was always something about Javier that attracted glances, even mine, appreciating what he offered, though I wasn’t interested in the slightest, and not just because I was married.

My phone vibrated again on the desk, a buzz that echoed like a gunshot in the silence of the office.

“Aren’t you going to look? It might be urgent,” he commented, with an arched eyebrow and that smile that seemed designed to provoke me.

“I don’t think it’s anything important…” I said, turning the phone face down.

“Okay. So… shall we have that drink?” he insisted, leaning forward. His posture was relaxed, but his gaze was evaluating me, attentive to every reaction.

“Javi, I already told you no.”

“You tell me that almost every week, but here we are, aren’t we?” he said and crossed his arms, showing me strong wrists and a firm jawline that always remained relaxed, yet powerful.

His “here we are” echoed in my head. Obviously, here we were. I was about to counter that we were indeed here, working, not by choice, when another message arrived. I felt the buzz on the wood and, with it, a strange shiver. I knew more or less what it might say without needing to open it, something dirty, something that would make me blush if I read it in front of Javier.

“Everything okay? Who’s texting you so much?” he asked, tilting his head while his eyes traveled from my face to the face-down phone.

“Probably work,” I said hastily, trying to hide my nervousness.

“It’s work and you turn the phone face down?” he tried to corner me and my body temperature was rising.

“I have to prioritize.”

“And where am I in those priorities?” he asked.

“Last, obviously.”

“Well, at least I’m on the list,” he said in a soft tone, almost a whisper.

I looked at him then, perhaps because I needed a break from everything else. His eyes were clear, direct, a gaze that didn’t shy away, that knew exactly what it wanted. Once again, a man for whom I was simply a body. We barely talked. In reality, it was always him who spoke, and always with his one-track attempts at flirting.

“So. What are you doing tonight?” he asked, invading my privacy.

The vibration of my phone interrupted us again. I felt my cheeks flush. Javier noticed my discomfort, but he didn’t back off. On the contrary, he seemed to enjoy seeing how the message affected me, as if he knew it wasn’t work-related, but something much more personal that was making me nervous.

“Carolina… is someone bothering you…? Some fan?” he said, with his half-smile, in a strange way, his eyes fixed on mine.

“It’s nothing,” I answered, and my voice came out more hurried than I intended, and immediately I regretted not telling him that if anyone was bothering me, it was precisely him.

My legs were crossed under the desk. Sometimes I would adjust my pearl necklace, something I know I do when I’m nervous, and then I’d let it go, aware that this could be interpreted as a weakness by the man watching me. My body was in a confused tension, a jumble of nerves between Javier’s pressure and Daniel’s messages, which kept accumulating as if he knew that I, sooner or later, would stop ignoring them.

For a moment, I wished the door would open, that someone would interrupt us. But nobody did, and the air in the office seemed to grow heavier by the minute.

Javier didn’t move. His persistence exasperated me and, at the same time, kept me trapped in that bubble of attention that I couldn’t ignore. I felt the heat rising up my neck, spreading across my chest, until I felt compelled to do something, to say something, anything.

“It's hot in here, isn't it?” I murmured, quickly rolling up my sleeves with mechanical movements.

“I'm fine...” he responded, his gaze fixed on my hands as I pushed my sleeves up to my elbows.

I could feel my skin glistening, just a thin layer of sweat betraying my discomfort. His attention wasn't helping. I concentrated on adjusting my sleeves with excessive precision, though my mind was barely on the movement.

When I looked up again, he was watching me with that smile that seemed like a forced provocation. I didn't lower my gaze, but even so, I was aware that his posture, with his legs spread wide enough, suggested something brazen. I assumed it wasn't intentional, but his fine gray pants fit in a way that left nothing to the imagination. I didn't want to linger there, but the overall view announced it like bait. I held my breath for a moment, feeling my throat tighten.

Once again, the buzzing of my phone broke the trance. I grabbed it without thinking, desperate for a distraction. I was fleeing, jumping from one man to another, from one harassment to another, and I opened the message.

Daniel, direct and unfiltered, had written several phrases, all of which made me burn with pure embarrassment:

“Admit that you don't want to talk, that you want a repeat. Tell me, I'll give you dick and that's it.”

I swallowed hard, touched my necklace with my free hand, regretted doing so, let it go, and continued reading:

“We can also talk and then fuck. I'm not in a hurry. My flight's tomorrow but I don't have to get up early.”

I felt my cheeks burning even more, again I caressed that damned necklace, then my hand went to my hair, and I finished reading:

“I loved your little walk afterward on your terrace. Though I already knew you enjoyed the fuck. What did you like best about it?”

My fingers tensed around the phone. I wanted to throw it far away, turn it off, anything, but my eyes remained fixed on the screen, repeating those words in my mind like a perverse echo.

“Everything okay?” asked Javier, leaning slightly forward.

The tone of his voice was neutral, but there was something in his posture, in the way he looked at me; it was obvious he suspected something wasn't right, that he knew whatever I was reading on my phone screen was affecting me.

“Yes, everything's fine,” I lied, and my voice came out dry, almost inaudible.

He raised an eyebrow, as if he hadn't believed my answer for even a second, but he didn't press. He simply leaned back in the armchair, crossing his legs with an elegance that I felt was studied and fake, which irritated me, as if he intended each gesture to be a display of know-how.

My fingers slid across the screen, locking the phone with a decisive click, as I tried to reorganize my thoughts. But the damage was already done: Daniel's words continued to pulse in my mind, mixing with Javier's presence, with his relaxed body across from mine.

“I insist. What are you doing tonight?” he asked, breaking the silence, and I deduced that someone must have told him my husband was away that night, as such persistence wasn't normal.

“Nothing special,” I responded, lowering my gaze, feigning interest in papers I hadn't touched in minutes.

“Come on, Carolina. You must have something... You must have some plan to not accept a drink with a friendly and nice colleague... on a Friday...”

Before I could reply, my phone vibrated again on the desk. Once more I felt a whiplash in my stomach. It was more suspicious to ignore it than to check it. I opened it, perhaps also to avoid having to respond to Javier. The message was brief, but hurtful, almost outrageous, and tremendously explicit:

“Admit that you've thought about my dick today.”

My fingers closed again around the phone, as if that could smother the words. I looked up and met Javier's eyes, which seemed to shine with insatiable curiosity.

“Come on. Seriously. Who's texting you so much?” he asked with his tiresome smile.

I tried to remain impassive, but then his gaze dropped, undoubtedly, toward my neckline. I saw it. It was obvious. Brazen. From my eyes to my cleavage. Without any attempt to hide it. I felt my cheeks flush again, not so much from modesty, but because, in an automatic gesture, my eyes did the same: they fell, they lowered, they went lower than his, and landed on his crotch. I counterattacked by focusing for an instant on that bulge resting in the armchair. The bulge was impressive. I doubted then that his posture wasn't deliberate. Suspecting this worsened, even more, the opinion I had of him.

“I've already told you. No one important,” I murmured, looking away and returning to my papers, which served as my trench.

“It doesn't seem like 'no one,'” he insisted, and his voice sounded deeper.

I looked at him wearily. The mental battle of handling Daniel and Javier at the same time was exhausting me. I was aware, and it frustrated me, that if we weren't in a professional environment, I would have gotten rid of him much earlier, even months ago, and in other ways.

“If I tell you, will you let me work?” I finally asked, with an already blatantly abrupt tone.

“Depends,” he said smiling. “But I'm listening.”

I rolled my eyes, sighing.

“Do you accept or not?”

“Alright,” he responded, after a moment of hesitation.

I straightened in my chair, looked at him directly and, before I could regret it, blurted out:

“It’s a lover.”

His eyebrows arched, but, to my surprise, he didn’t react as I expected. There was no surprise, real or feigned, just a flash of interest.

“A lover? Nah. You’re messing with me,” he said slowly, as if savoring the words. Then he smiled maliciously. “But well, now you definitely have to tell me more.”

I shook my head firmly.

“A deal is a deal. I’ve told you, now it’s your turn to keep your part.”

Javier remained motionless, evaluating me for a few seconds that seemed eternal. Finally, he stood up with studied slowness, smoothing his pants with a refined gesture.

“Well, good for the lover. I wish it were true. That would give many of us hope around here,” he said then, in a comment I found horrendous.

He gave me one last look before walking out the door. I told him to close it and he complied. He left behind a trail of cologne that smelled like a private university frat boy. I shook my head. I had never disliked that kid so much. I closed my eyes, sighed again, for the umpteenth time that afternoon. And I had barely had time to compose myself when my phone vibrated again.

I opened the message with trembling hands. Daniel, once again, wasn’t beating around the bush:

“Did you think about me or not? Did you think about my cock while you were working?”

I felt the heat rising through my chest, spreading like a wave that left me breathless. It was too much, everything happening at the same time; it was too much. My hand dropped the phone onto the wooden desk, while my mind, for a moment, clouded between rejection, tension, and a treacherous spark that burned me from within, affected by his crude words.

I checked the time. In about forty minutes I would be meeting him.

Then I remembered the role I needed to play to make him leave me alone, to make him disappear from my life and thus avoid the danger of Rafa finding out. That role of a grateful but married woman. That role where I gave him all the power and recognition so that he wouldn’t come near me again, so that he wouldn’t put my marriage and my life at risk.

I knew then that I had to give him something, to start preparing the ground. With my heart beating at an extremely high rate, I brushed my hair aside a little and began typing on my phone:

“Of course I’ve remembered things from last night. But it can’t happen again. We’ll talk about it soon.”

I sent it and turned the phone face down again.

And I thought about Rafa. I thought about how I knew he would ask me, in person, face to face, about that man from the night before. I thought about how I was going to be able to lie to him like that, right to his face, and tell him that absolutely nothing had happened.


CHAPTER 3

Daniel responded to my deceptive message with a cryptic and always unpleasant: “Heh, heh.”

He was so vulgar… So pretentious… I couldn’t stand him. I couldn’t understand what had happened. Sometimes I reflected, trying to make sense of it, and one of the conclusions I reached was that the fact of having been unfaithful had completely thrown me off balance. The awareness of being unfaithful, while Daniel was… taking me, had made me feel much greater arousal. I remembered being conscious of it, almost telling myself, like an inner voice… “You’re married… and this idiot is… fucking you… God… If Rafa could see you…” That, while hearing Daniel’s moans, while he panted like an animal, while he fixed his dirty gaze on me, had made me lose my mind; had taken me to another place; a place unknown until then.

I couldn’t fool myself either: he had his skills, and he had his body. I couldn’t deny that I remembered moments and shuddered. Images came to my mind and my entire being trembled. In the solitude of my office, I remembered when he had penetrated me; I remembered when I, leaning against his kitchen counter, had looked down and seen the exaggeration, the barbarity with which he was invading me… and in real time, in my office, I couldn’t help but notice, sitting there, that once again my hand had flown to fiddle with the pearls of my necklace.

I reclined a bit more, allowing my body to slide gently in the seat. Daniel was an idiot. His gaze was artificial, affected. His smile directly disgusted me. But I could still feel his kisses on my mouth and knew those kisses were far from deserving any reproach. I remembered the first of those kisses: the emotional impact, the stupefaction, and I uncrossed my legs. Then I remembered how I had agreed to let him blindfold me… and I remembered when he had put his cock in my mouth… and I became flushed. I rolled up a sleeve that was already rolled up. I remembered the magnitude, the smell; the smell of sex from his member, so unpleasant that it had achieved the opposite effect: a shameful, treacherous and excessive arousal.

I remembered, for a fleeting moment, that hardness in my mouth, like a red-hot yet moist, dripping iron… and I hesitated to untuck my blouse from my skirt. I remembered the first time he had pushed, and I remembered my protest, telling him with my moan that I couldn’t take in any more of that monstrosity… and I hesitated to undo a button on my blouse. I was suffocating. I could still smell that odor. I could still feel that enormity completely filling my mouth. I could still taste the aftertaste of when that bitter flavor had flowed from it, which I tasted, affected and surprised; each drop changed everything, ignited everything.

I didn’t feel guilty for admiring that; I didn’t feel guilty remembering how my body had trembled, and how my sex had vibrated, feeling that brutality in my mouth; that unknown brutality, which had nothing to do with my sensations when I performed fellatio on Rafa. Perhaps it was unfair, or worse: simply irrational, savage, animal, as if my body had rebelled against artificially established norms. Why should I blame my sex for having pulsated after feeling that monstrosity in my mouth.

I hesitated whether to stand up. I checked the time. I lowered the laptop screen. I remembered how he had come on me, and how, even so, his member had maintained the same firmness. How that had been possible. I imagined myself, blindfolded, sitting on his sofa, stained by him… and I couldn’t conceive a more painfully horrendous image, yet at the same time so rawly arousing.

Sometimes I wondered if there was also an ego issue; believing that everything had been that way because it was me, that his hardness had been maintained because it was with me. I felt ridiculous thinking that perhaps I would be bothered if that excitement of his could have happened with anyone. At the same time, precisely the fact that I could be anyone gave me an atrocious thrill.

I folded some papers. I gathered files and placed them inside a binder. The sound of the rings creaked while I remembered how he had fucked me against the kitchen counter. I remembered the sensation. His phrases. How he had squeezed my breasts until it even hurt. I remembered his orgasm, the heat of his semen falling on my ass and back, as if it were burning; so much that I had felt that heat even through my shirt; my back soaked, my ass soaked… I remembered when his member had left me: the sensation of abandonment, of helplessness, of emptiness. I remembered having felt a capricious neglect. A candid and surrendered frustration. I had suddenly felt tiny, diminished, without Him inside.

And his laughter, after having ejaculated, after having soaked my clothes, my back and my ass. His horrible and repugnant laughter. I remembered having taken a few moments to feel rage and indignation with myself. I also remembered having doubted whether to ask him to fuck me again.

I didn’t remember the phrases I had said to him while he was penetrating me. And that relieved me, because I knew that remembering them would embarrass me to the point of feeling horrible shame. I did remember with tremendous clarity when he had said to me, in the middle of the climax, between moans, pants and slaps on my buttocks, that “what a slut I’m fucking…!” I remembered it and shuddered. The slaps on my buttocks, his humiliation. His use of my body… In real time I swallowed and crossed my legs again.

And I also remembered when he had panted, brokenly, while penetrating me at full speed, a raw and humiliating: “Come, you big slut, come!” I remembered with chilling purity how the pronunciation of that insult had made me come undone, abandon myself in an unknown orgasm, so intense that my mind and body had come to betray me, as I remembered having come while, at the same time, feeling a pitiful gratitude; as if both, body and mind, were immediate knowers that, in my almost forty years, no one had made me feel that, no one had made me come like that, no one had fucked me like that.

I hadn’t realized it, but my restless, uncontrollable hand had moved from my necklace to my hair, and from my hair to my blouse, and had unbuttoned one button.

I sighed. I checked my phone to see what time it was. I fastened the button and stood up. As I did so, I felt my body stiff and then sensed that my memories had affected a specific area. And then I didn’t just suspect it, I knew it: I walked around my chair to grab my jacket, and, refusing to judge myself or reproach myself, I felt a recent wetness deposited in the silk that guarded my sex.

I put on my jacket and noticed that my hair had become trapped underneath. Carefully, I freed it slowly using my hands. As I released it, my hair brushed against my neck, causing a slight tingling; any contact affected me. Finally, I let my hair fall gently onto my shoulders. My movements fluctuated in a nervous calm, because, while doing this, I was thinking about how I hated him, that man, for what he was, but at the same time I couldn’t help having felt grateful for what he had done.

Suddenly, I felt a sudden thrill at the thought of confessing everything. A sudden urge to cancel my date with Daniel and go home, to Rafa, to my husband, and tell him what had happened. To say it crudely, directly, without false justifications. To confess what had occurred in an adult, frank, rigorous manner. To tell him that a man had fucked me. A man essentially devoid of beauty. A man I disliked. Unpleasant. Crude. Vulgar. But a man who had sexually pleased me in a way I never thought anyone could. I wouldn’t confess to hurt him, but I felt the need to be explicit. It excited me to acknowledge, too, that being unfaithful had aroused me, and that perhaps it had even been decisive in feeling even more pleasure.

The final touch, perhaps unfair, but equally real and crucial, would be about how I had felt with him, by being for him, little more than a trophy to remember. I, for Rafa, was his wife. I, for that man, was just the slut he had fucked that night; the big slut who had played with him, from terrace to terrace, and had gotten burned. Perhaps it was sad to admit it, but that excited me too. I also thought that perhaps, if I confessed and Rafa forgave me, we should talk about the hindrance that feelings of adoration produce in sex.

I imagined confessing all this and was assaulted by a multitude of conflicting feelings, but there were probably two predominant ones: excitement and liberation.

I picked up my phone. The temptation was really strong. Cancel my date with Daniel. Go home. Talk to my husband. Listen to him. Confess.

I knew that Rafa had initiated the game. That he had asked me to kiss him. That with another man he had even asked me to meet with him. But this was different.

Gradually, there, standing in my office, as I visualized myself confessing, I began to be assaulted by another feeling: fear.

Fear that Rafa, with every reason, logically, justly and within his rights, would not consider that infidelity as anything close to something worthy of being accepted.

My phone then vibrated in my hand. It was a message from the unmentionable one.

I pushed a strand of hair aside; tucked my bangs behind an ear. I exhaled, and, tense, read:

“Are you coming now or what? I’m waiting for you.”

And then another message came in. I swallowed. As if something inside me was announcing, knowing, that a blatant fatality was coming. And I read:

“How horny it would make me if you came now with your panties in your hand.”

I locked the phone. I had never felt greater repugnance in my entire life.


CHAPTER 4

I couldn’t lie to myself, and the fact was that whether I confessed to my husband or not didn’t change the need to tie up this loose end. Things had an order; I needed to settle everything with Daniel, as disgusting as it was to share even the same space with him again, before telling Rafa whatever I finally decided to confess.

I left my office and made a stop in the restroom. I had no doubt that this detour was linked to delaying a moment that made me fall apart just by visualizing it. I closed the door with a dry click that echoed in the silence of the small space. I leaned against it for a moment, trying to calm myself. Something had been born inside me that I couldn’t control, a heat that didn’t come from the environment but from within, and that seemed to expand, unstoppable. Then, facing the mirror, I placed my purse on the wide marble surface next to the sink and looked at myself.

I could barely recognize myself. My eyes were too bright, my cheeks flushed, and my lips parted, as if I couldn’t breathe. I wet my hands under the faucet. Then, with the cold water, almost icy, still dripping, I ran my fingertips over my face; then, lightly, over my neck, hoping it would help cool my skin, contain that involuntary trembling that ran through me. But it didn’t work. The contact didn’t calm me; quite the opposite. The sweat changed to a tense cold sweat, and the sensation of wet fingers on my own skin felt... different. Strange. Even too pleasant.

I closed my eyes for a moment and noticed that I felt everything excessively, unfamiliarly. As if those hours, since the night before, weren’t part of my life but a higher gradation. Not just the memories, but myself; the touch, the perceptions, the brushes, the smells: the subtle dampness on my neck from those drops of water deposited by my hands, that neuralgic point; in my sex, that moisture that wouldn’t go away; the touch of my panties and my skirt; the feeling of how the silk of my blouse slid over the skin of my back, my neck and cleavage; the sensation of my bra pressing against my breasts.

I opened my eyes and forced myself to breathe deeply. I leaned toward the sink to wet my hands again, looking for any excuse to focus on something practical.

I felt vulnerable, out of place, but also, ironically, alive, as if the secret I carried gave me a spark of adrenaline that I hated to acknowledge. I took off my jacket and placed it next to my purse. Again the need to delay my final departure to the meeting mixed with an unfamiliar and pleasant sensation of feeling, of feeling myself, as I had never felt before. I didn’t need to examine myself, I didn’t need to reflect, it was something purely physical: the sweat in my armpits, on my back... I undid a button and freed my blouse from the waistband of my skirt; with the change, the blue fabric flowed, accentuating my chest more.

I wet my hands again. I left the faucet running. The slight and faint hum of the water rocked me. Again I wet my neck. My collarbones and nape, glistening with water droplets, slightly dampened the collar of my blouse. The water was very cold, the contrast intense. I closed my eyes again. Once more, the brush of my wet fingers on the skin of my neck felt uncomfortably pleasurable.

And suddenly I felt a memory, which wasn’t a memory, because it hadn’t happened nor did it involve anyone I knew; it had no face or name. It was something more abstract, almost a purely physical response that I couldn’t control. The humidity in the air, the confinement, the silence broken only by the echo of water... everything felt strange, as if something were out of place in that tiny space.

I tried to compose myself, but my thoughts wandered without permission. I continued feeling everything in an unfamiliar way and, then, for a moment and by surprise, I came to feel as if someone was touching me from behind, touching my skirt, as if trying to lift it.

I felt it as if it were real. So much so that, suddenly, I opened my eyes, frightened. I leaned toward the sink and breathed deeply, trying to erase that intrusive thought. “What’s happening to me?” I asked myself. I knew it wasn’t exactly desire, not for Daniel or anyone in particular. It was a betrayal of my own being, a reaction that made me feel dirty, guilty, as if my body were betraying me for the second time.

I leaned toward the sink again, letting the water run between my hands. But, this time, while my fingers caught the water, I didn’t straighten up immediately. I stayed like that, bent over, with my breathing somewhat agitated, feeling the bra strap pressing into my shoulder and the fabric of my blouse sticking to my skin.

I raised my gaze from that position, and what I saw paralyzed me. In the mirror, my breasts seemed to overload my bra, imprudent, unnecessarily large and pronounced; exaggerated by the position of my body. I averted my gaze and turned to myself: to my eyes, to my loose hair, slightly damp at the ends, which fell to one side of my face, partially covering me like a dark curtain that protected me and, at the same time, exposed me.

Again I felt someone behind me, but this time I did give it form. I didn’t want to think about him, but it was inevitable. Daniel. He came to my mind like an unexpected blow, a shadow that slipped between the threads of my self-control. I remembered that just hours before he had taken me like this, from behind, bent over the counter of that kitchen. I remembered his strong hands, holding me by the hips, lifting my skirt as if it were his. I felt the heat of his body behind mine, the weight of his presence, how he moved without asking permission, knowing that he didn’t need my authorization for anything.

The memory pierced me like a whiplash. I closed my eyes, but it was worse; now I could feel it even more. I felt something on my back: a hand, his hand, pushing me and preventing me from straightening up; it wasn’t a real hand, but my body imagined it, created it, and couldn’t move. Then, the brush, the touch of my skirt, sliding up my thighs. My legs tensing, my skin bristling... the embarrassment and fear that he would say something about how my sex showed itself, surrendered to him.

I became aware. I straightened up. My hands rested on the edge of the sink as I tried to stabilize my breathing. I forced myself to raise my head, to look at myself sternly in the mirror, to regain the control that seemed to be slipping away. I closed that button on my blouse and tidied myself up, tucking the blue silk back under my skirt. I put on my jacket and blew my bangs away with a quick puff. Then I tucked my hair behind my ear. I opened my purse and grabbed my phone. Daniel hadn’t written anything else. I reread that bit about “panties in hand.” It seemed as ridiculous as it was disgusting. However, I felt, for the first time that afternoon, a strange need for interaction.

But then I heard footsteps. Someone was entering the adjacent restroom. I couldn’t delay any longer. My tardiness, moreover, affected the possibility of getting home and meeting Rafa as soon as possible.

I put the phone in my purse. I hung the purse over my shoulder. I didn’t want to look in the mirror again, as if by doing so I could leave that aroused woman trapped there. I didn’t want to take her with me.

I went out into the hallway, and each step I took involved a plea not to run into or cross paths with anyone. It seemed that all the bad luck had condensed into Javier’s untimely insistence, as I reached the elevator without having to feign cordiality with anyone. And even once there, I was able to descend to the ground floor of the building in solitude.

Night had fallen some time ago. However, there was a residue of heat reverberating, rising from the ground, from the sidewalks, from the roadways.

I walked, hurried and alert, as if I were doing something terrible, when the terrible thing had already happened. I passed strangers and felt obligated to lower my head, as if I could sense that they were judging me, that they knew. The moisture in my armpits, my back, and my thighs seemed to increase even more due to the constant agitation of my walking.

Stopped at a traffic light, in front of a pedestrian crossing, I rummaged through my purse to get my phone, to check the exact address. After doing so, and when I was about to put the phone away again, I was assaulted by a buzz: someone was calling me, I immediately saw on the screen a number with many digits, undoubtedly an extension from my office.

I answered the phone, the receptionist told me that I had left my wallet on my desk. And my response didn’t consist of thanking her for letting me know, nor telling her that I would go get it another time. My response revealed that I was beside myself in every aspect:

“What the hell are people doing going into my office?” I asked, raising my voice.

I heard silence on the other end of the line. After sighing and resuming my walk, she told me that the cleaning lady, seeing no light in my office, had entered.

I wasn’t able to apologize. And I wasn’t because the shame was so great that it blocked me. I barely managed to respond, in the kindest tone I could, telling her that I wasn’t in a hurry to retrieve it, and then I hung up.

My pulse raced with each step. I felt almost suffocated. And at the same time I felt ridiculous, walking there, in a hurry, distressed, to the place he had indicated.

I reached the entrance. I was about to check if Daniel had indicated the floor, as I didn’t remember, when some girls came out and, seeing me there, simply left the door open.

I confirmed that he had indeed written to me indicating the exact floor and door. I reached the elevator. The compartment was large. The mirror was large. But I didn’t want to see myself in it.

I sighed silently. I adjusted my purse on my shoulder. I fidgeted with my necklace and immediately let go of it, as if it burned.

The doors opened with a worn mechanical squeak. One more exhalation, followed by a sigh. My heels squeaked against the floor: blows that resonated like an accusation, as if I were leaving furrows, marks; as if they were carving invisible footprints, guilty clues of an illicit journey.

I rang the bell and stepped back a couple of paces.

My heart was leaping out of my chest.

I heard someone opening the door.

Daniel appeared before me.


CHAPTER 5

His figure filled almost the entire doorframe, making him appear not only tall but also broad; as solid as I remembered. He wore a white t-shirt that clung slightly to his broad chest, revealing the shape of his shoulders and the curve of his biceps. The thin brown dress pants seemed out of place, as if he had attempted a gesture of elegance that had fallen short, just like the night before.

—Carolina... —he said, drawing out the pronunciation of my name in a murky invitation that oozed pretense and calculation. His voice had that gravity that seemed intended to intimidate, and his tone always outlined a small percentage of formality and a large percentage of mockery. I didn’t respond. I entered.

He stepped aside, giving me space, and my retina captured how his shaved head gleamed in the dim light, in an unpleasant, irritating way. I also noticed the shine of brown shoes that seemed polished with an almost maniacal care. The vestibule was narrow and barely illuminated by a naked light bulb that swayed gently from the ceiling, as if the slightest breath could extinguish it. The air smelled of dampness and tobacco, mixed with something sour I couldn’t identify. To one side, a pile of pizza boxes and empty soda bottles formed a kind of monument to disorder. My heels resonated against the bare wooden floor, a sound that felt too loud in this small, unkempt space.

“Come into the living room,” Daniel murmured, circling around me to close the door behind me.

The living room was worse. The dimness didn’t help disguise the chaos: a coffee table was covered with everyday objects that seemed to have accumulated more carelessly than deliberately. There were a couple of forgotten coffee cups, one with remnants of cold liquid at the bottom and the other with a teaspoon that had left a mark on the rim. A thick textbook, marked with colored post-its, lay open with a blue pen stuck between its pages. A burned-out scented candle sat in the center, its wick blackened, surrounded by an irregular puddle of wax. Next to it, the TV remote rested on a coaster with a bent corner.

The sofa, though neither broken nor particularly dirty, had a couple of large, disheveled cushions, one with a striking floral print cover and another of a solid color that seemed to have been crushed by someone’s weight not long ago. On the sofa also lay a laptop that, perhaps by contrast, looked new, as did the flat-screen TV positioned across from the sofa. Daniel walked past me, and I got the impression he smelled of alcohol.

He wasn’t saying anything, just observing me. His eyes shone, repulsive yet somehow attractive. I stood still in the center of that living room, feeling out of place among the disorder and stale smell.

“I need to get out of here as soon as possible,” I thought. And he offered me something to drink and I declined.

“Nothing? Are you sure? Well. Shall we sit?” he suggested, extending his arm toward the sofa.

“No, no. We can talk standing,” I answered firmly.

He made a face of disapproval and then said:

“Talk? Well, I’m still going to grab myself a beer.”

He disappeared from my sight down a hallway. There he turned on the light. I turned around and adjusted my bag on my shoulder. I looked around again. I couldn’t help feeling a suffocating nervousness. I knew I needed to keep a cool head. To end this, I would have to be convincing yet flattering; I was aware that this would be the part where I’d have to swallow my pride. I needed to leave there with the certainty that his promise to never interfere in my life again would be firmly sealed.

Then I heard his footsteps behind me. I checked my watch. I sighed.

“These days of work around here are killing me, you know. Alcohol is the worst thing for your body and we’ve been going non-stop for twenty-four hours,” I heard as he circled around to stand in front of me, now wielding a bottle of beer. “Just today I had lunch with a client where we seemed like bottomless pits. I’m going to go easily a whole week without touching a drop of alcohol after this,” he said, as if I cared.

I knew I should start now, and immediately felt a rush of heat. I forced myself to begin:

“Look. I came to tell you that...”

“Wait, wait,” he interrupted. “Are you going to tell me what you wanted to say like this?”

“Like what?”

“Like this, both of us standing here...”

“Oh, look, I don’t know. What difference does it make whether we’re standing or sitting?” I said, suspicious of his intentions for us to sit down.

I noticed in his expression that he was about to speak again. Then, anticipating him, I extended my hand with my palm toward him in a clear gesture of “stop.” My intention was unequivocal: for him to be silent and let me continue. And I knew that my “Oh, look, I don’t know” and my last movement had projected fragility, but I didn’t mind showing that. I wanted him confident and dominant. I was certain that would help me secure the agreement I wanted.

“Look,” I continued. “This will be very quick. Sorry if I confused you for such a short visit. But what I came to tell you is that last night was... That I kind of built up a fantasy in my head... That I’m not who I said I was. It is true that sometimes I’ve played games with my husband... and that’s where this came from... well, what you saw... you seeing me on my terrace...” I was speaking, having rehearsed this speech several times, but it wasn’t the same as delivering it while his eyes bored into me in that inhospitable apartment.

“Okay...” he whispered, nodding, restrained.

“And... Look,” I continued, crossing my arms and feeling an oppressive heat. “You see. I...” I whispered, hating myself, but feeling compelled to say it, “I don’t... regret what happened yesterday. It was good...” I said, looking at him as he raised his eyebrows slightly with a smug expression. “That... was good... but my husband doesn’t know about it... and I don’t want him to know... at least not for now... And, to make matters worse, he’s returned earlier than expected. So... he might even be home already...”

“Very well. And?” he asked seriously, and took a drink. Even while drinking, he never stopped staring at me.

“Well... ” I hated myself again, but knew I had to press on. “Well, last night was good, but it can’t happen again... And you can’t... I don’t know how to say this... show yourself... in the next few hours, until you leave... You’re leaving tomorrow... And I’d appreciate it... honestly... if... when you come back... because you say you come every so often... if you wouldn’t stay... where you are now. I mean, in that apartment where you’re staying.”

“In the little apartment where we fucked yesterday...” he whispered.

“That’s right,” I responded, suppressing a sudden rage.

“So I can’t rent it for a few days there again.”

“I’d appreciate it... Really.”

“Uh-huh,” he pronounced forcefully.

He drank again. Still staring at me. The heat was almost unbearable. The silence was pure anguish.

“So you didn’t come with your panties in hand,” he smiled, with his horrid row of small teeth.

“No. I didn’t come with my panties in hand, no,” I answered, feeling ridiculous using that stupid diminutive.

“So you’re wearing them then...” he whispered, with his perpetual dirty smile, and drank again.

“I’m wearing them, yes,” I replied, stopping myself from hurling any of the many insults that came to mind.

“But yesterday was good, then...” he whispered again, surely wanting to force me to elaborate, for the glory of his own ego.

“Yes, it was good. Hey, it’s really hot in here, isn’t it?” I said for the second time that day, trying to escape his questions.

“Tell me about it. These crazy women who live here... they have central heating, and it doesn’t matter if November feels like early October, they crank up the heat full blast,” he said, and drank again.

I had the feeling that I was done. That I had fulfilled my purpose. And I was desperately searching for the escape phrase. I felt that, in the end, it had even been easier than expected.

“So...” I continued. “That was it. To tell you that. That. That my husband is probably home already, or about to arrive... In fact, I’ll text him now to say I’ll be a little late, but I’ll be home soon...”

“Carolina...” he interrupted.

“What?”

“I’m not going to knock on your door tonight, or tomorrow before I leave... and tell your hubby anything... Who do you think I am? I’m actually offended that you thought that.”

“I don’t know... How should I know...” I sighed, standing with my arms crossed in front of him.

“Anything else to confess?” he asked and drank.

“No...”

“Well look, I... Since we’re sharing confidences... Is it called confidences? Or confessions? I don’t know. Anyway. I also wanted to tell you a little something. Look. The thing is...” he said, rambling and using that filler phrase that made me nervous, “I... haven’t lied to you... like you have to me, from what you’re telling me, but I have my little things too. My weird things. You heard the things I told you yesterday...” he spoke, waiting for my response, and I felt a terrible unease, a sudden desperation, because I had thought it was already done, but now he wanted to talk, to tell me some nonsense that I absolutely didn’t care about, before I could leave in peace.

“Yes... Right...” I answered without elaborating.

“So yeah. Yesterday... which I know you obviously enjoyed a lot...” he smiled and I hated him, and I hated myself, “Well... it was like... for me... For what I usually do... Pretty vanilla... ” he smiled again and waited for my response, but I said nothing. “For example, right here, in this apartment, I’m fucking this young girl... Twenty-four years old... You wouldn’t believe the things we do.”

I nodded. I tucked my hair behind my ear, pushing my bangs aside. I feigned interest. And in my head, a phrase resonated that I couldn’t say out loud: “I couldn’t care less who you fuck in this disgusting dump.”

“She’s not here these days. I think she’s at a bachelorette party,” he smiled. “I don’t know. Something like that she told me. I don’t pay much attention to her... She’s one of those girls... ‘blah, blah, blah’” he said, making a gesture with his hand, creating a beak-like shape that was talking.

“Right...” I answered, dying of heat and desperate for him to shut up so I could prepare my final sentence, the escape phrase.

“Well. The thing is that... this girl...” he continued, and then a sound startled us: the doorbell, the doorbell of the apartment, ringing loudly and insistently.

“Damn it... Could it be those annoying girls...? This is the second time they’ve left and come back,” he grumbled. “Don’t they have keys? Shit, of course, I have the keys.” He was talking to himself, and then, as the unpleasant sound continued, he left me and went toward the entryway.

I turned around. I walked a little in that direction. Just three or four hesitant steps. I heard him opening the door, and I heard the noise of footsteps, of shoes, of heels. Immediately, I saw two young girls entering while talking at full speed, telling him there had been a misunderstanding, that “the others weren’t ready yet,” but that they had already ordered something to eat there, and that they would go out afterward.

I found myself face to face with them when they entered the living room. They looked at me. They examined me. They probably judged me.

And then I heard:

“Carolina, my dear... Let’s go to this one’s bedroom then... and I’ll finish telling you.”

Daniel, saying that with an accent that turned my stomach, that made me feel an indescribable secondhand embarrassment, also entered the living room. I looked at him: his gaze, his beard, his voice. I felt an unspeakable repulsion. He indicated the way to the hallway with his hand, in an exaggerated, almost theatrical manner. The girls were dropping their jackets onto the sofa, and the heels of their ankle boots echoed throughout the entire room.

“Fine. But just one minute. You know I have to leave...” I told him, mustering all my courage, in a painfully pleasant tone, with no choice but to accept, feeling observed by them and pretending a tremendously false cordiality with him; and with enough vigor so that those girls would hear it too.

“Yes, yes... Just a minute,” he said, and they, who had fallen silent a few seconds ago, made no attempt to hide their curiosity and interest in listening. “It’ll only be a moment, don’t worry,” Daniel continued, “so you can get back to your hubby soon and nobody’s going to tell him anything...” he added, also in a loud tone, deliberately humiliating me in front of them.


CHAPTER 6

I began to walk. The girls whispered to each other. I was moving away from them and approaching him, who remained still, waiting for me, clearly expecting me to go ahead.

“It’s the third door on the right,” he said, indicating with a slight nod of his head, and, indeed, he let me pass.

My animosity, my loathing, my hatred toward him had only grown stronger. I wondered why he had felt the need to mention my husband in front of them. There seemed to always be an underlying malice that surfaced in random, unexpected jabs.

The hallway was narrow, barely illuminated by the dim light of a lamp hanging in the far corner. The air felt different from what had accumulated in the living room; it had a strange smell, a mixture of cheap perfume and old wood. I advanced with cautious steps, feeling each floorboard creak beneath my heels.

Daniel was behind me. I knew this not only from the echo of his footsteps but from that imposing presence that seemed to fill the entire space. Though he obviously didn’t dare try to touch me, I could feel the heat of his body at an uncomfortably close distance. My breathing accelerated, and the purse I carried on my shoulder slipped a little, as if it wanted to escape as much as I did.

Each step brought me closer to that wretched door. The house seemed large, labyrinthine. I thought that perhaps, originally, it had been two separate, distinct apartments. I didn’t want to reach the destination. I didn’t want to enter. I wanted to end everything and leave. I was convinced that he already knew nothing would happen there, but his egocentrism was guiding us; he wanted to be listened to and flattered.

I reached the door, and my hand hesitated in the air before resting on the handle. Finally, I tried to open it, but it wouldn’t budge. And instantly I felt a smell and a touch that took me back to hours earlier. I felt a jolt that ran through my body. In reality, he was placing his hand over mine and whispering that the handle “had its trick,” that I needed to push it down and pull toward me before pushing; in my deepest senses, from his smell on my neck, from his touch on my hand, I felt for a fleeting but vehement moment, the memory of when he had taken me from behind, against that damned kitchen counter.

His hot hand immobilized me, and that allowed me to contain a shudder that could have been horribly embarrassing. I pushed the door, with his hand over mine. Afterward, he released me, gave me space, and I felt a chill as I crossed the threshold. I entered the room and he turned on a light that dazzled me; once again a feeble, bare bulb hanging from the ceiling. Just a narrow bed, a chair in front of a desk, a small window, a standing mirror, and a wardrobe. The air seemed thick, impenetrable. And the condensed heat, humid, almost vaporous. Daniel, then, behind me, ventured to pull on the strap of my purse, while saying:

“They take turns with the bedrooms… because some are better than others. Now it’s her turn to spend a few months in this fucking dump…”

I swallowed hard feeling him behind me, so close; I felt how the strap of my purse slid down my arm and then knew that he was dropping my purse onto the bed.

“The one who gave me the keys,” he continued speaking behind me, “who isn’t either of those two idiots now in the living room, has the good bedroom now,” he said, and I felt him placing his hands on my shoulders.

I shuddered and prayed he wouldn’t notice.

“You’re going to roast like a chicken in here…” he whispered again, and before I knew it, he was gently removing my gray blazer, as if he were an expert tailor, or someone specialized in making that precise movement.

I hadn’t protested. I had let my arms hang limp, slightly backward, allowing his maneuver. His movement had been solemn. Polite. His excess of confidence had certainly disturbed me, but it was counterbalanced by the relief of being rid of that burden. Then I saw out of the corner of my eye how my jacket lay on the bed, next to my purse. And, after complaining about what he called “hospital lighting,” he turned on the desk lamp, rotated the focus toward the white wall, located no more than twenty centimeters away from the light itself, and pressed the switch that controlled the scrawny hanging bulb on the ceiling again, this time to turn it off.

“Shit, my beer,” he said then, quickly. “You don’t want anything? Are you sure?”

“No. No…” I responded.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, and in barely three seconds I was left alone.

I exhaled. I sighed. And I took the opportunity to look around, now without the subjugation of his presence.

Not that I cared, but I felt curious to discover the face of that “twenty-four-year-old girl” that that idiot boasted about sleeping with. However, there was no trace of photos, no trace of anything; the bedroom couldn’t be more impersonal. I deduced that if they took turns with the rooms, they didn’t bother to give each one their personal touch.

The walls had traces of moisture. The bedspread covering the bed was a horrible gray color. It was all so depressing that I was forced to look away, feeling that the ugliness was depressing me.

I sighed again. I tried to manage, to plan how I could deal with Daniel. My intention was nothing more than to listen to what he had dubbed his “weird little things,” which I assumed would be… his sick little quirks. I hoped he wouldn’t want to go overboard by narrating his excesses with the girl who lived in that room.

I supposed he wanted me there to say goodbye while boasting about some more nonsense, similar to the night before: something like the story of his boss, who had little less than a prostitute on payroll that he offered him, without knowing exactly why, and who perhaps, or in his imagination, was actually his wife. Or maybe the second chapter of that pregnant woman of his friend, whose breasts had grown precisely because of the pregnancy, a subversive and never-before-seen fact, and that then, faced with such an anomaly, he, an unevolved man, had been unable to resist sleeping with her, or… ejaculating on her, or whatever they had supposedly done.

I would elevate him, pretend to value his skills and tell him it was a shame, but I had to leave. I remained firm in my belief that I needed him with an inflated ego, so our absurd affair would remain a positive memory; a pact between a diligent lover and a grateful unfaithful wife.

I heard his footsteps, firm, determined, and I shuddered. Nervous, I didn’t know how to receive him. The indirect light created agile shadows with each movement I made, however subtle. He closed the door behind him. I touched my necklace and then released it. I didn’t know what to do with my hands. He then stopped in front of me, took a small swig of his beer, crudely, and then said:

“Well. Let’s see. I don’t remember what I was telling you. What I do see clearly, and it’s for your own good, considering you say that your little walks on your terrace... and all that about teasing me... was indeed part of a game with your husband... is that... you should find someone. But someone who lives here, of course. You know I come and go.”

“Right...” I responded, debating whether to tell him I had no interest in finding anyone, but ultimately didn’t say it to avoid giving him reason to prolong the conversation.

A silence fell. He drank again. He looked at me again while drinking. I suspected he wanted me to tell him it was a shame he couldn’t be that man. I was incapable of giving him that satisfaction.

“You should...” he said, looking at me fixedly, “yeah, find someone to fuck you properly while your husband watches.”

That “fuck you properly” wasn’t said in a different tone from the rest of the sentence, but it fell with a suffocating weight on my body.

“Yeah... But look...” I managed to say, composing myself, and I checked my watch to give him the hint that I needed to leave, “didn’t you say you simply had to tell me something about your... weird little things... before I left?”

“Oh, yes, yes. That’s right. Let’s see. Ugh. How do I explain this. My weird little things. Let’s see. Maybe you’ll think it’s wrong. Or you might even think it’s... a bit sexist. Well, everything is sexist these days...” he was saying, and I had no idea where he was going with this, and the heat, despite having removed my jacket, continued to be suffocating, and I was tempted to roll up my sleeves, but I didn’t, and I placed one hand on the desk to support myself slightly. “And” —he continued— “I repeat that I don’t want you to think badly of me... but well, we’re adults, and I’m single. And here nobody forces anyone to do anything, we’re all adults and everyone lives or interprets these types of relationships however they want, right?”

“Of course...” I said despite not understanding anything.

“Well, so I interpret it like this. In my own way. My way,” he smiled in a ridiculous and irritating manner. “For me, well... like what happened yesterday... it’s like achieving goals. Trophies. It sounds bad, I won’t deny it. Because I also talk about it. But don’t worry, I never give names or anything. The thing is... I meet people online...” he said and drank, and I wondered whether to cross my arms, and the hand that wasn’t supporting me fiddled with the pearls of my necklace, and I let it do so, this time. “And... precisely, I met the girl from this bedroom that way. But I also talk to men. Don’t worry, I’m not gay,” he smiled again in that horrible way, “but... yeah, I talk to people, to men, we tell each other things. Always without giving names, I repeat. Today, for example, I told someone about yesterday. I told him a bit of the story: about my little apartment, your little walks and the fuck. It turns me on to tell strangers.”

I didn’t know what to say. Or rather, I said nothing to avoid telling him to go to hell. He couldn’t disgust me more. I clung to the fact that I wasn’t interested in turning this into a conflict. I continued fiddling with the necklace. My hair bothered me on my face and I pushed it back with my other hand.

“What I’m getting at is that... I understand and respect that if your hubby is at home and doesn’t know anything... you feel guilty and... even though you want to fuck... you’ve decided to hold back. But for me, if it’s okay with you, and I understand we’re adults and you won’t have any problem with it, I’d like to keep the memory.”

“The memory? What memory?” I asked incredulously, desperately.

He drank. Calmly. His t-shirt accentuated his chest. His arms seemed especially imposing to me.

“A memory. An image of you. Can you sit down? It’s an image of you in a certain way.”

I didn’t understand absolutely anything. I thought him capable of asking me for any absurdity. I agreed to sit on the bed hoping that perhaps he simply wanted to remember me like that: seated. I was overwhelmed. I felt the softness of a plush mattress on my backside. A spring in the bed creaked metallically and at length. And soon I knew that my movement didn’t entail his real and final objective, since, after drinking again, he placed the bottle on the desk and went to the wardrobe.

Once again, I feared he would surprise me with some outrageous request.

I leaned one hand back, with my arm extended. I was suspicious that the bedspread might be dirty, but I didn’t withdraw my hand. Twisting my torso, I saw him, crouched in front of the wardrobe; he had slid one of the two sliding doors and was opening the drawers. His ass, encased in his brown pants, looked enormous. Sometimes, like at that moment, I felt a flash, a spark of nerves and energy, also of disbelief, remembering that this man had been inside my body just hours before.

He stood up. He turned around. He was holding something in his hand. Something pink. A pale, muted pink. It was something like wool. Knitted. I shuddered. I still didn’t know what it was but I already had the certainty that I was facing an absolutely unbalanced man.

“But... what on earth are you doing? What the hell is that?” I managed to say, in a loud tone, while he walked around the bed and approached me, positioning himself almost in front of me.

“Look. I’m not asking you as a favor. I already told you we’ve done what we wanted. You tell me this stays here. I respect that. And I’ve already told you I’m not going to your house tonight to ring your doorbell... and have your husband answer. We’re adults. The thing is... I have this little thing... I don’t know what to call it, for maybe a couple of years now... and since I happen to have it here... because I used it with her... The thing is, I like to keep the image, with this on, of the women... I’ve been with.”

I was fuming, and was about to stand up, but I didn’t. Without wasting time, sitting and still trying to figure out what he had in his hand, I said:

“So, the women you fuck put on this nonsense. But what the hell is it?”

“Well... With this you can only see the eyes and mouth. It’s like... Plus with you it would be even cooler.”

“With me? Why with me?”

“Because you have such a pretty face. But with this that doesn’t matter. Like I’ve just fucked a body and that’s it.”

“But can you tell me what...?” I began to say, raising my voice again, when a sound, in the distance, interrupted me.

It was the doorbell. Again. Again with insistence.

And I thought he would criticize those girls coming and going again, but he said:

“Damn. Have you had dinner?”

I deduced, from his question, that those rings indicated that the food those girls had ordered had arrived.

“No, I haven’t. But don’t worry. I already told you I’m leaving now.”

He seemed attentive. Listening in the distance. In his hand he still held that piece of pink knit fabric, about a hand’s width or a bit more.

I was so overwhelmed by his absurdity that I didn’t know if the rhythm of my heartbeat, shaking my chest, was due to mere nerves or a kind of desperate incredulity.

“Let’s see if they ordered pizza or something greasy and not sushi or that crap,” he said then and grabbed his bottle to take a swig of his beer.

I swallowed. And again the heat made me want to roll up my shirt sleeves, but I didn’t.

“Although I had pizza yesterday, damn, my diet’s gone to hell,” he continued saying.

And we could hear the front door of the house opening. And then voices. And it seemed like he was going to leave that bedroom, to check it out, or to try to eat whatever they had brought.

And then my mind worked at great speed. I remembered his phrase: “keep the image.” And, no longer able to avoid the conflict, as he had pushed me to the edge, I said:

“But what do you want? For me to put that on so you can take a photo? Are you insane?”

“No, no. What photo or what nonsense? Just for you to put it on and let me see you. To keep that image. That moment. Wait, I’ll be right back,” he said, and dropped that pink thing on the bed.

He opened the door. He left it ajar. And I immediately felt that thing. I took it in my hands. And finally discovered what it was.


CHAPTER 7

Indeed, it was made of wool and knitted in a tight stitch. The texture offered a slight flexibility to the touch. I slipped my hand inside. There was no doubt it was a kind of strange balaclava in a soft pink shade. The more I examined it, the more I shuddered thinking about how disturbed this man was.

I felt a hot flush, but I didn’t feel afraid. I put it down and finally rolled up my shirt sleeves. Then I picked it up again and held it; the softness of the yarn felt like a caress; that compact weave offered a resistance that suggested firmness and control.

When I slipped my hand inside it again, I could see the three announced holes. The opening meant for the mouth was surrounded by a discreetly reinforced trim. Above, two perfectly symmetrical openings marked the holes for the eyes.

I heard voices in the distance. I stood up. He seemed to be talking to them. I looked toward the door and confirmed it was open enough for me to hear him if he approached. I glanced away and was surprised to see myself reflected in the bedroom mirror; that full-length mirror leaning against the wall, with the white painted wooden frame, worn around the edges. It had fingerprints and small stains that revealed constant but careless use. In the center was me, standing, shown in full: rolled-up sleeves, fitted skirt, bright eyes, and that thing in my hand.

I remembered his phrases. The phrases of that demented man. “Pretty face.” “With this you’re just a body.”

I looked back at the door. And then at the mirror again. My hand inside that pink wool. It barely weighed anything, as if it were designed to be a second skin, to disappear on the person wearing it and become a symbol, a projection of something deeper.

I thought then of Rafa. Of my husband. I thought of his way of adoring me. His way of treating me, making me feel unique. This was exactly the opposite. This was degrading me; turning me into just another one. I felt a strange excitement thinking that this madman would remember me as just another one.

My hand was still inside. The fabric emitted a slight warmth, as if absorbing the body’s temperature.

I looked back at the door. I was sure I would have time to take it off as soon as I heard his footsteps.

I didn’t know what I was trying to do. Perhaps simply that: to feel like just another one. To feel that my face was worth nothing.

The idea caused a tingling in my chest, a mixture of curiosity and horror. It was as if it could free me from something intangible but heavy: the burden of being myself. Becoming something generic. Any woman. Almost an object. I would be just an anonymous silhouette.

I felt a damp sweat running down my spine. I even wondered if the sweat was soaking through the back of my silk shirt. My doubts raised my body temperature. The indecision, hesitation, and perplexity stressed me in an anguishing way, but not negatively, as I imagined... as I realized that a desire was growing to try it on, to take the risk, to become that faceless woman.

I then let my body decide for me, thinking that it would hesitate, but the opposite happened and everything rushed forward: my breathing accelerated as I slid the balaclava over my head, feeling how the world around me distorted as it was filtered through that fabric.

I felt a measured elasticity, just enough to adjust to the contour of the head without deforming, embracing each curve with almost sensual precision. The knitted yarn followed a regular pattern, lines that seemed to snake over the surface of the covered face, highlighting cheekbones, jaw, and chin. The smell of the fabric was peculiar. There was a subtle artificiality to the aroma, but it wasn’t unpleasant.

I opened my eyes. I looked at myself in the mirror. It was me and it wasn’t me. I was an anonymous figure, an object of desire without identity. Any woman. It wasn’t a simple mask: it was a frame for expression, an accessory that directed attention to the most sensual and expressive parts of the face. The mouth, barely visible, became an invitation. The eyes, surrounded by the edge of the fabric, seemed deeper, more charged with mystery. It wasn’t wide; it was designed to reveal just what was necessary: the curve of a smile, the tempting shape of slightly parted lips; the expression of eyes that evoked tension, eroticism, and desire.

My reflection was disturbing. Unsettling. Almost sinister. And it was because my beauty, that beauty my husband idolized, had been banished, and that made me fragile, and that fragility excited me.

It was a strange pleasure, almost guilty, to feel less like myself and more like... someone else. My body, without a face, seemed more present, more mine and more foreign at the same time. It was almost like losing my soul.

The fabric also covered my hair, which just peeked out a little from underneath. It left only the essential visible, playing with the idea of concealing to reveal, of covering to intensify. That mask was itself a paradox: soft and firm, warm and cold, caress and dominance.

I approached the mirror; my steps resonated softly but firmly, with heels that enhanced every line of my figure. The reflection that came back to me was no longer mine; the absence of my face transformed everything. Without the distraction of my expression, my body stood as the true protagonist, claiming a presence that had never felt so complete.

The gray pencil skirt hugged my hips with shameless precision, outlining each curve with an intoxicating boldness. The fabric seemed made for me, marking the softness of my waist before widening in a perfect fall toward my thighs. But it wasn’t just my hips that caught my attention; my bust, wrapped in the blue silk shirt, looked more opulent, more imposing than usual.

The silk embraced my breasts with an almost insolent delicacy, molding to them as if the fabric knew every detail of my shape. The lines of the shirt followed their contours, suggesting them with a subtlety that made them appear even more generous, more present. The neckline, just opened by the right buttons, invited imagination without crossing the line into the explicit. The pearl necklace peeked out just below the pink wool and rested, perfectly, on my collarbone and below.

My shoulders seemed straighter, more determined, and my legs, long and firm on the heels, completed an image that surprised even myself. There was something defiant and feminine in how the curves of my figure balanced with the softness of the silk and the shine of the pearls.

Without my face, without the identity it gave me, my body carried the full weight of the moment. It was my body that spoke for me, and it did so with an eloquence that needed no words. I felt more powerful, more tangible, as if the absence of my face liberated everything my body could transmit: desire, strength, femininity. At the same time, the absence of my face continued to evoke fragility.

I brought a hand to my waist and slid it to the edge of my shirt, feeling how the fabric yielded softly under my fingers. I looked at the reflection of my breasts, elevated, full, perfect in their place beneath the silk, and I felt detached from myself. It was as if I didn’t fully belong to myself, as if this body could belong to any woman... or to none.

“Holy shit! Incredible!” exclaimed Daniel with a mixture of astonishment and irritating enthusiasm, bursting into the room, surprising me, killing me, and making me tremble.

There I was. In front of the mirror. Looking at myself. Ridiculous. Disturbing. I was completely paralyzed.


CHAPTER 8

It wasn't a mental block comparable to anything I had experienced before. Nothing like anything I had ever lived through. My mind was paralyzing my muscles. The stiffness was total. It was a real, physical inability to move. Only the reflex of swallowing and the involuntary, minimal spasm of my back revealed any oscillation. And it wasn't a block caused by shame; it was different. The fact that I had put that thing on was the definitive proof, the demonstration to myself that something within me wasn't right; it was like crashing headlong into reality; the certainty of having a problem that I had probably been hiding for years.

“Damn. But incredible, huh. But relax. Sit down,” he said then, and I wasn't even looking at him, just listening; I only felt his presence and his voice, a voice that I received as soothing and anesthetic. He disgusted me, his voice disgusted me, his words themselves contained an almost repulsive compliment, but even so, there was something in that tone that I appreciated.

And then, perhaps because of that, I obeyed; I did it: I took one or two steps back and sat on the bed. And there, seated, intimidated, not daring to look at him, and without my hands becoming aware and moving to remove that immoral thing covering my head, I looked at myself in the mirror. And I felt a shiver: my body, my clothes, my body language, my gaze, everything was even more disturbing, more immoral, worse than when I had been alone, because someone was watching me and I was doing nothing to take that thing off.

“Damn...” I heard him whisper again, and I still wasn't seeking him out with my gaze.

The smell and feel of that pink wool submerged me under a kind of armor. On one hand, I felt as if my subconscious was telling me that this wasn't me, but on the other, in the mirror, my gaze looked more mine and more alive than ever; and my lips: so real, peeking through that elongated hole and reflecting almost brilliantly. My hands rested on the bed, and I could feel the sweat seeping through to the sheets as if I could leave a silhouette there, a trace of moisture.

And then he surprised me and walked in front, passing between my body, or that body, and the mirror, and I felt how he positioned himself on the other side, even slightly behind me. And finally I gathered the strength to say something, something to minimally rebel, and I said:

“Do you have to see me from all angles or what?”

I could hear the sound of a grimace. I turned slightly, just enough to locate him, but not to see him. My field of vision was somewhat restricted wearing that thing. And then I heard a sound: something falling to the floor. Something heavy. And then another sound, almost identical. He was making noise. And at the same time I felt that he was still looking at me. And then, nervous, but trying to project confidence, I said:

“I hope there's a time limit for this nonsense.”

Again a slight sound coming from him. As if it were a kind of audible smile. Less than a laugh, more than a grimace, but equally unpleasant.

And then I felt movement, as if quicksand were shaking me. The bed was moving. I was looking at myself in the mirror and behind me loomed the presence of an enormous body.

“What... are you... doing...” I almost exclaimed, as I felt him close, behind me, and I was aware that I was running out of excuses not to take that thing off.

“Shhh...” he whispered, and I could see, in the reflection, since I wasn't turning around, how he, with his bare feet, revealing to me the reason for those two recent thuds against the floor, positioned himself behind me.

The movement was hypnotic, as if the bed had its own breathing, a swaying that enveloped me and made me feel even smaller. I didn't need to turn around to know what he was doing. He was settling in with the leisurely pace of someone who knows everything is under control, sliding with a dominance that disturbed me, and yet I couldn't help but absorb every sound, every change in the pressure of the mattress.

I was surprised by the slight brush of his leg against my back, an inadvertent touch that tensed me as if I'd been shot. And then, I knew it: he had separated his legs, positioning himself right behind me, like a wall I couldn't climb. I felt the heat of his proximity before I could process it. My shoulders hunched forward, as if trying to protect me from something invisible.

I looked in the mirror. There we were, the two of us, but I didn't recognize that version of myself. He was an enormous shadow, barely a blurred outline behind my figure, while I saw myself with cruel clarity: the blue silk shirt clinging to my skin, as if sweat had created a bond between us; the gray skirt, tight and almost hiked up by my rigid posture, transformed into an extension of my exposed skin. My hands remained firm on the bed, fixed, gripping in a disturbing manner.

The balaclava... why wasn't I taking it off? That question hammered in my head, but I found no answer. Perhaps it was a refuge, a wall as false as my composure. Perhaps it was because, without it, everything would become too real: his direct gaze on my face, the contour of my eyes exposed, my vulnerable expression. Without that barrier, I would be completely myself in front of him, and that was more terrifying than any game we might be playing.

I felt him settle closer, his chest almost brushing my back. And then, as if the mattress could speak, I noticed the full weight of his body as he leaned in. I could imagine how he had slightly bent his knees, how he had separated them just enough for me to be nestled between his legs, how his torso arched toward me, creating a kind of cage from which I couldn't escape.

He said nothing. He was just there, imposing, patient. With his white t-shirt and brown pants. I tried to move, to lean forward to break the connection, but the mattress gave way under my weight and I ended up exactly where I didn't want to be: with my back slightly resting against his chest. The sensation was overwhelmingly oppressive: his heat, his presence, as if his breathing were a drum in my ear.

"This isn't happening," I thought, but the mirror didn't lie. I saw myself there, fragile yet disturbing. I didn't understand how I had ended up in that situation; once again the dread that something had been hidden within me for too long, and that this very thing was driving what was happening there.

And then he spoke, barely a whisper next to my ear:

“Relax, just looking.”

"Just looking." The simplicity of the phrase was insulting. The "relax" sank me, lowered me, subjugated me. My body was an impossible knot to untie, my mind a whirlwind of contradictory thoughts. I wanted to take that thing off, I wanted to flee, but something kept me pinned there. It was as if I were trapped in an internal storm, a struggle between the need to end this and the inability to move a single muscle.

The silence became a palpable entity, filled with small details I couldn't ignore. His breathing, slow and heavy, became a rhythm that surrounded me. Feeling his breath so close made every pore of my skin bristle, as if my body were rebelling against that proximity.

“Like this you're just a body... huh,” he said, with his deep voice and this time somewhat indifferent, as if making a casual observation.

My lips tightened in response. He had only verbalized what I had been feeling for some time, but his tone scratched at me.

I didn't respond and he then leaned forward; his weight shifting slightly. His chest touched my back, and the contact was so unexpected that I let out a whimper, which was a protest, but I knew it could have been interpreted as a subtle purr of compliance, and I hated my mistake; it was as if that sound had betrayed all the rejection I had wanted to show.

The heat emanating from his body penetrated the thin barrier of my silk shirt. It didn't just seem to pass through but to overwhelm me, to run me over.

My thoughts tangled in a chaotic loop. For an instant, I wished he would do something more. That game, that false subtlety was killing me. I wanted him to go too far, perhaps to understand it, perhaps to end it. I needed, I was suffocating, for the tension not to break with a decisive gesture, with something that would define the moment.

And then, like a whip in my memory, the previous night returned. His body odor reminded me of it: that mixture of sweat, skin, and something more primitive, unmistakable, had been etched into me like an invisible scar. I didn't want to think about it, but the images filtered through without permission. The way he had held me, how he had belittled me, subdued me... how his breathing, his moans, his gasps, had mingled with mine while he had fucked me... with an intensity that, even at that moment, seemed excessive, overwhelming...

My body seemed to remember before my mind did. An involuntary shudder ran down my back, and although I tried to convince myself it was from the cold sweat, I knew it wasn't just that.

“I never asked the others,” he said suddenly, pulling me from my thoughts. His tone was curious, as if he wanted to start an ordinary conversation. “What does it feel like to wear that? Does it seem ridiculous to you? Does it turn you on? I swear I didn't ask the others.”

The question disconcerted me. And I felt that the "the others" was part of his psychological game.

I didn't know how to respond. It was uncomfortable, suffocating, and at the same time it gave me a strange sensation, of refuge, as if by hiding my face I could distance myself from what was happening. As if it weren't entirely real. But I couldn't tell him that. I didn't want to give him anything he could interpret as a friendly or intimate confession.

The silence lengthened. I didn't answer him. I just looked at my reflection in the mirror, trying to find something in that woman who stared back at me, but all I saw was a stranger trapped in a labyrinth she didn't know how to escape.

He didn't insist. Instead, he moved slightly behind me, and then I felt it: the unmistakable pressure of his... member, against my ass. The position made it inevitable, but that didn't make it any less disturbing. My body reacted immediately, tensing, as if trying to slip forward, to flee, to escape from that imposing volume that I could no longer ignore.

And then his hand moved. I saw it before I felt it, approaching from the reflection in the mirror. Slowly, his fingers brushed the edge of my neckline, barely a touch, as if he were testing my reaction. My breathing accelerated, but I didn't move. His fingers continued, downward, sliding with a deliberation that made my skin prickle.

“Stop,” I said suddenly, and my voice sounded firm though barely a whisper.

At last. There it was. His excessive movement. His error that defined the moment. But then the expected didn't happen. His hand stopped and immediately withdrew. His gesture had been too tepid. It hadn't been rough, it hadn't been something excessively objectionable.

Silence filled the room again, but this time it was different; denser, heavier. And I don't know why, perhaps weariness, the fatigue of my rigidity, perhaps his calmness that rocked me; and so I let myself go, a little, backward, and my back subtly reclined against his chest. And my body, betraying me, welcomed the rest.

It was the most real movement, the most defined. At last something that wasn't a shiver, a spasm, or a tremor.

I was leaning against him. And my body appreciated it. The support. The balance. Even the contact, and that made me feel like I was betraying myself.

And I looked at myself in the mirror. My reflection. The disturbing image. The pink balaclava. My pearl necklace, my blue shirt, my slightly hiked-up skirt, my thighs, my legs, my high heels... I was leaning back and looking at myself. His body was like an immovable wall.

And it was me. Or that woman. Whatever it was. That form. That silhouette. It came alive...

My hands went to my blouse. I unbuttoned one button myself. I created the neckline.

And then I whispered, leaning forward, looking at myself in the mirror, and also looking at him:

“Is this good enough for you? Will you remember me like this?”


CHAPTER 9

His reflection in the mirror remained impassive, as if he hadn’t heard anything, as if that gesture of mine, that deliberate movement to accentuate my cleavage, had no relevance whatsoever. I stayed there, waiting for something: a word, a gesture, anything... but he remained motionless, with an inscrutable expression.

I felt the heat in my chest become unbearable; a mixture of rage and something else I couldn’t even interpret. Slowly, I lowered my gaze to the mirror, observing every detail, especially the balaclava, ridiculous in its contrast; the elongated opening through which my lips appeared, almost always parted from tension.

Again I wondered who that woman was who stared back at me. I wondered if it was me, or if it was an absurd construction, a meaningless disguise. My eyes settled on the cleavage I had created myself, on the way the fabric opened to reveal a hint of skin; the barely visible outline of my bra.

I waited. I waited for his response. He said nothing.

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to contain the wave of discomfort that invaded me, but when I opened them again, it was worse: there I still was, with that mixture of shame and defiance and with the ridiculously forced cleavage.

I couldn’t bear it. I gave in.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” I blurted out, trying to make my voice sound firm, but it was barely a harsh whisper.

I saw, through the mirror, how he looked at me, enigmatic. His expression was unreadable, that neutrality that both disconcerted and infuriated me at the same time.

“You didn’t answer me before,” he said then, with exasperating calmness. “What does it feel like to wear that.”

I looked at myself in the mirror again. There she was, that woman who seemed like a parody, a grotesque caricature of something I couldn’t even define. My hands, without my realizing it, had closed slightly on the sheets.

“I don’t know...” I began, but my voice broke.

I breathed deeply, trying to calm the trembling in my chest.

“...I don’t know if it humiliates me... or... empowers me.”

The confession left my lips before I could stop it, and instantly I wanted to take it back. I felt pathetic, as if in a second I had reduced myself to a cliché. Like a twenty-something feminist with half-digested gender theories.

He said nothing. He didn’t mock me. He didn’t react. His silence, impenetrable, was worse than any scathing comment he could have made.

The mirror was still there, cruel in its clarity. My eyes met his in the reflection, and something in that gaze made me want to avoid it, but at the same time I didn’t want to run from it.

I gathered my courage:

“And you... haven’t answered whether you’ll remember me like this.”

I said it slowly, choosing each word as if they were stones I was throwing against an invisible wall.

He tilted his head slightly, I saw it, always through the mirror: his gaze sliding over my cleavage, over my chest, and then back to my eyes. Then, with a disturbing calmness, he murmured:

“Look, if you’ll allow me... this is how I’ll remember you.”

The mattress creaked under his weight when he leaned forward, pushing me a little and getting close enough that I could feel his warm breath; breathing that slipped between the balaclava and the collar of my shirt, landing on my skin, at some extremely sensitive point near my collarbone. His fingers moved with a confidence that left me breathless, finding the closed button on my shirt that was located higher up.

That button gave way with a dull sound, almost inaudible, but in the stillness of the room it felt like a gunshot.

My eyes returned to the mirror, watching how his hand worked with a precision that left me astonished. His pulse was firm, decisive, as if he had done that a thousand times before, with so many others.

I couldn’t stop him. Again I froze. And the second button gave way, and the opening in my shirt widened, revealing part of the cups of my black bra. The touch of his hand wasn’t direct, but the proximity of his fingers, the heat emanating from them, was enough to make my skin prickle.

Each movement was methodical, deliberate, and the third button, the last one, was also conquered, and that immediately led to a trap because he accompanied his subtle movement with that of opening, slightly parting the shirt; the silk separated even more, revealing not only the bra that contained my breasts, but also the soft curve of my bare skin. The fabric yielded just enough to reveal how the dark lace contrasted with my light tone, how the edges of the bra seemed to barely maintain balance against the pressure. My ribs were barely visible where the bra left space, but higher up, the beginning of the valley between my breasts unfolded with an almost insulting clarity. It was an intense vision, one I could barely sustain in the mirror without my breathing becoming agitated. The texture of my skin, warm and resplendent under the light, made that moment something more intimate than I could have imagined. I felt how a wave of heat rose from my neck to my cheeks, burning beneath the pink wool.

“This is how I’ll remember you,” he repeated, placing the blue shirt on both sides of my breasts, in a movement affected by a hint of solemnity.

The mirror returned an increasingly murky and illicit image, an asphyxiating crescendo: the pink balaclava, increasingly, with each unbuttoned button, with each centimeter of exposed skin, had moved further away from a mere disguise and had come closer to an obscene and vulgar reality. I looked at myself in the mirror and felt that the bra had become the center of that reflection. The delicate lace seemed tense at some points, as if struggling to hold me, and the cups, large and rounded, diligently molded my shapes. That garment, seen from my position, now seemed almost immense, overwhelming. As if it were designed for someone more corpulent than me, but that, somehow, fit perfectly.

I swallowed hard. There was something about that reflection, about my breathing, about his, that rocked me. And something made me feel like I needed him to speak.

“Remember me like this, how...? With this... look...?” I asked.

“Yes... Like this...” he said, pulling the blue fabric even further apart.

I wanted him to continue, to confess what he saw; his description. The description that would be more like a judgment: the verdict of how he perceived me. And I didn’t have to ask him. He did it. He pronounced it. Despite my expressionless face from being covered, he read what I demanded. And then, almost breathing into that gap of skin, next to my neck, between the pink wool and the blue silk, he whispered:

“Like this... This is how I’ll remember the... big-titted shirt lady... who turned me on from her terrace.”

I swallowed again. I trembled. My back almost in permanent contact with his chest. Sweat was soaking through me. I knew he had noticed my spasm.

And then I felt it. Again. The impulse. The power. Something behind. His member throbbing against my skirt, against my ass.

My breathing became erratic, my chest rising and falling in a rhythm I couldn’t control.

The silence returned, heavy as a tombstone. I couldn’t stand this man, but there was something deeply intimate in that act, a connection I didn’t understand but couldn’t deny.

And then, suddenly, in the distance, a sound could be heard. A constant, rhythmic, distant noise. It took me a few seconds to realize it was music, music coming from the living room. It wasn’t blaring, but it broke the silence. The effect it had on me was to wake me from that false calm. My head turned to one side and I saw my jacket and my purse, next to me, on the bed. My purse, where my cell phone was.

I noticed how he separated himself. His chest moved away from my back. His pressure stopped pounding against my ass. My torso had to support itself to remain upright.

He was giving me air. Granting me space. The abandonment was relief. The music continued playing in the distance. A flash of shame ran through my body when I saw myself rummaging through my purse until I found my phone. I knew I needed to text Rafa as soon as possible.

I grabbed my phone and an impulse, a sudden courage, led me to stand up. I was leaving behind that bed, which was a trap, and I didn’t want to raise my gaze and see myself in the mirror, me or that person who wasn’t me, as it was also another trap.


CHAPTER 10

I was standing there, phone in hand, staring at the screen as if it were a strange artifact. My fingers trembled slightly, and the screen’s brightness illuminated a sharp, vivid outline that contrasted with the ancient dimness enveloping everything else. My clothes felt different, tighter, oppressive, especially my skirt; I felt the gray fabric clinging to my skin, and the heat trapped and imprisoned beneath it.

The distance between Daniel and me had become something more than physical. It was a dense pause, charged with everything that had happened and everything I refused to let happen.

I wanted to detach myself. Make an effort to ignore his presence. I opened the messaging app, and Rafa’s name appeared at the top, accompanied by his photo. A simple image, with me in it. His wide, sincere smile contrasted with what I felt now: a stab of guilt piercing my chest.

“I’m going to be a bit longer,” I wrote, not without difficulty, but quickly, as if the words were an automatic reflex. But I immediately deleted it. I watched the cursor blinking on the screen, as if challenging me to continue. It wasn’t enough. It wasn’t honest. Or perhaps it was too honest. What should I tell him? What could I say that wouldn’t sound suspicious, that wouldn’t betray that blurry line I was crossing even though I hadn’t finished crossing it?

I tried again: “Rafa, you must be tired from the trip, why don’t you go to bed? Don’t wait up for me.” But the phrase seemed not only artificial but loaded with hidden intentions, even if I didn’t have any. I deleted it again, feeling how the movement of my fingers became more frantic, more uncertain. I still wouldn’t look up, I didn’t want to see myself in the mirror, wearing that thing covering my face, writing to my husband.

I heard a creak behind me, a slight movement on the bed, and my body tensed. I didn’t look at him, but I felt him. I knew he was there, sitting, probably watching me with that calm of his, studying me as if I were a puzzle he planned to solve. I didn’t want to look at him through the mirror because, if I did, I would see myself in that grim and shameful way. I was surprised he wasn’t saying anything, that he wasn’t provoking me, knowing who I was writing to. My breathing quickened, no matter how much I tried to control it. The feeling of being watched made the phone feel even heavier in my hands.

I quickly realized there was no appropriate message. There was no possible exoneration. My delay. His rest. Nothing more. What else to say. And I remembered my alibi: my colleague Marta. I combined these elements and guiltily shaped them into a written text. A sharp pang affected me especially when I saw myself saying goodbye so tersely, since excessive affection would sound suspicious. I hesitated before sending it, looking at those words as if they could condemn me. But there was no turning back. And as soon as I sent it, I felt a strange heat, as if the lie had ignited something in me, and I had no respite, because immediately I heard another creak behind me. My fingers were still holding the phone, but my body began to register his proximity, as if he had cast an invisible line slowly drawing me toward him.

And again, the mattress creaked, and a shiver ran down my spine as I felt him moving behind me. I closed my eyes for a moment, searching for a strength I doubted I had or simply preparing myself for the inevitable. And then, I felt it: his hands. Not directly on my skin, but on the fabric of my skirt, light but firm, as if he were testing the limits of my resistance.

One. Two. Three seconds. With his hands there. The sound of music remained constant, as my eyes remained closed. His hands didn’t move, my breathing became heavier. My mind clouded, divided between the urgency to move away and the paralysis of someone who feels that the next movement might change everything.

And then yes, his fingers began to slide slowly, tracing the lower edge of the skirt. Barely a touch, but the gesture was charged with a determination that made me burn inside. Each inch the fabric rose was a second that felt like an eternity. My eyes remained closed. My entire world had been reduced to the sensation of his hands and the heat that accumulated, even more, in my skin.

When his fingers prepared to act more deliberately and played at gathering up the skirt a bit, something in my mind lit up like lightning. It wasn’t a clear idea, but rather an image, a memory that emerged with painful clarity. It was a mixture, a blend of how he had taken me the night before and what I had felt in my office bathroom that very afternoon. That attack, from behind, unwanted but inevitable. And again I relived the shame of feeling an accusing wetness that demanded protection from the silk guarding my most intimate self.

I then felt one of his hands moving toward mine, which hung almost lifeless, and he took my phone, depriving me of something to hold onto.

I opened my eyes then, and I saw myself. Or I saw that woman. The balaclava, the open shirt, the skirt hiked higher than I would have thought. I looked like a prisoner, a hostage, but a voluntary hostage. I suffered two impacts: my image and knowing that I could leave but wasn’t doing so.

And there was a third impact, and a fourth: I felt a hand on the inner part of one of my thighs: I trembled. I felt his heat and he must have felt mine. I knew that thigh was oozing, sweating; I knew he had to feel my heat and the moisture, but he said nothing. The fourth was seeing myself again, or seeing that woman, specifically seeing the contained but suggestive, excessive bust, I noticed my bra, not only full but suddenly erotic; the lace covering the cups didn’t provide enough opacity, one didn’t have to look too closely to glimpse round, pink areolas, veiled but visible, behind the fabric. The nipples were hidden behind the dark pattern of the lace and I didn’t know if that relieved or disappointed me.

His hand didn’t move upward, nor did he say anything. Once again, the impasse was worse than action. And suddenly three quick, sharp knocks on the door. Someone was calling. I shuddered, startled, and reflexively closed my shirt in two movements, like someone shutting the leaves of a window.

Daniel removed his hand from my thigh, mumbled something unintelligible behind me and stood up. One of those girls raised her voice and I trembled at the thought of being discovered, exposed in that inexplicable and grotesque manner. Daniel then placed his hands on my ass, over my skirt, and pushed me slightly, as if I were worthless, to make his way and walk toward the door. As he went there, he whispered another phrase, and this one I did understand: “relax, I’m not opening it, don’t take that off.”

I, rigid as a statue, felt my heart pounding and heard my own breathing. I looked at myself in the mirror, no longer finding that thing on my face strange, connecting with my own eyes and examining my particularly exposed legs. Meanwhile, he was talking to a girl on the other side of the door.

“I shouldn’t be here...” I said to myself as he conversed with one of those kids, without opening the door.

I understood they were leaving. And that’s what I should do too. I would wait just long enough not to run into them and then leave this place as peacefully as possible.

The sound of music faded away. The noise of that girl’s footsteps receded down the hallway. And instantly, I heard his footsteps, approaching.

“Now, turn around,” he ordered softly, but with his husky voice, loaded with a patience that was as dangerous as his proximity.

I didn’t obey. My gaze remained fixed on the mirror, on the woman in front of me. That wasn’t me. It couldn’t be. But the balaclava, the half-open shirt, the hiked-up skirt... all of it was too real. My reflection returned a gaze I didn’t recognize, a mixture of fear, desire, and something darker that I didn’t know how to name.

He stopped half a meter from me, his silhouette reflected in the mirror behind mine. I noticed how he studied me, scrutinized me, curious, aroused, but without admiring me. Then, he took another step, and I felt the heat of his body against my back. There was barely any contact, but his closeness enveloped me like a second skin.

“How you turn me on, damn it...” he murmured, being once again Him, the one from the night before. And his lips, so close to my ear, attacked me with hot breath that made me shiver.

I swallowed, the arid sound resonating in my throat. My mouth was dry, but my body was far from feeling the same. Every fiber of me seemed to be on fire, a living contradiction between rejection and desire. I said nothing. I couldn’t. Every word I tried to form got trapped in my throat, a knot of emotions I didn’t know how to untie.

His hand moved then, grazing the lower part of my back, over my shirt, and I froze; my body rigid as a statue. I wanted to move, I wanted to do something, anything that would stop that assault. But I didn’t. My reflection in the mirror kept looking at me, as if challenging me to make a decision. And then his voice returned, low and cutting, with an edge that pierced through me.

“Pull your little skirt up more.”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t move. My hands remained still at the sides of my body, as if tied by an invisible thread. The silence grew thicker between us, charged with a tension that seemed about to break. His tone hardened then, as if seeking to push me further over the edge.

“Come on, you slut... You’re not Carolina. You’re not that pretty face,” he said, forced, exaggerated, his voice in a deep whisper that resonated in my core. “I fucked her yesterday. I don’t see Carolina, I only see a slut with a killer body.”

My lips parted slightly, a broken breath escaping from them. His words hit me like a whiplash, mixing humiliation with an excitement I didn’t want to admit. I felt my skin prickle, my pulse accelerating to an almost unbearable rhythm. But I did nothing. I said nothing. My eyes remained fixed on the mirror, watching how his figure moved behind mine, each movement slow, deliberate, calculated.

“What’s wrong?” he continued, his tone tinged with mockery. “Don’t you dare? I just want you to show me that gorgeous ass...”

His hand moved again, this time down to my buttocks. His fingers slid with a softness that contrasted with the crudeness of his words, but the effect was the same: an electric shock that ran down my spine. He was possessive. He was dominant. I closed my eyes, trying to find some refuge in the darkness. But there was none. Everything I felt, everything I wanted and hated at the same time, was there.

He fondled my ass, over the skirt. He squeezed a little and pushed me forward. I didn’t protest and succumbed, taking half a step. And then, after feeling his hand abandon me and sheltered in the darkness of my closed eyes, I heard a phrase and a sound. A phrase, a “fuck, I can’t take it anymore,” exhaled by him, and a sound. A triple sound: a dry click: his belt buckle coming undone, a dull sound: the button of his pants opening, and a brief metallic tear that ripped through the silence of the room with a clear “zziip” that seemed to extend beyond its duration, reverberating in the air like an echo loaded with intention: the zipper of his pants. I swallowed. I trembled. I trembled in a spasm that, without doubt, he noticed.

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t understand why I was still there.

The heat impacted me, as if this time it was clearly coming from outside, as I imagined, in silence and darkness, what he was freeing.

I didn't want to open my eyes. Or I couldn't. And then I felt his hand. His hand taking mine. And I knew what was coming.

Simultaneously with feeling his hand, I heard another desperate phrase, a threatening “come on, damn it...” He wanted to guide me. Take me there. Exasperated and aroused, but at the same time smug. Knowing. Full and overflowing with ego. Infallible in his belief that that contact would make me surrender.

Everything was suddenly rushing. I let myself be guided. My hand flew fragile and warm.

And I opened my eyes right at the moment when I was assaulted by the touch.

Almost from nothing to everything. From the game, from the tepid caresses over clothes... to that madness.

I swallowed. I trembled. A drop of sweat sprouted from my armpit. That pink fabric was suffocating me. I felt I could barely breathe.

I let myself go. I touched. With guilt, almost rage. I grabbed. I held, without his assistance, an undeserved savagery, a heat and hardness almost inhuman.

From nothing to everything. From play to sex. Because that was pure sexuality. I was feeling his power and nobody was forcing me...

And then a shocked “God...!” escaped from my lips, revealing me, while I felt my chest about to burst.

“That’s it... Fuck...” I then heard at the nape of my neck, and saw reflected in the mirror how that masked woman held, timid and impressed, a cock that rose, straight and heavy, at great speed; a brutal roughness, a greatness that contrasted with the perplexed tenderness of her delicate hand.


CHAPTER 11

Time stood still. The image in the mirror was both a revelation and a punishment, a confrontation with something I didn’t want to admit yet which was becoming evident. That masked woman, with trembling hands and parted lips, wasn’t me. Or perhaps she was, a part of me that had always been there, hidden beneath layers of control, routine, and “normality.” The hardness in my hand, the temperature radiating from his skin, everything made me feel I had crossed a boundary, a line I could never erase.

My breathing was heavy, almost panting, and I struggled to keep it under control. In the reflection, my chest rose and fell, brushing the cups of my bra against the edge of my unbuttoned shirt. My fingers, hesitant at first, soon came alive, pushing all that heavy layer of skin back, uncapping a dark glans that glistened in the mirror. He barely flinched, just grunted a little. Soon, those fingers began to move with a rhythm that wasn’t mine, but seemed to have been born from some deep part of my body. It was as if sensations had taken the reins, dragging me to a place where my mind couldn’t intervene.

And while I did it, while my fingers slid along his length with clumsiness at first and then with an almost instinctive fluidity, I felt everything around me fade away. The room, the mirror, even Daniel ceased to exist as I had perceived them until that moment. In my mind, I was no longer there. I was no longer Carolina. I was another woman, a stranger with a body I didn’t fully recognize, but which moved with a confidence that both frightened and excited me.

Even Daniel stopped being Daniel. At that moment, he was nothing more than a man, a body in front of me, a presence that attracted and devoured me. There was no past, no context. It was as if everything experienced until now had been erased, as if the previous night, his possession, my surrender against the kitchen counter, had disappeared. Everything was new. There was only now. Only the heat of his skin against my fingers, the weight of his hardness in my hand, the way my breathing mingled with his.

The reflected image was obscene, even macabre. The woman’s outfit evoked both dominance and submission, depending on which role that man decided to impose on that body with long legs and prominent breasts. The shirt, the skirt, the heels... they seemed to suggest the double life of a notable and proper woman in her “real” life.

I parted my legs slightly. Took up more space. My heels almost scraped the floor. And he took advantage of the movement to, without hindering the motion of my hand masturbating him, remove his shirt. The mirror instantly reflected an impeccable torso; I partially blocked it, but two symmetrical, enormous pectorals were visible, and an abdomen that swelled and contracted to the rhythm of my hand. That woman who was masturbating him, now free from the burden of being me, assessed and scrutinized that muscled torso without guilt, and rewarded the visual pleasure with an even firmer grip.

That woman also appreciated that magnitude without guilt, and became aroused feeling she could barely close her hand to wrap around it. Nor did she feel guilt observing the hypnotic uncapping and covering of that glistening tip, and she felt her sex pulsate each time her eyes lingered on that image.

“Exaggerate, damn it...” that man suddenly murmured with his deep, broken voice, barely a whisper that brushed my ear like lightning.

I swallowed, or that woman did, and he continued:

“Exaggerate it... Pant, moan, damn it.... Like a little slut... Fake it...”

I looked at him through the mirror, but it was as if I didn’t really see him. My eyes were clouded, lost in the reflection of that woman breathing heavily, preparing to obey. I didn’t know if I was doing it because I wanted to or because I simply couldn’t resist anymore. And she did it. I did it. I let my voice escape, first in a low, almost timid moan, and then in a more intense, more exaggerated sound, as he had asked me.

Soon that woman focused only on herself. And then an “Ahhh...” was gasped, coming from that mouth, from those lips that peeked through the opening of that pink obscenity. And an “Mmmm!”, “Ahhh...!” was sketched afterward, to the rhythm of the jerking motion on that vigorous member. That woman was exaggerating, pretending pleasure despite no one touching her, feeling even more eccentric and shameless.

“Like that... Damn... Like that...” he whispered in abrupt puffs.

Every word that left his mouth was like a blow, a discharge that made me burn inside. One of his hands slowly moved down my back until it rested on my ass, over my skirt, and squeezed with a force that made me gasp even louder. I felt the fabric wrinkling under his fingers, and the pressure of his grip made me tremble. My hand kept moving, faster now, more confident, as if the rhythm had been etched into my skin.

“Moan louder, damn it...” he ordered me.

“Mmmm... Ahhh...! Hhmmm-mm!” that woman moaned, to the rhythm of the fierce handjob, and her head tilted, looking at herself in the reflection.

Her eyes went to that abdomen and that cock. The temperature of her hand had mimicked the heat of that enormity. The heat was so thick that she felt her breasts dampening her bra and her back drawing a wet patch on her shirt. With each exaggerated gasp, with each “Ahhh...!” and with each glance at that glistening tip, she could feel the umpteenth drop leaving her sex and settling at the focal point of delicate panties, not designed to tolerate such shamelessness, nor to bear the burden of so much moisture.

“Damn... Show me your tits,” ordered that man whom I despised deep down, but from whom I couldn’t escape. And he ordered it while pulling a bit at the collar of my shirt, backward and to one side, scratching and loosening my pearl necklace in his rough movement, almost completely exposing one of my shoulders, with clumsiness and exasperation.

For a moment, I hesitated. A part of me wanted to resist, wanted to regain control, but that part was becoming smaller, weaker. The woman in the mirror didn't seem to share my reluctance. Her eyes were fixed on her own reflection, on the movement of her hand, on the way her body responded to each word, each touch. With my free hand, I brought my fingers to the edge of my bra, feeling the soft, delicate lace against my skin.

Not without difficulty, due to the tension of the garment, I managed to pull down one of the dark cups, releasing, little by little, with care and determination, a breast that revealed itself, almost inch by inch, until it fell heavily, with a slight bounce, full, tense, as if the air held it for an instant before letting it rest. Its shape was perfect, rounded, but with a slight natural drop that made it more carnal, more lascivious, more feminine. The nipple stood firm; an erect button that seemed to challenge its surroundings, hard, large, surrounded by a rosy halo that overwhelmed me by its extension, as if the heat and excitement had dilated it to unknown heights. I let out a long sigh, almost an involuntary purr, as I felt the pull of the fabric sliding under my skin, as if the bra didn't want to let me go completely.

Then I lowered the other cup, with the same slowness, almost ritual-like. This breast also fell, bounced, and filled the air with its presence. Both were now exposed, free, illuminated by the dim light of the room, which caressed my skin and made the slight film of sweat that was visible to the naked eye glisten. The black lace of my bra now rested beneath them, like a dark frame that enhanced their roundness, their fullness, as if it were designed not to hide, but to accentuate what it released.

My eyes, unable to resist curiosity, instinctively lowered toward them. I saw them directly first, noticing how they moved slightly with my breathing, as if they felt the heat, as if they had a life of their own. Then I looked at them through the mirror, where the angle and perspective made them appear even more imposing. They were round, but not perfectly so; somewhat elongated, full, with some noticeable veins and with taut skin that blushed slightly, as if blood rose to the surface to play with my shame.

The nipples, erect and prominent, seemed to demand all the attention. Pink, large, an almost obscene contrast against the soft paleness of the rest of my skin. They seemed to shine with their own desire, as if they were saying something I couldn't verbalize. And at that moment, my lips parted, a low, deep, animal yet feminine moan escaping my mouth before I could stop it. It was a soft sound, intimate, an echo of the sensation of power and vulnerability that mixed in my chest. I liked myself when I saw it, saw myself, admiring my reflection as if it were another woman. A sensual, suggestive woman, whose breasts rose like a monument to a femininity as powerful as it was overwhelming.

In front of the mirror, his figure stood behind me, tall, large, dominant, as if his mere presence absorbed all the air in the room. One of my hands surrounded his erection, firm, throbbing, while the other fell inert, marking a contrast between the control I had over him and the tacit submission in my posture. The balaclava I wore covered my face almost completely, but my eyes, visible through the openings, were fixed on the reflection. I couldn't take my eyes off my own breasts, tense and shamefully enormous, and moreover, each movement of my hand, jerking his member, made them shake with a slight bounce, an erotic and symmetrical dance, that seemed to hypnotize me.

The dim light of the room bathed us both, highlighting every curve, every shadow. The lace of the bra continued to frame my breasts from below, underlining their weight, the perfect way they filled the space. Through the mirror, I saw how he lowered his gaze toward them, hungry, salivating, while one of his hands squeezed one of my buttocks again, and he then growled in a low, raspy voice: “Look at yourself... Look at yourself, fuck.”

I continued moaning, complying, obeying, and my moans, my “Mmmm!” “Mmmm!” “Ahhh!” came out clean yet somewhat feigned, and that man enjoyed my exaggeration in a sick way. I looked at myself again, through the mirror, and contemplated the contrast: my face was hidden, but my body expressed itself. Each exhalation seemed to make my breasts rise and fall more intensely, drawing a rhythm that followed the movement of my hand over him. His skin burned against my fingers, each pulsation, each shudder of his resonated through me.

And then a sound. Suddenly, a subtle noise, barely an echo behind the door. It froze me. It paralyzed me. The air seemed to stop in my lungs while my head instinctively turned toward the sound. Had it been a footstep? A stifled laugh? The tension grew in my throat, almost palpable, as the certainty of having heard something fought against doubt.

—Why are you stopping, fuck? —his voice broke the silence like a whip, impatient, charged with a contained frustration that electrified the air. I then realized that I had stopped stroking his member.

His voice, his tone, intimidated me. I didn't know what to answer. Had the noise been real? Or simply a game of my mind? I looked toward the closed door, as if I could see through it. Everything was still, silent now. But that feeling of being watched didn't disappear.

—I don't know... —I finally murmured, almost to myself, as if the words could dispel the fear, while I wondered if I could be sure those girls had left.

He let out a low groan and, suddenly, his hand appeared in front of my body, wrapping around me from behind, brushing my skin with a familiarity that left me even more paralyzed. He took me by the side and slid his fingers, and then his whole hand, toward one of my breasts. I watched the movement through the mirror, fascinated and tense at the same time.

—Do you think someone's there? —he whispered, and his voice seemed a mixture of mockery and defiance.

“No... I don’t know,” I stammered, barely audible.

His hand explored more firmly, as if with that gesture he was challenging any possible intruder behind the door and challenging me at the same time. He did it with indifference, as if that woman was once again worth nothing. The touch was unpleasant, crude, but at the same time strangely pleasurable, making me shiver slightly. He wasn’t caressing, he was grabbing, kneading, as if it were absolutely his; he almost imprisoned it and then lifted it slightly, as if studying its feel and weight, or as if playing at trying to encompass all that fullness. He wasn’t touching, he was taking possession of it. He was taking one of my breasts, as if it were nothing, and I watched him through the mirror, with one breast flowing freely, plethoric, large, and the other one kneaded and lifted by him, my hard nipple peeking through his fingers.

“There’s nobody, damn it. But what would it matter? What the hell do you care if they hear us, huh?” he snapped, leaning in, and I felt his hot breath against my neck.

I looked at the mirror again: his enormous shaved head, the half-twisted smile, everything about him seemed designed to create disgust, to frighten, to disturb, but also to dominate.

“Continue...” he ordered me then, and my hand, or the hand of that woman, complied again, shaking that thing that continued to emit an implacable heat.

“Moan...” he ordered.

“Ahhh...! Mmmm...!” I exaggerated then, closing my eyes, while I masturbated him.

“That’s it... fuck...”

“Ahhh...! Mmmm...! Hhh-HH!” I exaggerated for him, and I felt his cock in my hand, and I felt how he squeezed my breast, and his way of doing it, almost with contempt, excited me...

And then, yes. Clearer this time. The noise returned. And my chest vibrated again with the panic of being discovered, making me stop my hand and open my eyes.

Childish laughter could be heard behind the door, now without any doubt.


CHAPTER 12

I knew he had heard it too, because he immediately released my breast and the sonorous, panting rhythm of his breathing was cut short. I, once again, withdrew my hand from his member and swallowed hard. It might seem that this threat put us on the same side, but I didn't trust him.

The sound of those giggles behind the door faded, but the echo still seemed to resonate. The air became even denser, heavier, as if reality had suddenly slipped between us to tell us we weren't alone. If what that woman was doing was already flagrant, what she was allowing to be done to her in that bleak room, it was even more so if it was known and ridiculed by those strangers. Daniel tensed behind me, and it was a small consolation to feel that he sometimes doubted, that he sometimes felt unease; his body firm like that of a predator who has just heard a rustle in the underbrush.

But soon his hint of weakness turned to control, as a whisper reached me like a sharp dagger caressing my neck, barely a brush against my ear:

“What bitches...”

Through the mirror, our eyes met. In his gaze there was no fear of being discovered, but merely a shadow of irritation, perhaps something more, something I couldn’t quite decipher. In mine, I saw myself and yet another: the balaclava framing my nervous eyes, bright with adrenaline, my parted lips, my frozen breath.

He moved, taking with him that monstrous length and width, pointing forward, exposed, gleaming. He then positioned himself completely behind me... I exhaled and stared, hieratic, again, at that woman’s lascivious and swollen breasts overflowing her bra, while I strained my ears in case I heard them again.

And then, his voice once more, whispering, to avoid being heard, and provocative, with that tone that mixed command and mockery:

“We’ll do the opposite... Don’t make a sound, okay. They’ll get bored and leave. They won’t have the guts to come in.”

My heart was beating hard, a percussion that seemed to resonate throughout my body. I didn’t know what to think. My mind was trapped between tension and desire, between the possibility of being discovered and the absurd fascination of this situation. I wanted to flee. I wanted to get away from this danger looming over us. But my feet wouldn’t move. Something else anchored me there.

My eyes drifted to the mirror, to the woman watching me from the reflection. Suddenly I saw that she didn’t seem terrified. She didn’t seem to hesitate. That woman was trapped, yes, but not by fear. She seemed to be trapped by the moment.

He caught me off guard. Suddenly his attack was quick, accurate, and forceful. From behind, both his hands assaulted me. His momentum almost forced me to take a step forward. I could barely contain it without advancing. My skirt, tight-fitting, was grabbed and slid upward with speed and vehemence. His assault was clearly reflected in the mirror. With each tenth of a second more flesh, more thigh. The gray fabric rose, wrinkled, and I protested with a muffled but noticeable groan, to which he responded by shushing with a dismissive “Shhh” at the moment when the black of my panties shone and displayed itself in the mirror.

Perhaps it was a defense mechanism, my covered face helped me, what I saw reflected couldn’t capture a more obscene clarity; I merely felt the impudence and shamelessness of a woman who wasn’t me. The skirt no longer covered, those delicate and tiny panties caught the light and stood out against that woman’s skin in an indecent image. If those girls opened the door they wouldn’t discover me, but her.

His palm, firm, then encompassed one of my buttocks, exploring, dominating. His touch was hot and dry, and I felt my ass shamefully exposed; and I felt the very touch of my buttocks as if they were covered by a layer of settled, tepid sweat. I was holding my breath, but the woman in the mirror wanted to let herself go, and parted her lips, and her eyes shone within the frame of that pink wool in a way I didn’t recognize.

“Easy...” he whispered, hearing the slight puff, that woman’s breathlessness.

And I anticipated the shame of him discovering the indecorous state of those gleaming panties, and I wondered how that woman would face such dishonor.

In the distance, behind the door, the murmur of voices and laughter was fading. But in my mind, the sound of my own breathing, of the deafening heartbeat in my ears, and the brush of his skin against mine, filled everything.

The silence was suffocating. His two hands on my buttocks. His gaze attacking my eyes through the mirror. A guilty longing to feel the brush of his naked member against my skin, somewhere on my exposed ass; I was excited thinking about what it would be like to feel that “touch,” and I reproached myself for it. My contained breathing. Me again, in that moment. And then, I let out a slight puff when I felt how his hands slightly separated my buttocks, and from feeling the fabric of my panties pressing, slipping, sinking between them; a puff that alerted him, and he repeated, whispering on my neck:

“Shhhh. We’re doing the opposite... Don’t make little noises...”

And then I, completely myself, turned my face slightly, and whispered:

“Stop... If they come in... I’ll die...”

“They’re not going to come in, damn it...” he whispered, pressed against me, behind me, and I felt ridiculous, whispering that, wearing the balaclava, and he completed my ridicule with another dominant whisper:

“You just keep quiet... and they’ll leave right away.”

And, immediately after, another maneuver, contradictory, confusing. I didn’t know whether to feel relief or the opposite. My skirt was coming down again. My buttocks were covered once more. The rustle of clothing against my skin seemed like a flagrant sound, audible to them. I didn’t understand why he was covering me again, until one of his hands went to the side zipper of my skirt... and a “what a bastard...” was traced by my mind, without being pronounced. The skirt then traveled an inverse path: it went down, descended; and the discovery of my skin was inverted: first the upper part of my thighs was exposed, and from there downward. My skirt slowly descended to my knees and, when completely released, fell to the floor with a dull sound, wrapping around my ankles and covering my shoes.

And another sound, behind the door, an obvious whispering. Something that made me tremble again and made me realize there were at least two girls crowded behind the door. I didn’t know if their murmuring was due to desperation from not hearing anything for a while, or precisely the opposite: for having heard the sound of my skirt falling.

My nerves went wild. The only way to control them was to look back at the mirror and search in those green eyes peering through the pink fabric for a gaze that wasn’t mine, that belonged to that woman who could handle anything. But it was becoming increasingly difficult, because the touches, the sounds, the smells; all of it chained me to being myself:

My silence, trying to guess if those girls were talking, daring to enter or leaving, forced me to be there, to try to listen, and to do so I felt I was inhabiting my own being. Also the body odor, masculine, warm and dense, behind me, enveloped me and dragged me back to the previous night, the one in which, without doubt, it had been me, and in reliving it, it was me. And another moment trapped me without remedy: when my shirt, without the impediment of the skirt, finally free, descended slowly, sliding down to cover my buttocks. The blue silk, ethereal and soft, took advantage of everything my skimpy panties didn’t cover, and poured over my bare skin like a whisper; an intimate caress that instantly made my skin bristle. The delicate touch of the fabric, exquisite and warm, against my buttocks, sweaty and burning, provoked a shiver that ran through my entire body, and awakened in me a subtle and strangely perverse pleasure. And in that touch, in that delight that only I could feel, I knew it was me.

And then a sigh, mine. And him again, on my neck, whispering:

“What don’t you understand...? If you want them to leave... stay quiet.”

And when I was still feeling, once again, the humiliating impact of his whisper, like a sharp edge, like a knife against my neck, I noticed how he slightly moved my shirt aside and slid his hands to the straps of my panties, gripping them firmly, but without moving them. Then, with calculated slowness, he rested his chin on one of my shoulders and, without looking away, held my gaze through the mirror.

The dominance was total. I searched again for that woman’s gaze. And I succeeded, or thought I succeeded, until I felt an imprisonment: my sex attacked, trapped by the silk of my own panties. That bastard was pulling them upward, gripping tightly the thin straps that clung to my hips. He did it slowly, but steadily, firmly, severely. I felt the push, the compression and also the wetness, as if the fabric wanted to return what had been freed, expelled, fallen, back to my own sex. And I moaned. I couldn’t bear it. My chest was bursting. I gasped. I couldn’t help letting out a pitiful “Ah...!” and then he attacked me with an authoritative “Shh!” with an undercurrent of hurtful contempt.

And if those girls laughed or whispered, I didn’t know. I looked through the mirror, how he pulled up my panties... and how my pussy resisted hiding, and did the opposite, rebelled, withstood the onslaught, and two lips were marked, large, vigorous, through the black silk; and I felt the wetness: matted, dense, warm... and another sigh, an “Uff...!” desperate that made me close my eyes, and then a “Stay quiet, damn it...” was whispered by that bastard.

And how to endure it? How to bear it? How to be her to contain myself, to stop suffering those nerves about being discovered? How to tolerate and accept wearing that thing, covering my head and my face, like an obedient and compliant submissive before him? How to accept still being there without killing myself from guilt and shame. How to accept that that depraved man dominated me, degraded me, without leaning on being another woman, the woman who looked at me through the mirror.

I felt I achieved it, sometimes. Sometimes, like in that moment, that lascivious and corrupted woman gathered the lower part of her shirt, to see that bastard’s maneuver with greater clarity. That woman looked down and saw her panties rising and attacking her sex, and was able to contain the moan, biting her lower lip, under the obscene pink mask. That woman returned her gaze to the mirror and saw her breasts breathing, throbbing, reddened, almost veiny; her areolas crowning an enormous extension of her breasts, her nipples always large and piercing, and contained another gasp after another attack of that silk, from bottom to top. And that woman was able to remain standing, despite the weakness and thinness of her heels, while feeling a dizzying pleasure, from the relentless and energetic offensive of the black silk rubbing against her sex...

...And that woman was even capable of feeling that man’s body, behind her, his chest against her back, and bearing it; bearing his smell, masculine, animal, without fragrance, without artificial pretense; his mere body odor, tinged with an aftertaste of sex, as if his member projected from below an odor that reached her. Even that woman managed to contain yet another moan, feeling her pussy attacked again by the black silk; she could contain the pleasure, biting her lip again, despite the morbid excitement produced by feeling her pussy responding to that attack, not only marking her sex more and more against her panties, but responding with more wetness... becoming visible to her, and to him, through the mirror...

...And, as if both had noticed the same thing simultaneously, she accepted a whisper in her ear, a “Damn, you’re soaking wet, huh...” that I couldn’t have endured, but she could.


CHAPTER 13

Time became insoluble, uncountable. I didn’t know how long he kept me like that, how long he kept that woman like that. That woman who obeyed, who didn’t make “little noises” as that bastard asked or ordered, who stifled her moans under the mask, barely a few “Hm…”, “Hmm”, which were only for herself.

That woman who lifted the lower part of her blue shirt and sometimes looked down, and saw the black silk of her panties rise, pause, and rise again, in that game of squeezing, marking… attacking her pussy. And sometimes she looked straight ahead, to observe that movement from a frontal perspective. A few seconds, who knows, perhaps more than a minute, or two, during which I began to fear, to wonder, if it was possible for my wetness to overflow; that I might feel my panties saying enough; even feel wetness in my groin, almost on my thigh… And everything I feared, that woman in the mirror seemed to even crave.

The moment began to feel intimate. His silence, my silence. I knew it wasn’t peace, it was a truce. That we were cooperating with our muteness, that we were allying ourselves so those girls would get desperate from hearing nothing and leave. But then, everything exploded. He made it burst. He turned his face. I saw it in the mirror. He placed an absurd kiss on my cheek, on the pink wool, a kiss audible to me, impossible for them. And then, looking at me through the mirror, he whispered:

“I’ve got you now, huh…”

I swallowed hard, but managed to hold his gaze. And he continued:

“I’ve had you since you touched my cock, huh… That was the moment. Didn’t you come just to talk?”

His words tore me apart. They made me hate him, but the worst part was that they made me hate myself too.

I was about to look away, but I held on. He continued:

“Little slut, fuck… How you turn me on. You turn me on even more like this… without seeing your pretty face… Just tits, ass… and pussy… Without your pretty face intimidating me.”

I felt anger. The deepest part of me radiated a burning, a fervor, an exaltation of rage. But then I looked away and brought my eyes back to the mirror, and who returned my gaze was that woman, that woman who gave me calm. I tried to understand her while he restarted that attack, that movement from bottom to top, of silk against sex. I tried to understand her and she explained to me that after all, that man was just an instrument and was only playing a role, and so was I: he was playing at dominating me and I was seeking to know myself. He was playing at humiliating me and I wanted to discover how much I could endure.

I understood her, and that relaxed me, until again he attacked me, with touch, voice, or gaze… and everything fell apart for me. What disarmed me most was his breath on my neck. And then, he whispered a cutting: “Little slut… you’re soaked… I can feel it…” and I swallowed for the umpteenth time. And then that woman got fed up, probably with me, and took command.

I could see it in her gaze. In those green eyes, through the mirror, through the hole in the pink balaclava.

It wasn’t me. It was her. The woman in the mirror. The one with the pink balaclava. The one who wasn’t afraid of him. I just clung to her, to that version of me that didn’t shrink, that didn’t nervously swallow, that didn’t hold her breath when he squeezed, when he pulled the silk against my sex with that exasperating slowness. I was still trembling inside, but she wasn’t. She dared.

My eyes sought hers in the reflection, but they also sought my own body. Look at yourself. Look at me. The long, graceful legs, the large breasts, overflowing the bra, pushing the shirt aside by their mere extension and power, and rising with each broken breath. The flushed skin, marked by his dirty game… but also by the hot blood now circulating with a different rhythm. I looked at her and knew she wanted more, so I let her act.

My hand moved without hesitation. It reached back, first gently, almost caressing his thigh. It pretended to be clumsy, innocent, a casual touch. But it wasn’t. It wasn’t. Because it didn’t stop. It sought more. Just the fingertips at first. A light contact, ethereal, just to feel it. The heat. The weight. There was no impediment. Nothing interfered between us.

His cock was hard, but that wasn’t what I was looking for. I wanted something else. Another part of him. More vulnerable. And I found it. My fingers closed around the hot sack, heavy, pressed against his body. I felt it. I held it.

It was rough, wrinkled, sexual, brutish, but it didn’t intimidate me.

He tensed instantly. His hands, which until that moment had continued their own game, stopped. They stopped pulling at the silk of my panties. They stopped marking, squeezing. His fingers opened and his hands placed themselves, slowly, on my hips, until they rested there, on both sides of my body, in an ambiguous gesture, as if waiting. As if granting me that moment.

I took advantage of it.

With my other hand, I adjusted my shirt, which had closed a bit due to my movement, and had partially covered my breasts, and I didn’t want that. She didn’t want that. She wanted them to be seen. To remain there, reflected in the mirror, erect, warm, under the opaque light. I looked at them. I looked at myself. And I felt the impulse. To feel myself. To feel her.

I left the fabric open, pushed aside again on both sides of my breasts, and slid my fingers over my own skin, moving up along the edge of one… tit… until I circled the nipple, which showed me all its hardness and femininity. I touched it, caressed it, pressed it; a contact, a friction, barely with the fingertip. I felt. And when I saw his mouth curve into a slight smile behind me, when I noticed the shadow of that expression between cynical and lascivious, I responded by gently squeezing that rough, hot sack.

He let out a minimal sigh, barely perceptible, but I noticed it. And with his reaction came another. His cock hit my back, that random, almost involuntary touch, a pulse from him, but a caress for me. It felt as if he was marking his territory on me. I felt it through my shirt, the heat filtering through, the hot moisture, perhaps a drop, perhaps a transparent thread staining, smearing the blue silk of my shirt; that baseness excited me, that staining, that sudden pressure, and I contained a sigh because I didn’t dislike it. Because I wanted to feel it again.

He counterattacked too.

“Can you reach with your tongue?” he suddenly whispered, and I frowned under the mask, confused.

“What...?”

My voice sounded soft, weak, barely audible.

“To lick your tit...” he insisted, slowly, with a dense, sticky tone, as if he were enjoying each word. And I observed how he watched, lustfully, aroused, how I caressed one of my breasts.

His boldness left me almost paralyzed for a moment. I felt a new heat, different, stronger, lower down. I looked at my reflection and saw her pose, petulant—the woman in the mirror, the one with the pink balaclava, the one who dared. The one who didn’t hesitate. And before responding, I squeezed that rough sack again with dominant delicacy.

He let out a slight grunt. And his cock hit my back again. And I felt the moisture from that morbid touch again.

Suddenly a sound came like a whiplash. Dry. Sudden. A click beyond the door. Heels. Murmurs. Something distant, but present enough to break everything. My muscles tensed. I released his skin, his heat, his weight. My other hand abandoned my breast.

Agitated, I looked toward the door, as if it might burst open at any moment. It wasn’t possible. And at the same time, it was possible. They couldn’t have heard anything. And at the same time, yes. The whispers hadn’t been that loud, our dialectical war hadn’t penetrated the wood... Or had it? His “little slut” comments? My exhalations? Our murmurs?

He, behind me, didn’t seem worried. This time not a single muscle in his body had trembled, not a single hesitation in his breathing. Only his cock moved, a new touch on my back. But he, entirely, immovable. Almost mocking. I felt his breath on my neck when he whispered:

“Relax... they’re leaving...”

I wasn’t sure. I heard the sound of heels that seemed to be moving away, yes, but I didn’t trust it. I didn’t relax. I remained on edge, pulsing in a suffocating wait. I looked at the mirror again. There I was. There she was. With soaked panties, with swollen breasts, with held breath, with hot moisture boiling between my legs. And there he was, behind, large, solid. His cock against me again. Another random touch. Another humid, warm, insistent rub on the lower part of my back, on the silk of my shirt. I thought I sighed, I wasn’t sure. And then, I wondered: Could I be her without looking at myself? Could I be the woman in the mirror without depending on the mirror? Could I sustain myself without needing to see her?

The impulse was immediate. I diligently freed myself from his hands, removed them from my waist... untangled my ankles from my skirt that lay on the floor, and turned around.

I stopped seeing my reflection and saw him.

Face to face. Without the glass between us. Without subterfuge. His face. His eyes. What I hated about him. The shaved head, the defined beard, the small teeth, his thin-lipped mouth, the cynical grimace that always accompanied him. Everything that displeased me.

But I lowered my gaze. I lowered my gaze and assessed his body. His broad chest, his robust shoulders, the skin marked by the grooves of his muscles. The thick arms, the slightly bulging veins in his forearms, the defined abdomen, almost perfect, with a line of hair descending... to below, to his... cock.

I had felt it, but now I saw it. And it was different. Not because it had changed, but because I was now looking at it from a different perspective: from top to bottom. It was big, yes. Enormous. Even more than when I had touched it before. Pulsating. Hard. The stretched skin, the shiny head, a purplish hue at the tip. Heavy, as if it struggled to sustain itself in its own erection. With a slight, almost imperceptible tremor, rhythmic, tremulous, which I noticed because I couldn’t stop looking at it.

And he noticed. And smiled. And I knew it a tenth of a second before. I knew he would attack. And he did.

“You like it, huh, little slut...” he whispered.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t move. But I felt the burning in my chest, in my belly, in my sex...

And then another sound surprised us, more distant this time. A dry, forceful slam reverberated in the distance, filtering through to us like a distorted echo. Undoubtedly the front door of the house.

He smiled with a satisfied, almost conceited air, as if that noise confirmed to him that we were finally alone. But I wasn’t sure. My chest rose and fell in a broken, alert breathing. I tried to remember if I had really heard two people moving away, if the sounds of heels had been sufficient to represent the flight of two people. Something in my intuition told me no. Something warned me that there could still be someone on the other side of the door; the most curious one, the most vicious, perhaps holding her breath just like me, perhaps listening, waiting.

I hesitated. If I were still facing the mirror, I would have sought answers in the woman with the pink balaclava, but I couldn’t anymore. I felt an unpleasant sense of abandonment.

And then he did something unexpected. I felt his hands move decisively, his touch neither anxious nor aggressive, though certainly deliberate. His fingers slid over the blue silk of my shirt and, unhurriedly, closed it with two quick movements, like curtains being drawn together without completely touching, covering my breasts, hiding my nipples; the heat of my skin smothered beneath the fabric. It was a strange gesture, quick, lasting barely two seconds, that confused me. He wasn’t undressing me. He was covering me.

I blinked, confused, and he, with that half-smile suggesting perverse amusement, leaned in slightly, brushing the exposed part of my neck with his breath, and, bringing me back to reality, once again displaying his vileness and audacity, whispered:

“Well, what’s it going to be? Do I fuck the little slut with that thing on? Or do you take it off and I fuck Carolina?”


CHAPTER 14

Another impact. Another excess. Once again his phrases made me collapse. I felt the fabric of the balaclava even more stuck to my skin. More oppressive. More distressing. And now, moreover, I was experiencing everything without the protection of the mirror. Before, my reflection guided me, offered me a certainty, even if it was perverse; an identity I could assume. Now, without the glass returning the image of that woman who had learned to split herself between pleasure and composure, a feeling of bewilderment enveloped me.

Daniel observed me with that half-smile that always seemed on the verge of a biting comment. He didn’t say anything else, probably proud of his provocation, and then he let his fingers travel down my neck... slightly parting my shirt, and then leaning toward me. I didn’t understand how he could be both precise and rough at the same time. I felt him coming closer: his head, his mouth, his breath. Hunched before me, he cleared the area to attack me. I closed my eyes at the precise moment when I knew there was no turning back, that he was assaulting me... But he still had time to comment on it, to announce it, as he whispered:

“Well, while you think about it...”

He whispered it against my skin, which bristled. I felt his hot breath, dense, thick, and at the same time a slight masculine nuance that spread across my collarbone. Then I felt dry lips, with a final humid aftertaste... Then, when I began to suspect he would violate me with a bite, he surprised me, as I felt his tongue, playing at grazing my bare skin, near where my necklace rested.

And then yes, I felt a small bite that made me close my eyes, and made me tremble in a spasm. A somewhat childish shiver that embarrassed me. And I felt a connection with the rest of my body, like a rebound in different focal points, as that bite, and the next one, and the next, reverberated in other parts of my body; with each little bite, my nipples became more erect, my breasts harder, my legs finding it more difficult to support me, and my sex, now reconciled with my soaked panties, more broken and vibrant.

“Decide...” he continued, his burning breath against my skin. “Are you going to keep the balaclava on and be my little slut, or are you going to take it off and be Carolina?”

Again his words pierced me like an electric current. It wasn’t just a provocation; it was a real question, one I didn’t know how to answer. My identity at that moment was fractured: was I still the woman in the mirror even though I couldn’t see myself? Without my reflection, was I still that anonymous little slut or could I be myself? I also wondered if I wanted to be myself.

While I felt his kisses on my neck and his little nibbles, like a hot and humid trail, I began to feel the impact, frontal... the pressure of his erection against my belly. Virility below, masculinity above, as I remained intoxicated, dazed, by that smell that enveloped me: a dense aroma of man, of hot skin, of contained desire. My instinct, then, drove me to touch him with a need that wasn’t seeking an answer, just a physical certainty in the midst of the mental whirlwind.

My hands descended with a movement emancipated from myself, and found his cock, hard, hot, throbbing. I caressed it slowly, feeling the contrast between the softness of the skin and the solidity of what was underneath. Every time I touched THERE, I couldn’t help but recognize its greatness, its power, even if it was undeserved. Daniel exhaled a slight grunt, his breath became more erratic against my neck, and in response, I tightened my grip with calculated firmness.

He didn’t remain motionless. He separated my shirt a little more, with a decisive movement, and his mouth went lower. The silk of the garment brushed my skin as it opened, and the air, dense as it was, seemed cool in contrast to the heat emanating from his body. He paused for a moment. I, rigid, nervous, released his member. And I knew he wouldn’t stop, he just seemed to be deciding where to attack. He could fully open my shirt and attack my breasts or stick to the one that was already exposed. He made a face and opted for the latter.

Hunched, in front of me, he squeezed one of my tits covered by the blue shirt with one hand and brought his mouth to the other, to the naked tit. And then I felt the change... this didn’t have the resistance of my neck, of my collarbone... this made me melt in just a tenth of a second. As soon as I felt his tongue, a minimal lick on my exposed tit, a moan escaped from my throat. An “Ahhh...!” surrendered; I felt the enveloping heat of his mouth and my gasp spurred him to squeeze the covered tit harder. He knew it. I knew it. My nipples had been hard for a very long time, expectant, sensitive to the slightest touch. I feared he would touch me more, and he didn’t hesitate: a slight suction that knocked me down: a moan under the mask, a surrendered “Ahhh-hh!” and a spasm between my thighs...

...His tongue played with my nipple, tracing slow circles before capturing it with his lips, sucking with an intensity that made my back arch involuntarily. But he prevented me from escaping. Again his hand squeezing my other breast. My “Ahhh!” gasped under the pink wool. My sex on fire. My feeble legs. His delight. His pleasure. I knew he enjoyed the dominance even more than the physical pleasure itself.

He didn’t stop. He felt permitted. Authorized to undo me. Each lick, each kiss, ignited something deeper in me. His teeth grazed the skin with slight pressure, alternating between suction and gentle bites, making my breathing even more erratic. I had to cling to his shoulders then, feeling his skin under my fingers, noticing the tension in his muscles as he sank into my flesh. The heat of his mouth, his tongue traveling over my nipple with a delicious, accurate, firm rhythm; and I wondered how his tongue could be so rigid, so wet, so mobile... and he made me moan again, and again, louder, more desperate.

My hands acted again on their own, rising to his head, feeling the roughness of his shaved skull. The contact provoked a strange sensation of disgust and arousal mixed in a spiral that disoriented me. I held his head, kept him there, with his mouth devouring my breast, while inside me grew a struggle I didn’t know how to resolve.

Pleasure coursed through me in waves, like an echo propagating from my breast, through my belly, to my pulsating sex. My skin burned, covered by a thin layer of sweat, trapped in the suffocating heat of the moment. His mouth worked diligently, wetting, moistening, reddening. I looked down and contemplated the mess. And I imagined myself, seen from outside, wearing the balaclava, my bra pulled down, my shirt half open and that enormous head and face devouring my breast; and me clutching that giant, that shiny skull, as unpleasant as it was strangely arousing.

And then, after another moan, after a faint “Ahh...” that reverberated from the deepest part of the mask, I could hear the humiliation, the degradation of an outrageous spitting of saliva; the watery sound of him letting that liquid of his fall; a dripping, an unnecessary spit, as my breast already glistened from so much previous saliva. I heard it and felt it. Point-blank, on my pink areola... and then he spread the transparent foam over my nipple... with his impetuous and long tongue... and to do that he used his entire head, in exaggerated movements, and I melted into more moans... into “Mmm!” “Ahhh!” victim of his tongue, his lips... and the sharp edge of his teeth...

... And then, after that exaggerated feast, he changed his approach: he grabbed that soaked breast with one hand, opened his mouth much wider, and devoured it with a broad bite, taking the nipple, the entire areola and more into his enormous mouth. I looked down and pressed his head. I suffered his insolence and at the same time was aroused by his audacity. And then he bit, he squeezed, my eyes widened from the impact, and I moaned, emitting an “Ahh-hh!” “God!” “Aaah-hh!”, expressing both pain and pleasure... And one, two, three seconds like that. Me, with that balaclava, looking down, gripping that skull, and him breathing deeply through his nose, while his mouth encompassed all it could of my violated breast. I even felt him swallowing saliva at that moment, while the bite was maintained. And each second with him like that, attached to my breast, meant greater helplessness and distress in my sex; almost each second was another drop, and another, of wetness, of fluid, discharging onto my panties, which had long since reached their limit.

Afterward, he loosened his jaw, and let my hard and reddened breast escape from his enormous jaws.

“Mmm... Bas-tard...” I gasped then, still deeply affected by his bite, and he pulled back a few centimeters and wiped the corner of his lips with his hand.

“Should I eat your other breast or will you decide?” he asked, and I took the opportunity to catch my breath.

He moved further away. He straightened up a bit. My arms released that sticky skull. The atmosphere, still thick, cooled my breast with tepid air, wet from his saliva.

“Decide. Carolina... or not. But if you keep the balaclava on, you’re my little slut...”

His words struck me again, and no longer for their vulgarity, but because they evoked exactly what I was losing: that woman in whom I had previously taken refuge. I wanted to look at myself, to seek in the mirror confirmation that I was still that woman who didn’t hesitate, but I couldn’t turn around for her to rescue me.

I closed my eyes and tried to summon her anyway. I imagined her as if I could project her in my mind: the same confident posture, the same eyes lit with desire, lips parted in a silent exhalation. I tried to feel my own skin as if I were seeing it reflected.

And then, in that moment of reconstruction, Daniel slid his hand between my thighs. He no longer held back, no longer paced himself. Barely half a second on the inner side of my thigh and his palm rose, and one of his fingers extended, and with the tip found the wetness that soaked the black silk of my panties. I felt the caress, which had been subtle, barely the brush of the tip of one of his fingers, but enough to discover the disaster.

And I felt shame, and at the same time a strange coldness there; an essence spilled, persistent, formed for some time. He then let out a low, satisfied laugh.

“Fuck...” he murmured in front of me. “You don’t know how wet you are, little slut.”

The comment should have pulled me out of my trance, but all it did was fix me more firmly in the present. I felt my own breathing accelerate, my chest rise and fall, in two or three deep breaths. I didn’t need to see myself in the mirror to know it. My body spoke for itself.

I needed that woman again, because I, Carolina, was trembling, and my eyes were almost tearing up from a guilty excitement, and from the shame that was approaching if he insisted THERE.

I wanted to cut it off. To draw strength from where there was none. To decide something. To do something. I didn’t know if I wanted to be Carolina or not. I knew that the mask would strip me bare before him. But I had to act. And so, before he went too far and discovered me, removing those soaked panties that covered my sex, I brought my hands to the bottom of the balaclava.

I had decided. Even without knowing if it was the right option. I would try to resist him being myself.

And then a noise paralyzed me. An unmistakable “click.” An obvious metallic sound.

The door had opened.


CHAPTER 15

I released the fabric of the balaclava as if it burned, and immediately afterward I froze. There was an agonizing silence, but the sound of the door opening still vibrated in my head. My breathing became ragged and the constriction of the balaclava felt more suffocating. If I heard footsteps I would die. If someone saw me like this I would die. I felt the accelerated heartbeat in my chest, a dull echo that reverberated throughout my body. But he smiled. A confident, almost mocking half-smile.

“There’s nobody there,” he whispered. “They must have left the living room window open. They were smoking.”

I looked at him with nervous skepticism. It was true that we’d only heard that “click,” like a minimal rebound, as if the doorframe had spit out the door just a few centimeters, but I didn’t feel the slightest draft. But before I could reply, he began to move, unconcerned, and I watched as he rid himself of his pants, taking his underwear with them, with that naturalness of his, as if the world around him didn’t exist. With a lazy movement he let himself fall onto the bed, completely naked, his legs spread, his herculean body gleaming and defined with each contortion, his member always firm, rigid, hardened. He looked at me from there, seated, with that raised pole, his head tilted, with his imperturbable expression of confidence.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I hesitated for a moment, but obeyed, as my turn gave me the chance to check the door with my eyes and to search again for that woman in the mirror. Indeed, the door protruded slightly against the frame, and I admitted his theory gained credibility, but when I tried to find that decisive woman in the mirror, I couldn’t, and I found myself instead, I felt it was me: the balaclava hid my face, but it couldn’t hide the reality of my body. The blue shirt had closed again slightly, like a curtain that closes from two ends and almost meets in the center; soaked with sweat, it clung to my skin, the silk adhering to the dampness of my breasts, but one more than the other: the one that had been the victim of his kisses and bites looked wetter, the fabric more transparent right where his mouth had left its trail of hot saliva. My nipples, ceaselessly hard, were also clearly visible beneath the fabric. I felt a shiver run through me.

And I hadn’t asked why he ordered me to turn around, but he gave me the answer immediately, with one of those phrases of his that always conveyed exaggeration, vileness, and some kind of sick disorder:

“What an image... huh. Look at us... Fuck, what a spectacle.”

Beside me. A little behind. So close. Me standing. Him sitting. His words ran down my back like an electric current. More sweat trickling down my spine. But I didn’t move. I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to break the image in the mirror either. And I was still trying to find that other woman. The one who wasn’t afraid. The one who didn’t let herself be consumed by doubts or feel intimidated by him. I tried to find her. The support. The foundation. To find through her some solution. But how could I do it, how could I do it with him so close, doing, moreover, what he began to do:

At first, it was barely a sound. Something wet, something rhythmic. A friction that slid with a cadence I couldn’t immediately place. But then, I saw his reflection. I saw his hand.

Daniel had moistened his lips with a grotesque gesture, exasperatingly slow, and his right hand descended down his abdomen without any hurry. His fingers traced a leisurely path until they wrapped around his erection with a natural possession, as if his own body were an extension of his arrogance. His other hand rested on his thigh, but it didn’t seem like a real rest, but a premeditated pause, a way of rationing the lasciviousness he exuded.

My eyes remained trapped in the mirror. In the image of his body relaxing only to tense again with each movement of his wrist. This didn’t have the urgency of a physiological need. No, this was something else. A game. An ostentation. A boast.

I felt the heat on my skin, in my belly, in my thighs that trembled with a treacherous tingling. My shirt still clung to my body, the fabric marking every curve, every drop of sweat that slid between my breasts, between my shoulder blades, along the line of my back. And then, a terrible thought crossed my mind: I couldn’t look away.

Daniel smiled. He smiled with that half-smirk of his, with the confidence of someone who knows that everything is evolving and advancing in the right direction. His hand slid over his erection with a firmer rhythm, and I witnessed his exhibition in mute fascination. It was absurd. It was dirty. It was shameful. And even so, my chest rose and fell with agitated breathing, and my hands tensed without knowing where to rest.

“You like to watch,” he murmured, without stopping his movement. Half question, half statement. His voice was hoarse, deeper, tinged with a hint of pleasure.

I didn’t shake my head, nor did my lips utter a single word. How could I, when my own reflection betrayed me? And the sound was increasingly evident. The sound of his masturbation: a wet “click,” “click,” constant. Skin against skin, sliding in an immodest back-and-forth. An enormous purplish glans was covered and uncovered. It was hypnotic. Suggestive. Evocative. His fingers sometimes gripped harder, other times released their prey to switch hands; again the boasting; to explore his own sensitivity with a perverse meticulousness. His eyes never left mine through the mirror. It was as if he wanted to bind me to his ceremony, to his performance.

But I managed to divert my eyes from his reflection, only to look at my own. My hardened nipples marked the damp fabric of the blue shirt, my agitated breathing making it move with each heartbeat. My contracted abdomen. My lips barely parted. That half-open mouth hidden behind the outlandish balaclava. The heat between my legs, throbbing, undeniable.

And he knew it. He knew exactly what he was doing. And again, another excess, another exaggeration:

“Take your clothes off, damn it... Come on... Take off your panties...” he said, almost panting, in a brief overacting.

His repulsive voice. His extravagant phrase. I swallowed hard. I hated myself for the way my skin always trembled at his words. My mind begged me to leave, to regain control, to find that other woman... but I couldn’t.

“Come on...” he insisted, softly panting, his hand squeezing harder.

My reflection watched me. It was me. And I, without the other woman, was defeated... My hand trembled as it began to move and a “what are you doing” sprouted in my mind, but my hands continued...

My stomach contracted again. I felt the burning in my face, the shame that scorched me from within. But my fingers were already grasping the straps of the black silk at my hips, ready to slide them down my thighs. I initiated the movement, but while the straps obeyed, the fabric covering my sex did not; the silk clung to ME. It clung as if hesitating to leave me, or as if trying to protect me, or as if wanting to buy time for the other woman to arrive.

But I didn’t listen, I pulled harder, fought against my own wetness, dense, adhered. Finally, the black silk came loose. I could see it through the mirror. And I shuddered at glimpsing a transparent thread... that started from ME and went with the black silk... A few centimeters, a stretching that became eternal, and the more time and space, the more shame.

The air then brushed against my naked sex, causing an instant shiver. I looked down and saw the mess: the lips of my sex protruding, parted... Overflowing my trimmed pubic hair. And then, I felt it, and while feeling it I didn’t know if it was possible, or if I was going crazy. I felt it: the smell. A dense, intoxicating, unmistakable aroma. The smell of sex. A smell of sex that came from me.

And the “click, click” of Daniel’s masturbation was the soundtrack filling that room, and I, not looking at him, wondered if he was noticing the mess I was discovering. I tried to avoid it, cutting, discreetly and with a finger... that viscous and telling thread.

And I kept to myself what only I could see: the dishonorable vestige, transparent and even slightly whitish, that rested, retained, at the neuralgic point of those panties. A marsh, overflowing and undignified, that forced me to look away.

My breathing wouldn’t stop quickening. The sound of his masturbation didn’t help. Neither did the silence of the words he wasn’t pronouncing. Neither did the memory of the clear vision of my pubic hair glistening with my own wetness. Neither did my operation, which seemed difficult in my state: a shudder ran through my entire body as I slid the panties down my thighs, untangling them from my heels; the silk tangled, soaked, sticking to my fingers as I tried to free them.

The sound of his jerking off continued filling the air. Rhythm. Friction. An echo in my head. And I, with the panties in my hand, soaked and crumpled, not knowing what to do with them, felt trapped between modesty and fascination, between the need to cover myself and the impulse to surrender.

I felt vulnerable, exposed. More than ever.

I raised my gaze. And saw a stranger. A madwoman... with the balaclava on her head, powerful yet stylized, standing in high heels... with a half-open and damp shirt, and with a giant masturbating, naked, behind her, beside her.

But I had no time to grieve, to punish myself, because I crossed gazes with him, through the mirror, and knew his next attack was imminent, whether in gesture or word.

I looked away. Back to myself. And there I was, naked from the waist down, with the weight of his gaze traveling over me entirely through the mirror.

Looking at him again, he bit his lower lip. His excitement was real, and I felt that as a subtle balm. His hand moved with more intention over his hard cock, sliding with fluidity, held with a firmness that made obvious how much he enjoyed looking at me.

And his offensive didn’t delay any longer:

“Fuck, I love your little pussy...” he murmured. “I love how your lips hang... damn...”

I looked away. Again I brought my gaze to myself, through the mirror.

He, without stopping touching himself, continued:

“These months I’ve been fucking another little slut, but hers are fucking stuck together... no matter how horny and slutty she gets, they don’t loosen up. I call her boring pussy. She gets pissed off,” he smiled repulsively. “But yours, damn... how they hang... what a fucking marvel.”

My breathing stopped for an instant. His confession pierced through me suddenly, between modesty and a treacherous excitement that made me burn between my thighs. My reflection trembled in the mirror. I wanted to look away, to flee, from him and from myself, from the weight of his words, but my eyes were fixed on him, on the image of his hand jerking off forcefully, on the way his skin tensed with each movement.

Then, his free hand moved. Gently, as if not wanting to startle me, but even so I trembled as soon as I felt it. He slid it along my thigh, drawing a caress that rose slowly, patiently, almost tortuously. I shuddered. I felt the warmth of his open palm as it traveled along the inner side of my sweaty thigh, dangerously approaching my wet center. I didn’t dare move. I didn’t dare stop him.

He smiled with that triumphant smirk that, as always, made me hate him.

“Look at it,” he whispered. “Look at yourself.”

I complied. I obeyed. I turned my gaze to the mirror. The shirt, closed but also parted, left a gap of visibility where, from the center, below, hanging, between my legs, peeked that sex he was talking about, that pussy he was describing. And then, his fingers arrived there. And I imploded. I trembled. I vibrated in an eternal spasm. My legs oscillated in an uncontrollable quiver. My heart exploded. They were just the tips of two of his fingers, from a hand that slipped from behind, between my legs, but the touch was so intense that I felt I wouldn’t be able to remain standing. But he ignored my spasms and didn’t stop: he separated, gently opened the lips of my sex, caressed them with a barely perceptible touch, as if he were exploring their weight, their texture. My back arched by instinct. I gasped under the mask an spasmodic “Ahh!” I sighed afterward, suffocated. In the mirror, I saw the image of his hand playing with the exposed flesh, wet, loose, oscillating, glistening with excitement. I saw his clear eyes fixed on the same thing I was watching: the way he moved his fingers with languor, separating me, diminishing me, withering me; the way the lips of my sex undulated and folded under the caresses of those fingers.

My mouth emitted another gasp, a tremulous “Ahh!”, a hot sigh. Then, a broken moan, an “Ahh-ah-ah!”, fractured into three beats, pathetic in its fragility, escaped from my throat. That outrage, that touch… was too much for me. The shame, the morbid excitement, the brush of his skin, his husky voice improvising hurtful phrases that unraveled me inside. And then, faster, some touches, dismissive, mocking, with the tips of his fingers, struck the lips of my pussy. I sensed he had done it to open me more. Another “Ahh!” longer and disarmed, and I looked at myself again: the hollow of my sex projected downward, now offering a shameful opening, an eager and dishonorable cavity.

And then he stopped.

And I looked at him, through the mirror. He withdrew his hand, ran his tongue over his lips and reclined on the bed, his pulsating erection held at the base by his other hand.

“Come on, get on top. With that shit still on if you want, I don’t care,” he said with an icy composure and brutally despotic manner.


CHAPTER 16

“What...?” I asked alarmed, in a thread of a voice.

“Get on top, ride me. Facing me or with your back to me, I don’t care,” he said, having stopped masturbating, and holding his cock by the base with cocky indifference.

I was trembling. I couldn’t react.

“Come on. Fuck. I’m going soft.”

He didn’t doubt. He didn’t hesitate. He only ordered. Demanded.

I stood there, paralyzed, looking at him through the mirror, staring at that muscular seated body, with that thing raised and held from below, as if he wanted everything right now, as if he was simply giving me the space, and I couldn’t respond.

“No? You don’t want to?” he said and let out a snort. “Then give me a handjob. I can’t take it anymore today.”

After hearing that, something vibrated in my body. I felt it was the best thing that could happen. An almost dignified way out. If I finished him like this, if I managed to make him surrender under my hand, I could leave. I could exit that room with my dignity damaged, but not completely broken. And, above all, with the resolution of the initial plan: the farewell, the sealed peace, and the promise that he would disappear from my life.

He grumbled impatiently, and I chose to sit beside him, keeping myself facing the mirror. Our bodies made casual contact: the outer part of my thigh against the outer part of his, and that made me feel a slight agitation. But what tensed me more, and awakened more sensations, was the contact of the warm bedspread against my sex, burning, wet and naked; that made me shiver and made me feel ashamed again about the state my pussy was in.

As soon as he saw and felt me beside him, he released his member, and reclined a bit more, supporting himself on his elbows behind him.

He was surrendering to me. Passing the baton. For me to give him pleasure.

He closed his eyes for a moment and let out a deep grunt.

“Fuck... I can’t take it anymore,” he muttered through his teeth, impatiently. “I’m about to explode. Give me a handjob and stop if you want.”

That spurred me on even more. There was agreement. I sighed.

I looked at the mirror. I saw his muscular body, reclined. And I saw myself, who hadn’t found that other woman for some time. I saw myself sitting, next to him, with my back to his face. And I knew I had to act.

I took the opportunity to place my panties on the bed, on the other side of my body, discreetly, keeping that embarrassment away from him, and my other hand prepared to proceed.

My gaze descended, hesitantly, traveling over his body with a feeling of guilty admiration. His powerful torso, his defined abdomen, the insolent way his cock rested toward his belly: thick, long, firm. A large cock that was, in itself, a declaration of pride. His thick, purplish glans, crowning that robust trunk that arched with its own rigidity.

I extended my hand awkwardly. I felt his heat before even touching him. And when my fingers surrounded it, I experienced the pulsating tension of his flesh in my palm. I noticed his body shudder slightly under my caress, a minimal gesture, almost imperceptible, but it gave me strength to finally speak, to warn him that this was how we closed the deal:

“We’ll finish like this, then,” I whispered, and I also dared to look at him directly, turning slightly.

He, affected by my hand, nodded. He did it with that half-smile of his, insolent, pleased. And I turned my torso again, facing the mirror again, my back to him again. And there, thanks to the reflection, while I held his member but my hand wasn’t moving, our gazes met again.

“Open it again. Or better, take it off,” he said, with a deep voice.

I looked at him confused.

“The shirt,” he clarified, with a weary tone. “I want to see your tits again in the mirror. I need motivation.”

I hesitated. My skin was already bristling in anticipation. His order disgusted me, but we had already reached higher levels, and I knew that anything that helped end this shouldn’t be rejected.

Perhaps so my obedience wouldn’t be complete, or because I didn’t want to let go of what I was holding, only my free hand acted, and what it did was proceed to move the shirt aside until it was positioned on both sides of my breasts. First one side, then the other. First offering one breast, then the other; offering them in all their splendor and frontality, filling almost the entire width of the mirror. The silk of the shirt, ethereal, warm and sticky from sweat, yielded, obedient, and my breasts were exposed again; the tense curve, the pink areolas, the hard and erect nipples.

And it was when I lowered my gaze, when I observed myself in the mirror after my movement, that the image overwhelmed me: sitting like this, with the bra barely visible beneath them, my breasts seemed to occupy almost my entire torso: fuller, heavier than when I was standing. My tits spilled more over the lowered fabric, they looked enormous above my bra... a magnitude so excessive that it made me blush.

He, despite my not having complied with the request for total nudity, let out a slow, pleased exhalation.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “They’re fucking amazing... Look at yourself.”

There was no need for him to ask me. I was already looking at myself. There I was, with the balaclava on, with the open shirt, with my breasts overflowing the bra, with my sex in contact with the warm bedspread, and with his cock in my hand. It was me. That other woman was no longer assisting me. I had to resolve this myself.

My hand, gripping his member, initiated a long movement, covering and uncovering that shiny glans. I felt a mixture of roughness and smoothness, and wondered how it could reach such rigidity.

“Moan a little,” he suddenly ordered.

I blinked, confused.

“Like before. Come on, do it. Make it sound dirty, like it came out before.”

I felt a wave of shame wash over me. But I dared to let out a contained sigh, a deep “Hmum...” full of hot air.

It hadn’t been a moan. Barely a sigh. But I had allowed myself to release some tension.

He grunted with satisfaction.

“That’s what I like...” he muttered. “Come on, keep going.”

I accelerated the movement of my hand. And then I let out another somewhat fake moan.

“Mmm... Ah...!” I exhaled, exaggerating, while the sound could be heard again, the “click, click” emanating from his member; the friction of that skin covering and uncovering his glans.

He laughed softly, mockingly.

“That’s it, exaggerating a bit... like whores do. Since you haven’t taken that off and have decided to be a little whore...”

My chest rose and fell with a shudder of rage and humiliation. But I knew that this could help him let go and reach climax. I moaned again, drawing it out, letting the hot air escape through the opening that the balaclava offered to my mouth.

“Ahh...! Mmm...!”

His eyes gleamed in the reflection. His body tensed. His cock throbbed under my palm.

“That’s it...” he murmured, narrowing his eyes. “Come on, continue... Fake it louder.”

My cheeks burned. But I obeyed. I made it louder. Dirtier.

“Ahh...! Ahhh...! Yes...” I exaggerated, and my hand wasn’t able to wrap around even half the length of his member, and then I saw how, behind me, he extended his hand and touched my ass, over the shirt.

“Fu-ck...” he sighed.

“Ahh...! Yesss...” I exaggerated again, but there was also a hint of truth in my lewdness.

“Touch one of your tits,” he then ordered, his voice thick, loaded with lust.

“What...?”

“Come on, ufff... One hand on my cock and the other on your tit. I want to see you do it. I want to keep that memory...”

Heat rose from my stomach to my face. I felt my throat dry, my pulse frantic. Once again I felt that complying meant getting closer to the end. I brought my free hand to my bare breast, to the one that hadn’t been licked, and wrapped it with my palm, hesitant at first. My skin was hot, damp with sweat. I squeezed slightly and my fingers sank into the flesh, firm but with a soft, spongy surface, and I noticed how the nipple hardened even more under the pressure of my hand.

I observed myself in the mirror: the balaclava concealed my expression, but my body was there. My chest rose and fell with each agitated breath. Held between my fingers, my breast seemed heavier than usual, more alive. I noticed the difference between both hands: one closed around his cock, strong, rigid, hot; the other on my own body, feeling the softness of my skin, the round shape, the nipple pulsing against my palm.

“Caress it...” he whispered, with his mouth half-open, without taking his eyes off me.

I obeyed. I touched my skin, and was surprised by my own softness and the size that I offered to myself. I drew circles with my fingers around the nipple, feeling the shiver that ran down my back. The extension of my areola also impressed me, and I caressed there, in wide perimeters, in long paths. The mixture of humiliation and pleasure undid me inside.

“Fuck...!” he exhaled, with his jaw tense... and trembling in my hand.

I looked at myself in the mirror and the image I found left me breathless. It was me, yes, but at the same time it was someone else. I was almost back to the starting point: it was me, but under the shelter of the mask; nervous, tense, excited, but in a way protected. It was me, hiding my face, with the shirt pulled aside and my breasts exposed, with one hand masturbating him and the other caressing one of my breasts, obeying orders that burned me with shame. The vision was morbid and at the same time maddening; a spectacle of exposed skin, of fake moans that filled the silence of the room, and of the wet friction of my palm sliding over his hot, hard flesh.

“Ahh...! Yesss...!” I exaggerated again, letting out the hot air with a dirty, lascivious tone. My own voice, executing the farce, even disgusted me. But he grunted with satisfaction.

“So good... Like that... keep going like that,” he murmured, with his eyes fixed on the mirror, watching me with devotion.

I accelerated the movement of my hand over him, covering and uncovering that glans that became increasingly shiny and slippery. I felt his body tensing from my thrusts, his breathing becoming agitated. He was close. And so was I. He to his orgasm. Me to my liberation.

Then, something changed. I felt it in a subtle tug on my shirt. Just a slight pressure, pulling me from behind, an attempt to make me lean back toward him. I froze, muscles tense, skin bristling with alarm. I couldn't allow it. If I reclined and fell against him, if he managed to make my body yield, everything could change. It would be too dangerous. I couldn't give him more ground than I already had.

I took a deep breath and held firm. Torso tense. And I focused on my hand, on his cock throbbing between my fingers, on the task I needed to finish. I didn't look at him, but I felt when he gave up. I heard him let out a snort. But he wasn't giving me any respite: in the reflection I saw him reaching behind me and my heart tightened. I watched him grab my panties. I remained motionless, feeling how he took possession of the garment I had tried to keep out of his sight. With a careless gesture, he dropped them onto his bare chest, as if they were a trophy.

My pulse quickened. My cheeks burned beneath the balaclava. My panties, soaked with my own wetness, now rested on his torso, sticking slightly to his hot skin. It was one more humiliation. A reminder of my state.

“Fuck...” he growled, with half-closed eyelids. His stomach rose and fell with increasingly ragged breaths. “Mmm! I’m going to cum...”

That phrase gave me life. I accelerated. My fingers stroked him with more firmness, with more determination. I wanted him abandoning himself, out of control. I wanted to see him reach it, sink into his own pleasure, and end everything. I wanted my escape.

“Make it all fall on me...” he murmured, again with his face turned to the side, subtly pushing his hips upward.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t care where he spilled. I pressed my lips together under the fabric of the balaclava. I kept moving my hand. And then I noticed it, something viscous touching, moistening one of my fingers. I looked directly at it and observed how abundant pre-cum was already flowing from his member, running down his glans and further down, and indeed, a thin viscous river was already ending on my fingers.

I looked back at the mirror. My caress on my breast. My relentless handjob. The “click, click” of that skin sliding up and down. His gasps became more erratic, getting closer and closer to the end. His cock, which I couldn’t properly grip due to its exaggerated thickness, pulsated violently in my palm, and his body tensed under my caresses, on the verge of surrender.

“You’re going to lick my cum from my belly... right?” he suddenly blurted out, with a raspy, broken voice. “Are you going to lick it all up when I finish?”

I froze for an instant. My stomach contracted with a mixture of disgust and dread. I didn’t want to do it. I couldn’t do it. But that matter, that problem, would come later. I hadn’t finished yet. He hadn’t cum yet. And I needed him to.

“Mmm... Yesss!” I exaggerated, in what I felt was a lie, a falsehood to make him finish as soon as possible.

And I looked at myself in the mirror, and suddenly saw something that shocked me: that masked woman moved, she shifted, moved her hip, slowly, subtly, perhaps instinctively, twice, back and forth, rubbing her sex against the sheet... and felt a guilty pleasure.

A shiver ran through me when I saw her, saw myself... doing that.

“Yesss? You’re going to lick up my cum? Huh...” he panted.

I took a deep breath. I felt the heat accumulating throughout my body and the blush on my cheeks. I forced myself to respond.

“Yesss... Mhm...!” I moaned, and accelerated even more.

And I could glimpse the end. I felt it. He was trembling. His breathing became choppy, the rhythm of his agitated chest reflected in the mirror, and I clung to that moment as if my very existence depended on it. I exaggerated an “Ahh... Hum...!”, one of those lascivious moans he so enjoyed, and squeezed harder, feeling his slippery skin under my fingers. His gaze remained trapped in the mirror, fixed on me, on the image I offered him: the masked woman, the compliant submissive.

Finally, that masked woman, who was me, was winning. Because yes, although all of this was wrapped in a tangle of domination and humiliation, in that instant, I had control. He was panting, biting his lip hard, his abdomen contracting spasmodically under the pressure of my hand... I could already feel his orgasm, I sensed it in every throb of his pulsating cock, in every involuntary jerk of his body. And I also felt a kind of silent triumph, from the absolute certainty that he was about to surrender to my caresses, to my gasps, to my performance.

I felt a wave of perverse satisfaction, a strange delight that wasn’t simple relief, but something deeper, more primitive. A tingling in the pit of my stomach, a shiver that ran down my spine, a dangerous warmth that filtered into my bones. I found myself enjoying it. Not the act itself, but the power. The dominance disguised as submission.

Another feigned, drawn-out “Mmm...! God...!” from that little slut he had turned me into, and that at that moment I was using against him. I didn’t care if it was a deception. I didn’t care if the voice escaping from my throat was fake, if my body was obeying a script learned by force. All that mattered was that he believed it. I knew he was looking at my breasts, that he observed each lascivious caress with narrowed eyes, that he felt my hand shaking him with an incessant rhythm.

The sound filled everything. The “click, click, click” of his skin moving and sliding in my palm, the wet echo of each friction. An obscene, hypnotic noise.

And another “Mmmm!”, long, deliberate, a mixture of pretense and truth. Because at that moment there wasn’t a clear line between the two. Everything blurred. Pleasure and submission. Desire and humiliation.

Then, I felt more viscous liquid overflow my fingers. A hot, thick flow that slid between my knuckles, announcing the inevitable. His shaft slipped in my hand. I was giving that bastard a flawless handjob. I could feel it in every tense muscle, in every repressed spasm, in every swollen vein, in every broken grunt that escaped his lips.

And another “Mmmm!”, and another “Ahhh!”, and a “Yesss!” “Come on!” “Cum...!”, gasped by me, under the murky mask, building the climax, preparing him for his final fall. My elbow moved at full speed, one breast was squeezed, the other bounced nimbly yet heavily from my fierce movement; my palm slid a little toward the tip, to make all that hot liquid flow uncontrollably. And another “Mmmm!” “Cu-um...!”, broken, insistent, and I was already aiming his member toward himself, not caring if it would just spill or if multiple splashes would stain his entire torso...

And then he muttered through his teeth: “Fuck...! Fuuuck...!” and I released my breast to focus entirely on him, and with my free hand, I quickly rolled up the sleeve of my shirt on my executing hand. And he then whimpered, at full speed: “Stop, stop, stop...!” asking me to delay his orgasm, but I didn’t yield, showed no mercy. And I slid my hand half a centimeter more toward the tip, sliding along his sticky, moistened shaft... and there I destroyed him... made him explode.

I felt it. The spasm. A minimal silence. I slowed the rhythm. And he writhed. The sudden pulsation and then the viscous warmth escaping in a hot rush. I saw how the first thick jet rose forcefully and landed on his abdomen. I was struck by the thickness, the force, the weight with which that splash fell. You could even hear the clear sound of impact. His legs also vibrated in a spasm, but what made me feel more powerful, more above him, was his trembling after feeling his own burning splash on his own chest. He puffed when feeling the pleasure of the next jet, and I had time to turn, while still squeezing him, and saw through the mirror how another splash sprouted, upward, toward him... and how he trembled under the relentless hand of that masked woman, that woman who was me. I was in control, ridiculously disguised, but I was in control. And I felt pleasure, not just from the dominance, but a pure sexual pleasure, in my sex, in my pussy, which rubbed minimally against the sheet, not caring about staining it there; and a third lash of thick semen drew a third line that almost reached his neck and fell heavily, becoming stagnant, parallel, next to the other two...

...and somehow, especially with the fourth jet, I felt I was contemplating beauty: his convulsing abdomen, his glistening pectorals, his snorts expelled through his nose, with his teeth clenched; it was a carnal image, a sexual beauty that somehow reconciled me with him; we both created that beauty, natural and liberating; and the fifth jet fell without force, as did the sixth, and the seventh, spilling between my fingers, and I felt it more than hot, burning, and I enjoyed seeing how it stained my fingers with thick white liquid.

I was mesmerized by the aesthetics, the vision of his marked skin grooves, of those three white lines; one of them had reached his prominent collarbone, another had reached one of his nipples. And then a masculine, rough, and tired “Mm...! Ohh...!” overwhelmed me, and he let himself be defeated, withdrew his elbows and his entire back and head rested on the bed. And I, who not only didn’t release his cock but continued squeezing it, very slowly, to the last drops, felt enchanted seeing how the new drops pushed the previous ones, and more thick liquid, more semen, slid down my fingers; and I watched how his pectorals rose and fell, how his contracted abs shone, shone from their layer of sweat and from everything he had poured onto himself.

I left him there, defeated. With his pulsating chest. He brought his hands, his arms, up, and covered his face. One of the trails of semen ran to one side, falling from his torso, along his side, onto the bed. His navel was a puddle, the trimmed hair that descended from that navel to the base of his member was shiny and wet hair. Under the base of his shaved cock formed another puddle.

Finally I released his member, taking with me a viscous stickiness and a slight tremor in my fingers. And I let rest, with delicacy, on his belly, that enormity, which was decreasing in hardness, but barely in size.

I turned my face, bringing my gaze to the mirror. And then, with the hand that wasn’t stained, I tried to remove the balaclava, but that way I wasn’t able, so I also used my stained hand, being careful not to stain the pink wool or my neck, and that way I did manage.

In the mirror appeared me, Carolina. My blonde hair, somewhat flattened, filled the center of the reflection, and I gave it volume with my clean hand. Behind me was still that man, oblivious to me, inert except for his agitated breathing, except for his chest that rose and fell, and in silence.

I looked at my face: it looked serene, warm, but not reddened, as if so many minutes enclosed hadn’t affected it. I looked into my eyes: they shone with a strange liveliness and serenity. I looked at my breasts: they gleamed with a honeyed layer of sweat. I looked toward my pussy: the lips rested undone, dilated, parted, on the sheet.

I saw myself in the mirror. I was Carolina. I was married. I was an unfaithful woman. My husband was a cuckold. He was waiting for me, tired from his trip, at our home.

The night before I had been fucked. Today I had jerked that man off to ecstasy. And, for whatever reason, I felt no pain. I felt no guilt.


CHAPTER 17

The release, the discharge, the climax; only he had experienced it, but I felt a surprising relaxation.

The lower part of my back was crying for help. My shoulders felt heavy. Taking advantage of the silence, the calm, the peace, I let myself recline, almost lie down, next to that man, who was still with one arm flexed, hiding his face.

I felt relief as I felt the mattress beneath my body. My back was resting. I turned until I was lying on my side, facing him, and he, feeling me close, removed his arm, and brought his elbows back again, sitting up slightly. And he looked at me, now without the mask.

“My God... Carolina...” he whispered.

I looked at him. We were close. And I felt a small jolt, a small spasm, as I noticed in his features, in his face, a harmony that I hadn’t seen before.

“What...” I responded.

There was silence. Then, he glanced down and whispered, smiling:

“Are you wiping your hand on the sheets?”

And I instantly realized that yes, I was doing that.

I blushed a little.

And then he smiled, and directed his eyes toward his mess. Toward all the whitish viscosity that lay spilled across his imposing torso. And then he looked back at me, raising his eyebrows.

“What?” I said, suspecting what he might be intending.

“That was the deal, wasn’t it?” he confirmed, though in a light, casual tone, referring to that request he had made moments before; that request that I... clean... with my mouth... what he had released.

I rested an elbow on the bed, beside him.

“You’re kidding...” I protested in an affable voice.

“Didn’t you tell me yes?”

I looked toward his torso. It was still agitated, pulsating. Part of what had been expelled had run down the sides of his body, but much of it was still there. One of his nipples was completely covered with white liquid. His member had shrunk a bit.

“I don’t remember...”

“No? Are you sure?”

“I can’t believe you’re horny now... You’re asking just to mess with me,” I protested again.

“I wouldn’t do anything just to mess with you,” he smiled, tired.

And I remembered his phrase. That request. And suddenly it felt tremendously ridiculous to me. Comical.

“Cummy...” I said.

“What?” he asked.

“You said something like... ‘Are you going to lick the cummy off my tummy?’ Do you think that’s normal?” I smiled.

“Well... what do you want me to call it? Sperm?”

“I don’t know...”

“Sperm? Love juice?”

“Ugh... stop,” I answered.

There was silence. I looked at the mirror. Which felt distant. Two bodies lying down. Him on his back, me on my side. My heels. My blue shirt, which covered my breasts, but not my sex. His cock shrinking, his torso glistening, his head slightly raised, his elbows propped behind him. Then I looked at him. Directly. His face close. And it was me. I had to recognize it was me. But he had had his ecstasy. It was me. I moved my face closer.

At first, it was just proximity, an intention without a specific destination. But when the tip of my nose brushed against his, when I felt the slight tickle of his breath on my skin, I couldn’t stop myself.

His smile vanished. His parted lips, still moist, called to me without words, and then, without thinking further, I leaned over him and kissed him.

It wasn’t a clumsy or hesitant kiss. It was unhurried, exploratory, charged with the tension that still flowed between our bodies. Our lips recognized each other slowly, as if each touch was a test, a reminder of the line we had already crossed. He didn’t take long to respond. His lips captured mine with growing firmness, and in an instant, I felt how his tongue brushed the corner of my mouth, asking permission. I granted it. His tongue slid inside, warm and patient, tangling with mine in a soft, slow, delicious game.

He still had his arms flexed behind him, giving me absolute control of that kiss, and that implicit submission ignited something in my belly. I moved closer, pressed my chest against his side, and let the intensity grow. The kiss became deeper. His lips closed and opened over mine with an eagerness that increased with each second. His tongue, more impatient, caressed mine with an urgency that was beginning to unravel me from within.

My lips slid over his once more, before separating by barely a sigh. And my gaze then descended from his face, down his neck and stopped at his torso, at the mess that lay there. I hesitated, but kissed him again.

And while our mouths found each other again, while our tongues continued dancing between now shameless purrs, my hand moved almost without me realizing it.

I noticed it. I felt it. My hand traveled down his chest, tracing over the hot, damp skin. He exhaled against my mouth when my fingers brushed the sticky wetness on his abdomen. His stomach contracted. His member seemed to float, stranded, oscillating on the sway of his abdomen. And I felt the texture, which was strange, alluring. And I smiled inwardly, thinking that just moments ago I had been cleaning myself, wiping my hand against the sheet, only to now dirty myself again.

And I let my fingers slide over his skin without caring about the hot viscosity, without caring about the transgression that gesture represented. I touched him, soiled myself with him, felt his semen spread under my fingers as I caressed him slowly.

He grunted, masculine and deep, against my mouth.

His abdomen tensed beneath my touch. And then he surprised me with another kiss: his lips captured mine with more hunger, his teeth grazed my lower lip with renewed desire, despite the fatigue, despite the climax that still pulsed in his skin.

I pulled back, assessed the quality of his kisses. The memory of his orgasm between my hands. His semen on his torso. His agitated breathing. For the past few minutes... I had felt him vulnerable.

I observed how his chest still heaved under the weight of his breathing, and the heat radiating from his skin enveloped me. My gaze slid over his torso, observing the whitish trails that furrowed his skin. My tongue, restless inside my mouth, throbbed with the idea of tasting him, of breaking that last frontier of modesty.

He wanted to kiss me again, but I only allowed his breath to brush my lips before pulling back slightly. All he could do was watch me, expectantly. His pupils fixed on mine, his mouth half-open, as if it were a farewell, but also as if he admired that I was actually going to do it.

And then I crawled, slightly downward. And I felt the tingling of desire running down my spine; the heat throughout my body, the sweat in my armpits, my sex throbbing; and after one last hesitation, I leaned in more, and then I did it, there, over the mess, over the stagnant puddle... my tongue flew free... and landed... capturing, traveling, feeling that hot puddle... over his nipple.

He exhaled an almost inaudible sigh, but I felt him vibrate beneath my mouth. The texture, the thick viscosity of his semen on my tongue excited me like never before. I didn’t stop. I didn’t hold back. I ventured to slide my tongue with more confidence, tasting his saline, thick essence, which mingled with the subtle flavor of his hot skin. I closed my eyes for a moment, savoring it, letting the moisture of my tongue merge with his. My lips brushed his nipple, probing it gently before capturing it fleetingly. His hand rose up my back, over my shirt, to my hair, then intertwining his fingers in my locks, guiding me with a delicacy that contrasted with the obscenity of the moment.

I felt excitement coursing through me. The sensation of his taste in my mouth; I was smearing my own lips with that liquid... tinting my lips white; the warm, sticky texture sliding over my tongue, the way he shuddered with each touch, all fueled the burning between my legs. And then, my hand, trembling at first, slid from his abdomen... to his groin, finding his member, large, heavy, though flaccid, fragile, almost helpless, after his recent climax.

He gave a slight start, his body tensed, and a barely contained moan escaped his throat. My palm closed around that discharged monstrosity, perceiving the heat emanating from it, the softness of his skin yielding under my delicate grip; I felt proud that I could finally wrap my hand around it. And I began to slide that hand slowly, feeling how his body responded little by little, how the initial spasm transformed into an incipient hardness. My mouth was still busy on his torso, licking over his nipple stained with white.

One, two, three, four tugs on that lazy enormity... but then, with a gentle but firm movement, he caught my hand and moved it away from his groin.

I pulled back then, abandoning the caresses of my tongue on his viscous nipple. I moved my face away and looked at him with a mixture of confusion and desire, but he simply smiled sideways; his thumb caressing the inside of my wrist, in a gesture that didn’t seem like rejection, but rather seemed to ask for calm.

Before I could say anything, he drew me to him, and our mouths met. His kiss was slow, deep, impregnating himself with the taste of his own pleasure that still resided on my tongue and at the corner of my lips. It didn’t disgust him. It didn’t disgust me either. His lips parted over mine, his tongue slid with precision, claiming me with a sensuality that managed to make my skin tingle.

That kiss, dirty, wet and hot, not just from our saliva, but from his own semen... That kiss, sexual, obscene, from which emanated a torrid smell, made my body react again. And then I mounted one leg, and then moved, climbed on top of him, bringing my body until it rested on his: me on top, my chest against his. And I felt it instantly, it impacted me, made me shudder, but again it didn’t displease me: his wet torso impregnated mine; stomach, breasts, bra, shirt; I knew that all of it was becoming impregnated, stained with him, stained with the semen he had spilled. I felt it permeate me, sticking to my shirt, staining that bra compressed under my breasts. I felt on the skin of my belly that thick liquid being crushed between our bodies. The sensation was strangely intimate, a mark of what we had just shared, and instead of pulling away, I let myself sink against him.

He slid his hands down my back, traversing the fabric of my shirt, feeling the folds, discovering my shape, until he gathered it up a bit from below, revealing my ass, and I felt his growing member, moving, hitting, throbbing between my legs.

Everything had changed. I no longer tormented myself by acknowledging it, and I knew he wouldn’t humiliate me with his words for doing so. And, as I felt the viscous wetness between our bodies, as I felt his essence staining my shirt and my tits, as I felt his caresses on my bare buttocks, and as I felt his member throbbing freely… I purred, somewhere, close to his neck:

—“You can… put it in me.”


CHAPTER 18

He didn't respond. Silence fell over us, creating a tense atmosphere, but also a calm one. I both wanted and didn't want him to verbalize a verdict. I remained there, with my face beneath his neck, feeling his warm breath hitting against my head, over my hair. His sticky skin against mine. Then I moved away, slowly, as if breaking contact was difficult. I straightened up, sliding my thighs over his hips and raising my entire torso, until I was straddling him. During this movement, my skin and shirt had become more soaked, rubbing against and absorbing the semen that rested and slid over him. As I rose to a vertical position, I felt the sensation even more; that humid, warm, strangely intimate touch.

I stayed like that, looking at him, trying to interpret the calmness in his expression. His features were serene, his mouth slightly open in a neutral gesture. His bright, penetrating gaze revealed nothing. There was no half-smile as usual, no hint of the mockery that typically wrapped our interactions. Just him, calm, observing me without saying a word.

I lowered my gaze. His cock rested under my body, heavy and large, but flaccid. A white drop crowned a partially covered glans. The skin that had been taut now looked wrinkled. I hesitated whether to touch it. Finally, I didn't, and my hands came to rest on my thighs.

He inhaled, as if about to speak. I held my breath, expectant. But in the end, he said nothing.

“What?” I urged him.

His gaze slid to one side, as if pondering his response, but returned to me with a candid yet measured gleam.

“Better I don’t tell you.”

I frowned.

“Why not?”

He sighed with a lazy smile, passing a hand over his face, dragging away the fatigue with it.

“It’s just that when I’m with you, I only think of wild things... Better I leave it, since we’re getting along well now, right?”

His tone was light, almost complicit, but it left me even more curious. I felt a little ridiculous up there, but at the same time, I didn’t want to abandon my position.

“No, tell me. I won’t be scared.”

He held my gaze for a moment before releasing the air with a slight sigh.

“Alright... I was going to tell you that... why don’t you get undressed?”

I don’t know what expression my face showed, but he smiled. And before I could say anything else, he continued:

“Well, actually, I was going to say: What’s the matter? Can’t those big tits of yours stand up on their own?”

A different kind of heat ran through me, I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or something else. I understood, at the same time, that perhaps the reason I felt somewhat ridiculous wasn’t because of my position, but because of the singular and even eccentric image my torso projected: that yes-but-no, that shirt always unbuttoned, but also always half-open, half-closed, and, above all, the bizarre appearance of my breasts spilling over the bra, which made its straps tighten more, and left the black lingerie wrinkled down there in a somewhat grotesque way.

I wasn’t sure how much of it was wanting to get rid of that anomalous image and how much was wanting to prove to him that what I contained needed no help whatsoever... Both reasons added up to enough for me to act without too much delay.

My operation wasn’t as simple as I would have expected. Having his eyes fixed on my body didn’t help either. The damp fabric of the shirt clung to my skin like a second layer, sticky and warm. It wasn’t just sweat. There was also saliva, traces of semen, the shared essence that had been trapped in the brittle silk. I felt it adhered to my back, to parts of my breasts, to my arms, even to the hollow of my collarbone. I shuddered as I slid my hands to the edges, feeling how it resisted peeling off, stuck to my flesh with a strangely morbid viscosity and softness. I pulled gently, first from one side, then the other, freeing the skin centimeter by centimeter, letting the thick air of the room caress the areas that were being exposed.

Despite the heat, the brush of air on my bare torso made me tremble. It was an immediate relief, a liberation that filtered through every pore, which could finally breathe when the fabric disappeared.

I lingered in the gesture, enjoying the contrast between the residual heat of my body and the sudden warmth of the environment. Finally, I slid the shirt down my arms, felt it slip between my fingers before letting it fall onto the bed, disheveled, fragrant, and witness to what had happened.

My bra continued to squeeze me, tight against my ribs, retaining the last vestige of restraint. I raised my hands to my back, felt for the hooks with an almost mechanical movement, but inside, the sensation was anything but automatic. As soon as I released the clasp, a shiver ran down my spine. My breasts were freed in a single movement, the skin finally yielding completely, expanding, breathing with a delicious mixture of relief and vulnerability.

The weight of my breasts naturally fell forward, a subtle swaying, an awakening of the skin after having been imprisoned. I felt the phantom caress of air on my nipples, an involuntary tingling that electrified every nerve ending. I let the bra fall onto the bed without looking at it, perhaps a little embarrassed by its size, and ignored how it lay twisted on the sheets. I lowered my arms, let my hands rest on my thighs.

I took a deep breath. An uncomfortable blush throbbed beneath my skin. I then looked down: my breasts, wet and shiny from what I had stolen from him, from the semen I had been impregnated with when I had been on top of him, flowed freely, falling slightly, and turning upward at the end. Together at first, separating a bit where they turned upward. I felt a sudden embarrassment, a flush. Freedom was also vulnerability. And not all tension had disappeared: the hardness of my nipples, the extension of my areolas, the robustness of my breasts swollen with excitement... the sensation of his gaze following me.

And then I dared to look at him. And I didn't see half-smiles, or eyebrows arched in mockery, or the arrogant snort with which he usually marked his small victories. Just his gaze fixed on me, on my breasts. A scrutiny without hurry, without pretense. I remained still, waiting for some comment, some mockery, some phrase that would break the tension.

I could feel the slight sway of my breasts as I breathed. My nipples hardening slightly, not just from the air, but from the way he looked at them. His lack of explicit reaction disconcerted me more than any brazen comment he could have made.

My hands, restless, on my thighs. I felt the warm skin beneath my fingers.

“What?” I finally asked, trying to break the tension.

He raised his eyes to my face. He didn't smile. He didn't make any face. He simply observed me, as if he were internally debating something he wasn't sure whether to say or do.

The air smelled of sex. Of sweat and semen. Of hot skin and floating tension. My torso still retained traces of him; the sticky sensation on my belly and breasts reminded me of what had happened just a couple of minutes ago. 

He finally took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, as if dispelling a fleeting thought.

“Nothing. Yes. Good. They hold up well,” he said, in a lower, almost husky tone.

I felt that, although his expression didn't quite give him away, there was something... strange, as if something inside him was changing.

I moistened my lips, not knowing what to do with my own hands. I remained on top of him, straddling him, but my gaze was forced to look away from him. My eyes scanned the bed, as if I suddenly needed to hold onto something tangible. My bra, my shirt, my panties and the balaclava were there, scattered across the rumpled bedspread. I realized that the only things covering my naked skin were the pearl necklace around my neck... and my heels.

And that image hit me suddenly: my exposed body, the high heels on my feet, the pearly shine of the pearls standing out against the moist skin of my throat. I didn't know if I felt ridiculous or imposing. My mind was oscillating between these two sensations when, suddenly, another thought infiltrated. My husband. His face appeared fleetingly, a shadow in my consciousness, but without the burden I expected. There was no guilt. No remorse. Just a slight shiver running down my back, an unknown pang, but one that didn't stop me. And then, Daniel's voice broke into my absorption.

“You can't imagine how horny you made me these days... Those... swaying movements... I don't know what to call it... That exhibitionism... on your terrace.”

My gaze returned to him. Daniel was watching me with that calm of his, with that gleam of veiled mischief that seemed to enjoy keeping in suspense. His shaved head, his perfectly outlined beard, his eyes, clear and penetrating. It had been a while since my conception had changed. He wasn't a man of soft or perfect features, but the whole had something that added up to more than it subtracted.

“Weren't you wearing this shirt yesterday?” he continued, reclining on his elbows, his voice dragging an almost lazy cadence. “Before putting on the little white nightgown, and before... what you put on afterward.”

I smiled then, and I myself was surprised by my involuntary reflex.

“Well, I wash them. This is another blue shirt. I have several.”

His expression didn't change, but his eyes remained fixed on me, evaluating. Then, after a brief hesitation, he said:

“There's tobacco and a lighter on the table. Behind you.”

I blinked, confused.

“What?” I asked, trying to follow the thread of his mind.

Daniel tilted his head, a shadow of amusement danced on his lips.

“Don't you get it?”

And there, in the space between his question and my answer, something lit up in my head. “Exhibitionism.” “Tobacco.” My skin bristled even before I uttered the words.

“You've got to be kidding me?” I murmured.

He raised his eyebrows with false innocence.

“What?”

I swallowed. I felt the heat rising up my thighs and expanding under my skin.

“I said, you've got to be kidding me...” I repeated, and my voice was barely a whisper.

And then, I said it:

“You don't want me to do... the little walk for you.”

The gleam in his eyes intensified.

“Little walk?” he mocked. “Is that what you call it?”

“I don't call it anything,” I answered.

Daniel sighed, slowly:

“Come on... It'll get me in the mood.”

“You don't need to get in the mood,” I responded without thinking, as if a part of me, suddenly, the most sensible part, wanted to assert itself.

And then I felt it could be a good final touch. To end as everything had begun. That would also reinforce the good rapport, which would keep him from harming me, which would help him respect me and disappear from my life.

I looked at him. My body was still throbbing from everything I'd experienced. My skin was itself proof of the madness. But this had to end.

I wanted to reinforce the atmosphere of harmony. I sketched a half-smile, trying not to make it look fake, and played with the idea in my head, thinking about how to do it. And then, without answering, I moved off of him.

I stood up with a studied slowness. I felt my sex exaggeratedly free, but tried not to be embarrassed. I tried to stick to the plan: play the final role and then leave.

After descending from the bed and turning around, I saw the door resting against the frame. That door that had almost given me two heart attacks. I crossed the small room, my heels resonating on the wooden floor. I held my chest with one hand, certainly self-conscious, so that my breasts wouldn't bounce too much as I walked. I knew I was offering him a clear view of my ass, lifted thanks to my heels, but the times of his hurtful comments with each new exposure seemed to have passed.

I closed the door and began the journey back. My heels thundered, and I felt then that my arm and hand, crossed over my breasts to keep them from bouncing, almost betrayed me more than if I hadn't done it.

“You didn’t need to close it... There’s nobody here...” he commented from the bed.

“Just in case...” I responded, without looking at him.

I then went to the table. Next to the mirror. Facing the bed. I located the lighter and the tobacco.

The dry click of the lighter tore through the silence. The small flame flickered for an instant before stabilizing, briefly illuminating my fingers as I brought the cigarette to the flame. I inhaled deeply, feeling the hot smoke slide down my throat, expand inside my lungs, filling me with a warmth that had nothing to do with what had flooded the room all that time. I exhaled slowly, watching how the smoke lazily dissipated in the air.

Finally, a different smell. Not skin, nor sweat, nor semen. A dry, clean, familiar smell. I enjoyed the weight of the cigarette between my fingers, the rough sensation of the filter brushing against my lips, the bitter and persistent aftertaste it left in my mouth.

I felt him present, watching me. In a way this was for him, but at the same time this was a respite, an anchor, a moment in which I was just myself, with my own rhythm, my own pleasure.

My gaze traveled to the window, to the half-drawn curtain. Nobody could have seen us in bed, I knew that, but there I was, reflected in the glass, ethereal and diffuse in the dimness, facing the closed night. I observed myself carefully. My disheveled hair falling over my bare shoulders. My erect breasts, my collarbone adorned by the faint shadow of the pearl necklace.

The window, small, didn’t allow the reflection of anything lower. And I thought then, after exhaling calmly, that I wouldn’t have minded seeing my entire reflection. Seeing my heels, my legs, and why not... also... my cunt.

I brought the cigarette to my lips again and exhaled. I liked myself. I liked myself in that image, in that moment. I felt powerful, emphatic, potent.

“Hey...” Daniel said then, in a rather low tone. “Sorry about before.”

I turned my face slightly, looked at him out of the corner of my eye.

“What about before?”

He hesitated, something rare for him.

“Well... I... being how I am sometimes.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well... That... My little phrases... Calling you little slut... Saying your cunt is like this or like that...”

I didn’t respond. I looked at him instead, taking my time. I admired his body, but wanted to pretend otherwise, looking at him with indifference and cockiness. He was still reclining, with his elbows back. His torso still gleamed. His skin was still marked by sweat and especially by the trace of what he had released, of what I had drawn out of him.

And there was something in the way he was talking to me now, that seemed to want to measure what I was feeling without asking directly.

But then, with a flash of his usual boldness, he said:

“Well... what about that little walk?”

I brought the cigarette to my lips again. I inhaled calmly, letting the smoke fill me before releasing it in a thin thread.

“And put something on,” he added, maintaining the low tone. “So it’s like I remember it...”

I then sketched a slight smile.

“Put something on? You tell me to get undressed and now you tell me to get dressed?”

“I’m not telling you to do anything,” he responded more firmly.

I hesitated for a moment. I hesitated about how to do it. How to manage it. Finally, I left the cigarette between my lips and approached the bed to get my shirt. As I took it in my hands, I saw scattered stains, splotches of semen and sweat that darkened the silk. Its touch was sticky in some places, slippery in others, a silent witness to what had happened in that bed. I then slid the sleeves over my arms with a measured movement. The shirt flew, waving slightly before covering me and settling on my back. The fabric then brushed against my bare breasts and stuck to my warm skin, adhering like a strangely intimate caress, leaving a cool and damp trail wherever it passed, drawing from me a subtle shiver. With a confident gesture, I brought both hands to the nape of my neck and freed my hair trapped under the collar of my shirt, pulling it out with a fluid movement, letting it expand for an instant before falling over my shoulders, while the cigarette remained wedged between my lips. Then, I focused again on the garment and closed it a bit, still without buttoning it; as I did so, the silk whispered against my torso, sliding over my hardened nipples, moistening them, in an almost electric touch.

I took another drag. I exhaled the smoke. Again I left the cigarette between my lips, and then, knowing the view this would offer him, I bent down and picked up the skirt from the floor, in a slow movement. Then I stood up again and examined it carefully, feeling its weight in my hands. It had some irregular folds, but my gesture itself was a performance, as I knew the skirt was almost intact.

I placed it on the bed, beside him, bending over again, again giving him that view thanks to my unbuttoned shirt, which allowed my breasts to shake and hang freely. I smoothed the fabric of the skirt with my fingers, stretching out each little wrinkle. I also placed the balaclava there, an absurd vestige of how everything had started. My gaze then traveled to my panties. I observed them: a tangle, a mess of black, shiny silk. I picked them up and, feeling them between my fingers, noticed how wet they were, so soaked that they stuck to my skin, impregnated with my own scent... I felt them light, withered... and I left them on the bed again, as I didn’t want to feel that exaggerated wetness on my sex.

I took another deep drag, letting the smoke fill my lungs. Then I exhaled. I looked at him. His cock, lazy, moved on its own, in a slight tremor. And that comforted me in a strange way.

I then stood in front of him. Standing before that reclined torso that never dried. Before those elbows that never tired of the posture. Before those eyes that never stopped looking at me.

Needing both hands again, I placed the cigarette between my lips as I began to button up my shirt. I did it calmly, enjoying the feel of the sticky silk against my skin. Each button that fit into its buttonhole was a gesture of conclusion, but also of affirmation. I left just a small neckline. He watched me. Enigmatic. His cock vibrated again. And again something inside me felt comforted. And on the return path of my eyes, I could glimpse how my nipples marked my shirt, two exaggerated bulges that weren’t willing to stop demanding attention even after being covered. Although it didn’t help their relaxation that this area of the silk had strong, substantial stains... of semen.

He kept looking at me with that intensity of his. I knew he liked what he saw. I knew that, in his way, he was enjoying every movement I made, every measured gesture.

I crossed my arms over my chest and took another drag, letting the smoke curl around my tongue before slowly releasing it. The cigarette was an extension of my control, of my dominion over that moment. Then, with deliberate slowness, I proceeded with the penultimate performance. The size of the room didn’t allow for much of a walk, but I retrieved my jacket, the one he had removed from me an eternity ago, and walked to the chair in front of the desk, placing it over the backrest. And then, continuing with the walk, continuing with the sound of my heels on the floor, continuing with my performance that mimicked my excesses on my terrace, I walked to the window.

Once there, I pushed the window outward, opening it with a gentle movement, and immediately felt a cold breeze that passed through me and entered the room.

The coolness of the night filtered in, colliding with my hot skin, giving me goosebumps. I exhaled smoke and let it merge with the night. Then I leaned out and saw a dark, ugly, small light well. After the first breeze, I felt that the air there seemed to rest withered and almost lifeless.

I was squeezing the most out of the cigarette. Blowing the smoke into the void.

And I wondered then which parts of my body he could see at that moment. Barely anything. My legs... and my ass covered by my shirt.

I thought about whether it was better to show or to suggest. After all, everything, absolutely everything, had happened because of the latter.

I wondered what he could see of my body. What he would be doing at that moment, watching me without me returning his gaze.

When, suddenly, I felt his enormous hands on my body, behind me, holding me by the waist.


CHAPTER 19

It was unexpected. I hadn’t heard him approach at all. His hands occupied a space I hadn’t granted him. A shiver ran down my spine, chilling my skin despite the warmth of his palms filtering through the fabric of my shirt.

I could tell from his firmness, and especially from his dense, heavy breath on my neck… that something, once again, had changed.

He said nothing. He remained still, behind me. 

I didn’t turn around either. Nor did I protest. Though I knew my body had trembled when I felt him, and that he had undoubtedly sensed it.

Silence fell, or rather continued, as he had been astonishingly stealthy. The cigarette burned between my fingers, the ember flickering in the darkness like a heartbeat. I had leaned a bit further onto the windowsill, letting the night air, which wasn’t cold but felt so in contrast to the suffocating density of that room, envelop me. Below, the light well was a black, silent pit. Nothing could be seen, just a few closed windows, some partially open blinds.

He didn’t move. I didn’t understand. I couldn’t interpret his stillness. I didn’t know if this was his umpteenth game, and what it might consist of this time. I grew impatient. I tried to move, but his grip held firm. And then a hot touch struck the lower part of my back, an evident, unmistakable pressure. His member. Again. Hard. Again. I recognized it instantly and my body tensed in response.

I squirmed with more force, but he only responded with another brush of his erection, now lower, against my buttocks. A precise touch, intentional or not, that made me gasp, not from pleasure, but from a strange anguish. And then he did move: his chest pressed against my back, trapping me even more between him and the open window.

And then he spoke. And it was him again. He returned in the harshest, rudest way. Without transition.

He whispered it to me, behind my ear, with all his vileness. Him again. More than ever, him:

“Fuck, Carolina… I could see your pussy lips hanging down… and I couldn’t resist.”

I suffered the impact of his words. I trembled. I tried to bring the cigarette to my mouth, but even that simple movement no longer came out clean and natural, but convulsive and shaky. So much so that I gave up halfway.

I imagined his view, what he would have seen, apparently, from the bed: my sex protruding between my legs, flowing downward… my shirt covering my buttocks but unable to cover THERE… and him watching me… and getting aroused.

Him, who aroused, became himself again.

I said nothing. I couldn’t.

I felt his breath floating over my nape, over my neck, slow and suffocating. And then his hands began to move, tracing the contour of my hips, sliding with unbearable patience. My skin bristled against my will when his fingers caught the edges of my shirt and began to lift it, slowly, very slowly, as if he wanted to make me aware of every centimeter of skin, every millimeter of buttock, that was being exposed.

I bit the inside of my cheek hard, unable to react.

Again his erection struck my skin, this time more brazenly; I suspected deliberately. A shiver ran down my spine. I tried to press myself further against the window, to escape his contact, but I had nowhere to go.

His hands then traveled over my buttocks, first gently, measuring my reactions. I shuddered. I squirmed again, but a firm grip on one buttock kept me in place.

The cigarette trembled in my hand. I was unable to bring it to my lips.

And then a little tap, dry, fell on my right buttock. A small touch.

I held my breath.

And then, another blow, firmer this time. Undoubtedly an outrageous slap. The sound had come out clearly. A wet “smack.” A hollow sound as perfect as it was shameful.

My fingers tensed around the cigarette. Tension accumulated in my chest.

And then he did it. He dared. The burning spread across my skin instantly. Anger exploded in my chest. Because he had the audacity to do it, to increase the intensity. The dry sound echoed in the silence of the night. The force had increased. The sound too. My right buttock didn’t receive a tap, or a slap, it received a demeaning and humiliating spank. A forceful, abrupt, hard, aggressive “SMACK!!”

I bit my lip and closed my eyes, absorbing the blow, filled with anger and disbelief. But I said nothing.

Then my body reacted by twisting in an attempt to move away, but he wouldn’t allow it.

Again his erection pressed against my skin. Again against my buttocks. But this time in three rhythmic touches… I understood that he was holding me and moving his hips, back and forth. And I imagined it… And I didn’t want to feel anything. I didn’t want to admit anything.

The cigarette, almost vanishing, like a light source that shone without strength, was burning away between my fingers.

His hand then descended between the cleft of my buttocks, as if wanting to separate them, sliding with a slowness that made me sigh again. My skin burned under his touch, and I didn’t understand why I wasn’t protesting more, why I wasn’t speaking.

Because I was actually convinced that I didn’t want this.

Outside, the courtyard remained dark, silent. A black abyss that seemed to swallow everything.

And my body betrayed me when his other hand moved up my belly, exploring me again with unbearable calmness. I pressed my lips together and shivered again. But he continued, sliding upward, exploring the edge of my ribs. His fingers slipped under the fabric of my shirt, moving upward... The destination was obvious. The caress was subtle. It didn’t take long to arrive... Soon he was capturing the bare skin of one of my breasts... with a dominance that made me shudder again.

His hand captured one of my breasts and squeezed it slowly. I knew he could feel my rock-hard nipple under his palm. My back arched. I squirmed again, but only managed to press myself more firmly against him. And then I felt his breath, a gasp on my neck... and felt another thrust of his member against my ass, very close to my sex.

I couldn’t see him, but I could imagine his expression. That indecipherable gleam in his eyes, the satisfaction of having me trapped between his body.

The cigarette between my fingers burned out.

I let it fall into that courtyard that seemed like a terrifying well.

And then I felt him bending his knees. I felt his other hand moving behind. With one hand he held me, clutching my breast. He used his enormous chest to trap me. The other hand I knew was lowering to his member... I knew why he was bending his knees... And then he whispered:

“Spread your legs...”

I didn’t move. Nor did I say anything.

He squeezed my breast harder. I gasped. He pressed himself more firmly against me. I felt his member, the tip, sliding, thrusting between my buttocks.

I trembled. I felt powerless. Anguish consumed me like that cigarette had burned away.

“Come on, damn it,” he exhaled behind my ear, desperate.

“No...” I sighed. Finally a protest. Finally something.

“What do you mean no?” he grew desperate, still trying, and I moved my waist slightly, while feeling the tip of his enormous member probing between my buttocks again.

“No... Stop...” I protested.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?”

And I exhaled sharply. And then, at last, I managed to protest with more than just a gasp. And I said clearly:

“Do you think you’re going to fuck me like this?”

“Why not, huh? You just asked me to put it in you... Or don’t you remember, huh?”

It was him. Him again. He had returned to his origin. To his starting point.

I then brought my hand to his, to that hand that, under my shirt, was squeezing my breast, and removed it forcefully. He then gave me space. And I managed to turn around.

Again, face to face, feeling my pulse hammering, my erratic breathing and a burning fury that made me tremble. He stood before me, naked, with his hot skin and his chest expanding with each breath, dominating the space with his overwhelming presence. And there it was, between us, that tense and enormous hardness, pointing forward, defying the distance between our bodies.

I swallowed hard. I didn’t want to look at it, but my eyes fell toward it as if dragged by an inevitable gravity. The thickness of his erection throbbed with insulting shamelessness. One of his veins protruded along the shaft, pulsing, and for an instant I felt a piercing heat run from my feet to my head.

But I still felt fury, for the imprisonment, for his spanking, for his abuse, for his attempt.

My eyes quickly rose to his face and there was his expression: clean, sharp, with his lower lip parted and his eyes lit with a feverish spark. And then he did it. He lunged.

His hand caught one side of my face firmly and his mouth sought mine with a ferocious hunger. I pulled away, turned my face, but his hot breath brushed my skin, and in that failed attempt, his member slammed against my belly, hard, vibrating, like a second blow that left me breathless.

“Stop...” I managed to murmur in a suffocated reproach.

He didn’t answer. He just tried again.

And this time I didn’t move quickly enough. His mouth found mine, and then it happened: the kiss exploded on my lips like a fire. His tongue burst into my mouth with an invasive, deep wetness that paralyzed me.

I didn’t know what to do with my hands. I didn’t know what to do with my breathing. His taste covered my mouth, and immediately all the oxygen became dense, hot. He was kissing me with brutality, and I felt my body shrink, the skin on my neck bristling when his tongue circled mine with demanding movements.

His lips were hard, his tongue slippery and hot. He moved with rhythm, with a devastating precision that gradually undermined my resistance. My body trembled, but not in the same way as before. Something inside me was melting, surrendering, adjusting to that wet touch. My eyelids closed without me realizing it, and my pulse, so uncontrolled until then, began to slow down, as if that man’s mouth had the power to entangle me and calm me at the same time.

He pulled away for a second, and I gasped with parted lips, unable to think clearly. But he didn’t let me catch my breath. He kissed me again, this time more slowly, more deeply. I felt his tongue slide with agonizing slowness, tracing the inside of my lips, exploring them as if wanting to memorize them. A subtle, unhurried lick, imbued with a spine-chilling possession. It was no longer an assault, but, once again, an asphyxiating dominance.

He held me by my face and waist. His hands were there, heavy, motionless, but firm. His grip conveyed an unsettling confidence, as if he could hold me steady in the uncertainty in which I floated.

For some strange and twisted reason, I wanted more. Or perhaps it wasn’t wanting, but remembering. Remembering the touch of his hands on my skin, his fingers tracing my ribs, moving up to my breast, capturing it roughly. I wanted him to touch me, to slip his hand under my shirt again… and caress my breast. It was emptiness, contradiction, the nonsense of my own desire resurfacing when it should have been suffocated.

But he didn’t do it. He didn’t touch me beyond where his hands already rested. He continued kissing me slowly, his lips brushing against me with that moist heat that melted me.

And then he pulled away. He ended the kiss with one final suction of my lips and remained there, looking at me. His eyes locked on mine, scrutinizing me, piercing through me.

We stayed like that, breathing the same air, sharing the same sticky heat that had settled between us.

And immediately he examined me. He looked at my breasts. My neckline. I didn’t need to look at myself to know that my nipples were visible through the shirt. To know that the semen stains were still there, on the silk, one on each breast, as if marking them, as if signaling them. I didn’t have to check myself to know that my chest rose and fell with my breathing. And then he did something strange: his hands flowed toward my neckline, and I, betraying myself, wished he would unbutton one button and slip a hand in there, but he did almost the opposite: he closed one button, and then another; he was covering me, hiding me. I, with lifeless arms, overwhelmed and bewildered, let him do it. Then he slightly lifted my necklace and closed the last button. All buttoned up. The necklace no longer rested on my skin, but on the shirt.

I, confused by his behavior, furious at his unauthorized attempt and aroused by his recent kisses, managed to say:

“What am I… your toy?”

“I wish…” he responded with arrogance.

And then I pushed him, slightly, my hands on his chest. I didn’t quite understand why I had done it. After all his hurtful phrases, I had finally reacted to that stupidity. Neither his pectorals flinched nor did his feet retreat a millimeter. I felt ridiculous.

He turned around, without expression and without judging my absurd gesture. And he walked toward the table, offering me the clear view of a large, hard, imposing ass… And he grabbed the pack of cigarettes, which he opened, examined, as if counting the cigarettes, and then said, as if it were nothing:

“Want another one? If we steal three I don’t think he’ll notice.”

I brought one of my hands to the pearl necklace, lifted it slightly and played with it between my fingers.

“No…” I answered, while watching him, in profile, offering me a striking image: his ass… his legs, his pectorals, his shoulders… and his member that pulsated freely, pointing forward, drooping slightly.

And I looked around us. At that room. At that gloomy bedroom. The dim light, the smoke. The smell of sweat and sex. And suddenly it felt like a cave, like a hideout.

It seemed like a real hideaway for two lovers.

“Hey… What about your cigarette?” he asked, looking at me, and lighting one for himself.

“Well… I threw it away.”

“Seriously? Into the courtyard? People live down there, you know,” he smiled. “Damn, you’re a little crazy,” he said and I was looking at him…

…Looking at his ass, his balls, his cock, which was still throbbing… and I didn’t let go of my necklace.


CHAPTER 20

I knew that the fidgeting of my trembling fingers, caressing the pearls of my necklace, betrayed me. And I also knew that, even if I let go of it, unconsciously, I would return to it. I wanted then to avoid that obsessive temptation, to find something to hold onto. Something to occupy my hands.

“Well, yes. Give me one. Give me another cigarette,” I said, trying to make my voice sound casual.

He raised an eyebrow, with a slight crooked smile, and returned to the pack. He took one out and then, with a nonchalant air, said:

“I don’t think she’ll notice if four are missing either.”

A brief, ironic grimace formed on my face. What he was saying seemed utterly ridiculous to me. First of all, we would have used three, not four, and secondly, as if a woman who left her keys for someone else to enter her house with a stranger would worry about a few missing cigarettes. Not to mention the sex stains on the bedspread. But I said nothing.

I watched him walk toward me. And I felt the contradiction stirring inside me. An uncomfortable heat rising up my neck. Something between rejection and anticipation. Between repulsion and pleasure. He was imposing. Sexual. Shameless. I couldn’t understand how he could be so indifferent to that excess, that display, that walking nakedness. I found myself forced to look away; I didn’t want to see that hulk, with his semi-erect member, approaching like that. My body screamed at me to move away, but something inside me wanted to stay, to resist it... To receive him.

When he reached me, he occupied all the space, as he always did. He offered me the cigarette, I took it, then brought it to my mouth, and there, between the sticky moisture of my lips, it remained. The cigarette was immediately lit with the click of the lighter that he made sound. I had managed to hold the cigarette, first in my hand and then between my lips, without trembling. As soon as I exhaled the smoke in a long, somewhat exaggerated puff, I felt safe.

We stayed by the open window, the fresh air filtering between us. I took another drag and blew the smoke toward the courtyard, sideways, without looking at him directly, only from the corner of my eye. But he was staring at me; I could feel it without needing to turn my face. His eyes traveled over me with the same calmness with which he smoked.

My shirt was suffocating me: to the soaking from sweat and the dampness of semen at the level of my breasts was now added the oppression of having all the buttons fastened up to the top. I was about to undo at least the first two, regardless of whether he thought it was okay or not for “the toy to rebel,” when something caught my attention. A minor detail, almost irrelevant, but one that stuck with me. His way of inhaling, exhaling, and holding the cigarette. There was something unusually delicate in his gestures, in the way his fingers held it. It didn’t quite match the rest of his presence, his bulkiness, his overwhelming masculinity.

I crossed my arms. I was also holding my cigarette, opening my wrist slightly. I frowned for a moment. I thought about his masculinity. His successes. His failures. His stories. Real or invented.

And then, without really knowing why, without thinking too much about what I was doing, I said:

“Hey, can I ask you a question?”

“Go ahead, of course, queen,” he said in an extremely forced manner.

I swallowed, took another drag, and dared to look at him directly. Sometimes, the smoke created a small screen between us.

I hesitated. I didn’t know how to say it. At first, I wanted to not be too direct. Then I dismissed that idea, because I couldn’t find euphemisms and because it seemed unfair that he could be brazen to the point of intimidation while I couldn’t.

I inhaled again. I released the smoke toward the window, turning only my neck. Then my gaze returned to him, and I said:

“How many do you fuck? I mean... how many are you fucking?”

“Besides you?” he provoked immediately, and I couldn’t believe I was having that conversation with that man: there, smoking by that window, him naked and me in high heels, without panties, and with my shirt buttoned all the way up.

I made a gesture of disapproval, and then he continued:

“Nah, not many... The one with the boring pussy... also Gabriela... who owns this room...”

“Oh, she has a name?” I interrupted.

“Well, yes,” he answered and took another drag. “And nothing... One more... but that one’s nothing. So four if I count y—”

“Why is ‘that one nothing’?” I interrupted him again.

He smiled slightly. Hesitating whether to speak.

He was holding the cigarette with three fingers, with that strange subtlety that disconcerted me.

“Well...” he said, sighing and with a half-smile. “Because she’s like fifty-something... and we could say she doesn’t exercise much.”

“So, she’s extremely fat,” I blurted out without thinking. I didn’t know if I wanted to provoke him or mock his response.

He shrugged and took another drag from his cigarette.

“You don’t care. As long as you can stick it in... right?” I provoked.

“Yeah, well... but you should see the tits she has...” he tried to defend himself.

“The lady? Of course. She’ll have fat woman tits,” I continued my provocation, not wanting to let go of my prey.

He didn't say anything. We both exhaled, releasing the smoke, and I finally said:

“Anyway...”

“Anyway what? Are you getting jealous or something?” he said.

“Yeah, right. That’s all I need.”

“You’re just one more, Carolina. And I have just as much fun. And I enjoy fucking the girl who lives in this house, and tight-pussy, and the lady, as you call her, and you, all the same.”

I didn’t know what to feel. I stared into the emptiness of the light well. Arms crossed with the cigarette in my hand. I didn’t know if I felt repulsion, disgust, or again that disconcerting tingling.

“I think your problem is that you’re too used to being put on a pedestal,” he provoked.

I looked at him. Said nothing. His clear eyes fixed on mine. His mouth slightly open. His gaze narrowed from the smoke that he wasn’t exhaling outward.

“With your little husband adoring you. The pampered rich girl. The rich girl who’s been on a pedestal her whole life.”

“What pedestal? Do you even hear yourself?” I bristled.

He stepped away then. Went to the table. I didn’t follow him with my gaze. I looked toward the dark courtyard. He soon returned with an ashtray. There, in front of me again, he put out his cigarette, then looked at me, offering it.

“Let’s see if you don’t throw this butt out the window...” he whispered.

I didn’t rise to his provocation. I took one last drag. Inhaled and exhaled while staring him down. Then I put out the cigarette in the ashtray that was held at mid-height between us. He then placed the ashtray on the windowsill and came back to me.

“So yeah... You’re just too spoiled,” he whispered, face to face, very close to my face.

I said nothing. Didn’t move. Without the cigarette to hold onto, I felt a certain vulnerability. And then he tried to kiss me.

His dense, warm breath. Now with a hint of tobacco smell.

I subtly turned my face away. His lips landed, awkwardly, on my cheek.

He placed a hand on my waist. He tried again. This gave me the opportunity to put one of my hands on his arm. I avoided his kiss. And I pushed him gently with my other hand against his chest. And now, yes, the push made sense, had a purpose, unlike the previous one.

He accepted the rejection. He pulled back a little and whispered:

“The only thing that would make this different from how it is with the others... Besides your little game of wanting and not wanting, which by the way is pretty immature... you know what it would be?”

“Surprise me...” I said dismissively.

“Well... what would make tonight different would be that... Here comes the crude part, but it is what it is, you know I can’t hold back with you. It would be that... tonight I take you from behind, in the ass, I haven’t done that in a long time.”

I looked away. My pulse quickened. I couldn’t believe the outrageous thing he’d just said.

“Do you even hear yourself?” I said immediately.

“What? I’m a victim of my own endowments. With what I have here... they don’t usually let me.”

“Right, you kill them with pleasure.”

“Well, it’s more from pain than pleasure, obviously.”

“Yeah. A victim, right?”

A silence fell then. “Ass.” “From behind.” Those delirious words echoed in my mind.

“If not, then nothing. Take one last little walk and we’ll say goodbye,” he said composedly.

“What walk? Here? Now? I already did the walk for you before,” I protested.

“Why not? To the door and back. I’ll wait for you here.”

“Yeah, right? Like a runway,” I said, shaking my head.

Another silence fell. I looked toward the door.

And then he, as if reading my mind, said:

“Come on. What is it? Seven steps there and seven steps back?”

“Yes, it looks like it’s the same number of steps in both directions, yes,” I answered, pretending to laugh at him.

“That’s why... like on your little terrace... God, how you turned me on...” he sighed, in a sudden excitement that was somewhat intimidating.

I hesitated. I made one last protest:

“This seems very absurd to me.”

“Little walk and then you go. Are you going to wake your little husband when you get home?”

I looked at him. I hated him. He disgusted me like few times before.

A silence. Heavier.

I wanted to focus on the first part of what he’d said: “Little walk and then you go.”

It was my way out. Once again the feeling that I could escape almost unscathed. The walk and we would close the deal.

My gaze settled on the path. Yes, barely seven or eight steps. We were back at the beginning. Back to that silent game of glances and walks. To that game where I knew he was watching me and he only suspected that I knew. That game to provoke him; crossing, letting myself be seen, pretending that I really needed to go from here to there. And now there, inside that room, the game was repeating itself.

I didn’t accept verbally, I did it with a gesture: I sighed, showing him with the snort that I found it ridiculous, and began walking.

The first creak of the wood under my heels sounded exaggerated, but there was no turning back. Without stopping, I straightened up. I raised my torso higher. I felt inhibited, but at the same time, like on my terrace, powerful, erotic, commanding… and strangely free.

But my freedom still had one last restraint: the soaked shirt that stuck to my skin as a reminder of what had happened. I felt it adhering to my back; the sweat, in my armpits, in the curve of my waist and, lower down, on my buttocks; higher up, at the base of my neck. A dense, lukewarm sweat, mixed with the scent of my own body. And on the front, right over my breasts, the sticky, wet marks of that semen that seemed never to dry.

Every brush of the fabric against my nipples electrified me. They were hard, pointed, shamelessly marking the shirt buttoned all the way up. I felt disguised, dressed to his liking, but it was all a lesser evil. Because that disguise was ephemeral. All it took was that walk. All it took was those seven steps there and seven steps back so I could take it off. So I could unbutton those two buttons that almost made me suffocate and free my neck.

Each step belonged to me. My bare legs, long, firm, swayed with confidence. The silk shirt brushed against my skin with every movement, sliding like a warm breath over my hardened nipples. There was no fabric to hold my breasts, to prevent them from moving with the rhythm of my advance. They bounced with each step, with each heartbeat, and I knew, had learned, that it was absolutely inappropriate to restrain them with a hand, to prevent the swaying.

And my sex. My sex was throbbing. I felt the moisture between my thighs, a warm, almost slippery sensation that made me even more aware of my nakedness. There were no panties to hide that. I knew how he referred to my pussy. To how my lips flowed downward, slightly separated from each other. But at that moment I didn’t care.

I reached the door. It was absurd. I felt he was trying to humiliate me; a ridiculous farce. But I continued. I turned around. Restarted the walk. The heat. The dimness. My nakedness. There was no mask anymore. There was nothing anymore. But the end was very close.

And then I felt it. I saw it. Something. Something on the horizon. Something electrifying. Like an invisible thread tensing between two bodies. Like a spell of flesh. Because that… was for me.

I raised my gaze slightly. And I saw him.

He was there. Leaning against the window. Watching. Waiting.

Masturbating.

His hand was sliding slowly over his erection, with a controlled, measured cadence. His other hand rested on his waist. His face… contorted. Pure desire. Pure intensity. He stared at me. With parted lips, with held breath.

I didn’t stop. I let my hips undulate in his direction, let my breasts continue their shameless dance, let my steps resound strong, firm, owning the entire room. It wasn’t a simple “little walk.” I tried to make it an arrogant, conceited parade. I wanted my escape to be proud. I didn’t want him to remember me ashamed and intimidated.

When I reached him, when I stopped just inches away, I summoned my pride. I wanted to show him that the jerking of his enormous member, which was growing at an overwhelming speed, didn’t intimidate me.

I placed my hands on my hips and raised my chin.

And then, with the same spark of defiance that days ago had driven me to start that game on my terrace, I said to him:

“Well… Here’s your little walk.”


CHAPTER 21

He exhaled heavily. He didn't answer. He just slid his hand more forcefully over his hard cock, slippery with his own lubrication. He looked at me as if he were about to devour me, but he didn't move. He just breathed heavily. Just let his body speak for him.

He looked into my eyes, at my parted lips, at the curve of my breasts beneath the sticky fabric, at my tense nipples marking the silk; he lowered his gaze, without stopping touching himself, twisted his face and scrutinized what was emerging between my thighs... He scanned me with his eyes as if possessing me without touching me. And then he spoke, his voice breaking:

“You’re hot... but you’re just another one.”

His words hit me. A shiver ran down my spine. I repeated it in my head: You’re just another one. He didn’t mean it as an insult. It was a fact. I didn’t respond. I just watched him, watched him masturbate. I was hypnotized by the sight of his large hand wrapping around that shaved, thick, hard cock. The tip was glistening again, rewetting parts of that enormous glans that had dried; creating darker purplish areas over lighter ones. The hardness was as impressive as or more so than before his orgasm. And I, despite my erect and petulant posture, found it difficult to hide, difficult not to show how impacted I was by what I saw. I simply couldn’t look away.

“I don’t care if I’m fucking the fat-titted lady or you,” he added, with a twisted smirk.

“Well, good for you...” I replied, trying to project serenity.

But I was pretending. There was no serenity. The phrase kept echoing in my head, scratching at me, stirring me up inside. His rough voice made me vibrate. I should hate him. I should leave. And yet, I was getting more aroused. The idea of being just another one, just anybody, was igniting me... My mind rejected the humiliation, but my body welcomed it eagerly.

And perhaps he suspected it. Perhaps he sensed it seeing my broken breathing. Perhaps he could perceive the way my thighs pressed together. It seemed unlikely that he wouldn’t notice my goosebumps and my nipples hardening even more against the impregnated shirt.

I tried to look away, but all I managed to do was widen my field of vision. All his skin seemed to burn. His veins stood out on his lower abdomen, his chest rose and fell with each breath. His hand slid over his erection with a hypnotic, defiant cadence. When I realized it, I was observing and admiring his naked body, the tension of his muscles, his contracting abs, his broad pectorals, his thick, sinewy arms... everything surrounding the frantic rhythm of his hand on his sex. And then a voice came out of me, without my being able to control it:

“I’m just... another one...”

He gasped, gritted his teeth and let out an aggressive, almost animal growl, a: “Yes, fuck...” that left me breathless, without stopping masturbating.

I felt the combustion in my belly. As if his words had lit a fuse inside me. And I ignited. I burned. I felt my pussy throbbing with each movement of his hand. And I looked at his body; that tension. That brutal cock, pointing at me. A part of me, the most rational part, was horrified to notice how much it affected me. I couldn’t understand how he could already be about to explode, about to come.

And I imagined him coming there, spilling onto the floor, between us, and my body, or my mind, or both, betrayed me, because I felt that I didn’t want that waste. I felt that I wanted to feel him once more. Even if it was just one of his thick lashes... landing on me again. On my tense thighs, on my belly or... on my open sex. I imagined him exploding there, aiming at my throbbing sex and I couldn’t contain myself... I moved closer to him. My face was in front of his. And then he, surprising me, stopped jerking off, and brought his hands to my face. My head tilted, his too. And he attacked me. Again.

His mouth took possession of mine with a brutality that made me moan against his lips. There was no delicacy, no waiting, just the immediate invasion of his tongue, hot, wet, dominant. His breath burned, impregnated with desire and something wild, and I drank it, inhaled it, letting myself be dragged by the force with which he kissed me.

Our lips crushed, devoured each other, his hands clung to my face, keeping me prisoner of that fierce attack. His tongue explored mine without respite, soaking everything with his saliva, intermingling our gasps in an obscene and desperate sound. He sucked my lower lip with such eagerness that he tore a moan from me, a sound I didn’t even try to contain.

I was drowning in that kiss. In his heat. In his taste. I felt like a mere vessel for his lust. I thought of nothing but the sensation of his tongue sliding against mine, in the shared wetness, in the brutality with which he took my mouth.

“You’re just another one,” resonated in my mind. And yes, I was. Just another slut who, no matter how much I deceived myself... maybe had only gone there for that bastard to fuck me.

One of his hands descended, slid down until it reached one of my tits and there it stopped, and his fingers played with the nipple that was marked underneath, bulging the silk. I shuddered, and kissed him, more eagerly. I felt a taste of tobacco that didn’t displease me. And he remained there, playing with my nipple, and I felt pleasure, but I wanted more, and then I humiliated myself, I humiliated myself because I brought one of my hands to his, and made his hand go lower... and I accompanied that movement with a twist of my waist... rubbing my sex against him... to make it clear to him how far down I wanted his hand to go.

And I didn't know if he smiled inside or not, but I immediately felt his hand squeeze my breast hard, making me gasp... and then descend. He moved down my abdomen, sliding to the pubic hair that crowned my sex. I shuddered. I desired.

A burning phrase was born in me, one I didn’t say, but that formed in my mind: “Touch me... you bastard...” And then, something even more grotesque, more extravagant, but inevitable: “Laugh all you want at how you’ve got me... laugh at how wet my cunt is for you... but touch me.”

And then, as if reading my mind, he complied:

I vibrated in a shiver. I trembled. I gasped into his mouth an abandoned “Ahh...” when I felt it: the brush of his fingers over my wet lips. A spasm ran through me from top to bottom.

My mouth separated from his with a moan, a stifled whimper that I went to hide against his neck. I opened my mouth, bit his skin, moistened it with saliva, and let my hot breath pour over him while his hand explored.

“Your clit is sticking right out, fuck...” he muttered with a mixture of amazement and mockery. “Your little button is completely exposed...”

I gasped exaggeratedly. A sigh that escaped me. I hated him and desired him. My legs trembled. My knees seemed to give way. I clung to his shoulders, hanging from him, pressing myself closer, seeking support from his body while his fingers began to rub, probing, humiliating me with each touch.

His fingertips trapped the swollen, slippery flesh, alternating pressure and gentle caresses, causing spasms in my belly. He traced circles on my exposed clit, trapping it between his fingers, pinching it with cruel precision. I uttered faint and surrendered: “Ahhh...!” “Ahhh...!” against that tense neck that I was drooling on.

Hanging from him, from that enormous body, my hips serpentined toward him, shamelessly, and my heels wobbled on the wooden floor, and more caresses, more pinches, more brushes on my clit, more touches on my lips that I felt outside my body, and a shameless “Ahhh...! God...!” was gasped into his neck.

And then he did it. I felt it and moaned a long, surrendered “Hmmmm!!” His finger sank into me without mercy, making its way into my pulsating wetness. The bastard was burying one of his fingers. I felt it. It was killing me. It was undoing me. A finger inside me. All the way in. I felt the heat. The invasion. The humiliation of letting myself be invaded... And I bit into his neck... And then, almost instantly, he pulled it out. He left me orphaned, without that finger inside.

“Fuck, how wet you are... How tight your little cunt is...” he then murmured against my ear, his breath hitting my skin. “I could easily fit three fingers in you.”

I arched against him, feeling his erection press against me even more. My body reacted to his words, to his touch, to the degradation he whispered in his husky voice. It wasn’t just the physical sensation, it was what he made me feel. The way he reduced me to a hungry body, to a dominated being, to just another whore... completely in his hands, allowing him to decide when and how he would take me.

And then his other hand descended to my ass, holding me firmly, securing my body against his... And I felt it: another finger. Or perhaps two... penetrating me, making their way in. I felt it. I felt the invasion... I was coming undone... And a muffled, surrendered moan, a “Hmmmmm!” gasped into his neck. And then a sound. A door slamming. In the distance. Someone was entering the house.

I froze. Still. Unable to breathe.

Everything changed in a second. A pressure in my chest. I felt my heart pounding. The blood in my body racing.

I sharpened my hearing. Suddenly, the excitement was overlapped by an instinct of alertness. Suddenly I heard more sounds. Footsteps. Heels. The rumbling. Down the hallway.

Coming closer.

No. It wasn’t possible. My breath was still trapped in his neck. His fingers were still inside me. His body was still hot, hard, present. And yet... that sound. That door slam. Those steps. Everything was tinged with an even more intense reality.

Everything tensed. His body. Mine. Completely paralyzed. Petrified. I felt that man’s fingers leaving me... and a harsh “Fuck...” whispered by him.

His fingers abandoned me. My pulsating cunt was exposed to the air. My skin, sticky, vulnerable. A suffocating mixture of pleasure, desire, and shame.

And the footsteps... closer.

My legs trembling. My arms hanging from him. My lips on his neck. The footsteps approaching.

And another sound. An intense rumble. Nearby. There. At the door. At our door. The thundering sound of the footsteps had stopped... on the other side.

I was breathless. Not breathing.

If they came in, they would see us. Would see me. In heels and shirt, without panties... with my sex exposed, wet. Clinging, hanging from that completely naked man.

The silence became eternal.

Only the purest emptiness could be heard.

And then, two knocks. Two sharp blows.

—Bang! Bang!

The door reverberated.

I shuddered. I closed my eyes.

And then… a female voice. In a loud tone. On the other side of the thin wood. Of the flimsy door.

—“Hey! Are you still in there?”


CHAPTER 22

I remained still, my heart beating violently in my chest. She had to know that we were there, that someone was there, as the light from the lamp surely filtered with faint clarity under the door, marking the dark hallway.

I felt Daniel mutter something under his breath and then, with a slow but firm gesture, he took my wrists and removed them from his body. There was no roughness in his movement, but there was determination. My arms descended, and with them, the sensation of clinging to something solid in the midst of chaos.

“Can I come in?” asked the female voice on the other side of the door.

I felt the blood pooling in my face. Each phrase of hers was a warning, a premonition of the greatest embarrassment of my life. It made me feel an unbearable nervous heat.

I took a step back, moving away from that man and turning my back to the door. Not that it would make me invisible, but at least the mortification if she entered would be slightly less.

“No! What the fuck do you want?” Daniel responded, raising his voice with impatience.

My embarrassment was absolute, as if the light of a spotlight illuminated me in the middle of a crime scene. I bit my lip, feeling vulnerable, exposed, my skin sticky with sweat and everything else.

“Gabriela has a coat in her closet that’s mine! I need it!” the girl shouted from the other side.

Daniel let out a heavy sigh, and for a moment I thought he was going to say something awful to her. But instead, he responded with contained annoyance:

“Damn it... What does it look like?”

“Oh, you’ll get it for me? Great!” she responded.

My gaze flew to the bed: my jacket, my skirt, my panties. I needed to get dressed. I couldn’t stay like this. But at the same time, something in me prevented me from moving freely, as if I didn’t want to make noise... despite the obvious fact that she knew I was with him. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Daniel approach the closet, but he didn’t open it yet. He stood still, waiting for specific instructions from the girl.

“What does it look like?” he repeated, now with a snort of weariness.

“Well... I don’t know. It’s black,” she replied after hesitating for a moment.

He snorted and then yes, he slid open the closet door. There was no sharp bang, just the muffled sound of wood sliding on rails. I was still standing there, with the shirt smelling of sex and suffocating me, sticking to my skin, tightening around my neck. And naked from the waist down, feeling the sticky wetness on my thighs, and my sex, open... making me feel a humiliating discomfort with every movement.

I heard Daniel moving some garments inside the closet while my mind remained trapped in the girl’s voice. I knew who she was. She was one of those who had been in the living room earlier, one of those who had looked at me with that curious and judgmental expression when he had dropped that phrase... exposing me regarding being married.

“Did you find it?” the girl asked.

“There’s no black one here!” Daniel replied, after sliding a bunch of hangers with a single movement.

“No? That’s strange. Wait. I’ll check my closet,” she said, and then we heard her footsteps moving away.

It was a small relief. I exhaled, almost exhausted. But I remained rooted to the spot. I felt trapped in a scene that didn’t belong to me, as if suddenly I had been dragged onto the wrong stage in the middle of a performance. I looked at Daniel, who was closing the closet with the same calmness with which he had opened it. He was irritated by the interruption, but not nervous. I, on the other hand, still felt my pulse in my throat.

Suddenly, in the adjoining room, there was noise. The clamor of objects being moved. Footsteps. Sounds of closet doors.

Daniel approached me. He didn’t hurry, nor did he show any concern. His eyes locked onto mine with that familiar intensity. I felt small under that gaze, fragile and unprotected.

“Isn’t it exciting?” he suddenly asked, with a half-smile.

I blinked, confused.

“What...?” I whispered.

“That she knows we’re here. And that she can hear us...” he said in a husky voice.

My skin bristled. I remained silent, not knowing how to respond. For him, everything seemed like a game.

Daniel drew a brief smile, tilted his head, and said in a low tone:

“She came to listen to you. No kidding. She’s probably a lesbian, or bisexual. Well, all young girls nowadays are half-bisexual because they’ve been told it’s cool, and there they go.”

My stomach tightened. My body continued sending me contradictory signals: exhaustion and interrupted arousal. I could still feel the heat pulsing in my chest, resisting extinction under the threat of embarrassment.

“Give me that,” he said then.

I didn’t understand what he was referring to until I saw that he had taken my panties from my hand. With my nerves, with my mental block, my body had only reacted to grab them, I hadn’t been able to do anything else.

He had held them in his hands before, when he'd even let them fall onto his bare chest. But that didn't prevent an uncomfortable heat from rising to my face. I knew what state they were in, how wet they were. And he had to know it too. He had to be noticing it, feeling it: that fragile silk, damp, wilted... in his enormous hand. I was embarrassed that this time perhaps he would decide to punish me, humiliate me... with a biting comment about the pitiful state they were in.

But he said nothing... What he did was bring his face closer to mine.

I wasn't able to reject him. Perhaps from lack of strength, perhaps because I needed something to hold onto again. And immediately I felt it was different. A different kind of kiss. Nothing like the voracity from before. It was slow. Deep. As if he wanted to savor it. As if he wanted to savor me. I felt his tongue slide slowly, tracing my lips before slipping inside, exploring with a studied sensuality. His taste, a mixture of tobacco and firmness, impregnated my mouth. I felt his free hand on my cheek, the brush of his thumb sliding across my cheekbone in an unhurried caress.

I, however, didn't move. My arms remained inert at my sides, as if I didn't know what to do with them. My heart pounded in my ears, my lips parted by instinct beneath his. The wetness of his mouth, the way he captured my lower lip with a slight suction before deepening the kiss, completely disarmed me. It wasn't just the sensation of his tongue intertwining with mine, nor the way the kiss seemed unhurried at all, but the calmness, the certainty with which he did it.

And while all this was happening, the sounds from the adjacent room continued filtering through the wall, like a constant reminder of the danger, of how fragile this moment was.

And then, gently breaking the kiss, he whispered against my lips:

“Watch. I’m going to prove to you that this little girl came here to listen to you...”


CHAPTER 23

I couldn’t decipher the chaos unleashing inside me, much less understand these absurd games he proposed. As if everything already happening between us wasn’t enough.

I immediately felt him move, step away from me. His presence surrounded me; he positioned himself behind me. I felt his heat against my back, his breath on my neck, the shadow of his presence completely enveloping me. Once again, he forced me to face the mirror. My reflection showed a woman with a flushed face, heaving chest, and parted lips in silent yearning.

There I was, with him behind me; his firm, confident body pressing against my back. And in front of me, in front of us, that mirror. And behind that glass, behind that worn but clear surface, the wall behind which the girl continued rummaging, oblivious or perhaps not so oblivious to what was happening between us.

Then, one of his hands, the one not holding my panties, descended. First, it traced my waist, outlining the contour of my body with an almost ceremonious slowness. Then, with a measured gesture, he lifted my shirt from behind, exposing my buttocks again. A shiver ran through me when I heard him whisper in my ear:

“If she wants to hear you, she’s going to hear you...”

It was instinctive. As if my body knew what was coming, my fingers gripped the edge of my shirt in front and lifted it slightly, exposing more skin. My body seemed to know... and so it acted, raising my shirt in front... making my sex emerge before the mirror, as he liked and as I found embarrassing: large, swollen, hanging, showing the raw, carnal image of two lips falling, stretched and separated, downward.

I sighed. I wanted to shift my gaze higher. To my pubic hair crowning that area: somewhat glistening with moisture, but calmer, more in its place.

I tensed when his hand moved down, sliding unhurriedly. First, his firm palm rested on my buttocks, kneading them with a slowness that made me hold my breath. Then, he attacked from the front: he traced my thighs with a light touch, as if testing the softness of my skin, as if wanting to memorize it with his fingertips.

Pressed against me... I felt him behind. Again, his hard member pressing against my buttocks. On the other side of the wall, the sound of drawers, closet doors opening and closing, footsteps crossing the floor. The girl continued, supposedly, looking for her coat. She remained in her room, just a few meters away from us.

And Daniel was touching me.

I observed my reflection with a knot in my stomach. I saw his hand sliding between my thighs, first barely grazing me, as if gauging my resistance. Then, his fingers traced a dangerous path, approaching where I burned most. My mouth parted, my expression turned vulnerable. The forbidden thrill hit me in the chest with the force of a direct impact.

“Spread them a little,” Daniel murmured, his mouth against my ear.

“What...” I gasped.

“Your legs,” he whispered.

I obeyed.

My legs separated with trembling slowness, shuddering under his touch. The heels of my shoes creaked against the wood. I saw in the mirror how my posture changed, the way I offered myself to him. I kept my hands in front, lifting the lower part of my shirt. And I knew I wasn’t really doing it to facilitate access to that determined hand of his; I was doing it to see how he accessed me.

The contact of his member, hard, against my buttocks, was constant. He leaned against me and I appreciated that pressure. I didn’t want to stop feeling it.

Then, two of his fingers attacked me... attacked my sex without further delay... tracing the silhouette, the contour, the shape of my protruding lips... And I suppressed a gasp:

“Hmmm!”

I closed my eyes. And he whispered:

“Watch. I’m going to prove to you that this little girl came to hear you...”

And he didn’t delay his next offensive any longer. The spasm ran through my thighs when his touch became forceful, when his fingers slid through my wetness with overwhelming ease. You could even hear the wet sound of his fingers sliding across my sex... And that pleasure, and that embarrassment... made a moan escape me... impossible to hold back. A long and trembling “Ahhhh!” that was lost between my parted lips.

And then silence.

That emptiness again.

I opened my eyes suddenly. The sounds on the other side of the wall had vanished.

No noise of objects. No footsteps. No creaking of wood. Nothing.

I sought his gaze through the mirror, with labored breathing, moist lips, skin burning beneath my shirt. He was smiling. A victorious smile, perhaps meant to be conspiratorial, but one I didn’t share.

He moved away slightly, as if letting me breathe, as if granting me a brief respite from this game that was torture for me.

But he continued playing. Provoking. Forcing. He played with both of us. With each one in a different way.

My body shuddered. What I saw in the mirror humiliated me.

He brought my panties to his face.

He rubbed them delicately across his face. His enormous hands, my meager panties. His rough hands, my fragile panties.

He inhaled.

He exaggerated.

I trembled.

Anger. Incomprehension. Shame. I didn’t understand if he wanted to humiliate me, or if he wanted to feel me... Or both.

He inhaled again. I saw how he closed his eyes while doing it, and how his expression became almost devout, absorbed by the intimate aroma of my pussy.

That gesture completely disarmed me, sending a new lash of shame to my belly.

We looked at each other through the mirror. And then I understood, at least part of his trick: he was giving that girl time to grow impatient, to become desperate to hear more, while he used that time to savor my scent.

And meanwhile, I remained aroused, holding my shirt up, lifting it and showing my sex.

And meanwhile, abandoned, as his chest no longer pressed against my back, nor did his member push against my buttocks.

And I... meanwhile, watched as he buried the black silk of my panties in his nose... and stared at me.

The seconds passed. I trembled, with my legs still slightly parted. He inhaled and looked at me, but said nothing. Not even a taunt, a reproach about my smell... about the wet mess of my underwear. On the other side, a girl, suddenly silent... wanting to hear us.

Four, five, six more seconds in the most absolute silence... Until she was the one who gave in, as a new sound echoed from the other side. The girl started moving again. The creak of another closet door. Her footsteps, perhaps now a little more subtle, crossing the floor, falsely searching for something she perhaps hadn’t even come to find.

I knew Daniel would come back for me. My gaze avoided his eyes in the mirror, but I couldn’t stop tracing his body. It was as if everything I had wanted to reject, everything that overwhelmed me, became more tangible. His skin, covered by a thin layer of sweat, seemed to reflect the light in a way that made me uncomfortable. And yet, there was something in his bearing, something in the way his muscles tensed when he moved, that left me breathless. He repulsed me and, at the same time, attracted me in a way I couldn’t control.

Indeed, Daniel approached, this time more boldly. This time, without giving me respite.

I arched my back, feeling a wave of unease swirling in my belly. I saw my face reflected in the mirror, mouth half-open, eyes narrowed in shameful tension.

His member behind, below. His chest behind, above. One hand still holding my panties, as if he didn’t want to let go of the sensation of my wetness transferred there. His other hand, in front, toward my thighs, toward my groin, toward my exorbitant sex. His fingers there. Two. I managed to contain a sigh when I felt them on my lips, but as soon as I felt the tips of his fingers on my clitoris... by the second or third circle he traced over it... I couldn’t take it anymore... I let myself go... and an “Ahhh!” emerged clear, pure, from my mouth, breaking the silence of our room, and quickly reaching the adjacent bedroom.

A single moan... and, once again, the sounds on the other side stopped.

Daniel withdrew those fingers, and leaned in, his mouth barely grazing my ear, his voice soaked in triumph.

“I told you...” he whispered. His tongue brushed the lobe of my ear, with provocative slowness—. “Well, the listener is going to hear, she will...” he added.

A slight breeze came through the window, but the heat remained immovable. As if the hot air were denser and barely allowed even a hint of freshness to penetrate.

I looked at myself then in the mirror.

The reflected image caused me to shudder. The shirt buttoned up to the top, the collar closed with an affected rigidity, as if that delicate fabric could sustain my dignity. My pearl necklace rested on the fabric, warm and with that moisture that wouldn’t disappear; that marked my breasts with two smelly stains, that covered sweaty and burning skin. My breasts marked the fabric with a defiant insistence, as if my own body always betrayed my attempt at composure.

And my hands... my hands continued to hold the shirt, lifting it ridiculously, obedient without needing an order, exposing my sex in front of the mirror.

The image was demeaning, indecent. There I was: legs apart, heels firmly set against the wooden floor, and my sex open and naked, breathing the hot air of the room. I felt aroused. An excitement that vibrated in my belly, that pulsed in every fold of my skin. But I also felt absurdly ridiculous.

I rebelled. I opposed myself, feeling the blush burning in my cheeks. The uprising, as intense and sticky as the humiliation and excitement, ran down my spine and forced me to act. I lowered the shirt, letting it fall, covering my belly, my sex, my shame.

My heart hammered against my ribs when I turned, facing him.

I confronted him. His face above, taller. I encountered his attempted maneuver: he was about to bring my panties to his face again. His fingers, long and confident, held the dark fabric as if in a silent ritual, and his expression showed a perverse delight. I saw how his eyes narrowed slightly, anticipating the gesture, as if he wanted to tattoo the scent of my sex in his mind.

I didn’t allow it. I pushed his hand away with a sharp movement, a gesture more instinctive than premeditated. He stopped, blinked, surprised. It didn’t take him long to regain his composure. A smile formed on his lips, sharp, dangerous.

“What’s... wrong?” he murmured, with that dense, deep voice, loaded with malice.

My body reacted before my mind. I took another step, shortening the distance, not knowing exactly what I intended. To stop him. To end the game. To regain control. Something in his tone, in his smile, in his attitude, made me boil even more inside.

And then, in that impulsive movement, in that collision between my anger and my desire, I felt it.

His member, hard and firm, struck my abdomen.

The contact was electrifying. My breathing broke, and for a second my entire body tensed. His heat, his hardness, the way he pressed against me, completely disarmed me. He felt it too. I saw it in his eyes, in the slight furrowing of his eyebrows, in the way his expression changed, becoming darker.

And that darkness enveloped me like a heavy blanket. His hand slipped under my neck. He pulled me toward him. And I, betraying myself once more, lowered a hand that went straight to grab that enormity... stiff, throbbing... and unfathomable.

I felt that greatness in my hand and it made me surrender. I didn’t turn my face away. I didn’t pull my lips back. It happened. He came for me and I didn’t defend myself. It was a clash of mouths, a collision of tongues, an exchange of breaths and saliva loaded with yearning. His hand sank into my hair, pulling it with a firmness that tore a gasp from me. My own body arched against his, seeking more contact, more heat, more friction.

Everything was suddenly rushing. We stumbled backward until the back of my knees hit the edge of the bed. We fell onto the mattress, his weight on top of me, his mouth devouring me, his hands exploring my skin with devastating urgency.

I didn’t care if the girl on the other side could hear me. I didn’t care if I gasped too loudly, if my moans penetrated the wall, if her movements stopped after hearing me or if they resumed when they didn’t. None of that mattered at that moment. There were only his hands, his mouth, the way his lips slid down my neck, leaving a moist trail of scorching kisses. His fingers closed around my waist, gripping me, holding me with the need of someone who has no intention of letting go.

I touched him too. My hands traveled the expanse of his back, feeling the tension of his muscles, the heat of his skin. I clung to his head, rough, shaved, not caring if there was beauty or ugliness there, seeking more depth in the kiss, more surrender, more frenzy. I caressed his beard, captured his jaw with my hands... I squeezed an enormous, hard buttock, and feeling that touch, I realized that perhaps I had imagined this moment, desired it, long before.

Our bodies moved with primitive desperation, rubbing, fitting together, seeking more contact, more friction, more of everything.

He on top of me. His kisses suffocated me and at the same time gave me air. My back sunk into that soft bed that had smelled of sex for some time. My legs wrapped around his body, trapping him forcefully. I did it in full ecstasy, but also with a flash of lucidity: I had to hold him like this to prevent that monstrosity, which was hitting against my belly, from going lower... and trying to penetrate me.

His mouth descended, traveling along my collarbone, down my chest. His hands and mouth attacked me over my buttoned shirt. I, knowing that his body was crawling and there was no danger of him trying to invade me, freed him from my legs.

I felt his lips on my shirt. His enormous hands squeezing my breasts over the fabric. I shuddered when his teeth grazed the silk, when his tongue pressed right above my nipple, hardening it with his heat. I wanted him to tear off my shirt. I desired it... I wanted there to be no barriers, for his skin and mine to meet with nothing in between. And then his hands went to my buttons, more subtly than expected, undoing them clumsily and hurriedly. One, two... But he was opening the buttons at the level of my torso, leaving the top and bottom buttoned. He maintained my suffocation, as in a macabre game; opening just enough, barely two or three buttons, the essential for one breast to come out through the opening.

I felt an incomplete freedom. I felt the thick air harden my nipple and agitate my breast. A breast that he devoured with a bite:

“Hmmmm!!!” I writhed on the bed. My back arched. My entire body vibrated in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“AAAhhh!!!” I almost screamed when he bit with even more ferocity.

He then went for my other breast, which also came out through the opening. I brought my hands to that enormous shaved head. And I looked at the ceiling of that filthy room, and I didn’t care about the sickly silence on the other side of the wall.

His mouth landed, drooling, on my other breast. His lips enveloped my nipple, his tongue licked it with feverish devotion, his teeth captured it with a soft but demanding bite.

“Ahhh...!!” I melted again into a moan that escaped from my mouth. A sound without restraint, without shame.

And then he lay on top of me again, covered me again. And I felt his member between my groin. And I twisted, slithered. We kissed at the top. At the top we understood each other. His tongue against mine. My lips against his. But below... below there was no agreement. My waist turned... My hip avoided him. And then a whisper, ridiculous but desperate, was gasped by me, into his lips:

“No...”

“No, what?” he asked, moving his body slightly, in long and slow movements, up and down, rubbing against my pubic hair... as if he were already inside.

“That no... I don’t want you to fuck me...” I gasped, knowing that I was confessing my internal struggle to him in an embarrassing and timid way.

He didn’t respond. He held my face. His tongue invaded me again.

He made me move. He made me turn. Between kiss and kiss. Between gasp and gasp. Between bite and bite. I felt my back on my jacket. A leg over my skirt. One hand clung to the bed. Another randomly brushed against the silk of my panties resting on the bedspread. An elbow grazed the pink wool of the balaclava.

I felt his weight, his breadth, the way he enveloped me with a presence that felt unfamiliar. His back, his arms, the way his torso covered mine without leaving me space. I felt small beneath him, trapped between his scorching skin and the firm pressure of his musculature. That bulk, that size, that sensation that wherever I went, whatever I touched, was hard, was large, was masculine… it unsettled me, and aroused me.

We moved. We rotated. We turned. His member collided with parts of my body. My hands sometimes grabbed his cock and stroked it a couple of times… And then released it, and I brought my hands to his buttocks, and clung there, one hand on each cheek, and squeezed. I told him with that grip that I liked his ass… that I valued it. And he devoured my breasts, kissed and bit them; left a trail of saliva there, devoured me again… reddened them… and then kissed me and firmly squeezed my ass.

And then our bodies turned more, moved more. And my mouth positioned itself near his member… And his near my sex.

I pulled away.

And then he moved. He moved me.

And I whispered to him, repeated: “what are you doing…?”, “are you crazy…?” Until I finally understood what his purpose was. When I realized, my knees were sinking into the mattress on both sides of his head. My body upright, my torso straight facing the mirror. His warm breath sliding against my skin, so close… down there.

He lay on his back, his chest exposed, his back sunk into the bed. His eyes devoured me from below, trapped between my thighs.

I, on my knees, looked down and saw him. His face between my legs, his mouth barely touching me. Beyond that, his chest, his firm abdomen, his rigid sex pointing toward the ceiling. His legs hung off the edge of the bed, open, surrendered.

And in the mirror… there I was. On my knees. The blush igniting my skin. His head prisoner between my thighs.

And what I did next left me breathless. My proactivity. My need:

Trembling… I lowered my gaze, lifted the fabric of my shirt in front with one hand, and with the other, which I passed behind my body, I guided him…

I guided him… My palm traveled over the roughness of his shaved head as I brought him closer to me… I looked down and my body yielded, the tension in my back weakened. If I let myself fall forward, my torso would collapse onto his… and my mouth would be facing that enormous member that throbbed, eager.

I, on my knees, with my pulsating sex above that head resting on the bed, beneath me… guided him.

I guided him, guided that head to rise… For his mouth to open… for his tongue to emerge… and lick me…

I guided him to kiss my sex… To eat my pussy.


CHAPTER 24

I felt the tension, not just in myself, but in him too. Tension in his neck, in his arms, in the way his hands gripped my thighs. I knew it wasn’t necessary to hold him there. I realized that perhaps it was me who was clinging, as if by holding him I believed I had control. And that more than guiding him, I was begging.

My hand abandoned that rough, shaved skin. I released his head and it didn’t flinch. Raised toward me. And then I slowly lowered my body, moving closer to him; my body, my torso, descended; I almost sat on him, on his face… on his mouth.

I looked at myself in the mirror. The image struck me. There I was, kneeling over him, with my thighs on either side of his head, my torso erect; two or three buttons of my shirt were open, but with the upper and lower ones remaining closed, barely revealing a vertical line of skin. The buttons at the top almost suffocated me, but I had long enjoyed that controlled oppression.

I felt his hands. His breath. He was still exploring me.

I looked to one side. Uneasy. The pink balaclava lay on the bed, near my knee. I focused more on it and felt I didn’t need it. Those moments when I clung to the false existence of another woman seemed far away now. For so many minutes I had hidden behind that fabric, pretending to be someone else, to avoid punishing myself for giving in to what I shouldn’t. But now I didn’t need it. There was no other woman there. Only me.

My own image in the mirror struck me again. I looked into my eyes and saw exactly what I was: an unfaithful woman. A shiver ran through me when I detected no guilt. I was shocked not to feel it. My belly contracted.

And then I felt his breath. Closer. Beneath me. And I felt his hands.

There was nothing gentle about the way he held me. His fingers dug into my skin, spreading my buttocks, parting the lips of my sex, even more, exposing it with humiliating ease.

I felt his hot breath, lower down. My skin trembled.

He then murmured something against me. I didn’t know if he was doing it to provoke me, to humiliate me, or simply because that was how he was, unable to keep his thoughts to himself.

I felt the heat. I felt the wetness.

In my mind, a shameful and desperate thought formed: “Eat me now…” but I didn’t say it aloud.

And there was only silence. And of course I no longer cared if the girl on the other side of the wall heard me and judged me.

I looked down and saw his body. I saw Daniel lying on his back, with his sinewy torso, the taut skin over his muscled abdomen, the broad pectorals that rose and fell rhythmically. His member, erect and firm, seemed to defy the dense air of the room. And suddenly an image burst forth with raw desire. His cock bounced. Free. Alone. Randomly. Rising almost toward the ceiling and then falling back to touch his belly. If I stretched out my arm, I could hold it in my hand. If I let my torso fall forward… my face would land right on that enormous member that bounced with those sexual spasms.

His mouth was approaching. He announced it to me: the humiliating murmur, the triumphant smile, the warm breath. I looked at myself in the mirror. My cheeks burned. I arched slightly, pushed by a force I no longer tried to understand. And then I felt it. I felt his mouth. His thick breath. And suddenly… pleasure.

“Hmmmmm…!” I moaned, twisting my entire torso, keeping my mouth closed.

“Ahhh…!” I gasped as I felt his tongue caressing one of the lips hanging from my sex.

“Ah-Ahhhh!!” I whimpered, quickly and brokenly, raising my face, feeling the firmness and wetness of his tongue… sucking those lips that sprouted from my pussy, open… because of him.

I shuddered with each caress of his mouth, each movement of his tongue drawing slow and precise circles. His burning breath against my skin made me tremble and gasp, and the pressure of his hands, holding me firmly, made me feel trapped.

“Ahhh!!” I moaned again, this time feeling a suction. As if his entire mouth was absorbing me.

He devoured my sex. He ate my pussy. The room was tinged with moans. With laments. With “Ahhh!” “Ahhhh!!” “Mmmh!!” “Ahhhh!!”, disconnected voices, surrendered moans; pure pleasure, physical pleasure, and also mental pleasure…

…And I raised my gaze and observed myself in the reflection; and I saw, myself, that unfaithful woman. And it excited me. And if there was guilt, I only used it to excite myself more.

And I trembled in spasms. But they weren’t, like before, limiting tremors. Because there was no shame anymore. Nothing overlapped, nothing covered, the pure physical and carnal pleasure.

“Ahh…!! Goood…!! Yesss…!!” I moaned as I felt his tongue splitting my pussy in two… and I bit my lower lip, and half-closed my eyes, almost always looking straight ahead, not averting my gaze from myself.

Drops of sweat slid down my back. On my shirt, two almost dry stains revealed their trail: semen spilled on the blue silk, right over my swollen breasts, which throbbed underneath.

The room seemed hotter, denser. The air weighed on my skin, enveloping me in a suffocating warmth.

And then… as if they had a life of their own, as if a raw instinct was acting for me… my hips moved unconsciously, seeking more, demanding more.

I put my hands on my hips. My waist initiated short, rhythmic movements. The friction was unbearable and delicious at the same time... I was doing it. I watched myself in the mirror. I looked at that unfaithful woman. I looked at my nipples pressing against my shirt; my shirt buttoned all the way up, with the necklace above it; and I watched his cock throbbing freely... and, above all, I watched my movement, that back and forth, over his face, over his mouth... I was sliding my pussy across his face... I was grinding myself, between gasps and moans, with “Ah!!” “Ah!!” “Mmhh!!” “Ahh!!”, I was grinding... with precise and rhythmic movements.

And I could hear him murmuring, whispering obscene phrases.

He was tasting me. Savoring me. Relishing me:

“Mmm...! What a sweet little pussy you have...”

“Ahhh!! Ahhh!! Keep going...!!” I moaned.

“Damn... It’s salty...” he tried to humiliate me.

“Ahhh...!! Ahhh...!! Yesss!! Keep going...!!” I panted and watched myself in the mirror.

“Mmh...! Your pussy is melting... Stop dripping... You’re going to drown me... Fuck...” he provoked me. Degraded me.

“Ahhh!! Ahh-ahhhh!! Mmmm!! Ahhh!!” I moaned, in a higher pitch, almost screaming, when I felt his tongue reach deeper, further inside, and I felt how my sex opened up, how it cracked between pitiful convulsions.

And I looked at myself in the mirror, and once again met my reflection. My parted lips, my burning eyes. The shame that had once held me back now felt distant. I no longer cared who might hear me, or what they would think of me.

I felt captivated by myself, by my own movements, by that rocking of my hips... sliding my sex across the lips of that bastard who was enjoying everything I was releasing. And I could feel it. I could feel the wetness leaving me and flowing downward. I knew it because I felt it in my pubic hair, and in my groin... I knew my sex was melting over his face.

And despite how embarrassing that knowledge might have been, everything vanished when I looked ahead, because the vision in the mirror lifted me up, made me feel powerful, more of a woman than I had ever felt before. And I needed to feel it even more.

Pleasure intoxicated me. My moans resonated. He tasted me then in silence. A truce in his provocations. Taking advantage of those moments, which seemed gifted to me, I acted:

My hands rose toward the opening of my shirt, that gap of three buttons located in the center of my torso. I did it calmly, with care, watching myself, feeling myself, while I continued moaning, while my “Ah...!!” “Ahh...!!”, now softer, floated through that bedroom and merged with the liquid, watery sound of suction, of Daniel’s lips... eating me. I did it deliberately, in a display for myself: I slightly pulled back the fabric of my shirt... I barely moved it aside... and made one of my breasts come out through the gap. My breast emerged enormous, imposing, swollen, with an extensive pink areola and a sharp nipple that stood out brutally.

One breast hidden. The other pulled out through that opening. My image shocked even myself. And I continued writhing in pleasure. I continued with my moans, with “Ah!” “Ah!” “Ahhhh!” “Mmmm...!”, and then I grabbed that breast I had freed. I held it. I contained it. I felt myself. I felt that touch: tender yet hard. Volatile yet heavy. Soft yet firm. I watched myself, with half-closed eyes, in the mirror, with one breast in my hand and the other covered by blue silk. And I writhed, I undulated, with my hips, grinding my pussy over that bastard’s mouth.

Daniel murmured something again against my skin, against my flesh. Something I didn’t understand. His voice was a deep, mocking purr. I sometimes wondered who was in charge. He was eating me, but I was grinding against him. And I felt his tongue sliding, accompanying my movement, and I heard that sound, watery, especially when he sucked.

Then I did hear him clearly. Between his teeth, unpleasant, realizing something he found amusing, or reproachable, or both. Something I hadn’t even noticed:

“You kept your little slutty lawyer shoes on... You like yourself better that way, huh?” he said, beneath my sex, hurtful and sharp.

I was shocked to hear it. I hadn’t even realized. Without releasing my breast, I lowered my gaze and there they were, black, impeccable, with the tips pressed into the bedspread, with the thin heels in the air, casting a sharp shadow under the dim light of the lamp. For a second, my hips stopped. I didn’t know if I was shrinking or if that turned me on even more. But he didn’t give me a chance to think about it. He buried himself deeper into me. His tongue attacked me again.

“Ah...!! Mhhh...!!” I gasped, with a new shudder. My belly trembled, my body contracted over his mouth.

And I felt his tongue again, large, solid and stiff, as if it had a life of its own.

—“Mmm...!! God...!!” —I sighed, still holding the breast I had freed, which emerged enormous, uncontainable, through the opening, and I let my head fall back, feeling my damp neck against my shirt collar.

His mockery had been left hanging in the air, unanswered. Or perhaps the answer was me, resuming the rocking of my hips, absorbing it, dissolving it in my own pleasure... and rubbing it in his face.

My hands also resumed their action. I unbuttoned another middle button and freed my other breast in the same way, sliding it through the opening in my shirt, feeling the soft fabric brush against it before becoming completely exposed. I admired myself in the mirror, with both breasts bare, my hardened nipples and my body surrendered to his mouth. I caressed myself more boldly, one hand on each breast; my hips moving back and forth again. I lost myself in that image of myself, and I knew that I had never felt such power, that I had never felt my body so much my own, that I had never felt so much like a woman.

—“Ahhh...!! Mmh!! Yes!! God...!!” —I moaned, surrendered to pleasure, and subtly shook my neck, that neck choked by that last closed button that suffocated me, making my shoulder-length blonde hair wave.

And behind my moans came the liquid sounds, the wet sound of his mouth devouring me. An insistent, sliding, deep suction. I felt his tongue traveling over me, sinking in, encompassing me with thick, overflowing movements, as if drinking from me. Watery, soaked, sexual sounds... The sound of his suction on my pussy, the sound of his tongue licking my sex.

—“Ahhh...!! Ahhh...!! Yes!! Keep going...!!” —I moaned, clinging to my breasts, feeling them, and sometimes I would let my head fall back, and then look forward again, watching myself in the mirror.

And I felt the heat of his mouth, opening and closing over me, drinking me eagerly. And my sex felt a slippery, hungry back-and-forth that consumed me.

—“Ahhh...!! Ahh!! Keep going...!! Keep going...!!” —I writhed, and felt my nipples digging into the palms of my hands, and glanced down, and saw his cock, enormous, hard, bouncing freely.

—“What a little pussy you have... Fuck...” —I heard him murmur, beneath my sex, blowing there, performing a liquid, wet caress that melted with my flesh, while he continued to firmly squeeze my buttocks and hips.

—“Ahhh...!! Mmmm...!!” —I moaned, trembling with pleasure, and then his cock gave a longer, more prolonged twitch... staying for a few seconds... three, four, five... completely erect... pointing at the ceiling... And seeing it... a heat... a flush... overwhelmed me.

My pulse raced. My chest burned. And he seemed to be convincing me with his tongue.

—“Ahhh...!! God...!!” —I moaned, and tried to distract myself, but his cock, after resting for a moment, rose again, by itself, alone, demonstrating its power, claiming me with its virility.

I sighed. My chest burned as I realized it was a possibility, a palpable certainty.

—“Ahhh...!! Mmh!! Yes!! Yes!!” —I continued moaning, and shook my hair again, and discovered myself in the mirror, holding my breasts and looking sideways downward, toward that cock that would rest a little and then rise again.

I couldn’t take it anymore. That masculinity was too cruel an incitement... an almost inhuman temptation.

I released my breasts and leaned slightly forward, my torso descending... landing... toward him. My hips rose just barely, following the natural movement of my body, moving away from his mouth, but still feeling his hot breath pursuing me.

My breathing accelerated. I could feel his erection, firm and demanding, between our bodies. My heart was beating hard, pumping a desire impossible to contain.

Vertigo took me by surprise, that sensation of free fall that only he, that only that muscled animal, provoked in me.

My gaze then shifted, captured by the reflection of his body lying beneath mine. His skin gleaming with heat, his tense muscles, his expression of triumph that I could guess between my legs.

A shiver ran down my spine and a trembling sigh escaped my lips.

It was too much. And even so, I couldn’t stop myself.

And then I heard him. His voice thundered. His gratuitous hostility. His humiliating bravado.

—“That’s it, fuck... Come down... Suck me...”

I let out a lament... A mixture of resentment, shame and pleasure... As he didn’t stop licking me.

—“Ahh!! Mmmm!!” —I whimpered, briefly closing my eyes.

The palms of my hands rested on the bed, on either side of his hips.

I could already smell it. I could smell his cock that he raised and let rest without using his hands.

I could already imagine its touch, I could already feel its sex smell. Just inches from my face.

I could already see, just inches away, his purplish glans, wet, shiny, and the veins running along that enormous shaft.

“Ahhhh…!! Ahhhh-hhh!!” I broke into a long scream, after a suction he perpetrated on my sex… A complete suction.

“Ohhhhhh!! Go-odddd…!!” I moaned after feeling that, with his mouth, he captured one of my pussy lips… making it stretch.

And then I half-closed my eyes… And then I raised them, and saw my reflection.

My face there, inches away from that bastard’s enormous cock. Almost brushing against my face.

And a cruel roar resonated. A voice, deep, from between my legs. His raw demand:

“Come on, Carolina. Suck it good…”
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Again his phrase, aggressive and corrosive. And, once more, he forced me to confront an idea that had been gestating in my mind for some time: perhaps he felt the same contempt and repulsion for me that I felt for him.

That contributed to making me feel again what excited me: being just another one. Just a body for him. A body, without the need for the slightest attachment.

But, although his animosity toward me turned me on, I couldn’t help but feel my stomach tighten, my body contract, and rage build up from the raw weight of his words. I felt a dense, hot shiver. My skin, already feverish, seemed to exude even more. I noticed my torso suffocated by sweat, the silk adhering to my back and that button constricting my neck.

“Suck it good.”

His words echoed in my mind. Cruel. Imperious. Also as if they reduced me to that single act. As if nothing else existed in the world but his desire and my mouth… opening to receive it.

And then he licked me again. I felt him again. I melted with his tongue and a soft “Ahhh...!” escaped my lips. And I looked at my reflection… My glassy eyes, my moist lips. Near my face, that member continued to throb freely, in spasms that I didn’t know whether they followed orders or were mere instinctive vibrations.

“Ahhh...!” I moaned again as I felt his tongue once more.

I moaned forward. Toward myself. I saw in my reflection the impact, my face shaking, my mouth vibrating from panting. Below, my breasts fell onto his abdomen; he must have felt my rigid nipples scratching his torso, and also the weight of my breasts there.

“Mmm...!” I gasped… and felt his hand close over my buttock with a dry, possessive squeeze, and his member throbbed just a breath away from my mouth.

My breath grazed it.

I felt it.

He did too.

His torso trembled upon feeling my sigh there. And that comforted me.

And then his member vibrated again, free, in a powerful rise… and touched my face.

I felt the impact. My body shivered. I closed my eyes. And as if by reflex, one of my hands grabbed it.

I grabbed it just as he plunged his tongue into me again, and a long, harsh “Ohhhh...!” was gasped by me, forward, and I observed my reflection: me, there, holding that thing; that brutality next to my face. I held it with my warm hand. My fingers surrounded it, recognizing its thickness, its weight, the taut and warm skin under my touch. I held it firmly, with a slight pressure from my palm, while slowly sliding my thumb along its shaft, exploring it, measuring its hardness, feeling the way it throbbed under my grip.

The mixture of sensations intoxicated me in a compendium of almost dreamlike impacts: the pleasure in my sex, there, far away, over his mouth; the feel of his hard cock in my hand; my image in the reflection… my bright eyes and my face next to that thing, elongated, almost as long as my entire face.

And then he decided for me. Authoritarian. Despotic. He extended his arm. I felt a hand on my head.

He was guiding me. Pushing me. Ordering me.

I wanted to avoid it… I exhaled over him, letting my breath graze him, but then I inhaled that smell, of cock, of sex, of his purplish glans, swollen and shiny… My chest throbbed. I hesitated again. I wanted to take charge, to explore that shaft…

… but then he growled a savage and merciless “come on, damn it...!”, and his hand pushed on my head… and I gave in, I sank… I opened my mouth… and my lips met his glans… and immediately yielded… to its hardness, to its virility, to its smell… and they closed around… around that enormous glans, reddened, almost purple… And I felt its heat… its swollen turgidity against my tongue. I sucked it slightly, as if testing its resistance, as if measuring how much I could take. And then… he raised his body, his hip, upward… slowly… causing my mouth to envelop him more…

… And my mouth also descended… sliding over him with a moist and warm pressure. My lips stretched as they descended, adapting to his size. Encompassing with difficulty that colossal width… I took him as far as I could and then ascended, leaving a soaked trail until reaching the tip… And there I tasted… I could feel a drop emerging from his cock and dying in my mouth. The aftertaste made me tremble. I felt it in my sex… which there, far away, throbbed… And then I went down again, my lips flowing downward along that cylinder of flesh, almost ungraspable in width and absolutely impossible to encompass, even half of it, in length… And I couldn’t help but raise my gaze and see myself reflected… bent over him, with my shirt still on, with that top button fastened, my pearl necklace gleaming, my breasts hanging, my high heels dug into the bedspread, with that man back there, eating my pussy, and me… with his cock inside my mouth.

With my gaze raised, I remained still, with my mouth violated by that enormous cock. I held it by the base and didn’t move my mouth, neither up nor down. I looked at myself. While he ate me… and he grunted under my sex; his mouth, tireless, working on me. His tongue didn’t stop for an instant, licking with the same eagerness with which I swallowed him. I felt his fingers pressing my hip, the other hand still on my head, marking dominance, demanding more from me.

I plunged back onto his member. This time deeper. Wetter. Letting pleasure transform into voracity.

“Mmh!” he grunted beneath my sex and I overlapped his groan with a “Mmm!” muffled by his cock... and then an extremely excited and grateful “Mmmm!” for the magnitude he was offering me.

And then, I pulled away for a moment, breaking the suction with a slight wet sound. My chest rose and fell. Agitated. Throbbing. I needed air.

I panted, slowly separating my lips from his tip. My mouth was gasping. My breathing was a broken, hot, humid puff. I lowered my gaze and saw the trail that remained between us: a thick strand of saliva that still connected us, trembling between my parted lips and his soaked member.

I pressed my lips together, then tried to break that filament of moisture with my tongue. But I couldn’t. Finally, I used a finger to cut that fragile, transparent thread that was a mixture of his precum and my saliva.

He cursed under his breath. His fingers tensed on my buttocks, squeezing me, demanding that I continue. As if telling me that my mouth should always be there, uninterrupted.

I licked my lips, still panting. And I gripped him with both hands, holding him firmly. My fingers encircled the base, squeezing that taut, burning skin that throbbed between my palms... and then... I descended again. I swallowed him again, deeper, more eager, devouring the distance that had separated us.

I felt him thick, pulsating, soaked by my own saliva, sliding with each thrust of my mouth.

I moved my head up and down eagerly. I devoured him without pause, agitated, devoted, letting my tongue envelop him with each movement. My jaw tensed, my lips stretched to their maximum, trying to swallow him as far as my throat would allow. The wet sound of suction, of my surrender, filled the room.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

The image struck me with rawness. My face buried in him, my tousled hair shaking, my cheeks flushed from the effort. I could see how my mouth opened and closed, sliding over and over on him, advancing and retreating, going up and down, devouring and releasing.

And back there, his tongue continued punishing me, sucking my flesh, my sex. My back trembled. Pleasure traveled throughout my body until it swirled there, where he was eating me, and I returned his attention by sucking his excessive member.

He licked me, killing me with pleasure. When his tongue brushed my clitoris I melted... The shadow of an orgasm exploding in his mouth loomed, but I didn’t abandon myself to my pleasure, I didn’t stop.

I continued taking him. Deeper and deeper. My saliva slid down his pronounced veins. The laments for what he was doing to me were moans there, on his soaked cock.

“Mhhhmmm!!”

“Mmmhhh!!”

“Mhh!! Ahh....!! Aaaahhh!!!” I managed to gasp into the air when I removed my mouth, and I took advantage of that moment to tilt his member and lick that entire tower, from bottom to top; that enormous trunk... and it excited me to lick such a long path... and I watched how his balls rested, heavy, oscillating slightly on the bedspread, down there, between his spread legs. And again my mouth capturing him, enveloping him, and an indescribable pleasure seeing myself in the mirror like this... so... dirty... swallowing that enormous cock, wetting it, sucking it, caressing it with my tongue, devouring it...

...I looked into my own eyes in the reflection... and gasped an “Ahhh-ahhhh...!!” feeling his tongue on my pussy... and then captured it again, putting it in my mouth... feeling it: hot, hard, vibrating... And I watched myself like this, moving only my head up and down, in long, exaggerated, almost theatrical movements, with eyes wide open, looking at myself, at that unfaithful wife, who was eating the cock of that animal she barely knew... And every time I felt a sexual aftertaste, flowing from his member to my mouth, I shuddered in an almost spasmodic tremor, a trembling that he controlled, that he tamed, squeezing one of my buttocks firmly.

And I continued...

More.

Deeper.

Faster.

And I heard him pant. A deep, hoarse grunt. A broken phrase. Another affront. Another attempt to humiliate me:

“You... bitch... You were hungry...”

And I moaned, I writhed, with his member devoured halfway:

“Mmmmhhh!!”

“How you married women... suck it... It’s... fucking amazing...” he whispered, panting, with malice, and licked me again.

“HMMM!!!” I whimpered, choked, with his cock in my mouth.

“The hunger you have... huh?”

“MMMMHHHHH!!!!” I moaned as he destroyed my clitoris with another lick of his tongue.

And my mouth didn’t stop, my lips sliding over his burning skin, my tongue traveling every inch with desperate eagerness. I sucked him, licked him, swallowed him with a surrender that made me shudder. And then my hands began to grip him more firmly, setting the rhythm, accompanying each thrust of my mouth, each ascent and descent over his pulsating member... I colored the bedroom with incessant “Mmmmhhh!!” “Mmmmhhh!!” “Mmmmhhh!!” My necklace bouncing. My hanging breasts shaking. My legs trembling. I felt his hardness. I felt his cock about to explode. And at the same time, I felt that I couldn’t bear another lick, another suction, another pressure on my protruding clitoris.

And more: “Mmmmhhh!!” “Mmmmhhh!!” “Mmmmhhh!!” My mouth moving up and down. My hands up and down, moving with it. My entire body was an exaggerated contortion. I squeezed him, swallowed him… devoured him… I wanted him for myself… exploding… He trembled… Grunted… beneath me… He removed his hand from my head… it seemed like he was surrendering… And when I thought he was mine, that I finally had him… I felt something strange… Something new. A different sensation. A new contact.

His tongue… hot… wet…

Licking me.

But not on my sex.

A gasp tore through my throat.

My entire body tensed.

My mouth remained suspended halfway down his shaft, neither advancing nor retreating, lips still gripping his pulsating skin; my breath, suffocated, trapped against his member.

It couldn’t be. But it was. He was doing it.

With his hands, he had spread my buttocks almost to their maximum capacity…

… And he was licking my ass.
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I couldn’t recover from the shock. From his insolent audacity. Eternal seconds passed where I didn’t know if that had been a casual exploration or the prelude to much more.

I remained frozen. With his member in my mouth, not breaking the suction. My wet lips, fixed, surrounding that fleshy, pulsating thickness. I was suffocating there, on his thick cock, while a fierce shiver ran through my back.

And then, I felt it again.

His tongue.

Once more.

The touch was slight, almost like a timid caress, a provocation that, far from dispelling my bewilderment, made it deeper. A tremor ran through me, a jolt from where he was probing up to my neck, along my spine; an underground current that found the channel to flow but not the outlet where it could be released.

I writhed. I trembled. My body zigzagged, convulsing.

It wasn’t pleasure. Not entirely. Nor rejection. It was something murkier, more primitive: a mixture of morbid curiosity and disbelief, of resistance and surrender in the same breath. I couldn’t remember anyone touching me like that... there. If anything, some distant memory.

My body didn’t know how to react. I swallowed, even with my mouth occupied by his member, and it twitched between my lips from my minimal movement.

And, again, he attacked: his mouth panted there, between my buttocks, and then his tongue traced a groove, slow, inexorable, opening a path I hadn’t asked for, but that he claimed as his own.

It felt different. More intimate. More violating. As if he possessed me in a deeper and even more forbidden way.

I swallowed again.

My breath became erratic, broken, unable to come out normally. A dry gasp escaped my throat when his tongue insisted, warm, wet, insolent.

My mouth loosened, losing its grip on his hardness. I slid my lips along the length of his member until releasing it completely. A thread of saliva hung suspended between my mouth and his soaked glans.

I panted.

I sighed.

I didn’t know whether to stop him or surrender. Whether to reject him or let myself go.

And then, his voice descended upon me.

Low. Husky. Dragged.

“Your little asshole, on the other hand, is fucking tight...”

His words stunned me with a mixture of shock and perverse fascination. It wasn’t just the crudeness of the phrase, but the certainty with which he pronounced it. As if he felt entitled to discover every corner of my body.

My breathing trembled when he licked me again.

And another lick, and an “Ufff...!” escaped through my lips, and again I didn’t know if it was exactly pleasure or what it was.

His tongue attacked me again. My buttocks were so spread that I felt a slight pain, an almost unbearable tension. Continuous spasms ran through my thighs, making me shudder uncontrollably. I sought support on his leg, but my hand, wet and slippery, almost slid over his skin; between my saliva spilled over his member and the moisture that he himself had released, my fingers were completely smeared

My other hand still encircled that magnificence, feeling the burning hardness of his cock pulsating in my palm.

I began to masturbate him, slowly. I did it with a controlled and measured back-and-forth.

I did it while still feeling the tension in my buttocks from his savage grip; while still feeling the indecipherable and bizarre pleasure of noticing the skirmishes of his tongue on my anus... And, while feeling all that, with a mixture of unease, suffocation and disbelief, I sighed “Uf...!” “Mh!” “Uf...!” “Uf...!” “Mmh!”, short and heartfelt.

And then I tilted my head to look at him. Not directly at him, but through the mirror.

My reflection returned an image that seemed as unfamiliar as it was hypnotic.

My bare breasts fell between my half-open shirt, fastened at my neck, and brushed against his sculpted torso. For a moment I was captivated by the vision and sensation of my nipples, hardened and glistening, almost scratching his abdomen. My hair was displayed in disarray, framing my flushed face. And there was my hand, enveloping his flesh, sliding over him with the moisture that I myself had left with my mouth, and with what continued to emerge from his member.

My hand moved up and down.

Squeezing.

Releasing.

His skin yielded under my fingers, revealing and concealing the tip in a magnetic up and down motion. Sometimes, only sometimes, I leaned in and caressed it with my lips... Barely a fleeting touch. Barely a whisper of lips over his hardness. I placed my half-open mouth there and watched my reflection, with eyes wide open; eyes that vibrated and opened even a little wider when his tongue probed my anus, and I felt it opening another millimeter.

“So tight, huh. What... madness...” Daniel panted then, back there, between my legs, under my sex, sighing into my anus.

“Uff...! Mmmh!” I writhed... and felt another strange sensation, which was that I could feel how my sex contracted involuntarily... And I imagined that hollow... exposed above him, abandoned, jealous of the moisture and firmness that now attacked the adjacent cavity.

—“Ahh!! Uuuff! Mmmm!” —I whimpered, feeling his tongue again in short, firm movements, as if the tip of his tongue had a life of its own and an ability to press with more force... and I imagined my pulsing sex orphaned and ignored.

Each brush of his tongue against my cavity tore a spasm from me, forced me to arch my back. Again I felt it wasn’t exactly pleasure, but something about it kept me suspended on a tightrope between desire and disturbance.

My other hand then gripped the sheets. My body trembled and I continued masturbating his vibrant sex. Now more agitated. Faster. His breathing became deeper, more erratic. I watched him through the mirror, absorbed in the contrast of my small hand sliding over the ferocity of his flesh.

And I ended up answering a call that had been happening for some time. Sometimes my eyes had wandered, in the reflection, to how his balls rested, enormous, between his legs. Large, full, throbbing... I couldn’t help but satisfy my curiosity and desire... and I placed subtle caresses there, barely with the fingertips of the hand that wasn’t masturbating him. I marveled at the feel and vigor of it all... I was fascinated while my handjob didn’t stop, while his tongue didn’t stop either, and while my “Ahh!!” “Uuuff!” “Mmmm!!” continued to resonate throughout the room.

And then he did something that made me shudder.

A sudden heat stirred my body. A shiver ran down my spine. His tongue was no longer a caress: it was a siege. It wasn’t just pleasure: it was dominance. And I was beginning to understand that this bastard wasn’t doing it just out of desire or curiosity: he was paving the way...

The certainty struck me like a whiplash and forced me to react.

I wasn’t going to let him do it. I wasn’t going to allow it.

My heart beat with a violence that seemed to shake my entire body. This wasn’t a simple provocation. It wasn’t a game. Daniel had a clear intention, an objective that filtered through each thrust of his tongue, in each sip of hot breath that burned my skin. And I wasn’t going to let him win.

My hand, soaked with his excitement, closed more firmly around his cock. I began to masturbate him harder, with more determination, while with my other hand I gripped the sheet again, trying not to crumble and to endure what he was doing to me at the same time.

I looked at myself in the mirror: my reflection returned the image of a woman with flushed cheeks, with lips parted in broken gasps. A woman who shook an enormity with agility and expertise. The vigor and cadence with which my hand ascended and descended over his hardness was relentless, seeking an early explosion from him that would make him abandon his attempt to open me...

—“Ufff... Fu-ck...” —Daniel moaned brokenly, with a dense and guttural voice, noticing my change of rhythm.

He was shaking. I could feel it. His body trembled, his hips gave small involuntary spasms. And although his tongue didn’t stop making its way into me, although each new brush made me shiver with shame, I no longer gave him control.

I contracted my thighs and gasped an “Ahhh...!” “Hmm...!” certainly pleasurable, as he didn’t cease his attack. And then I accelerated even more: my hand slid almost furiously, gliding along the length of his sex, feeling how it throbbed, how it burned. My fingers closed and loosened, playing with the rhythm, with the intensity. In the reflection, I saw my hand at full speed, and heard the liquid sound of the handjob, the fierce “click, click, click, click!” inches from my face. I saw that swollen glans; I smelled it, felt it, and was tempted to take it back into my mouth... but I restrained myself... as my purpose was to defeat him... to make him explode... not caring about the form and place where he did it.

He assaulted me. I replied. My body shook with each incursion of his tongue, with each pressure of his lips. But I didn’t fall behind, shaking, relentlessly, that enormity, and making him tremble.

I then felt a twisted pride in noticing that my anus contracted, that it refused him, even with his tongue besieging it.

And I accelerated more. Much more.

The “click, click, click, click!” of his skin rubbing over his wet glans became thunderous.

In the mirror, my elbow shook, my hand jerked.

My face beside, inches away from that cock I was shaking.

And more wet sound. More “click, click, click, click!” More friction of his skin, revealing and hiding that purplish protuberance.

And then, vibrating in a spasm, he growled:

—“Fu-ck... Ah! Stop...”

I knew it. He was close.

I clung to him and in one last onslaught, with one last cruel and precise caress over his hardness, I felt how he crumbled, how his back arched, how his cock throbbed frantically in my hand before releasing his liberation with a fierce spasm.

The moan that roared from his chest tore a shudder from me. His hips vibrated in a final tremor. His abdomen rose, colliding against my breasts.

And then my hand stopped. Right below his beheaded glans.

I looked in the mirror. That glans pulsated in a violent convulsion.

Pleasure was already beginning to build in him, but not yet its physical detonation.

And then, I felt it. And he announced it:

“Ohhhhh...!” he moaned, surrendering.

And I, in the reflection, saw my face... and saw, at last, how his glans exploded:

I saw the first hot discharge... white, thick, that spurted upward... And I felt the impact on my cheek, making me blink, surprised by the violence of the lash; and immediately I felt his burning liquid slide down my skin in a sticky trail. That impact intimidated me so much that it made me turn my face away slightly, and the next discharge came out with even more fury, and higher up, flying over one side of my face, uncontrolled and impressive, until falling, heavy and sonorous, onto one of my shoulders, onto the silk of my shirt. And that demonstration of power made me turn back to him... to bring my face closer again... I watched myself in the mirror with my wet cheek and soaked shoulder, perhaps regretful for not having received the second impact with my face...

“Ohhh...!” he gasped then, announcing a third discharge that consisted of an extremely long streak, which impacted lower and in several places: on the skin of my neck, making me tremble, on the collar of my shirt, soaking the fabric that stuck to my skin, and on my necklace, impregnating the pearls with its thick warmth.

I, impressed, continued squeezing his hardness with minimal, precise movements... and I shook my body, and purred with him, overlapping his grunts. And the fourth jet, thicker, heavier, splashed the corner of my lips and slid down to my chin. And its salty, pasty taste merged with my own ragged breathing, while I felt how the fifth jet traced another burning path down my neck, splashing and dripping, penetrating the silk, making my collarbone visible through it. And the sixth and final one spurted almost without force, sliding down that soaked glans, downward, soaking my hand.

“Ohh...” he whimpered, empty, exhausted.

And I remained motionless, panting, watching that bombardment of semen spread over me, over my burning skin and my half-open shirt. In the mirror, the image seemed as savage as it was alluring: my stained face, my skin glistening with the moisture of his spilled pleasure, the trembling of my body shaken by the tension of having drained him.

Daniel snorted with a final spasm, his body still shaken by the vestiges of his orgasm. His broken breath mingled with mine in the room charged with our ardor.

I licked my lips, tasting the salty aftertaste on the tip of my tongue. My chest rose and fell with each erratic gulp of air. And in the reflection, my eyes shone with an indecipherable glow.

And then I stuck out my tongue. Looking at myself. And I lowered it. And I licked there. Over that glistening glans...

And he trembled.

I couldn’t contain myself... I lowered my mouth. Looking at the mirror. I lowered my mouth and engulfed his member, soaking myself with all the semen that had erupted. I opened my mouth and swallowed while watching myself, with my cheekbone shiny and stained; while that whitish trail descended down my cheek. I opened my mouth and tasted that liquid mixed with the hardness of his cock that still remained firm. I devoured his member, savored his hardness between my lips and looked at... myself. And I truly felt... I lived... what it was to feel really dirty. What it was to feel, truly, like an unfaithful woman.

I watched myself in the mirror, with his cock in my mouth, over that muscular and conquered body. And I felt like a genuine whore...

And I lowered a hand... and I caressed one breast, and I felt it... felt my tit while giving small strokes with my tongue on his cock that was decreasing... that was losing spirit in my mouth. And I felt like an unfaithful whore, a wife who deserved all her husband’s contempt. And I came to feel disgusted with myself, but it was an anguish without guilt.

And then I let that man’s cock slip from between my lips and fall, heavily. And I did the same: I moved away from him, exhausted from feeling, bombarded by so much pleasure and that explosion of sensations, and I let myself collapse, onto the bed, face up.

And I stared at the ceiling of that filthy room; of that refuge for two lovers who detested each other but understood each other, while I felt that man’s body pulsate and pant beside me.

And I looked at the ceiling while feeling my swollen chest breathe deeply. My breasts rising and falling, pushing the shirt to the sides; a shirt once again stained and still fixed, with a single button, at my neck, and with another also closed, below.

And I felt my sore buttocks... and I felt my anus wet, strange.

And above all I felt my cunt open. Pulsating. Withered. Always orphaned. Always dripping.

And I closed my eyes while feeling Daniel’s semen pooled in my collarbones, poisoning the shoulder of my shirt, making me remember his potency, his virility.

I kept my eyes closed while my body trembled. I felt my breasts rise and fall to the rhythm of my breathing, while Daniel’s semen slid down my cheek, descending in a warm river down my neck and nape, until it faded, merging with my skin.

My hand was also stained with his semen. I wiped it on the sheets and prepared to unbutton my shirt completely: I undid the lower button, and, when I was about to finally release the one that pressed against my neck... I felt movement beside me.

I opened my eyes.

He had sat up. Slow. Heavy.

But tireless.

He positioned himself on his knees. In front of me. Between my flexed and open legs.

His crooked smile. His imposing body.

His cock pointed, straight and horizontal, toward me.

A thick, oscillating thread of semen hung from the tip.

And then he whispered:

“I’m going to put it in you... I’m going to fuck you right now. Even if it’s a little soft.”


CHAPTER 27

The impact of his words seeped through me and coursed over my skin like poison. His gaze made me shudder, his eyes fixed on mine. I didn’t know if he truly intended to do it. I didn’t know if he had already made the decision to attack me or if he was just boasting to intimidate me.

All I knew was that I was exhausted from fighting. My body burned, sweat stuck my hair to my face, the air felt heavy in my lungs. The remnants of his explosion adhered to my skin… The smell of sex in that bedroom had its radiating core in me.

Then, a door slam in the distance. Dry, loud. I stirred. I propped myself up on my elbows, leaning back. Instinctively, I looked toward the bedroom door. I knew what it meant: the girl from the adjacent room had left. During the last few minutes, her presence hadn’t mattered to me at all.

I brought my eyes forward. Daniel was still there. On his knees, between my legs, with his member somewhat raised, but not completely firm; half of his glans was now covered by his own skin. That threatening little thread still hung there, swinging; if it oscillated a bit more forward, it might touch my sex. I looked at him, but no longer with defiance. His chest rose and fell rapidly.

Time stretched out. My body wouldn’t respond. Paralyzed by the constant, overwhelming sensation of semen I felt on my neck, on my collarbones… and on my cheek.

My legs open and bent in front of him. My heels dug into the bedspread. My sex open and exposed. The lower part of my back sweaty against the sheets. My shirt open except for the button that constricted my neck. One breast covered and the other not, by the mere chance of how the blue fabric flowed according to my posture.

I didn’t know what I felt. He still wasn’t moving.

Until, putting his hands on his hips in front of me, he said:

“She leaves at the best part…”

I swallowed. But, despite my embarrassing situation, I managed to speak.

“Her? She did well to leave…” I surprised myself, responding with composure.

“You don’t say…”

“Yes, she wasn’t going to hear anything else,” I said, shaking my neck slightly to move the bangs from my forehead.

“I think she would have,” he whispered, and at that precise moment I felt a whitish drop run from my neck, downward, over my sweaty skin, toward one of my breasts.

I thought he would hurt me there, but he surprised me:

“And your orgasm? You didn’t come… And I ate you out so well.”

“Maybe you didn’t eat me that well…” I whispered as I felt tremendous embarrassment, a shame that left me breathless, as a drop of semen had fallen from my chin to my cleavage.

I trembled, knowing that in his view, this deserved maximum mockery:

“Damn, Carolina. You should see yourself…” he whispered, no longer able to avoid mentioning the image I presented.

I remained silent. We looked at each other. I felt like I was burning while simultaneously feeling cold, damp sweat all over my body. I didn’t want to imagine… but I knew that, above all, the stain on my cheek had to be striking… degrading…

“You’re such a whore you don’t even clean yourself…” he provoked, and grabbed his member with one hand.

And a shiver ran through my body. But not one of shrinking or submission, but of rebellion.

“Say it again,” I spoke firmly.

“You’re such a whore… you don’t even clean yourself…” he repeated, in an identical tone, and then he did attack me: he did it in a measured movement, step by step: first he released his member, and it vibrated, free and horizontal; then he separated his knees a little more, and they sank deeper into the bed, which allowed him to descend; then he brought his hands to my legs, placing them on the front of my knees; and then he leaned forward, very forward, further forward… until his member fell, heavy, swollen, below my belly, onto my pubic hair.

“Stop…” I gasped as I felt his cock settle there, not entirely firm, but solid.

He, holding me, lifted my legs a little. And separated them slightly. Opening me… in a humiliating position. I, reclining, with my face stained by him, saw how he moved me, and how my bent legs trembled a little.

“Stop… it…” I protested.

And then he, looking down, looking at the new image of my sex that was created by having separated my legs more, whispered:

“Damn, Carolina. Your cunt is so wide a fucking bus could drive in there.”

And I couldn’t react to his words, because something physical was happening below. He moved. And I felt a spasm. A touch. On my sex. I closed my eyes for an instant. And I understood: his member was rubbing against my pubic hair, but lower down… my pussy was being caressed by… his enormous, hanging balls.

I opened my eyes. He was moving, minimally, back and forth... He was doing it as if he were fucking me... Lifting my legs in the air and rubbing his sex in a suffocating motion: he slid from my pubic hair to my navel, and in that journey, his balls pressed and folded the protruding lips of my sex.

An eternal silence. We looked at each other. I, with my elbows dug back into the bedspread, reclining, without really knowing why, brought my hands to my breasts; each hand to one tit, and I held them between my fingers. And he continued, forward and back. If I looked down I could see his member, rubbing... and that shiny glans, from which oozed a thick white drop. And in my mind a plaintive, sobbing phrase was born, which I didn’t utter out of mere shame: “Bastard... you’ve come twice... let me go.”

And then I felt a flush on my cheek: the semen with which he had splashed me was descending...

His cynical smile. His enormous body. His abs glistening with sweat.

He made no mention of the embarrassment above. He attacked the mortification happening below:

“Can a bus fit in there or not?”

“Go... to hell...” I responded, proud in word, surrendered in body.

“What is your little husband doing now? Huh? Is he sleeping soundly or waiting up for you?” that bastard asked me then.

I remained silent. I stared at him. But my body was melting. I trembled feeling my legs raised and feeling that member back and forth, rubbing over my bright, trimmed pubic hair; that groomed sex, which shouldn’t have been for him.

And he continued, rubbing himself, forward and back, outside of me, always outside.

“Imagine if he could see you now, huh? If he saw you like this.”

“Like this... how...?” I whispered, overwhelmed, not knowing what to say, clumsy, wanting to rebel.

“Like this... Like THIS...!” he said, looking down and withdrawing... pulling back his member to move his hips forward again, but now attacking head-on... lower... toward ME, toward my open sex, toward my ruined cunt.

“God! Stop...” I gasped upon feeling pressure and contact on the lips of my sex.

“Seeing you like this... LOOK!”

I looked down. He was looking there too. I trembled, gasped. I half-closed my eyes. The tip of his cock rubbing my open cunt... I squeezed my breasts with my hands.

“Stop! No!”

“Seeing you like THIS!” he repeated with viciousness.

And a heat. A pleasure. A flush... A tremor...

He then let out a guttural sigh. And rubbed his glans against me again, sliding it slowly, very slowly, between my wet lips.

“Seeing you like THIS...!”

“God! Stop! No...!” I sighed, with teary eyes, looking down.

My chest rose and fell forcefully. He rubbed against me, but without entering, provoking me, forcing me to feel him, to moisten him more, to let myself be taken.

Until he snorted, in a grotesque, animal way. A short movement. My pulse raced. I felt it... I looked down.

“Nooo...! Aaaahh!!” I almost screamed... because he was invading me. I felt it. The tip of that enormous glans entering my cunt...

And it stayed there. It didn’t advance further. It was killing me...

“God! No...!” I gasped desperately.

“What do you mean no...? Don’t you like it like this?” he pressed a little more, just the tip, making me feel the dilation, the pleasurable burning, the desperation. The tip of his sex rubbed my entrance, demanding. My flesh yielded, hot, trembling, stretching to receive him. A sob choked me between pleasure and anticipation.

“Yes...” I whispered, hating myself for saying it.

And he took advantage. He penetrated me a little more, leaving me on the edge of madness, making me feel every inch, forcing me to receive him.

He was putting it in me. That purple head entering me. He did it slowly, torturously, pushing just a little and then pulling out, rubbing, getting wetter inside me.

“This is what you wanted, married little slut... with your fucking walks... Look at yourself...” he gasped, humiliating me.

And then I surrendered. I gave myself to the dirtiest, vilest, most real pleasure. I obeyed. I looked at myself. There, impaled. With his glans inside me, and all the rest of that enormous member still outside. With my legs raised by him, trembling in the air... with my enormous breasts, swollen with excitement, gripped by my hands, rising and falling with violent breathing; with my silk blouse, the one I had worn to the office, still half-open, stained, impregnated with him; with my soaked and withered panties somewhere... With my pearl necklace, a gift from my husband, resting on my collarbones stained with semen... With my violated sex, undone, bathed in wetness... Open for him, besieged by that enormity that was invading me.

“Aaahhhh...!” I melted with pleasure, feeling more of it.

“Imagine if he saw you like this, huh...” he insisted, degrading me.

“Nooo...! Aaaahh!” I almost screamed, as he sank deeper. He was putting it in me. Not only was that pink glans now completely inside me, but more... more of him... more of that enormous member. And my pussy welcomed it. It betrayed me. It humiliated me.

“Ahhh...! Amhhh!!” I gasped, squeezing my breasts harder, letting my head fall back.

“Imagine... if he sees you like this... with my cock deep inside you, huh.”

“Ahhhhh! Stop...! Ahhhh!” I writhed as enormous pleasure struck me. An asphyxiating heat, my legs trembling in the air... My shoes nearly falling off my feet from the ridiculous spasms.

“Like this, with half my cock... a bit soft... but inside...” he whispered, violating me.

“MMMmm! Nooo! Ahhh...!” I twisted and opened my eyes, looking at him, incredulous.

“Imagine it... Your hubby here... seeing you with this inside.”

“Stop...! No...! Mmmm!” I gasped and bit my lip hard, and imagined my husband, Rafa, standing beside me, watching how that bastard sank half his cock into me, into my sex, into his wife’s pussy... And again I felt no guilt, I couldn’t, I only felt fury and shame because that bastard was managing to invade me again... And at the same time I felt immense pleasure.

“Mmm...! God...! Mmm...! Don’t put it in any deeper... please...” I sighed, panting, overwhelmed, humiliated.

But he had no mercy, and sank a little deeper. I felt it. Every centimeter. Every millimeter. He sank into me. My pussy welcomed him. My lips opened to receive him, leaving a wet trail that moistened everything that entered...

“Ahhh...! Mmm! Stop...!”

“... Rafa is his name, right? Imagine him here... Watching you getting fucked...”

“Ahhh...! Bastard...! Mmm!” I melted with pleasure... and my hips writhed, disobeying me, and I felt more of him, and I complied: I imagined him standing, my husband, next to the bed, beside me...

“Fuck... Oh...! So good...” he sighed, irritating, repulsive, showing pleasure for the first time since he had invaded me, and then he sank a little deeper. And he let out an unpleasant grunt, a short and degrading “Hum!”

“Ahhh... God...” I gasped, feeling it deeper inside, and my legs trembled even more.

“Little Rafa... Look... Look at your little whore of a wife... legs spread, holding tight to her big tits... with her slutty lawyer shirt... with her whore shoes... ‘Hum!’ with my cock inside.”

“Ahhh...!! Go-od...!! Stop...!!!” I writhed, and I begged him to have mercy, to stop that invasion... and I didn’t know if I was asking him to stop humiliating me or to stop killing me with pleasure.

“MMMMmm... So good...! What a sweet little pussy your wife has, little Rafa...” he panted, between harsh grunts, with sadism.

“Ahhh...!! Ahhh...!!” I surrendered, and let my head fall back again.

And then, suddenly, I felt it. His thrust. His attack. His cock. All the way in. My entire body shifted. And I thought I would explode.

A moan tore through me, long, desperate, feeling him finally penetrate me completely. It was too much. It was perfect. It was everything I shouldn’t want and yet, there I was, trapped in that moment of ecstasy that I never wanted to end. I squeezed my breasts, almost scratching them, and screamed:

“Ahhhhh-AHHH!!!! Go-od!!!!”

“Oh...!” he grunted, in a short snort.

And again, relentless, all the way in:

“Ahhh!! Ahhh-ahhh!!” he made me scream, and my head fell back, and I raised it again, to receive him again.

“Hum!” he grunted again with another thrust.

“Ahhh...!! Ah-Ahhh!! Oh-Goddd!!” I screamed again, and my hair fell back once more.

And then he sped up. The rhythm became constant. His cock entered and exited me. I writhed, moaned and gasped. My moans, my gasps, my “Ahhh” and “God!” filled the room. My legs trembled, held by him, my hands squeezed my breasts forcefully, I felt the semen on my neck and face flowing, moving, shaking, descending, staining my breasts, staining my shirt... And he kept provoking me... his phrases humiliated me, but I couldn’t help but be carried away by that immense pleasure.

He humiliated me while thrusting into me with dry, harsh strokes.

And the springs of the bed creaked in a cheap and embarrassing “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!”

“But you... Oh...! Didn’t you come here to talk, huh?”

“Ahhh...!! Ahh!! Ahh!!” I moaned, writhing, while the “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” continued, mocking, embarrassing me.

“Huh? Didn’t you come for that? Tell me. Hum!” he demanded as he sank into me, all the way in.

And my sex betrayed me again, igniting me. And the touch of his heat and his friction inside me undid me... and I couldn’t take it anymore:

“Ahhh...!! Yesss!! Ahhh!!”

“What do you want to talk about? Huh! Hum!”

“Ahhh...!! Go-odd...!! Ah...!! Bas-tard...!!”

“What did you want to tell me, huh? Hum!”

“Ahhh...!!! Ahhh...!!! Go-odddd...!!! Shut up!! Ah-ah-ah-ah!! Fuck meee...!!” I screamed, surrendering.

“I am... I am fucking you, damn it... You want me to fuck you better? Turn around. Come on, turn around!”

He said that at full speed, and then his member abandoned me, without delicacy, without consideration. As if I didn’t matter. As if I had no value. He left me there, lying, reclined, face up, with my pussy open...

He left me there, with the hollow of my pulsating sex.

And then he moved me. He tried to move me. As if I were just another one. Just another whore he fucked.

He turned me. He flipped me over.

“Like this... Like this I’m going to give it to you good,” he whispered afterward, from behind...

...And when I realized... I was positioned on all fours, facing the mirror...

I looked back and saw him: colossal, exuberant, on his knees, behind me. I looked forward and saw myself: on all fours, with my stained face raised toward the mirror, with my breasts hanging, enormous... through the open shirt. And then my fingers hesitated over that last button. That small anchor, that ridiculous affront, created by him, that had kept me bound, suffocated, oppressed for too long. I swallowed. I took a deep breath and released it. The tiny click resonated. The fabric opened and I breathed... just before feeling one of his hands on my hip.

I gasped. I took more air. One last sigh. My sentence. My condemnation.

He was going to fuck me... on all fours... in that filthy room... like the girl he also fucked there.

And he aimed. My executioner. That bastard. He used one hand to guide that enormity; he rubbed the tip of his member over the entrance of my already perforated and pitifully undone sex.

I tried to shake my hair with a fleeting movement of my neck. A spring of resistance. A burst of pride. And he responded to my gesture with his punishment, with outrage, with arrogance... with all his rawness...

...He thrust into me...

“AHHHHH-HH!!!” I screamed in an eternal cry, feeling how he drove it into me, in a single thrust, slowly... all the way in.

And he roared with a dismissive snort:

“Oh...”

I felt the invasion. The pleasure. Yes. I admitted it to him... He was giving it to me good... He was putting it in me good...

“Hummm!” he grunted, burying himself in me.

“Ahhh!! Go-odddd...!”

“Oh! Fuck!! So good!! HUMM!!” he impaled me again.

—“Ahhh!! Oh Goddd…! Yesss! Yesss! Yesss!” —I surrendered shamelessly.

—“Ohhh!” —he repeated, guttural, obscene, cruel…

—“Ahhh…!! Oh God…!! Yesss! Yesss! Yesss!” —I whimpered… grateful… betraying myself, but I couldn’t help begging for more, begging for more pleasure, begging him not to stop invading me.

And he kept fucking me like that for countless minutes. Relentless. Fierce. Aggressive. And the cheap, embarrassing “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” returned forcefully, creating a high-pitched, rhythmic symphony that penetrated walls and floors, revealing that someone was being fucked there, again, and this time with eagerness, with greed, with brutality…

And his cock was rebuilding itself, hardening inside me. With each thrust. Every time he invaded me to the hilt and pulled out halfway, he seemed to enter again with more vigor, with more hardness.

My pussy received him, absorbed him, moistened him… and the heat, the breathlessness and the pleasure that made me feel each time he filled me completely, made me scream and writhe with delight.

My “Ahhh!!” “Ahhh!!” “Ahhh!!” “Yesss!!” “Yesss!!” “Yesss…!!” overlapped with his unpleasant and harsh pants, and with the ominous “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” of that bed of that other girl he also fucked there.

—“Fuck… How it goes in… Hmm…!” —he grunted.

—“Ahhh…!! Oh God…!!”

—“How it goes in… All of it… Huh…! Hmm…!” —he provoked me, and I kept moaning.

—“Ahh…!! Ahh…!! Yes!!! Yesss!!! Yesss!!!” —I screamed, forward, toward the mirror, toward myself. And I looked at myself, and I didn’t recognize myself yet at the same time I felt more myself than ever. I watched the back and forth, my body forward and back, my tits forward and back, and bouncing between them. His body colliding against mine. The thunderous and embarrassing “slap!, slap!, slap!, slap!” of his pelvis hitting against my sweat-soaked buttocks competed with the “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” to see which of the two sounds humiliated me more. My “Ahhh!! Ahhh!! Yesss!! Yesss!!! Give it to meee!! Give it to meee!!!” echoing through the bedroom. My burning gaze, my stained cheeks, a thread of semen hanging from my chin… I was dying with pleasure, devoured by ecstasy. I felt his cock destroying me, killing me… I felt my pussy burning like I had never felt before. And he squeezed my hips and sometimes pulled my hair a little, and I raised my face: half humiliated and half proud… facing the mirror…

… And he fucked me like that, forcing me to raise my face toward the mirror, and I responded to his hair pulling with: “Ahh!! Ahhh!! Give it to meee!! Ahhh!! Keep goinggg!! Yesss!! Yesss!!! You bastard…!!!” And he would let go and lower that hand and squeeze my buttock… and slap it there, with a humiliating “smack!”; something that was once unacceptable now inflamed me… and, from within, I felt I was demanding it from him…

… And I kept moaning, consumed by pleasure, screaming shameless “Ahhh!! Ahhh!! Yesss!! Yesss!!!”, which I then accompanied with ridiculous and rapid: “Ah!! Ah!! God! God! God! God!” And then his hand stopped spanking me and went to my tits, which kept swinging, bouncing, falling enormously, and he squeezed them with force and contempt, and whispered: “Hmmm, what big tits you have, huh…!” And I moaned, and I accepted it, I acknowledged it to him: “Ahhh!! Yes!! Yesss!! Oh Goddd!! YESSSSS!!” And then he put his hand on my shoulder, to secure me more and thrust into me harder, and grunted, at full speed, in dry strokes: “Hm! Hm! HUM! HUM! HUM!”, with quick, short thrusts that killed me with pleasure… and he pulled me hard… backward… and my shirt gave way, almost tearing it from my body… and one of my shoulders came into the light… and my breasts were seen with greater clarity, with the shirt half removed, half torn off; and I couldn’t stop moaning, asking for more:

“Ahh!! Ahhh!! Give it to meee!! Ahhh!! Keep goinggg!! Yesss!! Yesssss!!”

The springs mocked me with their “Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!”

“Give it to meee…!! Give it to meee…!! Yesss…!! More!! More!!” I begged, completely surrendered.

“Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” the bed creaked at full speed.

I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror, seeing my parted lips, my burning gaze, my breasts bouncing, and that animal behind me, with his sweaty pectorals, his abdominals contracting… Fucking me… And more “Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!” thundering from the savage impact of his pelvis crashing against my buttocks.

“Fuck… What a little slut… What a married little slut I’m fucking! Hhm!” he panted, to himself.

“Ahhh!!! Yes!! Yess!! Yessss!!!” I responded, looking at him through the mirror.

“Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” the springs creaked.

“Yes? Are you a little slut…? A married little slut?”

“Yesss!! Yesss!! God!! Aahhh!! Aahhh!!”

“Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!”

“Yes…? You want to feel more like a whore, huh?”

“Ahh!! Yesss…!! Yesss…!!” I melted, back and forth, my entire body coming and going with him… fucked at his whim.

And then I felt it. An incursion. An excess. Something that made my body tense. But I continued, continued moaning.

“Yesss!! Yesss!! Yesss!!”

“Should I continue!?”

“Yesss!! Goddd…!!” I writhed, dying from so much pleasure… And I already felt it… About to come…

While I felt a new invasion…

He was putting a finger in my ass.

“I’ll continue!! Huh!!”

“Yess!! Continue!! Continue!! Yess!!”

And he kept me like that, longer, fucking me… with a finger in my anus… and I writhed, on the edge of orgasm… I looked at myself and squeezed one of my breasts… And my ass rose for him… and I couldn’t believe what I was perhaps about to consent to… but I couldn’t control it, I was only capable of feeling, of craving more… And more “Ahh!! Ahhh!! Give it to meee!!” came out of that mouth, which was mine, and which sometimes I didn’t recognize and sometimes felt more mine than ever.

“Ahhh…!! Godd!! Yesss!! Yesss!! Yesss!! Yesss!!” I screamed, with those ridiculous and incessant yeses, with his finger in my anus, announcing an imminent orgasm…

… when suddenly everything darkened, everything became murkier. I was going with him to another level, to a place where I had never been.

Everything suddenly rushed: he pulled out of me. My pussy was exposed. His finger was also withdrawn.

My anus throbbed.

I writhed.

And then something fell beside me: a mask, made of pink wool.

Again. There.

He asked me or ordered me. It didn’t matter.

He announced what was going to happen and I agreed. I didn’t hesitate. I betrayed myself. I humiliated myself. I accepted between trembles and spasms.

I did it.

I complied.

My fingers moved convulsively and trembling.

I struggled to adjust it. Again that rush of heat compressing my head.

Again my face covered. My eyes and mouth searching for an exit.

A few seconds passed until everything was to his liking.

And then, he whispered:

“This... This is the image I’ll remember of you...”

And I raised my gaze. With the open shirt, the pearl necklace and the shoes. On all fours. Facing the mirror.

I looked at myself in the reflection and saw my eyes emerging through those openings... and my parted lips coming out through the slit that mask allowed me, that balaclava, that pink wool.

And I knew what was coming. With that thing on. It was going to be like this. The way he wanted. He had announced it to me:

“Like this... This is how I’ll remember you... while I put it in you...”

... in your little ass.


CHAPTER 28

My body hadn’t stopped trembling since he’d whispered it. I tried to deny the obvious, but I no longer had the strength to keep pretending I didn’t want it. The battle was over and I was the defeated one. The trembling in my legs, the wetness between my thighs, the painful emptiness opening inside me… Everything screamed the same thing: I had surrendered.

He knew it. I could feel it in his gaze, in the way his breathing became heavier, hungrier. He had waited for that moment, patient, certain that sooner or later I would yield.

I did. I disappointed myself… but I made it easy for him. That moment. Humiliating. Submissive… That moment when I lowered my elbows and raised my ass…

I could imagine his expression as he noticed how I was raising my ass toward him. My buttocks… my anus… toward him…

I also raised my face, toward the mirror. Toward those bright green eyes peering from beneath the balaclava.

The image was atrocious. Shameful… But hypnotic.

My pussy, orphaned, didn’t understand that abandonment, but I went to satisfy it. And he allowed it.

One of my hands went there, and a spasm shook me as I felt my lips so open, so withered, so tender… I touched my clitoris and felt a current, a convulsion that made me gasp.

And then he went there. Where he had announced. He went there with his enormous member. And I shivered, distressed, hidden under the mask. And I bit my lips in anticipation of what I might feel and suffer.

His hand on my hip, firm, but not rough. My lips trembled, my jaw tensed. I felt his agitated, broken breathing. He pressed.

I purred a frightened “Mhmm-mm…” feeling an indecipherable discomfort. A harsh tension. But I tried to calm myself… while giving myself pleasure with my fingers.

One elbow supported. The hand of my other arm reaching back, between my legs, soothing myself and giving myself pleasure. He, behind, trying to penetrate.

I felt the tip at my anus. Pushing. I felt the wetness of his cock, soaked from my sex, trying to violate my most forbidden orifice.

But all the pain and impact produced in one hollow was overshadowed by the pleasure emanating from the other cavity.

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…!” I whimpered. And I looked at myself in the reflection, looked at that body, at that whore with the balaclava on, at that whore who was me. Behind, an enormous lover, trying to put it in my ass.

“Ahhh…! Mmmm…!” I covered the discomfort of feeling my anus being assaulted with my pleasure.

“Ahh… Ow!! Ahh!” I mixed moans of pleasure with uncomfortable complaints.

“Ahhh…! God…! Ah…!” I panted, and two of my fingers traced rapid circles around my clitoris, which protruded from my body like a prominent peak so sensitive it made me tremble.

“Ow…! Ah! Bastard…!” I protested rapidly in a complaint, feeling the almost unbearable pressure in my anus… and I lowered my head…

And then I felt it, something changed, a spring… something yielded, something opened…

“AHHH…!! Aa-aaHHH!!” I screamed in a long, uneven shriek, and I felt a sensation of invasion that I had never felt before…

“AHHH…!! AHHH…!! AHHHH!!” I screamed again three times, feeling how he impaled me.

“Fu-ck…!” he sighed. “Haven’t you been taken here before?” he provoked.

“Ahhh…!! God…!! Stop, stop, stop!” I quickly begged him, and removed my hand from my sex.

“It’s okay… it’s okay… it’s just the tip…” he whispered.

“Ahh…! Stop… For God’s sake…” I whimpered, in a lower tone, paralyzed, with my head down, with my eyes fixed on the dirty bedspread that smelled as much of sex as I did.

And then he pushed.

A long, cruel, persistent movement… constant and prolonged.

“AHHH… AHHH-AHHHH!!!!” I screamed, falling apart; I almost burst into tears.

That bastard put his cock in my ass. Halfway in.

“Shhh… Easy… You move… You move…” he tried to calm me.

I, impaled, was unable to move. All my muscles tense, paralyzed. His cock throbbed in my anus… I felt it… I felt it throughout my body.

I tried, I tried to move, but I couldn’t, not a millimeter. And I begged him:

“Ahhh...! God... Take it out... God...”

My plea hung in the bedroom air, along with that impossible roughness in my ass, a sensation that left me unable to breathe.

“Shhh... No. You. You move.”

And then I tried again. I closed my eyes. I concentrated on the movement: forward and back. And then something slid. A wetness flowed. His cock impaled between my buttocks, throbbing, slipped minimally... forward and back. And again. While an “MMMMmm!” mixture of pain, shock and dishonor was exhaled by me. I felt the friction... the roughness... and another “MMMMmm!”, and another longer “MMMMmmmmm!”, until by the fourth or fifth degrading impalement... I stopped feeling the burning...

“Ufff... Uff... Ufff...” I began to moan in short puffs.

“Uffffff... Ufffff...” I exhaled afterward, achieving longer slides; feeling his enormous cock glide with less difficulty through my ass.

“Mh! Ufffffffffff!” I gasped feeling his member slide there again...

Something was changing... It was calming me.

“That’s it... That’s it... Keep going, Carolina.”

And then I did it. Another long journey. Again that strange sensation, pleasurable yet uncomfortable, bothersome. Another very long, almost drooling “Ufffffffffffff!” And then I dared. I did it. I looked at myself in the mirror. And I saw it:

That giant, kneeling behind me, hands on his hips, still, enjoying his triumph. Serious, looking down, at the exact point where the assault was happening, with his cock impaled in my ass. Watching how I, who had gone there simply to talk... was moving, back and forth, taking his huge cock in my ass.

And me, wearing that balaclava, which turned me into just another one of those he also fucked there; with my open shirt and my shoes, which I hadn’t taken off, perhaps so I wouldn’t forget that he was fucking ME... I looked at him through the reflection, acknowledging my defeat.

And then, defeated... I also admitted the magnitude of what was invading me:

“Ahhh!! Ufff!! Go-odd...!! It’s... enormous... Ah...!”

“Come on. Keep going,” he answered solemnly.

“Ahhh...! Mmmm...! Ufff...!” I panted, and I moved, slowly, back and forth, and I felt my anus coming and going with him... and his cock sliding inside, hard, like an iron-hot rod.

“Continue... Like that... Halfway is fine... Let’s not overdo it,” he spoke, icy, cold, distant.

“Ahhh...! Uf...! God...!” I writhed, beginning to feel pleasure winning and increasingly overshadowing the affliction of having that thing inside, impaled in my anus.

“Come on...” he whispered, impassive, hands on his hips. And he humiliated me, because with that tone he tamed me, directed me, calmed me.

“Ahhh...! Ummm...! Goood...! Yes...!” I whimpered and surrendered to pleasure.

“Good, come on. Touch yourself. Are you going to come like this?” he said, again, with an icy undertone.

“Ahhh... Ummm... Yeess...” I panted.

And then my arm went back again, slipping between my legs, between my thighs that trembled and burned, and my hand went to find my sex.

I raised my gaze. My eyes shining through the holes in the mask. My mouth open behind the other opening. It was me. I didn’t need the projection of a woman foreign to myself; of someone more brazen, of someone more powerful. It was me. It was me who was there. It was me who had agreed to this, it was me who had put on that balaclava; the one wearing the shirt I’d gone to work in stuck to my body, stained with sweat and semen; the one who hadn’t taken off the shoes I was digging into the bed; it was me, a married woman, a woman whose husband was resting at our home while I had this lover’s cock in my ass... halfway in.

“Ahhh...!!” I gasped feeling the brush of my fingertips on my clitoris, while sinking a little deeper onto him. I was doing it. My body moving backward. My anus absorbing that animal’s cock.

“Ahhh!! Yeess!! Yeess!! God...!!” I moaned, and the “Nyee, nyee, nyee, nyee!” of the filthy springs started again; it could be heard through walls and ceilings... and I wondered if the neighbors could imagine that what was happening there was that a married woman was getting fucked in the ass... wearing a balaclava. And I looked ahead, and saw my breasts hanging through my shirt, my eyes gleaming through the openings in the mask, and my pearl necklace going back and forth, with the rocking dictated by my body, forward and back.

“Oh God...!! Ahhh!! Yes!! Yes!!” I screamed, from my fingers that were killing me with pleasure, and from his cock, in my ass, that was killing me with lust, and I couldn't understand how I could feel it so much... how I could feel so much.

And then something strange happened: his hands went down, I saw it in the mirror, they went down to my shoes, and grabbed my heels. Each hand on one heel, in a strange way, like strangely fetishistic.

The image was raw. It was obscene.

And then, removing the hand that was caressing my clitoris and bringing it forward, onto the bed, I whispered:

“Give it to me... You give it to me...! Slowly... But you give it to me...”

“Yes?”

“Yes... Mmm...! God...”

And I stopped the back and forth... and our bodies stood still. One second. Two. Three. Me impaled. Trembling. A spring creaked beneath us. I swallowed...

And then he pushed, respecting what my ass could offer him, though without respecting everything else:

“Fuck... How much I wanted you,” he whispered, thrusting a little more, sinking his cock into my ass.

“Ahhhhhh!” I protested in a long moan and brought my hand back again, to rub my sex with my fingers.

“Your fucking little walks... And look at you now,” he whispered, authoritative, while sinking into me.

“Ahhh...!! Ohhh...!! God...!!” I writhed, feeling him like never before.

“And look at yourself now, huh? What am I doing to you? Tell me!”

“Ahh...!! Goddd...!! Ah...!!”

“Tell me, Carolina... What am I doing to you!?”

“Ahhhh!! Ohhh!! God...!! You're...!! You're... fucking me...!!! Aaahhh!!!!!”

“Yeess?? Where? Huh! Huh!” he asked, humiliating me, and he pushed it in a little more, and my anus opened for him.

“Ahhh!! God...!! Ah! Ah!”

“WHERE, HUH, CAROLINA!?” he snorted, behind me, grabbing my hips savagely.

“Ah...!! Ahhh...!! Ah!! In my...!! Ah...!! Ah!! IN MY ASS!!!”

“Yesssss? AM I FUCKING YOU IN THE ASS...?”

“YESSS!! YESSS!! YESSS!! GOD!! GODD!! YESSS!!” I screamed, drowning out the “nyee, nyee, nyee, nyee!” of the springs with my screams, and my hand accelerated its friction on my sex, and I writhed with pleasure... trembled and my body contracted as much as his cock, impaled in my anus, allowed me.

“TELL ME!!”

“AHHH!!! YOU'RE!! AH!! AHH!! BASTARD!! FUCKING... ME IN THE ASS!!” I shouted, ecstatic, unhinged with so much pleasure, screaming through the mask, toward the mirror, toward myself, toward him. And I looked at myself, looked at us there, in the reflection... He was fucking me in the ass, yes. A married woman, like me, who had gone to that house simply to talk to him... was letting herself be fucked like this... And the pleasure my sex was giving me was killing me... and the lust that this animal gave me by putting it in me like this... from behind... was melting me... And more “AHH!! YES!! YES!! YES!! GIVE IT TO ME!! YES!!” mixed with the “nyee, nyee, nyee, nyee!” of the springs. And I was falling apart, feeling myself coming... my pussy throbbing between my fingers, my anus expanding for him. In the mirror I could see it: his hands went forward, his thrust reached deeper inside me, he was putting almost all of it in: “AHHH!! AHHHHH!! BASTAAAARD!!!” I screamed in a howl, and everything became raw, animal, he almost tore off my shirt again, pulling at the shoulder... and my breasts fell and bounced with the back and forth of the fucking... and my frantic fingers, on my pussy...

And I felt ashamed, I felt ashamed because I felt it. I couldn’t help it.

I felt it… I felt the explosion of my pleasure coming… And I screamed it:

“AHHH!!! AHH!! KEEP GOING!! KEEP GOING!! AAHH!! KEEP GOING LIKE THAT AND I’LL CUM!! GOD!!”

“Ohhh! Mmm!” he grunted with one hand on my hip, the other moving down to squeeze my breast with insulting roughness… and driving himself into my ass.

“AHHH!! AAAHHH!!! YESSS!!! YESSS!! I’M GOING TO CUM!! GOD!!” I screamed, drowning out the “squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” of the springs, putting on a shameful spectacle… and I watched myself… being sodomized… raising my face… beneath that humiliating mask.

“Ohhh!! Fu-uck!! I’M FINALLY WRECKING YOUR ASS, HUH!! WHAT A… …SLUT…!!” he roared, aggressively.

“YESSS!! YESSS!! YESSS!!”

“SAY IT!!”

“AAHH!! AH!! YESSS!! YESSS!! I AM A SLUT!!! YESSS!! GIVE IT TO ME!! LIKE THAAT!! IN MY ASS!!”

“YEAHH!!?? I’M WRECKING IT!! HUH!! YOU’RE CUMMING LIKE THIS!!”

“YESSS!! YESSS!! GIVE IT TO ME!! GIVE IT TO ME!! I’M CUMMING LIKE THIS!! YESSS!!”

… …

“WRECK MEEE, BASTAARD!!!”

And then I exploded…

With my face raised, screaming under that mask, with his body leaning over me, with his hand squeezing my breast… with my fierce fingers on my sex… with his cock buried almost to the hilt… in my ass…

… My pussy exploded…

“AAAAAAAHHHHHH!!! AAAAAAHHHHHHH!!!”

“MMMM… THAT’S IT… CUM…!! LITTLE SLUT!! WITH YOUR LITTLE WALKS!!”

“AHH!! AAAAAHHH!! YESSS!! YESSS! I’M CUMMING!!!”

“HUM!!!” he drove it into my ass, excited, but with an undertone of weariness, and slapped one of my hanging breasts… “HUM!! CUM… BUSTY BITCH… CUM… WITH YOUR TIGHT LITTLE ASS.”

“AHHH!!! YESSS!! YESSS!! I’M CUMMING!!!” I exploded, surrendering to an immense, long orgasm, impaled, with his cock buried in my anus… feeling how my pussy was dripping onto my fingers, soaking them… and my gaze in the mirror, one last time, obscene, depraved… fierce, and my enormous breasts, bouncing, my nipples almost scratching the dirty sheets… my shoes digging into the bedspread, my necklace swinging back and forth, my blouse clinging to my skin, soaked in sweat and semen; all of it made me feel more like myself, and dirtier, and more of a slut, and more unfaithful, and as I came I imagined my husband, watching me… like this…

… seeing his slut of a wife, disguised, with that pink thing covering my face… with that animal’s huge cock buried between my buttocks… incredulous at how that cock could enter like that… into his wife’s little ass… And that was killing me with lust… and a few final “AHH!! GODDD!! BASTARD!! I’M CUMMING…!!” escaped from my mouth, and then I felt a brutal, indescribable sensation, a terribly harsh discomfort, and then an enormous emptiness: his cock was abandoning me, my anus contracted, pulsating, without closing again… I could still feel it open, facing his cock that was now outside… as if still calling to it… and then I felt a heat, while the hollow of my anus vibrated and contracted… I felt a thick wetness on my buttocks, and I raised my gaze to the reflection… and the bastard was masturbating and ejaculating, between guttural grunts: “OHH!! OHH!! TAKE IT…!! FU-UCK..!!” and I felt the heat on my buttocks, and on the lower part of my blouse… soaking through the silk… he was cumming, on me… that bastard… He was doing it for the third time… shooting three or four degrading spurts onto my buttocks, while my anus pulsated, contracting, distressed by how he had just violated it.

Then there was silence. My heart was pounding. My chest felt like it would explode.

I felt suffocated. Remnants of pleasure. Trembling. Spasms. I didn’t care what he thought of me… my body convulsed in ridiculous shudders.

And it was my body that decided then to collapse forward.

Exhausted, I felt my torso, my breasts, make contact with the bedspread. I felt my pussy settle onto the sheets. And I felt it pulsating there… dripping there.

And I imagined myself. There, lying face down, with my pussy open and staining the bedspread. Still wearing the shoes, the necklace, the shirt and the mask…

There, lying… face down… With my anus closing, and opening… almost as if it were breathing… as if trying to recover from that tremendous humiliation…

I imagined myself there… stained… smelling of sex… like a genuine whore… A degenerate… And I felt shame. A searing shame… But I didn’t feel guilt. I wasn’t capable of it.


CHAPTER 29

I remained there, motionless, feeling the dull throbbing of my body against those odorous and rumpled sheets. There was a muffled buzzing in my head, a hollow echo of what had just happened, and at the same time absolute silence. I felt nothing. Or perhaps I felt everything. My sex was open, a warm, pulsating sensation at the center of my body. My sticky shirt, soaked in sweat and semen, clung to my back, my neck, my shoulders… like a soft, damp, and gooey layer. I could also feel the vestiges of the last violation: a hot, slippery viscosity running down my buttocks.

I barely managed to move my arms, my hands, to remove the balaclava and let it fall from the bed.

That degrading and oppressive pink wool. A symbol, first of cowardice, and then of the most obscene lust I had ever experienced.

My face emerged into the light. I felt the room’s air slightly cooling my cheeks. I breathed. I could feel my hair stuck to my head. I let my face rest on the sheet.

My anus burned, sensitive; the mere touch of the thick air in the room amplified the latent burning sensation that reminded me of what had happened. My chest rose and fell with long breaths, trying to recover the air that at some point I had forgotten to take. I felt the skin of my breasts reddened, marked by the pressure of his hands; those rough squeezes and slaps; and my nipples remained hard, confused, understanding as little as I did. And perhaps what I felt most was the sweat cooling on my skin, sticky and loaded with that thick smell of sex.

Then, something slid over my buttocks. I didn’t understand what it was at first. An unexpected touch, soft, warm. My body tensed and it took me a couple of seconds to understand: Daniel was cleaning me.

“What…?” I asked with a raspy voice, as if I hadn’t spoken for hours. “What the fuck are you doing?”

I turned my head and saw him leaning over me, with a piece of clothing in his hands. He was passing the fabric over me calmly, unfazed, removing the semen that was sliding down my buttocks and the sticky moisture that had accumulated on the lower part of my shirt and back. I blinked, still bewildered, and focused my gaze on what he was using: a navy blue cotton pajama. I stared at it without processing until the words came out on their own:

“That’s not the kid’s pajamas from this room, is it?”

Daniel didn’t flinch. He continued cleaning, in long movements.

And then he said:

“Yeah, well, what do you want? There’s nothing else, it was under the pillow.”

I was stunned. I turned a bit more, looking at him in disbelief.

“You’re completely out of your mind.”

He didn’t even bother to respond. He simply continued with his task, cleaning me methodically, as if I hadn’t said anything. I propped myself up on my elbows, still lying face down, without moving away, without stopping him. I felt the fabric rubbing against the still sensitive skin of my buttocks, felt the contrast between the dry cotton and the warm moisture he had poured onto me. I wasn’t sure if rubbing that fabric against my anus would hurt. It was then that I looked back at him.

Daniel was there, kneeling, his body still covered by a thin layer of sweat that glistened under the dim light of the room. His torso was firm, muscular; his abdomen still marked by the tension of exertion. I lowered my gaze, involuntarily, and saw his cock. Semi-erect. Still thick, still pulsating. My mind took time to process it. I looked at him as if I couldn’t understand where the hell this man in front of me had come from. How his member could always be like that, never fully subsiding. I couldn’t understand how I had found that body, which seemed to have been created for sex, by mere chance.

He looked at me and I knew he had noticed. His mouth barely curved into an indecipherable smile. Then, without further ado, he said:

“I’m going to clean up a bit…”

He got off the bed, stood up and walked away. My gaze followed him, observing his broad back, his tense shoulders, the arch of his waist and the way his ass, tremendously large but at the same time symmetrical and proportioned, moved with each step. He left the bedroom, disappearing down the hallway, and then, only then, the weight of reality fell upon me.

The time. The hour.

My stomach tightened.

How was I going to hide this? How was I going to face my husband with my body impregnated with sweat and semen, with my sex still open, with my skin still vibrating from the memory of what I’d experienced with that… stallion?

The weight of the situation pressed on my chest. I sat up. I felt even more moisture. More smell. I found myself forced to use the sheets to clean my neck a bit, which was still damp from everything he had ejaculated on me.

I felt ashamed when I found myself forced to use the sheets to dry between my thighs as well… And not because of what he had released, but because of my own fluids.

And then I thought about my panties. My shirt. Perhaps I could disguise the state of it under my jacket. Perhaps I could throw everything in the wash without Rafa noticing.

I found myself making plans to erase the evidence. And I felt bad. But it wasn’t exactly guilt.

I heard the sound of water, of faucets, perhaps a shower, in the distance. It was a sound that captured water flowing through pipes, but I couldn’t quite decipher what it was. I hesitated about taking a shower. I didn’t know what to do. I searched for my mobile phone in my purse. Rafa hadn’t responded. More than two hours had passed since I had written to him. I swallowed hard and suddenly it seemed impossible that my husband wouldn’t suspect something.

I gathered my skirt, my bra, my panties, and my jacket. I left everything on the bed. And then I turned around.

The mirror. That damned mirror.

Me, standing in front of that permanent reflection. With my open shirt, pearl necklace, and high heels.

My breasts looked enormous and reddened. The areolas pink, extensive, dilated… perhaps from the heat, perhaps from an excitement that wouldn’t go away. Those semen stains on my blue shirt seemed like they would never leave either. My pussy continued to flow, protruding downward; the only visible change was that the lips of my sex now appeared almost closed.

I looked at myself. In the eyes. And my pulse quickened again. That image of myself somehow impressed me. I could somehow feel myself from the outside, almost see myself as Daniel saw me. And I thought then that I had been excited to feel like just another one, like just another woman he fucked, but at the same time I had always wanted to be me, there had always been a hint of ego that had made me want to remind him that who he was fucking was me… The one with “the little walks” the… “busty shirted woman…” as he had called me, intending to humiliate me…

I took off my shirt, not without difficulty, as it was stuck to my skin, and put on my bra, in front of the mirror, stretching out the seconds, prolonging the act, the turns, the movements, as if I didn’t want to say goodbye to it.

I then heard footsteps approaching down the hallway. I turned, moving away from my reflection, wanting to hide that kind of burst of egotism, and picked up my panties. They were soaked… but I had no choice but to put them on. I slid them between my shoes, reminding myself that I hadn’t taken them off during all that time either, and I didn’t ask myself why… because I already knew.

“Take a shower if you want,” I heard Daniel say from the bedroom doorway.

I sighed. I hesitated.

“I don’t know… I better go now… And that’s… it,” I whispered, breaking that last word, as I pronounced it at the moment when my soaked panties covered my sex again. The impact of softness against softness, of wetness against wetness, of violated essence against violated essence… made me gasp and stutter.

I swallowed. I pretended nothing happened. And then I didn’t want to look at him. I didn’t want to see that muscular body again… that member that surely still wasn’t completely calm… I felt that each of my glances was an undisguisable compliment.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him lie down on the bed. I felt observed as I put on my skirt. And then, I don’t know why, a belligerent part of me awakened:

“Do you talk about this to others?” I asked.

“About what?” I heard his voice behind me.

“Well… just like I know that… you fuck the woman who owns this house… and the… what was it… ‘boring pussy’? And some lady…”

“She’s not that much of a lady,” he interrupted. “Well, yes…” he almost laughed.

“So that’s it. If I know about those… adventures…”

“Nah, to the one who owns this house… I’ll tell her nothing, that we did everything… except the ass thing… how does that sound?”

“Sure… So I come off… like a nun then…” I answered, not really knowing what to say, while facing the challenge of putting my shirt back on… and praying that I could hide that mess under the jacket.

“What does it matter? She doesn’t know who you are. I’ll tell her: I fucked a prissy little lawyer and she let me do everything except from behind. How does that sound?”

“I think you’re a complete idiot,” I answered, wanting to be angry with him, but there was something in his tone… that prevented me.

“How are you getting home? By car? Should I take you?” he asked.

With my shirt on, tucking it into my skirt, checking myself, looking down, assessing the damage, I whispered:

“Take me? But do you have a car here?”

“No… That’s right… I’ll call a taxi if you want.”

“Well… I have my own car, obviously. I parked it in a garage around here… more or less nearby.”

The conversation was strange. Almost absurd. And somehow I felt like in those moments when we had been smoking by the window. Daniel was a peculiar person, with unpredictable acts and gestures, but in a… calm state… not excited… he wasn’t unpleasant.

“I can walk you to the parking garage…” he said as I put on my jacket.

“No… That’s not necessary. Thank you,” I answered at the precise moment when I took half a step and felt tremendous wetness in my panties, or in my sex, or in both places at once.

“How’s your ass? Did I go a bit too far?” he suddenly asked.

And then I, fully dressed, looked at a completely naked body lying on the bed, with one leg crossed over the other, one arm above his head and the other extended on the bed. Indeed, his member never seemed to be in a state of complete rest, always pulsing, always half-erect.

“Are you seriously asking me that?”

“Of course.”

“Well, it’s fine. Thanks.”

“Had anyone done that to you before?” he asked, as if it were the most normal question.

“You really don’t hear yourself, do you...” I sighed.

“Why? I don’t see anything strange about the question.”

“Well, yes. Years ago, but yes,” I answered, and I wasn’t lying.

I looked at him. He was looking at me. His light eyes fixed on mine. The bed a complete mess.

“It doesn’t show,” he said then.

“What? What doesn’t?”

“That you’ve done anything,” he replied. “You look... impeccable...” he said, in a strangely formal way.

“Yeah... Sure... Anyway... Well, I’m leaving,” I said and checked the time on my phone again. It was past eleven-thirty. I wanted to get home before midnight, as if it were some symbolic barrier, as if arriving before twelve would be less suspicious.

And at that moment I thought he would say something about my husband. Something absurdly protective, something about the games I had with him... or that he would bring up that thing about how we should find someone “serious” for that fantasy... but he had the decency to say nothing.

I walked to the bedroom door without saying anything else. Behind me, I heard him move; he murmured something I couldn’t quite understand.

I turned around. He was putting on his underwear while saying he would walk me to the exit.

The reverse journey from a few hours earlier: me walking down the hallway of that filthy, gloomy apartment. Me in front, him behind. My heels hitting the floor. His imposing presence at my neck. We were moving away from that room where I had felt and experienced things, pleasures... and an ecstasy I had probably never experienced before... not even with him the night before... and we did so illuminated by a dim lamp from which we were also moving away.

One of the fundamental differences from the journey in was that I could feel my soaked sex throbbing against my wet panties, and I felt an uncomfortable burning in my anus...

...I... who had gone there simply to talk to him.

I was approaching the front door of that house and couldn’t digest the fact that this man, in my husband’s absence, had fucked me the last two nights. A man I had intended to use precisely to excite my husband...

And the worst part, the greatest infidelity... hadn’t been that. The greatest infidelity was that, under the doorframe of that apartment... as we said goodbye... he asked me for a kiss and I gave it to him.

I gave it to him because I had been thinking about that kiss since I had checked the time and known I had to leave. Since I had started getting dressed with the certainty that everything would end there... and, even so, I didn’t want it to end.


CHAPTER 30

The night air greeted me with another slap of reality. The cold was more intense than I expected, but not enough to erase the sweat that still clung to my skin. I felt the dampness between my thighs; the soaked softness of my underwear against my drenched sex. I knew I also smelled like him: that masculine yet neutral scent. Of virility. Of flesh. Of fiber. Of skin.

I walked toward the parking lot. Distant noises. Passersby crossing paths with me doing what they almost always do: the distant gaze, the pretense of self-absorption, and then, just as they pass by, the close scrutiny. Those eyes fixed on my body no longer felt like an obscene assessment of my attractiveness, but as if they knew where I was coming from, as if they knew what I had done.

I walked toward the parking lot thinking about my husband. If Rafa could see me now... If he could smell my skin, if he slid his hand between my thighs... No, it wouldn’t take that much. It would be enough for him to look at me. He would ask what’s wrong with me, what that gleam in my eyes is, why my breathing is different. And I wouldn’t know what to tell him. Because the problem wasn’t what I had done, but what still burned in my chest, what still kept me wet, what still throbbed between my legs.

The echo of my footsteps in the parking garage seemed like an obscene noise, the sound of a woman fleeing from something she hadn’t fully rejected. I opened the car door and stood there for a moment, doing nothing, with the keys almost trembling in my fingers. I knew I should feel guilty. That I should feel something more than a burning that refused to extinguish. But there was the image of him, lying on the bed, his muscular body, still defiant, with that member that seemed to refuse to surrender. I remembered his three orgasms. I wondered if, had I stayed ten or fifteen minutes longer, there would have been a fourth... a fourth whose explosion could have been as colossal as the previous ones.

I took a deep breath and got into the car, feeling the fabric rubbing against my violated skin. I put my hands on the steering wheel, but didn’t start the engine. Because there was something else. Something I didn’t want to think about but was there, floating between my lips. That kiss. Not his mouth on my breasts, not his tongue devouring my sex. Not his hot, vicious, challenging breath. No. That kiss.

I gave it to him because it was already inevitable. Because no matter how many humiliating games he proposed... The truth was that, when there were only kisses, there was an alarming connection.

I realized then that I hadn’t closed anything. That we hadn’t reached any agreement. He was still there, in my body, in my memory... And I knew that subsequent messages would arrive. That he would contact me. And I didn’t know if I would be able to manage that.

I turned on the car and forced myself to start driving. I couldn’t stay there, feeling that everything still inhabited me. I couldn’t stay there with the memory of everything that had happened throbbing between my legs. I wanted to arrive before midnight, as if I were some kind of impure and lustful Cinderella.

I drove and my body recomposed itself. My ass no longer burned. I wondered if my body was destined for much more, to experience much more, to feel much more, to be used, by me or by a man, to much more distant limits.

As I approached home, memories bombarded me. His mouth. His member. His touch. His phrases. I remembered then that I had called him “Rafa” and it struck me as odd, as I didn’t recall telling him his name. Perhaps the night before he had seen it on my phone while I was texting with him. Whatever the case, Daniel seemed less obtuse, more cunning than he might appear.

Once in my building, my inspection in the elevator mirror was torture. My face didn’t hide the sin. My buttoned jacket could conceal the serious, but not the subtle.

I sighed, hoping my husband wouldn’t be waiting up for me.

My heels on the landing. A latent insecurity. My key in the lock. I entered. And suddenly: silence and darkness.

I breathed.

I took off my shoes to avoid making noise. And then guilt did appear. Something. And I welcomed it.

It was two minutes to midnight. I should have been there three hours ago.

The laundry basket was in the bathroom. Once again, the murderer erasing traces. I would make a stop at the dressing room to mix the clean clothes with the ones I was wearing, the ones that reeked of sweat and semen... and everything would go into the basket; my blue shirt and my black panties among innocent garments. Jumbled. Mixed. The next morning, that amalgam of the clean and the dirty, the pure and the sinful, would travel to be washed without Rafa suspecting.

My pearl necklace in the small jewelry box. The shoes in their place. The skirt and jacket had been witnesses, but not actors, so they looked proper.

And then, the traces on the skin. The easiest and, at the same time, most difficult clues. It wasn’t a restorative shower. It was an infringing shower. I passed my soapy hands over my body and felt that my skin didn’t want to forget. I felt my sex, which wouldn’t retract; I felt my breasts, which wouldn’t soften; I felt that my nipples still wanted more.

And then, yes. Guilt. A bit more. And guilt not only for what I had done. But because I wasn’t like this with him. I wasn’t like this with my husband. Guilt for not having been myself with him, like this, in sex. Guilt because he didn’t awaken in me what another man did.

And love.

Not a doubt. Not a hint. Not even the shadow of a suspicion that I didn’t feel the same for him. Can you love and be unfaithful? Yes. Absolutely, yes. That’s how I experienced it.

The hair dryer on my hair. The nightgown over my torso, falling to cover my recovered buttocks and my dry thighs. Clean panties guarding my sex. The dirty clothes concealed, almost at the bottom of the hamper.

Everything in its place. Everything except the signals my own body kept sending me.

Barefoot through the bedroom. Almost groping. Aided by the light of my phone.

I placed the mobile on the nightstand. I sat on the bed.

My husband, Rafa, lying beside me.

And something wasn’t right.

I lay down. I covered myself with the sheets. Next to him.

His contained breathing.

I felt love. Unalterable. Steady. True. Emotionally pure. I felt it like a surprising breath upon a consistent foundation.

And I felt guilt again… though not exactly guilt. It was like a mixture of many types of guilt, but at the same time, none was a complete guilt.

And something wasn’t right.

Something wasn’t right because he was awake, but pretending to sleep.

He was pretending. Why was he pretending?

There could only be one reason: he suspected.

More than that: he seemed to know.


FIN.

¡Gracias por acompañarme en estas páginas! Si te ha gustado, una reseña positiva en Amazon me ayuda a continuar escribiendo y a llegar a más lectores.

Tanatos12

cover.jpeg
. 4 TANATOS 12





