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1. A Dirty Look.

The hours weren’t passing, nor the minutes, nor the seconds. Time seemed to have stopped since I’d returned from the coffee machine. It was Thursday and outside it was surely dark already. I caressed my pearl necklace with my index finger and thumb, tucked part of the bangs from my chestnut hair behind my ear. Nervous habits. I wasn’t sweating, but almost; in that damned office it was horrendously hot since they’d turned on the heating.

I pretended to remain focused on the document. Alex, behind his desk, had been moving his leg up and down for quite a while. The rhythmic tapping against the floor made me increasingly nervous, but I didn’t say anything to him.

We were the only two who shared an office. The new ones. The recent arrivals. He was about to turn thirty and I, that day, was turning twenty-seven.

That afternoon they were coming to evaluate us. Him and me. “Evaluate” was the official word. The reality was more dangerous: we were both still within our probationary period. I couldn’t think about anything other than my contract; if the interview was anything less than perfect, I could be out the following week.

Carolina García Aguilar, with her haughty elegance, and Ricardo Álvarez-Ripoll Garza, a man who commanded respect just by appearing at the door. We had seen them going here and there, in the boardroom, meeting with the bosses. Perhaps reviewing the most important cases; perhaps deciding which direction to take on certain matters. The least important case —for them— was us. That’s why they had left us for last.

Alex cleared his throat. I looked up. His suit was a bit too big on him. Despite being older than me, he seemed younger to me, almost a kid.

We were both terrified.

A sound startled us. Someone was knocking at the door and, immediately after, entering: Alicia, the receptionist, came in with serene composure. We hadn’t been there for even four months, but she had taken us under her wing almost from the first moment, especially me.

—“Gossip...” —she whispered.

—“Gossip, gossip...” —Alex and I responded, almost in unison, in a worn-out and recurring game between the three of us.

Alicia, standing in the doorway, with sober attire and features and body at an imprecise boundary between late forties and early fifties, whispered:

—“I heard something around...”

Alex and I listened to her with racing pulses.

She, who knew about our delicate situation, didn’t delay any longer:

—“Mm... Alejandro... you’ve had bad luck...”

—“Why?” —he squirmed.

—“It seems... that you get Ricardo... and Meri... Carolina.”

A long, thick silence fell. I didn’t wish any harm on Alex, but this was fright or death.

—“Damn... are you sure?” —he protested, in an exclamation of lament.

Alicia simply nodded. We both knew the source couldn’t be more reliable.

—“And when? Where? I can’t believe this, damn it. They’ve got us here like dogs...” —he rambled, pretending to be angry, but he was really just scared.

—“They’ll finish with the corporate law partner and then they’ll get to you two.”

—“But will it be at the same time? Each of us in a different office?” —I asked then, and immediately realized that Alex was right: hardly anyone had commented or explained anything to us.

—“Only Marta’s office is free. So they’ll do it there. First one and then the other,” —said Alicia.

—“And why not one here and the other in Marta’s?” —Alex asked.

—“They never do it that way here,” —she answered.

Another silence fell. I no longer felt hot. It was pure suffocation. I felt my clothes constricting me: my white blouse, my gray skirt.

—“Well. Come on. Relax. They don’t eat people...” —Alicia concluded as she left, closing the door carefully.

I looked then toward Alex, who had lowered his gaze. I could see him swallowing. Tall, thin, pale, his way of speaking —with so many curse words— and his deep voice were the only things that didn’t evoke fragility.

I let a bit more time pass. I couldn’t say how much. The computer screen was in front of me, but I hadn’t turned a single page of the document in at least twenty minutes. The silence was agonizing. Not a voice in the hallway, not a phone vibrating, not a printer spitting out papers. Nothing.

I’d been wanting to go to the bathroom for a while, but I’d remained nailed to my chair for fear they would call me at that exact moment; then, I couldn’t hold it any longer.

I stood up slowly.

Alex looked at me as if I’d broken something.

—“Where are you going?” —he asked with a nervous laugh that trembled on his chin—. “Don’t leave me alone, you bitch.”

And then a tense, minimal laugh escaped from me.

—To... pee... —I said without thinking. And as soon as the word left my mouth, I felt my cheeks burning.

—Chill... —I added afterward, immediately regretting it. I honestly didn't think I had ever said “chill” before. Ever.

Alex turned his gaze back to his desk. He looked like he was about to burst into tears. Or laughter. This was killing us.

I stepped into the hallway. The cold light, the spotless floor. The air, slightly perfumed with the scent of an expensive office, still intimidated me. The bathroom was empty. I entered one of the stalls, lifted the seat and let myself drop, releasing a sigh I couldn't contain. I urinated with almost childlike relief.

When I finished, I washed my hands slowly, almost ceremoniously. The water was cold, and I welcomed the sensation on my skin. I raised my eyes to the mirror. I observed myself for a moment: cheeks slightly flushed, hair loose but sufficiently neat, the white shirt flowing over my torso with measured looseness, neither tight nor baggy, properly tucked into my skirt; I felt it clinging to my body more than it actually was. I adjusted the collar of my shirt and looked at myself: my complexion, darker than usual at this time of year due to my recent honeymoon, flattered me, but perhaps it also diminished my professional composure. Recently married, yes, perhaps strangely young for the times in my social circle, but we had been dating since sophomore year of college, seven years already, and we had wanted to take the next step.

I dried my hands meticulously. The silence on the other side of the door was absolute. It wasn't that our office was particularly noisy —we were barely twelve lawyers— but there was usually at least a murmur, a latent hissing. That afternoon everything seemed to want to represent a tense calm, and it did so through an agonizing silence.

I thought —again— about my interview, my evaluation. Carolina García had a reputation for being tough; I knew that even before joining the firm. And yet, I found myself repeating over and over that she would always be better than the alternative. Ricardo. Or Don Ricardo, which already sounded like something from the last century. Just thinking about him gave me a knot in my stomach.

I looked at my sleeves. I wondered whether to roll up my shirt. I was hot. Very hot. But I didn't want to appear informal. Or maybe I did. I didn't know. I had seen Carolina a couple of hours ago, through the glass wall of my boss's office, and she was only wearing a shirt, no blazer. Confident, as if no one could ever question her. I didn't have that aura. All I had was a lot of heat and quite a few nerves.

I thought about my pink blazer, hanging on my chair in the office. If I put it on, I would look more formal, yes, but just imagining myself wearing it made me sweat even more. It was November, but in there it felt like August. Everything was doubts, absurd, minuscule, perhaps because I didn't want to think about what really mattered: what would she ask me, what could I possibly know about what she might want to ask me... I was diligent, organized, hardworking. I had been a great student, but I still didn't feel like an expert lawyer in anything; I wasn't even handling any cases on my own, I hadn't even been in court yet.

I took a deep breath. I turned toward the door and left the bathroom.

I walked barely four or five steps...

And then I saw him.

There, unexpectedly, walking down the hallway. In my direction. Toward me.

Don Ricardo.

My heart skipped a beat.

His serious expression. His icy countenance, already evident from a distance...

He seemed to own the hallway. The office. Everything.

I didn't want to walk toward him. But there was no solution.

The crossing was inevitable. I just wanted to disappear.

One step... and another, and another. And him, toward me.

I didn't know whether to raise my gaze, avert it, or lower it, but while I hesitated, I kept walking, as if my legs, though trembling, moved on their own.

And then he looked at me. I felt his gaze. He must have been about sixty years old. He wore gray suit pants and jacket, and a blue shirt that accentuated the curve of a prominent belly; and he had almost no hair except on the sides of his head. It wasn't his physical appearance that instantly displeased me; it was something deeper. Something I couldn't put into words.

He was looking at me. I could feel it...

And then, suddenly, I felt my skirt was too short... and too tight. And my shirt too suggestive, too delicate.

My heart was racing.

My discomfort became overwhelming.

I slowed down without realizing it; perhaps he did too.

We were passing each other...

And I could smell his cologne: a strong, excessive scent, masculine in the worst sense; something between heavy wood and a sickly-sweet touch that was almost nauseating.

—Hello... —I murmured, faintly, timidly, as if my voice wasn't my own.

He didn't respond. Or perhaps he did, but not with words.

Because I felt it.

I felt it in his gaze.

I felt it on every millimeter of my skin, as if the air had become thicker.

He hadn't made any gesture, nor had he moved a single extra muscle. He had barely tilted his chin to see me better. Not even his black eyes seemed to have changed. And yet, the sensation was extreme.

A dirty look.

Obscene.

Physical.

A touch without touching. An invasion without moving. A silent judgment that seemed to travel from my wrists to the line of my neck.

I immediately looked away.

I swallowed hard.

I passed him, almost brushing against each other... We crossed paths and I felt my skin burning, not knowing if I was trembling on the outside or just on the inside.

That bastard had undressed me completely. From bottom to top. But with a look that had done nothing.

No gesture. No expression.

Just with his eyes, but with eyes that hadn’t moved.

That’s why I didn’t understand it.

It had been as if he had done it from the deepest part of himself...

...as if he had violated me with his pupils.


2. Leave her to me.

I was trying to reach my office, but the hallway seemed longer than before, and each step echoed as if it wasn't mine. I could still feel his gaze on my skin, Ricardo's gaze, and I felt my body as especially my own, like a sacred possession that had been desecrated.

The discomfort was extreme, and a strange coldness had joined my heat, like a chill that started from within.

And then, just as I turned the corner, I ran into him.

Álex.

He was coming straight toward me, quickly, with eyes wide open. He passed by me almost without brushing against me, without even looking at me.

“Álex...” I whispered, intending to wish him luck, but my voice broke and the word died in my mouth.

Though really there wasn’t much else to say. Nothing that could give him strength... And he disappeared down the hallway, heading to Marta’s office.

I swallowed hard and entered our office. The contrast hit me like a blow: more heat, more silence, the yellowish light from our desk lamps. Everything there remained the same, yet I felt something had changed: not just more nerves about my imminent interview with Carolina, but an inner sensation, unpleasant, almost horrific... ever since I’d crossed paths with Ricardo. I could still perfectly smell his worn-out fragrance, his heavy scent, his perfume that went beyond masculine and reached the rancid.

I sat in my chair. Or tried to. I remained suspended for a second before falling into it. My hands were trembling slightly; I rested them on my thighs, but they still trembled. My heart was racing, I didn’t know if more because of what was about to happen with Carolina or because of what had already happened with Ricardo.

I took a deep breath.

And then, my phone vibrated on the desk.

A message from him, from Jorge, “my husband.”

That “my husband” had been in my phone for just a few weeks, since the wedding. It was, obviously, a joke, like something you write with humor because you can’t believe it. It was also evident that I would soon delete it and it would simply be “Jorge” again, as always, but I hadn’t done it yet.

Knowing he had written to me gave me a bit of peace, of relief, as if it were something I could hold onto.

I read the message:

“Meri, I’m leaving now, okay? I’ll be home around eleven.”

I, still gripped by my nerves, barely wrote:

“Okay.”

I set the phone aside a bit. I had the feeling that at any moment they would call me on the internal line to meet with Carolina, or that someone — hopefully Alicia — would come through the door to tell me.

When, shortly after, I heard my phone vibrate on my desk again.

I picked it up and read:

“I’m bringing you a little gift... though the cake... tomorrow.”

I stared at the screen, somewhat absorbed. It was my birthday and I hadn’t told anyone at the office. Not even Álex or Alicia. Perhaps because it wasn’t the appropriate day, with what we had going on... perhaps because I really didn’t have enough trust... I was truly comfortable in that office and there was nothing I wanted more than to keep my position there, but, at the same time, I felt that I wasn’t yet myself, that they didn’t know me yet. I felt they perceived me as a kid, as somewhat prudish and a posh girl, and I wasn’t like that; I wasn’t like that with my real friends. Nor was I as serious as I was forced to be there.

I then received three dots, which was what Jorge sent me when he wanted me to reply.

I didn’t know what to say either. Perhaps it bothered me a little that he wasn’t asking about my evaluation.

And just as I thought that, I immediately received:

“Oh shoot... How’s it going? Have they interviewed you yet?”

“No... not yet,” I answered, now more engrossed, holding the phone with both hands.

“Well. Hang in there,” I received then. Jorge had never had much facility with words when it came to important things. Sometimes I told him he lacked a bit of emotional intelligence.


With the other kind, the professional one, he was at the opposite extreme: he was already head of risk prevention at an important company and traveled quite a bit for it. Fortunately almost always to nearby cities; he went and returned by train and rarely had to spend the night away. 

And then, again, my phone, vibrating.

And I read:

“And do I... have a ‘little gift’?”

I sketched a half-smile and sighed.

“I’m the birthday girl,” I answered, feigning dryness.

“Come on... what does it cost you... it’s nothing,” he wrote, and I could agree with him that it was indeed nothing, but I had a little problem with that “little gift” he had asked for, something he didn’t know yet.

—We'll see… —I answered.

At that precise moment someone knocked on the door. Startled, I placed my phone firmly on the wooden surface and turned it over. The noise was tremendous. I looked up as I heard Alicia's voice, fortunately the only person there who wouldn't reproach me for being on my phone during work hours.

—Meri… —she whispered from the doorway, ignoring the fright she'd given me and the embarrassment of my phone nearly bouncing off the desk—. Carolina is already waiting for you in Marta's office.

—And what about Alex, then? —I asked nervously, not even knowing why I cared so much, as I stood up.

—He's in the conference room with Ricardo… I don't know, Don Ricardo wanted to do it there.

Suddenly I felt frozen, almost turning in circles. Alicia left the door completely open and didn't say anything else to me. I leaned down to take a sip of water, and the glass bottle trembled so much in my hand that I didn't dare pour it into the empty cup. After hesitating again, I drank directly from the bottle and a little water spilled onto my blouse.

—God… —I protested at my clumsiness.

I checked myself. It wasn't serious. Just a few drops. I turned around again. I decided to grab the pink blazer that was on the back of the chair. I put it on. My body temperature rose degree by degree as I adjusted the sleeves, adjusted the collar, and adjusted the entire garment over my body.

I sighed and even talked to myself, asking for calm. It couldn't be that bad. I told myself she would only ask about the cases I was handling. That perhaps it would just be a relaxed chat. I told myself whatever might calm me down… but I felt it wasn't working.

I went out into the hallway.

I walked toward Marta's office. The floor seemed to creak under my heels. The blazer felt like an unnecessary weight, but I couldn't take it off now.

The door was ajar.

I stopped right in front of it.

I took a breath. Let it out. And knocked twice.

No one said anything.

I pushed slowly and poked my head in.

I took a couple of steps.

I entered.

—Should I close it…? —I asked in a thin voice, as I looked up and saw Carolina, seated on the other side of the desk.

—Close it, yes —she answered in a neutral voice.

I closed the door behind me and took five or six steps toward the two armchairs located in front of the desk.

She didn't stand up to shake my hand. Nor did she look up from some documents through which she was turning pages.

Then, I sat down.

And then I saw her more clearly.

Blonde. Thirty-something, maybe forty. Perfect medium-length hair. Fair, luminous complexion. Beautiful green eyes, sharp but deeply calm. She wore a cream-colored silk blouse, elegant, soft, of evident quality; similar in texture to mine, but surely finer, and more expensive, than the white one I wore under my pink blazer.

Straight back, confident movements. She continued reviewing some documents —perhaps my writings— moving them with an elegance that was leaving me dazzled.

I was barely breathing.

My hands were sweating.

And then, without raising her gaze, she pronounced:

—Before entering an office… or anywhere… you knock, you wait… and when they say “come in,” that's when you enter.

I was paralyzed.

Heart-stopped.

Small.

Her voice had come out with a rectitude and authority that made my chest explode.

—Okay… —I whispered, timidly, almost without air.

She turned another page.

She continued reading there, without raising her eyes.

And she turned yet another page.

I didn't know where to place my hands.

I crossed my legs.

The silence was unbearable.

Only that sound could be heard, of one page turning, and another.

She was indeed wearing just the blouse; she even had it rolled up at the sleeves. I felt like I was suffocating.

Finally, though without looking up, she said quickly:

—Let's see. Let's see.

I felt a whiplash in my stomach.

I tried to moisten my lips, but they were dry.

I squeezed my thighs without realizing it.

I felt my fingers suddenly cold, despite my palms sweating.

My chest, burning.

And then she said:

—Well… from what I see… Anyway…

And her sentence… remained like that… suspended.

Her tone had come out harsh, halfway between an accusation and a disappointment.

She read a bit more and shook her head.

It was obvious she didn't like what she was seeing at all... Nothing of what she was reading there.

I wished a hole would open beneath my chair so I could fall through it.

“Well... You tell me... do you think this is the level you’re capable of?”

Her statement, even more accusatory.

My chest pounded again.

She raised her gaze. Toward me.

She was waiting for my answer.

Her green eyes pierced through me.

They weren’t harsh.

They weren’t warm.

They were... precise.

My breathing had dropped to my heels.

I tried to open my mouth.

“I...” I stammered. “Yes... I think that...” Nothing came out. Nothing coherent.

Carolina lowered her gaze again.

She continued reading things she didn’t like.

She was about to speak again.

I could see it in her expression.

She was going to say something more.

And she did:

“I don’t know... Let’s see... do you think you’ve been up to par these months?”

Another collapse. The breakdown.

Her tone was so serious and so accusatory... that I was falling apart.

She raised her gaze. Toward me.

Those green eyes again.

And I wasn’t capable of uttering a syllable.

I didn’t know what I could say.

And then there was a sharp knock at the door.

One.

And then another.

I swallowed and leaned back a little. I didn’t even know what I was doing with my body.

Carolina raised her eyes toward the entrance, and seemed to look with puzzlement.

Behind me, I heard the door close and someone walking.

Whoever it was didn’t seem to ask for permission either.

“Is something wrong?” Carolina asked, in a low tone, as she stood up.

Leaning slightly forward, she placed her fingers on the desk. Her gray miniskirt brushed against the edge of the wood.

She continued watching whoever had entered.

That someone, who was approaching... and now circling around me.

“Nothing... Nothing...” that someone answered.

A voice. A raspy, worn voice...

A voice I had never heard before.

My chest pounded.

A gray blur entered my field of vision. From the corner of my eye, I saw him coming from behind, passing beside me and slipping toward the back of the desk, where Carolina was.

My thighs trembled, pressing against each other.

Ricardo.

Don Ricardo.

He wasn’t looking at me. He was heading toward her, who was already turning.

And he reached Carolina, and leaned toward her, as if he was going to whisper something in her ear.

Carolina, somewhat taller than him —perhaps because of her heels— also leaned in to hear what he seemed to want to tell her.

I didn’t hear anything.

Just the sound of my own pulse.

Her beauty and elegance became more noticeable, by contrast.

She, after listening to him, whispered back to him, and seemed to be refusing something. He looked anxious, his belly almost touching her perfect and delicate figure.

And then he put a hand on her shoulder and made her turn a little more.

He didn’t want me to hear what he was saying.

But then... I heard it. I heard it.

A voice barely whispered, but perfectly audible, that said:

“Come on... let me have her.”

I swallowed hard.

I almost burst into tears from the sudden distress that assailed me.

Carolina hesitated.

And she looked at me.

For a second.

I didn’t know what expression I was showing: probably... I was begging for mercy.

She seemed annoyed. She seemed to want to refuse. I could feel it.

Perhaps because she felt undermined, or perhaps for some other reason, but she was very reluctant about that idea, that request.

One second.

Two.

But in the end she nodded slowly.

But without looking at me.

I swallowed again.

“All right. You have everything there,” Carolina then said, no longer concerned about me hearing it, and gestured toward the papers that were on the desk.

She had said it in a tone that confirmed she wasn't at all in agreement.

I felt a sudden dizziness. I felt, all at once, outside of myself. Far away. As if I were watching myself from the outside. My heart was pounding so hard that it merged with my breathing.

Ricardo was already looking for the empty chair. Carolina was already leaving, from the opposite side to where he had come from.

Everything was happening quickly: Carolina's footsteps, moving away, without saying anything else, neither to him nor to me.

And just as she disappeared, the air changed, as if her fragrance left a void that he instantly filled. Carolina smelled clean, expensive, like silk. He... smelled of something dense, old, a scent that I was, unfortunately, beginning to recognize.

I then heard Don Ricardo's unpleasant groan... as he sat down... there... in front of me... with that sturdy desk between us.

I heard the sound of the door... opening and closing.

I heard the chair's complaint.

I still hadn't raised my eyes and already I felt that gaze again...

...and that smell.

I swallowed hard.

I readjusted my hair with a trembling, almost spasmodic hand.

I touched my necklace and immediately let it go.

Ricardo cleared his throat and leaned his elbows on the desk.

I didn't know how I was going to survive this.

Ricardo cleared his throat again...

...and I could already feel him looking at me.

And I knew I was doomed.


3. Little Girl.

Suddenly, the silence became so thick that I didn't even want to breathe, afraid of breaking it, afraid of drawing his attention. I, who wouldn't raise my eyes, didn't know if he was watching me, and that uncertainty was even worse, as I imagined his dirty gaze, perhaps even dirtier than the real one.

I felt so observed that I had the urge to adjust my jacket and close it over my torso, completely covering my blouse, even though there was neither cleavage nor suggestion there. But I knew it would be an exaggerated and absurd movement, so I simply remained still.

And then I heard a sound. Very faint. A rub-rub that I couldn't identify. It wasn't paper, it wasn't the chair... but it repeated, every few seconds, almost constant.

My heart was pounding so hard it made me dizzy. I couldn't keep looking down. I had to face it, whether he was looking at me or not.

I raised my eyes slowly, fearfully.

And I discovered that he wasn't looking at me. He was leaning over the papers.

I felt almost a relief, a brief one, which I wanted to release as a sigh... but I swallowed it suddenly, and with that gulp I even wondered if he might have heard it.

The rub-rub returned.

And then I saw it: he was rubbing his fingertips together—thumb against index and middle finger—while reading. A minimal gesture, but so repetitive that it made me uncomfortable, giving me almost a chill and a strange revulsion. It was a sound both moist and dry at once. Close. Annoying. And I couldn't stop hearing it.

He cleared his throat. Almost coughed.

I touched my hair. And my heart beat forcefully. I knew I should control my nervous habits, that I shouldn't do anything that would catch his attention or suggest anything to him.

“Let’s see...” he said then in a flat tone, with a voice that didn’t sound as hoarse and worn out this time.

He hesitated. My heart was exploding. I couldn’t really see if what he was reading were my writings or, perhaps, my boss’s reports about me.

“Well, there’s not much here... I don’t know what they want us to evaluate if they haven’t let you do anything yet...” he said, without raising his eyes, and that consoled me. Every second without that happening was a second gained.

He then moved some more papers. He shifted them with exaggeratedly thick fingers, carelessly, and I could see how something became visible underneath a folder containing more documents. A couple of stapled sheets. He pulled them out slowly, lifted them slightly and placed them on top of everything else, clearly visible.

I already knew what it was.

But he then put his fingers into the inner pocket of his jacket.

This gesture forced his suit jacket to open a bit and the blue shirt became more exposed.

And I saw stains of something that was undoubtedly sweat... irregular stains, below the center of his chest. The fabric was stuck to his torso, marking soft curves, flaccid pectorals, and some drops had slid downward, darkening the material even more.

I felt absolute disgust.

And for a second, I had the sensation that the rancid smell—the one I had already learned to recognize—had intensified when the jacket opened, as if that pudgy body had released a humid puff of heat.

He took out some glasses, almost rimless, old-fashioned, and muttered:

“At this hour... my eyes get tired... and I can’t see a damn thing...”

His horrible phrase. That unpleasant word...

And he began to put them on, calmly. First one temple, then the other. That gesture made my skin crawl; it was as if he were preparing to examine me better.

“Let’s see... mm...” he murmured, focusing on those stapled sheets. “Resume...”

My stomach contracted.

And then, instantly, I followed the trail of his gaze, which had gone quickly, directly... to the upper right corner of the first page. To where my photo was: me, exposed from the waist up, in a blue striped shirt, with a white wall in the background, looking straight ahead, with my hair falling down one side of my chest.

My hands trembled on my thighs.

My pulse quickened.

More.

He didn’t take his eyes off it. Not only that: his entire body seemed to lean toward the image. His pupils, which behind his glasses seemed duller, almost dead, remained fixed on my photograph.

It wasn’t a quick look. It wasn’t a verification. No. He lingered there.

I swallowed.

And again I touched my hair. And again I cursed that mistake.

And again that feeling of harassment. Again that strange undressing. Although this time it was on paper, on a photo of me, through it... He did it just the same. With the same intensity. With the same silent filthiness as in the hallway.

And I thought I saw a grimace. A minimal gesture, almost nonexistent, like a kind of satisfaction or internal comment. A dirty smirk, though, again, without moving a muscle. Only with his pupils. Only with that way of looking.

My thighs pressed together.

He wasn’t saying anything.

Finally, he shifted his gaze across the page and read aloud, whispering:

“María Begoña Oller…”

My name, spoken by him, filled me with intense revulsion.

“Only one surname? Are you angry with your mother?”

“No, no… Begoña is my first surname,” I said, not knowing where I found the strength; perhaps because I’d clarified this so many times that the response came automatically without thinking.

“What, what?” he asked, raising his eyes.

Toward me.

Fortunately, his look of surprise overlapped the dirty one, and I didn’t feel quite as intimidated.

“That… Begoña… is my surname, not… my middle name.”

“Begoña as a surname,” he almost exclaimed. Then he muttered something I couldn’t understand, but which reinforced his surprise, and returned his gaze to the paper.

“Oller… That is a surname, isn’t it?” he smiled, as if laughing at his own joke.

And I didn’t know whether I should respond to that or remain silent.

“Do you know what Oller means?” he immediately asked me, looking at me again.

I, not understanding what he was trying to tell me, barely stammered.

“Oller,” he began speaking, leaning back a little, “from the Latin ollarius, refers to the profession of making pots. I also have a Catalan surname: Ripoll, from the Latin ripa, which means riverbank. Are you Catalan?”

“What…? No, no…” I responded.

“Well, you must have some ancestor from there…” he whispered, and returned his gaze to the page.

The echo of his words still lingered in my body, but, above all, the way he moistened his lips. A quick gesture, like a dry lick… that was generating tremendous revulsion in me.

“Mmm… Year of birth… nineteen ninety-eight…” he whispered. And then, raising his gaze toward me, he pronounced, with heavy diction, almost a pant:

“Such a little girl…”

I had to look away.

As if it burned.

My heart leapt into my throat. My thighs pressed together again in a physical spasm, raw, uncontrollable.

It seemed impossible that he could pronounce that word… causing me even more disgust…

“Little girl…”

And I didn’t know if he was still looking at me…

But then came the worst part. What I had already begun to fear since he had directed his gaze to where my personal information was.

And I saw out of the corner of my eye how, after reading something there, he looked at his wristwatch… not to check the time, but to verify the day of the month.

“Well, well, well… Don’t tell me, María Begoña… November ninth.”

I swallowed hard.

I touched my hair.

I cursed myself.

And, faced with his silence, in a thread of a voice, I said:

“Yes…”

And again I found myself forced to raise my eyes. And, fortunately, he was looking down at the papers, reviewing my resume, again making that noise with his fingertips, that disgusting “rub-rub.”

But I wasn’t so lucky with what came next: while reviewing the documents, he began to whisper, singing:

“Happy… birthday… happy birthday… we wish you… María Begoña… happy birthday…”

And he began to repeat it, in a slow loop that turned my stomach, incessantly, and I noticed he had a slight lisp, as if he wasn’t quite closing his teeth. Very subtle, but enough for each word to acquire a viscous sound.

My heart continued to beat uncontrollably.

I even felt like crying…

And his singing wouldn’t stop.

And the heat was almost making me dizzy.

My jacket was heavy, suffocating me. I could feel my sweat dampening the armpits of my shirt, and even, also, in front, I could feel my cleavage sweating, between my breasts, as if my bra was making me even hotter.

He turned to the next page, where there was barely anything beyond references to languages and text programs, and he didn’t spend even five seconds on it. After that, with one final –quick and especially hurtful–: “We wish you… little María Begoñita… happy birthday…” he leaned back. The chair creaked. And he said:

“Let's see. Have you ever been in Court?”

I swallowed hard.

I hesitated.

I had been there, but not leading the case myself.

I wasn’t sure what he was referring to.

I didn’t want to ask a stupid question.

I touched my hair.

And I cursed myself for doing it. Because this time, I’d done it while he was looking at me.

“Have you been there or not? It doesn’t seem like such a complicated question,” he said, twisting his expression, with his raspy voice.

“No...” I answered, in a thread of a voice.

“So you don’t have your own robe then.”

“What? Robe... No...” I responded in three trembling sighs.

“Very well. Stand up.”

“What?”

“Damn it, girl, I said stand up,” he almost shouted... and once again, I almost felt like crying.

His gaze disarmed me. Humiliated me.

His tone was atrocious, aggressive.

I stood up.

I felt violated. Naked, despite being fully dressed.

“Go to the closet and get a robe... Come on,” he said. And he leaned back, and the chair protested, and the sweat stains on his blue shirt were exposed again...

...and he interlaced his fingers over his bulging belly, and peered at me over his glasses, scrutinizing me, looking me up and down; a gaze that once again undid me, defiled me... and dishonored me, as if he were able to physically touch me with it.


4. Order. Or threat. Or promise.

I looked away. I searched for strength. His presence was horrific: his smell, his voice, and that order that made me feel buried... entombed beneath his authority. But I wasn’t stupid: I knew that this business with the robes, which might seem idiotic, could mean that he was genuinely considering sending me to Court and, therefore, that I would continue at the firm.

However, my legs didn’t seem to understand hypotheses in which I had already passed this evaluation, and they barely responded. Each step was clumsy, as if the floor were pushing me backward. The heels of my shoes didn’t land with confidence on the carpet in the seating area, and they squeaked too loudly against the bare wooden floor afterward. The dark wooden cabinet was halfway between where I had been sitting and the door—barely six or seven steps between the muffled and the resonant ones—but it seemed to take an eternity to reach it.

As I approached, I noticed an old, slightly damp smell. That office was a strange mixture of new and old things: some modern furniture, bright lamps, and then that cabinet that seemed to come from another century.

But the worst thing, always, was feeling observed. Knowing that he was watching me. Knowing that his unpleasant voice could attack me at any moment. His “damn it, girl,” his “stand up” still lingered in my body like an internal wound, open, that wouldn’t stop bleeding.

I swallowed. I opened the door.

A small gust of stale air came out from inside.

And there they were.

Several robes hanging. Five. Maybe six. All black. They all seemed enormous to me.

My hand trembled when I touched one at random. The fabric was strangely soft, but thicker than I had imagined. I pulled it down from the hanger with a small tug.

“Come on... put one on,” he said from behind me, startling me, with a hurry that contrasted with that tired tone he dragged through each worn-out whisper.

I didn’t understand anything. I didn’t know if this was normal... or if he just enjoyed ordering me around.

But, again, that part of me wanted to think that perhaps he was asking me to put on the robe because he assumed I would soon be able to go to Court alone. And that could only mean that I had passed my evaluation... or at least was on the right track.

I closed the cabinet door slowly, but at the last moment the edge slipped from my fingers and the door bounced back with a crash. I blushed and feared he would say something; my timid walk, my touching my hair, my cheeks, which surely kept burning: I couldn’t help but assume Ricardo must think everything overwhelmed me: the proper behavior, the interview, and perhaps even the profession itself.

After that noise, head down, I prepared to put on the robe, there, in front of the cabinet.

But then, when I was about to put it on, I heard him again, with that voice between raspy and mocking:

“You’re not thinking of putting it on over your jacket... That would be unheard of, really...”

I stood still for a second. The robe felt heavy, hanging from my hands. I looked at the armchair where I had been sitting and walked toward it; again the noise of my heels on the wood, again me drawing his attention... the last thing I wanted in the world.

I had to take off my blazer.

But I didn’t know whether to do it with my back to him.

Which was what I really wanted.

But I knew that would be excessive. That it would look absurd.

And, even so, doing it facing him produced a horrible sense of modesty.

I took a breath. I gathered momentum.

I placed the robe on the back of my chair.

I freed my hands.

What the eyes don’t see, the heart doesn’t grieve over.

I chose not to look at him.

And to do it.

I began to take off my blazer facing him, opening it and sliding it backward. I wanted to do it quickly, but at the same time I didn’t want to convey urgency or cause excessive movement of my bust... I constantly felt his gaze stuck to my body, to my chest, as if he were touching me through the fabric. As I freed my shoulders, the shirt tightened in front; the movement caused my breasts to push against the white fabric, probably showing more than I would ever want in front of him. I felt how that silk yielded, how one of the buttons seemed to tense a little. And the heat... a dense heat that rose through my chest, up my neck, and flooded my entire face. I could feel my cheeks burning. And I knew—I knew—that he was seeing everything. Probably, much to my dismay, he was enjoying it.

But again, naively, I told myself:

“Please don’t let him be looking.”

But he was, I knew it.

And then, as I took off my jacket, I felt the hot sweat on my armpits and cleavage instantly turn cold; I even feared the sweat might be visible. After having loathed the sweat on his shirt, now I feared being the one ridiculously displaying my discomfort.

I folded the blazer in the air and placed it on the back of the other armchair.

“My goodness... You need ten minutes and fifty square meters to put on a robe.”

He said it as if it were a joke.

And again, he seemed to laugh at his own wit.

I sketched an uncomfortable half-grimace, but continued avoiding his gaze. From the corner of my eye, I could almost sense that he hadn't moved: reclined backward, his gray jacket open, offering his belly without shame, displaying his blue shirt, with his hands interlaced over his stomach and observing me over the nearly nonexistent rim of his glasses.

I picked up the robe. My hands were trembling. My heart kept pounding forcefully, making every movement a torment. To make matters worse, I wasn't entirely sure how to put it on. I hesitated. I slipped one arm through a sleeve. Then the other. I adjusted it at the back. The fabric floated everywhere, hanging as if it were a costume.

“Can't you see that one is enormous on you...?” he remarked, irritatingly. “Isn't there a smaller one?”

“What... oh... I don't know... maybe...” I stammered.

I took it off clumsily, this time half-turned to avoid showing my chest so much, but I doubted immediately: offering him my profile might be even worse.

And, as I was placing the robe back on the armchair and turning toward the wardrobe, I heard:

“Just take that one, woman, you're going to leave the office looking like a fitting room at 'The Zara'...”

He pronounced it with an unpleasant cadence. “The Zara”... I didn't understand how he could give anything, or any name, such a strange and disagreeable touch.

I stood still for a moment. I felt that mixture of authority and mockery as particularly humiliating, though everything was overlaid because there was always something in him... something I couldn't name... but something sordid, dirty, obscene.

I picked up the robe and returned to the wardrobe. Again, first the muffled steps, and then the especially loud ones.

I opened it again.

Again that ancient smell.

I hung the enormous robe on its hanger and then saw one that hung much less. The only one that, at the bottom, was far from touching the floor of the wardrobe.

I was reaching for it when he said:

“Isn't there a mirror there, on the door itself?”

I looked.

Indeed, there was a vertical mirror on the inside. Elongated, large. Attached to the inner face of the open door closest to the armchairs and his desk.

“Yes...” I answered with a fragile murmur.

“Then try it on there,” Ricardo muttered. “No need to give me a fashion show right in front of me.”

I forced myself to smile, uncomfortable.

I took the smaller robe.

I put it on in front of the mirror.

The distance and the door itself protected me from him. That didn't calm my heart, but at least I could exhale and release my nerves without him feeling or hearing me.

I threw it over myself. I positioned the sleeves. I adjusted the fabric. This was different: it hung loosely, but I didn't have the feeling of wearing a costume, as had happened with the other one, and perhaps that minimal feeling of control, of not making a fool of myself, encouraged me to look at myself in the mirror.

The robe made me look older. Serious. Like another person.

It was me. And at the same time, it wasn't.

And then, again, his voice, harsh, authoritative and jocular.

And this time, making my pulse race, my heart thunder, my cheeks burn:

“It's obvious you have quite a chest... but try closing it.”

The blush burned me.

My feeling of repulsion made me tremble.

But then, a sudden pride awakened in me... and I dared to look at him.

I didn't know if it was to challenge him, or to tell him with my eyes that I wouldn't let him cross certain boundaries.

As I imagined, his position, his posture, was the same. He hadn't moved. He ordered and commanded without moving. He humiliated me with his voice and undressed me with his gaze.

When suddenly, as we were looking at each other, he did something strange, like a tic, but I hadn't seen him do it before: his hands uncrossed and one of his fingers went to one of the buttons on his shirt—the highest one buttoned—and he ran his fingernail over it, scratching it slowly, as if wanting to feel it or tighten it, in slow movements.

He did it while looking at me.

It was three, four seconds... no more, but eternal, extremely uncomfortable, distressing...

Until I looked away.

I lowered my gaze.

And I searched for a button, or a clasp, or something that would allow me to close the robe around my body, my torso.

But there wasn't one.

Or at least, I couldn't find it.

I looked inside. Nothing.

The color of the robe, so dark, didn't help; neither did my nerves...

Until I heard him mutter. A kind of “let's see, let's see...”

And then...

The horror.

The creaking of the chair. His tired snort.

And his footsteps.

His slow steps.

His shoes on the carpet.

And then on the wooden floor.

His steps toward me.

And I, almost hidden behind the open door of the wardrobe...

...didn't even want to look.

My legs trembled.

I didn't want to move. Or I couldn't.

I didn't know if I should turn around or keep looking at the mirror.

He stood in front of me...

Between the wardrobe door and me.

Very close.

I didn't want to look, didn't want to focus. Just a thick blur, gray and blue... before me.

And that rancid, heavy smell he gave off... like a thick vapor.

“It must have a hook...” he murmured, and I felt his thick, nauseating breath. “Here, on the inside.”

His hands, too thick, were coming toward me... searching the upper area of the robe.

And they were close.

Very close.

Almost brushing my chest, over the robe and my white blouse.

I pressed my lips together.

My arms lifeless, in front of him, hanging down.

I wanted to close my eyes.

And again, I almost wanted to cry; not just from embarrassment or humiliation, but also from disgust.

Those fingers, that breath.

I, slightly taller than him, looked down and could only see his bulging belly, and his blue shirt, with those sweat stains at the level of his flabby pectorals.

The revulsion almost made me faint.

The panic that he might touch me almost made me collapse.

And then...

...he found the hook.

There, something internal, difficult to locate.

And the robe closed, just like that, over my body.

Saved.

Or so I thought.

Because then, in that gesture, as he withdrew his hands...

...I felt a touch.

A minimal touch.

On my chest. On one breast.

I didn't know if it had been him.

Or if it had been the heavy fabric of the robe itself.

Or if it had been... my imagination.

But I felt how my breathing stopped for a second, like an involuntary murmur that escaped from me, barely audible.

And then he, ignoring what perhaps hadn't even happened, whispered:

“Come on. Look at yourself.”

And I felt him move, shift, circle around me.

He positioned himself behind me, his reflection appearing at my back.

“How do you look? Do you see yourself ready or not?”

Our eyes met in the mirror.

His gaze.

Mine.

My heart raced.

I didn't know what to say.

“Yes...” I whispered, barely audible.

“What?” he asked, tilting his head, peering over his glasses, over my shoulder.

“I said yes...” I repeated.

“Very good...” he said, like someone approving a child. “Let's see. Let's see if you know now... Open the robe.”

“What?” escaped from me.

“Open the robe, come on.”

His presence, so close, behind me, was suffocating.

I felt my thighs trembling. My knees failing me.

And his smell, which wasn't just a smell: it was a stench...

I lowered my gaze...

I looked at my chest. I searched for the hook with my hands, which were shaking with nerves and tension.

I feared he would see my fingers trembling through the mirror.

I felt the beats of my heart, I heard them: “thump, thump,” “thump, thump.”

I found it.

I released it.

But the robe remained closed.

“Not like that...” he said. “Open it.”

My eyes were moist.

I didn't even know what I was doing.

I brought both hands to the center of the robe.

And I opened it.

And without knowing why, as I did so... I began to raise my gaze... toward the mirror...

My hands opening the black fabric... and my breasts, under the white blouse, became outlined, tense, breathing, filling the silk in two distinct mounds, too much so. And too voluptuous. Suddenly, I felt them suggestive, sexual... And almost foreign to me. I felt their weight. The heat. The bra faintly showing through. I felt my femininity... and I felt that he was seeing it. I felt that he was looking.

And then, my stupor.

The atrocity.

The panic.

I felt his hands on my hip.

Both of them. At once. Over the robe, over the skirt.

On me.

He was touching me.

That man...

Was touching me.

My legs gave way a millimeter. Forward.

My heels scratched the floor.

A tremor.

And his rancid smell flooded my neck.

“A button...” he whispered then, quickly, giving me no respite.

“What...?” I asked, breathless.

“I asked if you want to try undoing a button,” he said, very low. “Sometimes, with just one button... cases are won.”

My throat closed up.

I couldn’t move.

My eyes moistened.

More.

I truly felt like crying.

His grip on my hip was firm.

It was an order.

It was a trap.

It was power.

And then...

A sound.

Near. But distant.

External.

Someone was knocking at the door.

I froze.

More.

Two dry knocks, almost timid, on the wooden door.

He didn’t remove his hands.

I could barely breathe.

My heart leapt to my throat.

And then, a voice —a familiar voice— on the other side of the door:

“Don Ricardo...! I’ve brought you more documentation!”

My boss.

Ricardo’s throat-clearing, on my neck.

If she came in... what would she find...

That man... with his back to the door, touching me...

He was about to speak, to raise his voice, behind me, while holding me by the waist, while his belly touched my back.

“Leave it...!” he answered. “I have enough with... what I have!”

And then, a few seconds of silence.

I swallowed.

And I wanted to remove those hands... but I couldn’t.

I didn’t even move... I hadn’t even let go of the robe, which I kept open, as if I had been petrified.

The footsteps moved away.

And he came close to my ear again.

He didn’t delay at all:

“Do you want to win the case or not?” he whispered, and I thought I would die.

Order. Or threat. Or promise.

My fingers released the robe, which flowed half-open.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

I tried not to look at him.

I tried to look at myself.

My hands were shaking.

The horror.

The terror.

Just one button to please him.

Just one button to survive.

Just one button to... salvage something of my future.

Maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe in a few minutes I would never see him again in my life, or at least for a very long time.

My hands found the top button of my blouse.

It wasn’t trembling. They were spasms. My fingers were shaking... betraying me...

...and I sighed.

And he must have felt it.

One button.

Just one.

My fingers touched it.

I undid it.

Click.

My breasts breathed.

The gap opened.

The air hit my skin.

The central part of my bra was exposed. A neutral tone, chosen that morning so the color wouldn't show through the white silk of my blouse...

...but now I was showing it. To him. To that repulsive man. I was showing that intimate lace, the private elegance of my bra... before the dirty eyes of that man...

That man who looked at it shamelessly.

With filth.

With a satisfaction that escaped him in a slight smirk.

I looked at him. Through the mirror.

He wasn’t looking at my eyes.

He was looking there: at that neckline, at that cleavage, at my open blouse showing through the opening of the robe; at my bra showing through the opening of my blouse; at my breasts, which were breathing heavily, not understanding their exposure there... rising and falling in agitated breaths against the tense, full cups of my bra.

I didn’t understand what I was doing.

I didn’t understand why I had done it.

My arms hung lifelessly.

Exposed.

Before him.

He then removed his hands from my waist.

And his voice came slowly.

Almost docile. Or with false kindness.

Breathing it onto my neck, attacking me with a repulsive heat that made my skin crawl...

...he whispered:

“I see you’re one of my kind...”

...who knows exactly what she wants.


5. The Authorization.

His phrase had remained suspended on the back of my neck, throbbing there like a burn. A dirty insinuation that I didn’t know whether hurt more because of what he was projecting onto me or because of the humiliation of hearing it. A broken and unpleasant phrase that embedded itself in me, stuck to my skin, my throat, the hollow between my collarbones… and, in that second when I was searching for air, I felt his hands. Both of them. At once. Again from behind, but now higher up, settling on my shoulders: clumsy, heavy, too firm to be a professional gesture, too confident not to be frightening.

The touch, again, went right through me.

It left me rigid.

I trembled involuntarily.

That warmth from his fingers, that dense, sweaty smell he always brought with him, rose from my neck to my face. His hands didn’t just touch: they lingered. They exceeded boundaries. They extended beyond what was tolerable, as if he needed to feel the shape of my shoulders beneath the robe and blouse, as if he wanted to mold me into the posture he expected of me. My breathing became minimal. Blocked.

And then, without saying anything, he began to remove the robe from me. First he pulled gently backward, making the fabric brush against my back; then he slid it down my arms in a slow, insistent journey that forced me —without thinking, without deciding— to push my elbows slightly backward to facilitate the gesture. My hands floated uselessly for a moment while the robe descended like dead weight. The silk of my blouse moved with the drag: I felt how it tightened across my chest, how the gap from the open button widened another millimeter, letting in the dense air of the office to attack my skin.

And I, there, facing the mirror, with his smell surrounding me, with his breath on my neck, with my neckline breathing too much… had no control over what was happening.

“Perfect…” he then murmured, right behind my neck, so close that his breath made the skin on my nape bristle. “It’s nice when two people understand each other so quickly, eh…?”

That “eh” pierced through me like a dirty touch.

That “eh” made me, in his disgusting eyes, someone I wasn’t.

He stepped back a little and gathered the robe in his hands. That minimal space he gave me almost made me gasp with momentary relief…

And then he moved to one side and advanced right in front of me. He passed between the open door of the wardrobe —with that mirror that I was grateful no longer reflected me— and my body; I immediately retreated: two sharp steps, my heels resonating on the wooden floor. I instinctively moved away from him, from his smell, from that invasion that seemed to follow me…

He took hold of the hanger in the wardrobe and hung up the robe with a grotesque, affected delicacy, as if he were handling a valuable object.

“Allow me, María Begoña…” he said, without looking at me, absorbed in his ritual. “I’ll leave it here. Set aside. First-class.”

He closed the door carefully and began to move toward his desk.

I, standing there, in the middle of that office, without the protection of my jacket, with my arms hanging lifelessly at the sides of my torso, didn’t understand what had happened, what was happening, what I had done, why I had agreed… And I also didn’t know if… it was already… if… thanks to that… I would continue working at the firm.

He sat down again. He panted again with each movement. The chair creaked again, complaining about receiving that worn-out and heavy body.

And I knew he was going to look at me again: with his black eyes, through or over those old glasses.

I couldn’t bear it.

I felt I couldn’t bear it anymore.

And then, anguished, in a broken whisper, I said:

“May I leave…?”

That phrase came out clear, with weight. I trembled. And again my heart: “thump-thump”, “thump-thump”, “thump-thump”, as if repeating in frequencies of three, after each of which I tried to breathe.

And then he looked at me.

He observed me.

He scrutinized me.

There, three meters away, seated, with his bulging belly, with his sweat, with his glasses, with a flash of light coming down from the ceiling and reflecting off his bald head.

I had never felt like this before.

So exposed.

So naked.

So vulnerable.

He cleared his throat, cleared his voice and said:

“You want to leave already…?”

And then, again, something akin to pride, to survival, made me act immediately:

“The truth is, yes…” I answered.

Time stood still.

“Thump-thump”, “thump-thump”, “thump-thump”.

I wasn’t even breathing anymore.

His gaze, serious. A hint, perhaps, of disappointment.

The silk of my blouse stuck to my torso, my armpits damp —perhaps with visible sweat marks on the fabric—, the collar of the blouse adhering to my skin. The cuffs resting on my wrists; as fine as the fabric was, I felt suffocated.

And then he made a gesture: with his hand, with his gaze. A tacit authorization, without speaking.

And he leaned back in his chair.

That was the signal. Or at least that’s how I interpreted it.

My body activated like a spring. I didn’t care about showing urgency, haste, anxiety to leave.

I averted my gaze and walked the few steps to the armchair where my jacket was resting. I grabbed it and turned around —without looking at him, without saying anything— and, at a hurried pace, almost running, my heels squeaked with a stressed cadence on the wood: a “clack, clack, clack, clack” of my escaping shoes that overlapped the heartbeats in my chest.

In barely eight or nine seconds I had gone to my blazer, grabbed it, turned around, gone to the door, opened it, exited and closed it behind me.

Without speaking.

Without saying goodbye.

Without saying anything.

The click of the door sounded like a sigh of salvation.

Already in the hallway, with the jacket in my hands, I almost leaned my back against the closed door.

The relief was so intense it almost made me shed a tear.


6. A specific point.

Something in my body ignited on its own, like a released mechanism, like a primitive spring: walk, move forward, don't stay still. My legs obeyed even though they trembled, as if they belonged to someone else; as if a part of me —very small, very hidden— knew that, if I stopped, I would collapse right there. And alongside that trembling, alongside the fear clinging to my chest, a minimal pang of dignity was born, and of rage. A spark. Tiny, but mine. An improvised strength that sustained me just enough not to break.

I took a step.

Another.

Breathe, move, advance.

Don’t think.

I walked quickly down the hallway while putting on my jacket, trying to make my hands obey. My loose hair, almost stuck to my neck, tangled between my shirt collar and jacket; I pushed it aside as best I could, pulling it out over the collar of my blazer while I kept walking, almost without seeing, almost without hearing, only feeling the hallway air hitting against my hot skin.

I reached my office.

I closed the door gently.

I didn’t understand anything.

I didn’t understand what had happened in there.

What I had done.

What I had allowed.

Which part had been my fault and which part hadn’t...

And I also didn’t know —and this doubt burned me from within— if all that meant it was already done.

That it had happened.

That, thanks to that, I would keep my job at the firm.

And then, without time to weigh anything, I saw how Alex, with his large black bag hanging from one of his shoulders, was already rounding his desk to leave.

Head down. Tense. Sullen.

“Bye, Meri. I’m out of here,” he whispered, without even looking at me, heading toward the door, toward where I was standing.

Trying to suddenly change my voice, my tone, my expression, my gesture... I almost stopped him, placing a hand on one of his arms —which was already almost past me to reach the door— and I said, with falsely animated intonation:

“Hey, wait, how did it go for you?”

Alex agreed to stop, though it was noticeable he did so reluctantly, that he was very eager to leave.

“Badly...” he said.

And we looked at each other.

Again, more than disappointed, he seemed angry. And I didn’t know which weighed more, or if it was a mask.

I wanted to say something to him, but the words wouldn’t come out.

After a few seconds of uncomfortable silence, I managed to sketch some empty and disconnected nonsense: a bit of encouragement, some “we’ll see”, some “don’t worry.”

And then I discovered that his gaze wasn’t fixed on mine.

At first I thought he was distracted, probably remembering his interview. Or that he had simply disconnected, as he sometimes did. But no: he wasn’t listening to me because he wasn’t looking at my face. His gaze had descended, slowly, almost with a gesture of bewilderment... and it took me a second to understand what he was seeing. That exact second in which my skin tensed, in which my lungs closed, in which I noticed how something icy ran through my chest.

He was looking lower.

At my neckline.

At a specific point he had never looked at before.

And then —only then— I followed his gaze.

And I saw it.

The button.

That button.

It was still open.

The gap was still there, breathing on its own, showing the neutral tone of my bra... the same one that minutes before had been exposed in that office, under that dirty gaze, under that order.

I felt the blood rush to my face suddenly, with an almost painful violence.

How had I not noticed?

How had I walked down the hallway like this?

How had I let Alex see me... like this?

I cursed myself.

I hated myself.

And, with a clumsy movement, hurried, almost desperate, I brought my fingers to my chest and began to close the button, feeling how my hands trembled with rage and shame.

But it was already too late.

He had already seen it.

It wasn’t just too late.

It was worse. Much worse.

Because my movement, exaggerated, convulsive, blushing... accentuated the gravity of the fact.

Me, closing that button, in silence, hiding the bra, hiding that part of skin and flesh that shone hard and soft at the same time, rising above the exhibition of a bra that, just allowing a glimpse of it, was already enormously inappropriate.

Alex made a face and walked past me while I used both hands to close the damn button. He passed by my side with an abrupt movement, almost jabbing me with his shoulder, and headed for the door. And before touching the doorknob, without looking at me, without stopping, he spat out:

“It went like shit for me. I already found out that the old man interviewed you too...” he spat, dryly. “I can also see that you… have decided to use other resources. I didn’t take you for someone like that. But well, I don’t know. Maybe you’re doing the right thing. What do I know.”

He said it haltingly and hesitantly, but with a despotic, dirty, hurtful tone.

And he left, slamming the door with a bang that reverberated through my entire body.


7. Crazy slut, Meri.

I felt like more things were happening to me than I could handle or manage. And I felt that I wasn’t really guilty of all that, that it was unexpected and overwhelming me.

I just wanted to sit behind my desk. Hide. Conceal myself. Disappear from the world. Check my email. Do some urgent task that hopefully had come up at the last minute... And also check my phone to see if Jorge had texted me.

I imagined being with him, calm, safe, in our home... I had never wanted it more.

But peace wasn’t possible.

Not even a moment of privacy to try to calm myself.

I had barely sat down and moved the mouse to unlock the screen when I heard two quick knocks on the door, and heels that, entering confidently, echoed on the floor.

“Meri, so, are you coming?”

I looked up: Gabi, with her brown hair, her dress pants and her vest that always revealed thin, tanned arms.

“Coming... where?” I asked, confused, as I saw her coat and jacket hanging from her arms. It was the daily dilemma: dressing for the cold outside, for the unbearable heat inside, and for the decorum of the office... impossible to get it all right.

“To Stesso. It’s Thirsty Thursday... Oh damn, that’s right, girl” she exclaimed as she took a couple of steps toward Álex’s desk. “How did your evaluation go? Good, right? Carolina is intimidating, but afterward she’s decent,” she said rapidly while placing her clothes on the desk.

“I don’t know... honestly,” I barely stammered, and I absolutely didn’t have the strength to tell her that the interview had ultimately been with Don Ricardo.

“What do you mean you don’t know? Hasn’t she told you yet if everything’s good or what? Well, maybe she’ll tell Montse and today or tomorrow she’ll tell you,” she said as she began to dress: first the jacket, then the coat, all in gray tones.

As I listened to her and watched her bundle up, I thought about Montse, my boss, and couldn’t imagine her coming at that time of the afternoon to give me the verdict; not so much because she was absentminded but because she couldn’t care less.

“Well, are you coming or what?” she insisted, now wrapped in all those layers and turning toward me.

I was looking for excuses. Since the first invitation, I had never missed Stesso on a Thursday night, but after what had happened... I really just wanted to flee and not see anyone related to work.

“It’s just that I don’t know... tonight my...”

And I was going to say boyfriend, then I realized he was already my husband, and I was going to say husband... until I simply converted it to:

“It’s just that Jorge is coming tonight,” I said, and then I shook my arm to check my wristwatch.

“He’s coming... from a work trip?”

“Yes...”

“But he always arrives super late, right? What time is he coming today?”

“At eleven...” I answered, and immediately realized how easy it would have been to lie.

“At eleven? You’re screwing with me...” she said as she also looked at her watch. “Girl... it’s just past eight. Come on, grab your coat and let’s go.”

I felt so cornered and unable to tell a direct lie that I gave in completely:

“Fine. Yes. But will you wait for me? I want to check my email for a moment.”

“Check your email... sure...” she said smiling, with white and splendid teeth, as if she condensed all her good genes and upper-class lineage in the perfect cleanliness of her smile.

I shook the mouse and the cursor flickered again across the screen.

I immediately started checking my inbox and, while confirming I had nothing new, I could hear the commotion and bustle in the hallway; the others, as always, were already joining the plan.

Once again I found myself with no escape, as much as I wanted to be alone. And I was about to start gathering my things when I remembered something.

“Oh, no. Wait... I have to do... something first...” I whispered.

“Do what?”

“Nothing... buy something, but it’s... I don’t know. I’ll take about half an hour... at most.”

Gabi looked at me doubtfully. I didn’t know why, but that afternoon —which was already evening— I found her especially beautiful.

“You all go ahead. Seriously. I’ll close up here... one thing... buy that... and then I’ll join you,” I wanted to conclude.

“Alright, but don’t get sidetracked, okay? At the latest, I want to see you there by nine. Here, I’ll leave it open for you,” she murmured, leaving the door completely pushed against the wall as she left.

“Yes, yes, of course, I'll definitely be there by nine,” I whispered, but I knew she hadn't heard me.

I took a breath. Let it out. Sighed again. My bangs fluttered.

My chest, though less intensely, was still pounding.

Uncomfortable.

Uncomfortable and convulsive, as if everything that had happened was still in my body, and on top of that, I felt the stress of a social life that, deep down, I enjoyed, but that also, in some way, sometimes felt almost like an obligation.

I brought my hands to my face.

I closed my eyes.

For an instant, I saw myself reflected in the mirror: Ricardo behind me, the robe on, my neckline open, my bra showing.

A drop of burning sweat ran down my spine, dampening my shirt, stifled by my jacket.

I opened my eyes in horror.

I looked at my desk.

I turned over my mobile phone.

I unlocked it.

Nothing. Nothing from Jorge.

I found it incredible that he hadn’t asked me again about my evaluation.

I sighed.

I checked my email again.

Nothing.

I could hear a bit of murmuring in the hallways. It was, more or less, quitting time.

But I didn’t want to run into anyone. I was prepared to stretch out the time as much as necessary, even if it meant doing nothing.

And then my phone vibrated. Jorge had texted me.

I saw he had sent me a photo. A photo of some text. I was immediately disappointed.

He always read on the train, and it was usual for him to send me a photo of some paragraph he found interesting.

But it wasn’t the day for it. Not with what had happened. And not with what he should have been doing: which was asking me how it had finally gone.

I barely skimmed through a paragraph from a book. In the frame of the photo, you could also see his leg and a finger holding the page.

I didn’t retain or internalize anything the text said. Just enough to know it was an essay and that it was too profound for my agitated state.

Even so, with maximum falseness, I wrote:

“Yeah. That’s good.”

And instantly I received:

“How’s the little gift coming along?”

I took another breath. I sighed again.

And I whispered to myself: “Everyone’s just... on their own damn thing...”

I hesitated. There. Sitting. Almost hiding behind my desk. While I continued to hear the murmuring—though increasingly faint—in the hallway. Until finally I typed, tersely:

“I’m working on it.”

I smoothed my hair. I touched my pearl necklace. I wondered whether to take off my jacket again.

I was uncomfortably, exaggeratedly aware of my sweat.

Then I received an emoji of a face with heart eyes. And also one of a whip.

“Haha. What’s that? A whip?” I asked.

“Of course,” I read from him.

And then I got more involved and created a somewhat longer text: “Come on... lots of whip emojis... but then you’re not really that wild, are you?”

I looked at the text I had just written.

I was going to send it.

I touched my hair again.

I touched my necklace again.

I set the phone on the desk.

I shook the front of my shirt, fanning my chest and neckline a bit.

Then I picked up the phone... and proceeded to delete everything I had written. It was definitely not the moment to reproach anything related to intensities of sexual acts.

And suddenly, footsteps, a voice, and two knocks on that completely open door.

“Meri, hey, how’s it going?”

I looked up. It was Alicia.

Her look and her tone were... too heartfelt, even for her, which made me suspect something, something bad.

“Well... I don’t know,” I answered quickly.

We looked at each other, and the fear began to fade: it was impossible that she knew anything about the result of my evaluation.

“Do you know when they’ll tell us something?” I then asked something she might actually know.

“No idea. Tomorrow, I guess. But it went well, right? It’s always better with Carolina than with Don Ricardo. Poor Alejandro... the look on his face...” said Alicia, and I realized then that she didn’t even know that, in the end, Ricardo had interviewed me too.

—Really? Did he give him a hard time or what? —I asked.

She made a distressed face.

After another brief silence, she, who was leaning with both hands against the door —in a strange way—, changed her expression and said:

—Well, what, aren’t you leaving? The skeleton crew has already gone...

The skeleton crew was a group of rather pretty women, all between thirty and thirty-five years old, which included Gabi herself, as well as Tesi and Julia. The truth was that I, almost from the very beginning, had wanted that trio to become a quartet. Firstly because I liked them all very much, especially Gabi, and on the other hand —and I couldn’t deny it—, because Tesi had a lot of influence with Montse, my boss.

—Yes, Gabi already told me. Well, yes, I’m heading out now, and I’ll run an errand and... have a drink with them... —I said, standing up.

I logged out of my computer. I looked up and saw that Alicia hadn’t completely left, so I raised my voice:

—Ali.

—Yes?

—Mmm... I wouldn’t want to run into...

She then poked her head out into the hallway, twisting her body, and then turned back inside and looked at me, somewhat puzzled:

—Montse?

—No... no... With...

—Oh... with the... visitors? —she almost laughed—. Don’t worry... they’re in the conference room with Javier, David and Montse. The coast is clear.

After saying that —whispering it tenderly—, she left. And I checked my phone and saw that Jorge hadn’t written anything else, and I wondered whether to get angry, but I discovered I didn’t even have the energy for that.

I grabbed my purse, hung it over my shoulder and left the office. The hallway was completely empty and, once again, filled with that dense silence that had been making me anxious all afternoon.

I looked from side to side, with a lump in my throat. There was nothing in the world I feared more, nothing that turned my stomach more, than running into Ricardo, even if it was just seeing him from a distance. It terrified me.

But there was no one. I moved forward slowly, cautiously, as if each step might summon his figure. I reached the lobby, the reception area: I said goodbye to Alicia with the best smile I could muster and headed for the exit.

I closed the door behind me.

I sighed deeply.

I called the elevator.

I didn’t want to think.

I didn’t want to remember.

I didn’t want any image of what happened with Ricardo to come back into my head.

The mechanical sound. The doors opening.

I entered that space: an elevator that had always seemed strange to me; carpeted, with an always neutral temperature and a mirror that seemed especially old, as if it were fifty years older than the rest of the building.

And, suddenly, the memory and the smell. Without needing to close my eyes. Without thinking.

My heart was pounding with that “thump-thump, thump-thump, thump-thump,” triple, like in that office, while the elevator descended with me inside.

The smell. That rancid, thick, sweaty smell.

And the touch, on my waist.

And his voice.

I trembled.

I sighed.

—Sometimes, with a simple button... cases are won.

I swallowed.

I closed my eyes.

—Do you want to win the case or not?

I shivered.

His voice.

Those words.

I could feel his hands on my waist.

I could feel his breath on my neck.

And then, my hands moved on their own.

I, like in that office, wasn’t in control of anything, couldn’t control anything.

My hands rose, caressed white silk, and searched...

The click of the button was heard.

The same sound. Exact. Precise. As in that office.

I opened my eyes.

I swallowed.

My legs trembled.

The elevator stopped.

My neckline. My bra showing. That neutral color.

That exposure.

My timid, cowed, yet inflamed gaze.

I wanted to see his gaze.

To meet his eyes with mine, through the mirror.

The doors were opening.

I sighed.

I exhaled deeply.

My hands, trembling, went to close it.

I fastened that damned button.

But I could still smell that stench; that unpleasant, yet strangely attractive odor.

I was alone. There was nobody downstairs.

I looked at myself.

My eyes fixed on the mirror, on me.

And I whispered to myself:

—Crazy bitch... Meri.


8. I Hope Nobody Saw That.

“No, thank you. I don’t need a bag. I’ll put it in here.”

The saleswoman nodded, and I couldn’t shake the blush or the hot flush from my face. I was already stuffing the small package into my purse even before she had fully handed it over, as if it were burning hot, as if I wanted to hide it from the world and from myself. I was embarrassed. Even though I was already twenty-seven, these kinds of things still embarrassed me. That girl—and anyone who might see me—would have to know that this... well, it wasn’t exactly normal; that what I had bought was, very probably, going to be used for a specific, obvious, and indecorous purpose.

I finished tucking it away in my purse—trying to hide it, though I didn’t really have much to hide it with—and went back out onto the street.

And, once again, the cold air hit me immediately.

A precise, dry cold that ran up my legs and climbed through my torso.

I wasn’t wearing a coat.

It had been stupid, but it was my routine: the bus dropped me off literally at the office door, so I almost never wore one. Although that morning, once I had planned that I needed to run this errand after work, I should have realized I would need to dress in something more than just a blouse and jacket.

In my defense, I could argue that that morning, between the congratulatory messages, the call from my parents, getting up early to say goodbye to Jorge, his request for the “little gift,” and the evaluation on the horizon... it could already be considered an achievement that I hadn’t put my skirt on inside out.

I took out my phone.

I typed, without thinking too much:

“There, pest. Little gift acquired.”

And I hit send.

I headed down the street that led toward the office area and the Stesso. The lights from the shop windows cast colorful reflections on the sidewalk. I walked quickly, eyes down, my skin prickling under my still-damp-with-nerves blouse.

Nerves about everything: about the damn “little gift”—for which I’d needed to go into three stores; about the evaluation; about what had happened with Ricardo; and about... my escape plan.

Because despite having committed to it, I had no desire whatsoever for that meetup with the girls. It was true that we didn’t always talk about work, but, especially that day, with Ricardo and Carolina’s visit... everything pointed to that being almost the only topic.

And I knew that when anyone uttered the words “Don Ricardo,” I would fall off my chair...

My escape plan was simple yet complex. Working both for and against me was the fact that the office, the Stesso, and the bus stop where my bus stopped were all within about fifty meters of each other.

I was turning over in my mind how to get on that bus without the girls seeing me. My breath was turning to vapor in the cold as I hurried along, when my phone vibrated in my hand.

Jorge had sent me some applause emojis.

And, instantly, a phrase:

“So you’re home already.”

I paused for a moment to understand him. I soon realized that what he was saying—based on the information he had—made perfect sense.

I sighed, exhausted.

I replied:

“With that, yes. But not at home. I’ll tell you later.”

I started walking again and my phone vibrated once more.

“Mmm... Okay. So we’re going to break it in then. I deduce. Hehe.”

That phrase annoyed me.

I didn’t want to explain anything to him.

I stopped again, there, in the middle of the sidewalk, freezing cold—though sweating—and typed:

“Are you seriously not going to ask me about my evaluation?”

But I deleted it.

By now I was even curious to know when he would ask me about it.

I reached the corner where the Stesso was. Steamed-up windows, laughter inside. A few meters further on, the bus shelter.

The refuge.

The escape route.

I checked the time: just after nine.

I didn’t want to walk past the place, but that wasn’t humanly possible.

I approached slowly.

People were coming and going from the place; I glanced sideways.

The cold was now painful on my body.

I crossed my arms to warm up, though it didn’t work.

Then I saw it.

The bus, turning the corner.

Coming straight toward me.

My exit.

My salvation.

In my head, I was already composing the message to Gabi with my excuse.

Hurriedly, I took a step forward.

And two.

And three quick steps.

And four quick steps.

And then, a warm hand grabbed my forearm.

“Hey, Meri...” said a voice between the cold and the smoke. “What are you doing? You weren’t going to catch this bus, were you?”

I turned around.

Tesi.

Standing there, as if she’d appeared out of nowhere.

One eyebrow raised, half-incredulous smile.

The bus stopped.

Doors opened.

There I was, stammering, with my pulse racing and the lie already forming by itself in my throat.

“What, no... no...”

“You were meeting us, right?” she asked, looking away and rummaging through her bag.

She, Tesi, yes: she was wearing a long coat.

The bus waited less than a second.

And left.

“Yes, yes... I was just... texting with Jorge. I was about to go in now.”

“Out here? Freezing to death?” she asked as her lighter crackled to life.

“Yes... it’s just... he’s arriving now, in about an hour or so... and I don’t get reception inside.”

“You don’t have reception? What carrier do you have?” she asked casually, while taking the first drags of her cigarette.

And there I was, tangling myself in absurd lies... and, as she herself had said: freezing to death.

“Come in if you want, we saved you a spot. It’s packed.”

“No, no... I’ll wait. Don’t worry. Finish that in no rush,” I said regarding her cigarette, checking my phone screen, pretending.

“Okay... it’s just getting my fix anyway,” she smiled, and she wasn’t wrong: a cigarette could last her less than three minutes.

And then, to reinforce my charade, I texted Jorge:

“I’m having drinks with the girls at Stesso, but I’ll head home soon.”

Once again I was tempted to call him out on his indifference about my evaluation.

I looked up at Tesi: tall, blonde, with long hair parted in the middle, thin; she seemed almost from another era, as if she had an old-fashioned face, as if she had stepped out of a seventies movie. Of the three, she was the one I connected with least. When we were alone, awkward silences emerged —at least I felt them that way.

She took another drag. The flame was so intense you could even hear the tip of the cigarette burning.

“Shall we go in?” she finally said, throwing the butt on the ground.

I nodded and in barely five seconds we were heading through the door. And again that immediate blast of heat. There seemed to be no middle ground in that block of buildings, in that neighborhood, in that city: either freeze outside or suffocate inside. Stesso was packed to the rafters. A long bar on the right, straight, gleaming, crowded. People leaning against it, bartenders squeezing past each other. And on the left, high tables with stools: barely five or six people per table because they had to leave a narrow aisle in the middle for people to cross without crashing into each other. The place was long and narrow, a kind of noisy, vibrant corridor, always the same.

As soon as we entered, behind Tesi, I saw them: Gabi and Julia, sitting on two high stools. Completing the square of the table, two more stools occupied by coats.

Stesso had never struck me as a particularly distinctive place. Not especially good. Not especially bad. It was fine for a couple of beers and some tapas after work, and that was it. But I didn’t fully understand its success either. Maybe it had simply... become fashionable. And that was it. The good thing —and this I did appreciate— was that it was practically right below the office and across from my beloved bus stop.

Gabi saw me right away and I had the feeling she was genuinely happy to see me; I even thought that perhaps she had sensed I’d considered standing them up and not showing up in the end. When I approached, she said something to me, but I couldn’t understand anything: the noise was so loud that words seemed to hit my face and disintegrate in the air. Even so, she solved it quickly: she moved the coats aside and cleared my stool with almost electric speed.

I climbed up as best I could. I wondered whether to take off my jacket. I decided to wait until I warmed up completely, although I knew —I knew perfectly well— that it wouldn’t be long before I had to take it off. Too hot again. That feeling again of being trapped between clothes and a place where you’re not sure you want to be.

I didn’t know what to do with my bag. I had it in my hands, uncomfortable, large. The table was already full of battle evidence: half-empty beers, olives, croquettes, the famous house special tortilla, some potato chips. They were talking among themselves, at full speed, with the noise of the place rising and falling like waves.

Finally, I let the bag slide between my legs.

“There’s a hook there,” Gabi told me in my ear, leaning in so I could hear her.

“Oh, right. I forgot,” I responded.

“You’re a bit spaced out today, aren’t you?”

I made a gesture —a kind of silent admission that, indeed, I wasn’t having my best day— and hung the bag on the hook under the table. But not before closing it a bit more, tightening it, making sure that what was inside couldn’t be seen at all.

And as soon as I placed my phone on the table, I saw that Jorge had sent me a voice note.

I then looked toward Julia, sitting across from me; toward Tesi, diagonally; and, sideways, toward Gabi, who was beside me.

I doubted I could hear that voice note well, but, taking advantage of the fact that they were engrossed in their conversation, I brought the phone to my ear.

And then everything accumulated: I could hear Jorge’s voice, I could hear them talking, a waiter approached, I ordered a beer, they ordered another round and more snacks. But what was really building up was my surprise — and indignation — at what Jorge was asking me at the end of his damn voice note.

“You’re crazy. Forget it,” I typed, sent, and put the phone back on the table.

“But you... didn’t you say you had no reception?” I heard Tesi’s voice almost immediately.

I looked up. I didn’t understand this cornering.

“Last Thursday I didn’t have any...” I defended myself, raising my voice more than usual so she could hear me, using an unfamiliar, strange tone that didn’t seem entirely my own.

“Yeah... right...” said Tesi, and I didn’t even want to look at her anymore.

I exhaled. I sighed. And at that moment, I didn’t care about revealing my weariness. Of everything. Of everything that was piling up.

“Well, come on,” said Julia as she tossed her hair back, a clear sign that the heat was affecting all of us. “Let’s see, you. How did your evaluation go?”

I tensed up. I swallowed hard.

I felt a sudden flush rising up my neck, as if a red light were turning on under my skin.

“I don’t... don’t know yet. They haven’t told me anything.”

“Well, don’t worry. I already told you that Carolina comes through in the end,” said Gabi. “I think they’re definitely going to fire Alejandro.”

“They’re absolutely going to fire him...” added Tesi, wiping the corner of her lip with a napkin. “Alicia told me that he himself came out saying it went terribly.”

“Look...” said Gabi, “I feel bad for him. But, well... it was also obvious that, given the workload, they were only going to keep one.”

I was listening to all that without really listening. As if the words were passing near me without fully entering, bouncing off an internal wall that I no longer knew was fear, exhaustion, or simply an inability to process anything more. I knew I was projecting that I didn’t want to talk about the subject. But talking about it would force me to admit that, in the end, Ricardo had interviewed me. And, although I certainly wasn’t going to come anywhere close to mentioning what had happened in there, the last thing I wanted was for those images to return to my mind.

The waiter then appeared with the new beers and a large plate of croquettes and another of tortilla. I moved my phone just a few centimeters to make space for him...

...and when the waiter left, I saw it.

A notification.

A photo.

A photo that Jorge was sending me.

I opened it without thinking, like an automatic gesture.

And just looking at it made my heart lurch so violently that it almost knocked me off the stool.

I turned immediately, fixing my gaze on the bar, on the floor, on my own chest, on anything but them, as if my body had reacted on its own to hide the screen.

My movement was so exaggerated that I felt compelled to get down from there.

Because the photo was explicit.

Direct.

A close-up of his erection.

And below it, a text.

A text that was burned into my mind, even though I had only looked at it for a tenth of a second.

A text that said:

“Please, take the photo. I’m going to fuck you like never before. Look how I am already.”

I felt like I couldn’t breathe.

I couldn’t believe he had sent me that.

My face burned.

My throat burned.

My entire chest burned.

And the first thing I thought — absurdly, childishly, irrationally — was:

“I hope nobody saw that. Please God. I hope nobody saw it.”

And then, standing there next to the table, with the phone hidden in my hand, I heard Gabi say:

“Already? The little pee-er is going already...?”

I swallowed hard and could barely exhale in a whimper of relief.

“Yeah... you see...” I said, overwhelmed, and out of the corner of my eye I saw my purse hanging there, exposed, with that thing inside.

I took half a step toward it and, with that damn photo still burning my retina, I grabbed my purse and prepared to cross that sea of people to reach the restrooms.


9. What Can't Be Seen.

To the left and right, people seemed to move aside, leaving the path almost clear for me. I didn't even know what I was doing; I wasn't sure if I was fleeing or what. I felt forced to go to the bathroom, practically without wanting to, as if Jorge and Gabi had pushed me there.

Jorge. Sometimes I wondered what the hell was going on in his head.

I entered the restroom: just a sink and a cubicle. A girl was fixing herself in front of the mirror and another was leaving, pushing the door of the small space where the toilet was.

I rushed in there, with my purse hanging from my forearm and my phone still throbbing with that inappropriate bomb, and that strange message. Everything pointed to a sexual arousal as untimely as it was unusual for him.

The latch clicked with a slight sound, almost ridiculous compared to the magnitude of the disaster I’d been experiencing in a non-stop whirlwind.

There, locked in, I felt ridiculous, but at the same time I was grateful for that solitude, even if it was tremendously fragile and fleeting.

I then heard the girl at the sink leaving.

In silence, completely alone, I looked at my phone.

That screen: dick and text.

“This guy is out of his mind...” I sighed.

K ENTER.

J ENTER.

H ENTER.

I ENTER.

I was typing randomly to scroll down, to make that dick disappear from the screen.

“Damn, damn, damn...” I huffed, while continuing to push that photo upward and remembering the moment when I had almost launched myself off the stool so the girls —especially Gabi, who was next to me— wouldn’t see it.

Once the screen was clear of danger, and with the constant feeling of looking ridiculous, locked in there, standing, dying of heat, with my jacket suffocating me and my purse weighing me down... I decided to send him a voice note.

I took a breath, strained my ear to make sure no one was coming in, and spoke into the microphone:

“Jorge, dude, are you stupid or what’s wrong with you? How could you send me that? Didn’t I just tell you I was with them? They didn’t see your photo by some miracle. Can you tone it down a bit? Don’t send me anything until I tell you I’m home or at least on the bus. Seriously, you’re losing it.”

After sending it, I did some juggling to pee there, with the purse that I didn’t even know where to put.

As soon as I finished, I checked my phone and he had written:

“Yeah, but I’m super horny. Come on, go to the bathroom for a second and send me the photo, it’s not that hard.”

“I’m already in the bathroom, idiot, but I’m not sending you anything. Are you crazy or what?” I responded in another hurried voice note.

There. Still. Ridiculous. I waited for his response. Which came in another text message:

“Are you in the bathroom to get a better look at my dick?”

He had added two smiling face emojis to that.

I looked away and sighed. I couldn’t believe it.

And again the screen lit up.

And I read:

“Come on, it’s not that hard, Meri. You can put them on in a second.”

I sighed again.

And wrote:

“When you get pushy, you really get pushy, huh. Goood...”

Instantly I received the emoji of praying hands, a heart, and a “please.”

I looked at the ceiling.

At the floor.

At the ceiling again.

I sighed.

I cursed myself.

Then I cursed him.

I lowered the toilet lid and placed my purse there, trembling a little, as if the purse itself could sense my indecision. I put my hand inside. I felt the usual chaos: the wallet, the toiletry bag with the small toothbrush and toothpaste, the keys, the phone charger, the earphone case, some makeup powder, a small glass container, a crumpled packet of tissues... and, on one side, the wrapper.

It wasn’t even a package. It was a soft, almost crinkly wrapper. I felt it with my fingertips and sensed the texture of the lace trapped inside.

I swallowed.

“Damn it, Meri...” I murmured, almost voicelessly.

I took it out slowly, as if someone might open the door at that precise moment. The cubicle was tiny, uncomfortable; every movement had to be calculated to avoid hitting the wall with my elbow or brushing the dirty door with my hip. With heels it was even worse: every small imbalance made me hit the floor with a dry sound. And the floor itself... was certainly not a place where you’d want to put anything down.

I opened the wrapper.

The nylon came out like a sigh, warm, light, barely a shadow between my fingers. It had that silky, almost oily touch that only new stockings have: a smoothness that reaffirms itself as soon as you put them on and sticks to the skin in an almost guiltily pleasurable way.

The damn stockings were essentially transparent, but the white lace that crowned their top and was meant to cling to mid-thigh stood out dramatically. I looked at it with distrust. Yes, very pretty, very fine... but white. Nuclear white. A white that wasn't the tone of my skin or anyone's.

I suddenly remembered the other stockings. The old ones. The ones I had looked for that very morning, when Jorge had asked me for them, just before leaving. I had found them at the bottom of a drawer, stiff, yellowed at the edges. I had thrown them in the trash without thinking. I had decided I would buy new ones in the afternoon. All so simple. All so innocent. Without imagining this: me, locked in a bar bathroom, still startled from his photo, with the vestiges of what happened in that wretched office still on my body; in short: with my racing heart.

I leaned against the wall—cold, rough—and lifted my skirt a bit. With the stocking already between my fingers, I slipped off one shoe. The other heel forced me to maintain balance in an absurd posture, with my knee semi-flexed and my supporting leg tense, holding everything up.

I then tried to lift my bare foot. The heel that was still on slipped slightly on the tile, making me lose stability. I tried again, pressing my hand against the wall. The nylon, fragile, almost weightless, seemed ready to tear if I stretched it a bit too much.

I ran my hand over the stocking, searching for its shape. It was so thin it barely existed; a veil.

I took a deep breath.

I lifted my skirt a bit more, just enough to gain mobility, and my fingers met the cold skin of my thigh. The nylon, in contrast, was warm, as if it had absorbed the heat from my nervous hand. With almost surgical care, I guided the lace edge toward the tip of my foot and slipped it on, slowly, with the feeling that any friction, any clumsiness, would be enough to tear it.

The nylon slid over my instep like warm water.

There was something profoundly intimate in that sensation: the unpredictable caress of the fabric, the gentle pressure that embraced my leg as I pulled the stocking up with both hands, trying not to snag it on anything. Each time the nylon advanced a bit more, I felt a warm pang in my stomach, a mixture of shame, indignation, and adrenaline.

I stopped mid-calf.

The floor was too close.

Too dirty.

I heard footsteps outside.

Laughter.

And, suddenly, the bathroom door swung open.

My chest tightened.

But no one was knocking on the stall door.

That someone, whoever it was, was walking toward the sink.

I froze with the stocking halfway up my leg, suspended in an absurd gesture, holding my breath, literally frozen while my heartbeat thundered in my ears.

The sound of the faucet.

Water running.

Me, still.

And footsteps, again.

The door closed again.

I was still alone. Or alone again.

I exhaled.

I resumed the movement.

I pulled the stocking up more quickly, almost violently, until the white lace embraced the upper part of my thigh. I adjusted the edge so it wouldn't wrinkle, so it wouldn't be noticeable under the skirt; even so, the white gleamed as if it were screaming against my skin.

I repeated the operation with the other leg, trembling even more. This time I also had to press my hand against the wall for a moment to keep my balance. The nylon climbed up my skin like an electric whisper. The lace, soft yet firm, settled where it should, applying light pressure on my thigh, marking it, reminding me of its presence even if I didn't want it to.

When I finished, I quickly lowered my skirt.

I looked down.

My heart skipped a beat.

Nothing was visible... but I knew. I could feel the lace there, hidden. White evidence burning me from within.

I reached for my phone.

I was going to text Jorge. I was going to ask him what kind of photo he wanted, how, from where. I was going to do it quickly, to get out of there as soon as possible. But my fingers stopped before touching the keyboard.

There was no point in asking him anything.

He would want the obvious:

for the skirt to be visible,

for the stockings to be visible,

for the shoes to be visible,

for it to be visible that I was doing him this morbid favor... for him.

Standing, I slightly separated my legs and lowered the phone's view a bit, framing as best I could.

A square filled with shapes and textures:

the gray edge of my skirt,

the lace barely showing,

the soft shine of nylon on my legs,

my high-heeled shoes,

and, beneath it all, the stall floor: dirty and dull, witness to the inappropriateness of it all.

My breathing accelerated.

My pulse too.

I pressed the button.

The photo was taken.

And I sent it to him instantly.

I smoothed my hair, nervously fingered my necklace, turned around on the spot.

Immediate "double check."

“Bastard... you must be happy now...” I whispered, distressed.

And, immediately, a message:

“You can barely see that sexy lace trim, pull your skirt up more.”

“That sexy lace trim. For God’s sake...” I sighed again.

One. One photo and no more —I said out loud.

I placed the phone on my purse, pulled up my skirt a bit with both hands. The white lace, a strip about four or six inches wide, was clearly visible below my skirt. Just as he wanted.

I grabbed my phone again. My heart was racing.

Same framing. Same focus. Same sighs. Same anxiety.

The photo, perfect. Impossible to complain about, unless what he wanted was to mess with me: skirt, white lace, thigh wrapped in transparent nylon, high heels, floor.

I sent it to him.

I exhaled heavily.

And then, the sound of a door opening and footsteps toward my cubicle. This time I wouldn’t be so lucky: they weren’t going to the sink. The door was protecting me, sheltering me, and I waited for the knock, the banging, when suddenly, a push, a click, a spring giving way without a fight and, face to face, a girl.

“Oh. Sorry. Uh. Well... you’re finished, right?”

Me, frozen, with my purse on the toilet, phone in hand, skirt slightly hiked up.

A skirt I immediately began to pull down, clumsily, but as fast as I could.

And once again, as if the innocent Meri who couldn’t lie always took control first, I answered:

“Yes... yes... I’m done.”

Before I knew it, I was leaving the cubicle and she was entering.

Before I knew it, I was standing in front of the mirror.

But there was a solution: when she came out, I would return to my beloved cubicle... and take off those damn stockings.

And then, my phone, once again, capturing my attention.

Jorge, delighted, was sending me three emojis —all three identical— of water droplets, sprouting or being thrown...

Easy to decipher.

I didn’t know whether to kill him or what to do with him.

There I was, standing in front of the mirror, washing my hands with freezing water, drying them with paper from a roll, waiting for that girl to free up my hideout again.

I waited there, looking at myself.

I went back to my phone.

And I wrote:

“Okay. ENTER.

“Fine. ENTER.

“Seriously. ENTER.

“Going. ENTER.

“Back. ENTER.

“To. ENTER.

“The girls. ENTER.

“K ENTER.

“J ENTER.

Enough. Just enough so that the photos of my legs, with those stockings, wouldn’t appear on the screen.

And my phone went into my purse.

And I looked at myself in the mirror again.

I was surprised to see that my appearance, apart from the flush in my cheeks, was completely normal.

You couldn’t tell I was wearing them.

I then heard the toilet flush.

I felt I had time. Maybe four or five seconds: more than enough.

And so I lifted my skirt a little, making it rise up my thighs.

Yes: instantly, that white —that white lace that changed everything—; that white that, if it peeked out even a millimeter below the skirt, would stand out like a lighthouse.

I could hear the girl getting dressed while I looked at that lace and said to myself: “what slutty stockings.”

And, suddenly, a crossing of sounds, a crossing of doors. My heart startled again, my hands trembling and, in a rush, pulling down my skirt. And two girls entering the bathroom, and that girl coming out of the cubicle. And one of “the new ones” asking me:

“Excuse me, are you going in?”

And I, who was about to say yes.

And the one leaving the cubicle, speaking for me:

“No, go ahead, Paula. She was already finished.”

And this Paula going in.

And another waiting.

And the one who had just peed almost pushing me aside to wash her hands.

And another girl coming in.

We barely fit anymore.

I looked at myself in the mirror, as best I could, among so many bodies that had gathered without warning.

And some self-encouragement:

“Come on. It’s fine. Don’t be silly. No one can tell.”

But that didn’t stop me from cursing inwardly.

I left there, almost pushing my way through, sweating even more. More overwhelmed. I checked the time. Time was passing too slowly.

And again, on the way back: this time more complicated, as if I were fighting against the current.

And those stockings, which, although only I knew they were there, I knew.

And they made me feel strange, different, as if I stopped being myself just by feeling them there, on my skin, on my calves, on my thighs…

My arrival at the table was clumsy, like a shipwreck survivor clinging to the last piece of driftwood.

I didn’t look at the girls. I climbed onto the stool. And I was about to hang up my purse when I saw the stocking wrapper sticking out everywhere. I pushed it down, in a particularly awkward manner, while I heard Gabi say:

“Was there a long line or what?”

“What, sorry?” I asked between breaths.

“In the bathroom. Line, Meri. If there was one,” she insisted with a sharp tone, half-joking, surely enjoying pointing out my scattered state, which wasn’t clearing up.

“Oh. Yes. Yes… tons,” I almost panted before grabbing my beer and starting to drink.

And, for a moment, everything became a dreamlike buzz: the soft music, the overlapping noise, the scattered laughter, their voices, the memory of the bathroom, the office, the evaluation, Jorge’s photo…

I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore.

And, above all, I couldn’t take the heat anymore.

Another long sip of my beer. A very long one.

And a croquette, finished in two bites.

And my torso leaning back. And the imminent decision: my jacket, off.

Two, three precise and desperate movements, and I’d gotten rid of it.

I folded it and placed it on my thighs.

I shook my shirt, fanning my neckline with a rhythmic back-and-forth, pulling the fabric forward.

I rolled up my sleeves to my elbows, no longer caring if the silk got wrinkled.

I pulled my hair back.

My hair felt heavy, especially dense from the heat.

I looked at the table.

Another sip.

Another croquette.

A laminated sheet with tapas prices that I used to fan myself.

And a surprising and minimal silence from them.

And then, overwhelmed, distressed, I whispered to Gabi:

“So… what are you talking about?”

“What aren’t we…? Who aren’t we…?” she answered.

And I turned my face to see where her eyes were directed.

I followed the trail of her gaze, which was fixed far away, toward the entrance.

One.

Two seconds.

Nothing.

Nothing special.

Until then…

…yes.

Yes, something special.

Standing by the bar: shoulder-length blonde hair, a cream-colored silk shirt…

…and a man, shorter than her, in a gray suit jacket and blue shirt.

I swallowed hard.

Carolina.

Ricardo.

I stopped fanning myself.

“I hope they don’t come over here…” Gabi said in my ear.

“Yeah… I hope not…” I whispered, with a nervous laugh…

…and the “thump-thump,” “thump-thump,” “thump-thump” of my chest, of my heart, began to pound again.


10. The Spasm.

There they were. Ricardo and Carolina, almost at the end of the bar, nearly swallowed by the crowd. A packed bar, noisy, saturated with bodies coming and going, making their way through, ordering drinks or simply forming an impenetrable wall. And yet, the two of them seemed to stand out from all that tumult, as if people merely moved around them without ever touching them.

Carolina tilted her head slightly when he spoke to her; her blonde bob falling softly over the collar and shoulders of her blouse. Elegant, impeccable, even there, in that bar where the floor stuck to the soles of your shoes and smelled of fried food, vinegar, and sweat. He, on the other hand, remained that squat, gray and blue figure that I, unfortunately, already knew: suit, shirt, and that way of occupying shared space as if it were entirely his own.

Someone bumped my shoulder lightly and apologized. Julia, sitting across from me, and I were the ones on the side of the table that rubbed against the human corridor, and therefore, we were the ones who endured the brushing of elbows and shoulders, and who ran the risk of even being splashed or stained by every unstable tray or overflowing beer glass.

I took another bite. Another sip. Another wave of heat rising from my chest upward. Taking off my jacket hadn’t relieved me; perhaps because the heat enveloping my legs remained there, dense and sticky, reminding me—every time I slightly changed position—of what I was wearing beneath my skirt.

Gabi said something. Tesi answered her. I wanted to join their conversation, to present myself as a normal person—something I hadn’t done since arriving—and my eyes kept returning to them continuously, as if I needed to confirm they were still there: not looking at us, not coming toward us, talking, barely smiling, hardly moving their hands. A minimal gesture from her—a strand of hair tucked behind her ear—made me remember her presence and her perfume in that office. It took me back there and made me relive, intensely, that change of scents, when Ricardo had taken her place. Beauty and ugliness. Poise and roughness. Elegance and slovenliness.

Yes, I remembered his smell, and an unpleasant shiver ran up my spine.

I remembered his posture, reclining, with his fingers interlaced over his belly.

I remembered his eyes on mine.

And I remembered, above all, his hands on my waist.

“Do you remember that rumor that they were having an affair...?” Julia said then, throwing it toward the center of the table with exactly the right tone, already measured, learned, so that everyone could hear it.

I startled and thought they were already talking about other people.

“Whaaaat?” exclaimed Gabi.

“Who?” Tesi overlapped.

“Come on. Don’t play dumb now; that rumor was going around strong...” said Julia.

Gabi started laughing, even harder than usual, squinting her eyes, with food still in her mouth, which she politely covered with one hand while leaning toward the napkin holder to clean herself and whispered:

“Damn... girl, beer is coming out of my nose.”

“But what are you saying? She’s married,” said Tesi.

“Yes, to a writer, I think,” Gabi composed herself, and I drank my beer with an accelerated pulse, understanding that yes, they were referring to them, but convinced it had to be a lie.

Tense and attentive, I listened to them.

“Yes, I think a writer. A bit of a strange guy, I believe, or so they say,” Tesi clarified.

“Yes, an older one... like fifty-something,” said Gabi, catching her breath and coming back to herself.

“See? She likes them older,” Julia added, picking up a piece of tortilla with a steady hand that I envied.

Gabi then cleared her throat and said:

“Julia, come on. It’s not the same to be forty and married to a guy who’s forty-eight or fifty—who at that age can still be a hunk—as it is to be with an old man of sixty-something... because Ricardo might already be a couple of years past sixty,” she said in a somewhat lower tone. “But anyway. Let’s be real. Are we really talking about age? Are we going to say whether they are or were having an affair based on age and not everything else?”

“And what is everything else?” asked Julia.

“Damn, do you have eyes in your face?” Gabi was getting indignant.

I ate an anchovy in vinegar on a potato chip and took another sip of my beer while they continued. Sometimes I would look up and nervously check on Carolina and Ricardo in the distance, my pulse racing.

Julia rebutted something I didn’t quite understand, and Gabi, who like me could see them head-on, drank, scrutinized them, and said:

“Could that bitch be any cuter and more elegant? And that old man... what a fucking disgust...”

“That old man.” I repeated in my mind and remembered the feel of his hands on my waist. The feel of his hands on my shoulders. His breath on my neck. His gaze, always undressing me. His eyes in the mirror, looking at my exposed bra... because of that button... that I myself had opened.

A drop of sweat flowed down my back.

“Well, I can perfectly imagine them fucking tonight at the hotel,” said Julia.

My thighs contracted in a spasm when I heard that. In that tremor, I felt how the lace of my stockings tensed against my skin: a sharp reminder of what shouldn’t be there.

“What the hell are you saying! No... No, seriously, tell me you’re messing around,” Gabi squirmed.

Julia then sketched a half-smile. Mischievous. Provocative. It was difficult to know how much was truth, how much gossip, how much provocation.

And I, feeling that I had to say something, managed to ask:

“Oh... are they staying at a hotel, or what?”

“Of course, what did you think? That they’d go back at this hour? Actually, I think they just came down for a moment and they’ll go back up to the office for a while longer.”

I dared to look over there again. It was true they weren’t wearing coats, and their empty hands told me they weren’t holding them. Carolina didn’t even seem to have a purse. Everything suggested Gabi might be right.

Without meaning to, while confirming the hypothesis that this pointed to a quick break from their work, I had once again felt somewhat magnetized by Carolina: the little that could be seen of her—that light-colored blouse that fell with elegant softness, the blonde hair moving with a calm gesture, her bearing sober but not dry, graceful, innate—gave her a serene, attractive air, even in that overwhelming and saturated bar.

Ricardo, on the other hand, was the opposite disaster: stiff in his manner, with a certain clumsiness as he leaned on the bar and an unpleasant way of adjusting his jacket, yet another repulsive tic.

And then, as I observed them, Carolina moved slightly aside, allowing me to see another face, this one even more familiar.

“Holy shit... Montse is there too,” said Gabi, taking the words out of my mouth, except for the curse.

“Oh, really?” asked Tesi, and you could see she was tempted to turn around to look, but she restrained herself, as it would certainly be too obvious.

Julia then cleared her throat and went on the offensive again:

“Well, I don’t know, girl. I’m just saying they might get to the hotel tonight, with all that stress and everything, and get it on.”

We looked at each other, and drank. Maybe some of us were even imagining them... doing that. I struggled not to.

“He’s not married, is he?” Julia herself asked.

“Come on... who could put up with him? He smells like a musty closet that turns your stomach,” said Gabi.

“Well look,” Julia started again, “there’s actually something called... geronto... philia... right? I mean, gerontophobia would be the opposite.”

“What are you talking about, Julia, for God’s sake?” exclaimed Gabi again through laughter, setting her beer on the table, unable to drink after hearing that.

“It’s true. Attraction to old people,” Julia reaffirmed.

“Oh my goodness...” Tesi whispered.

“No, Julia, I can imagine that ‘gerontophilia’ means attraction to old people, but I can’t imagine Carolina being geronto... philic...”

I, feeling once again the need to say something, took advantage of the minimal silence that followed to ask:

“But... that rumor... what was it about? Where did it come from?”

“Well...” Julia began to answer, “I think it was precisely because of her husband. It didn’t happen here, in our office, I don’t know where it was... I don’t know what visit they were making... but apparently her husband showed up somewhere. Like, to set things straight, so she wouldn’t spend the night with Ricardo.”

“Come on! Her husband showed up because the old man was sleeping with her? And how would he know?” asked Gabi.

“I don’t know. Maybe she was messing with his head to piss him off... and it got out of hand. Carolina looks like she could be quite the handful...” said Julia, and took another drink.

“Damn, Julia, just because she’s a handful doesn’t mean that, first, she sleeps with old men, and second, she plays games to mess with her husband’s head just to piss him off.”

I took a bite of tortilla. But my stomach felt closed. I preferred to drink.

“Tell us, Julia, how you ended up gathering information about gerontophilia...” Gabi said, almost laughing.

“I think gerontophilia might be from seventy or so,” Tesi interjected. “Brad Pitt is like sixty and I don’t think that would be gerontophilia.”

“Wow, that’s true. It’s amazing,” exclaimed Gabi with her gaze fixed on them. “Ricardo looks like my grandfather and he might be Brad Pitt’s age... and that old man who seems like he...

And then, when it seemed she would continue speaking, she stopped. 
 

Then, a murmur:


—Damn…


And another, even lower:


—Shit…


Until she said it clearly:


—You’ve got to be kidding me… he’s coming over here… 

That last phrase from Gabi made my pulse quicken and forced me to look up.

I raised my eyes and immediately lowered them.

Indeed, Ricardo was making his way through the crowd.

Everyone fell silent.

My heart was pounding.

I cursed with all my might being one of those seated next to the walkway.

Gabi then, leaning toward me and whispering like a schoolgirl mocking a teacher, said in my ear:

—He’s probably going to pee. Prostate issues. You know.

Her little jokes didn’t calm me. Nothing did.

I looked down. I didn’t know whether to drink, eat, or do nothing.

It was impossible to hear his footsteps; nothing could be heard over the tumultuous buzz of people, but I felt like I could sense them anyway.

Out of the corner of my eye, I knew he was approaching.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw how Julia, across from me, turned toward Tesi, clearly to turn her back on anything having to do with that corridor of people through which Ricardo would appear at any moment.

I swallowed.

I sighed.

Again my heart was shaking my entire body.

And I felt it. Now for real. That gray and blue blur. And I even thought I could smell him, though that had to be impossible.

And then I heard it, and saw out of the corner of my eye his fist, closed, on the table: “Thump, thump”; two dry knocks on the table, unpleasant, strange…

… and Ricardo’s voice:

—Girls… what? Everything good over here?

I, with my heart in my throat, was forced to look up, but I didn’t look directly at him, while they, almost in unison, mumbled some “Yes… good…”

And Tesi was drinking. And Julia —turned blatantly toward Tesi— was also drinking.

And he, faced with what seemed like an obviously cold reception, appeared to be moving on. Yes, it made perfect sense that he would simply head toward the bathrooms. And it didn’t make much sense for him to stay longer with us, when then, there, next to the table, standing, though lower than us —seated on the high stools—, he pointed in my direction and said:

—Excuse me… your name was?

My heart skipped a beat.

I felt like I couldn’t breathe.

And then a voice, beside me, saved me and revealed that the one being pointed at wasn’t me, but her.

—Gabi —said my friend.

She cleared her throat and, instantly, specified:

—Gabriela.

—Right, Gabriela. Listen, Montse wanted to tell you something. I’m... kind of a messenger.

Then he looked at me —or I thought he did— and added:

—The restrooms… at the back, right?

—At the back. Always at the back —answered Julia, without fully turning toward him, with a hint of mockery.

—But… do I need to go now? —asked Gabi, and I could barely breathe feeling his presence so close.

—Yes, yes. Of course. You should go. Or are you off the clock?

—What? Excuse me?

—I excuse you. Don’t worry —he said and I felt his unpleasant smile—. I mean, are you one of those who, having finished work hours, no longer obey.

My heart stopped completely. Rigid. With my torso straight. Not looking at anything or anyone.

—Well, I… obey, not much… —Gabi dared to say half-jokingly.

—No, no. Go —Ricardo cut her off, completely changing his tone. And I shuddered and felt more heat, more sweat, especially under my arms, and I almost grabbed with both hands the folded jacket resting on my thighs.

—Okay, okay —Gabi answered.

Ricardo then gave two more little taps on the table, as if that was his way of reaffirming his hierarchy and ending the conversation, and began walking toward the restrooms without saying goodbye.

Gabi then got down from her stool and, after looking up to confirm he was already walking away, whispered:

“What a fucking imbecile, that asshole...”

I, trembling but relieved that he had left, lifted my jacket slightly to fold it better and place it back over my legs.

“Anyway...” I heard Gabi sigh, now standing beside me, ready to pass behind me and head toward Carolina and Montse.

“Here, let me,” she said afterward, seeing me struggling a bit with my jacket.

And she took it. And I saw that, next to the wall where she was standing, there was a free hook, beside her gray jacket and coat.

Finding myself without the jacket over my thighs, I had a small start and, almost without thinking, smoothed my skirt downward, making sure it was properly positioned, covering that lascivious white lace. Lace that I could feel against my skin, warm, present, persistent, like a silent reminder of how demanding my brand-new husband could be... and how compliant I could be.

She hung it there, next to hers, and then finally passed behind me, while muttering:

“Let’s see what the hell that annoying bitch wants now...”

Gabi moved away, fighting against the human tide, with her tanned arms, her elegant and flirtatious vest, and her chestnut hair moving among the crowd.

I took another sip of my beer, already dreading Ricardo’s return journey. And I wished with all my might that he wouldn’t stop again to talk to us.

When suddenly I felt something at my side again. I was already tired of being bumped by every person passing by... but almost immediately I realized that this wasn’t a bump. No. It wasn’t something fleeting, but something permanent. A hand. A hand on my waist, on my side, on my shirt.

And a voice:

“I’m back already. It’s impossible to get to the restroom with this crowd. Let’s see... how are things going over here?”

My heart imploded.

My neck tensed.

He was touching me.

But he was letting go.

His hand moved away from me.

But his body... was slipping in behind: through the gap that Gabi had left.

I raised my face. Julia and Tesi’s looks were half surprise, half horror.

And I wanted to take refuge in my beer... while Ricardo was already climbing onto the stool previously occupied by Gabi.

But I had to give up drinking... as my trembling hand wouldn’t allow it. Even leaning my torso forward, I couldn’t drink without revealing a scandalous tremor.

Don Ricardo.

Sitting next to me.

Heavy. Clumsy. Whiny. Loud.

I had been holding my breath for ten or fifteen seconds.

“Well... what are we drinking over here...?” he asked then, in an unpleasant, old-fashioned, falsely friendly tone...

...and too close.

Too close to me.

And then it returned.

The spasm.

The convulsion.

That silent, involuntary jolt that closed my thighs from within.


11. Statue of white salt.

Heat enveloped my entire body. It rose from my knees to the base of my neck, where my white shirt clung to my skin. My legs were bent, tucked in, with the soles of my shoes resting on the narrow crossbar between the stool legs; a posture that had been comfortable enough before, but now felt tense and forced since he had appeared.

My skirt felt constricting; beneath it, I could feel the lace alive, pulsating, brushing against my skin with each breath. And the sweat, trapped between my breasts and the fabric, made me want to shake the neckline of my shirt for just a moment to let in a breath of air. But with Ricardo there, so close I could almost feel his presence against my ribs, I couldn’t do that; I wouldn’t make that gesture with him there in a thousand lifetimes.

I don’t know how long he stayed silent; perhaps watching me. He breathed beside me. Breathed heavily. As if the noise of the bar couldn’t drown it out. As if his presence, sitting there beside me, displacing the air, was enough to eclipse everything else.

And then I heard it.

“María Begoña... María Begoña...” he repeated slowly, with his unpleasant voice. “I don’t forget your name, eh?”

My stomach clenched suddenly.

I managed a half-smile, completely fake.

Julia and Tesi continued talking between themselves: their laughter was low, tense, and their eyes, from time to time, looked our way. Their entire body language evoked a “every woman for herself” attitude, betraying me, with no intention whatsoever of coming to my rescue.

I didn’t answer. I didn’t know whether to answer. I didn’t know whether to move.

And I couldn’t eat or drink; my pulse wouldn’t allow it. All I wanted was to disappear, and I looked far away, as if that could distance him. I looked far away and saw how Gabi was already talking with Montse and Carolina.

He then leaned slightly toward me. Not too much, but enough for his voice to brush against my cheek.

“I’m going to use the informal ‘you’ with you here...” he whispered, as if it were a privilege he was granting me. “What do you think?”

I swallowed. I felt the lace of my stockings tense against my thighs. And, without knowing how, I managed to articulate:

“Fine...” I whispered.

The sounds of the bar seemed to dissolve, as if people’s voices were waves that bounced without ever reaching me. As if he occupied everything. His presence. His smell.

“Well,” he said then, settling onto the stool, “tell me... how did you feel during the interview? Good?”

He asked it with that false cordiality that carried hidden poison within.

My pulse, once again, began to pound in my neck.

“Good? Comfortable?” he insisted, somewhat anxious at my silence.

“Yes... I don’t know,” I stammered, almost trembling.

“I didn’t ask you anything about work...” he whispered to me.

“Yeah...” I exhaled, not even blinking, staring into nothingness.

“Don’t worry... I’m not going to ask you now either...”

His voice came out in thick spurts. And I wouldn’t turn toward him. As if he were speaking to a statue of salt. A white salt, from my shirt, and damp, from the sweat on my skin.

“As far as I’m concerned, you won’t have any problem, eh? The other guy was weaker,” he said, obviously referring to Álex.

“Yeah...” I responded, rigid, becoming aware that I needed to start behaving like a person, to respond in a more or less normal way, to turn toward him and show naturalness.

“Let’s see what Carolina says...”

“...She didn’t like you as much...”

“...But well... I’m in charge.”

He said.

And I swallowed.

My heart pounded.

A vein in my neck throbbed.

And I, once again, unable to turn, to eat, to drink, to do anything other than whisper a timid “yeah...”

At that moment a waiter appeared out of nowhere. Busy and breathless, but efficient, he began collecting plates, creating a din that he himself topped off by almost shouting “four more?” referring to the beers.

“Four more. Yes, sir!” Ricardo responded, without consulting Tesi, Julia, or me... and also in a loud tone, and again with a kind of sociable inflection that sounded fake.

The waiter, besides the nearly empty plates, took three glasses, using three fingers, and disappeared as quickly as he had appeared.

The girls glanced at me again and went back to their conversation.

Ricardo, who didn’t seem particularly bothered by their cold shoulder, gave me no respite:

“And tell me... how’s it going...? How are you...? Do you like this city?”

“What?” I asked, bewildered, with my torso straight and still looking ahead, at nothing.

“The city, do you like it? You arrived recently, right?”

“What? No, no... I’m from here, and I studied here,” I answered, in a phrase that felt endless to me.

“Ah... I don’t know why I thought you weren’t...”

And then there was silence.

A terrible silence.

Which wasn’t silence, because the noise never stopped.

But I felt it as absolute silence.

“You’re shy. That I know for sure, right?” he said in my ear, and I felt his breath... and almost his smile... paternal... invasive.

And another silence.

I wanted to die.

I was just trembling.

Not blinking.

Not breathing.

And then the waiter returned. Again appearing from nowhere. Again at full speed.

And four glasses of beer were placed, hitting the center of the table, overflowing, almost splashing.

“How are we doing over here? Anything else?” he almost shouted.

“Nothing... Everyone’s on a diet, right?” Ricardo responded once more, self-appointing himself as the table’s spokesperson, and again with his unfunny old-fashioned jokes.

And then, everything happened quickly.

The waiter left.

Julia and Tesi created that wall again, each turning toward the other.

I rolled up my sleeves to my elbows, an achievement of movement, though absurd, and it could only have externalized discomfort, since they were already rolled up, so I barely adjusted them, as if it were a compulsive gesture.

And he... then...

Spoke to me.

But the tone was different.

His proximity... already suffocating.

His breath, his smell... hit me... like in the office.

That rancid smell, of something old, of attic clothes, of withered skin, of stale sweat.

“Well... María Begoña. Let’s talk seriously, huh,” he almost blew into my ear, attacking me from that side.

“What...?” I murmured.

“I said... let’s talk seriously, okay?”

“Yes... okay.”

I trembled.

I swallowed again.

And I became aware that my fingers, nervous, were playing with the pearls of my necklace. I didn’t know how long I’d been doing it.

I let go.

I kept looking straight ahead.

Not blinking.

My eyes were almost tearing up.

“You weren’t wearing this, were you?” he pronounced.

“What...?” I sighed.

“This... these stockings...” he whispered to me.

Just hearing the word stockings and I felt all the heat of the bar rushing to my thighs, between my legs. And a flash of dread opened my chest. The lace. The white lace. That absurd, eye-catching thing under my skirt. I imagined a tiny glimpse, a poorly calculated gesture of mine, a posture that might have revealed the edge... and him, just him, noticing. Shame flooded me entirely. My ears, neck, and neckline burned. I lowered my gaze for an instant, as if that could hide me, as if it wasn’t already too late. And yes... that white was showing, vulgar, lustrous, obscene. I could feel it vibrating under my skirt.

I couldn’t believe he had seen it.

I couldn’t believe he knew.

I gasped.

I sighed.

Again, like in the office, I almost felt like crying.

And then it happened. His hand. Its weight. His fingers sinking just barely, just enough, on my thigh, right where the stocking tensed the skin. A light but definitive contact that left me breathless. And then a firm but short journey, slow, over my thigh, over the taut nylon... as if he were verifying what he had seen, certifying it.

And then, very close to my ear, his voice:

“You weren’t wearing them... I’m sure you weren’t wearing them.”

I was petrified.

A cold tremor ran through my back.

I didn’t know whether to close my legs or remain motionless.

I didn’t know whether to remove his hand. I didn’t know how to do it.

I didn’t know if he noticed my trembling.

My spasms there.

My trembling thighs.

“I saw them... when I was going to the restroom... because they’re visible... the lace is visible...”

I closed my eyes for an instant.

His hand, on my thigh… wasn’t moving. He was caressing me… but not moving.

Just holding me in place.

Subduing me.

And I was looking for help, for someone to notice.

But nobody did.

And his voice, in my ear:

“I saw your stockings… and I had to come back.”

I swallowed hard.

I opened my eyes.

I felt the sweat in my armpits.

A spasm between my thighs. A pulsing in my groin. A vein in my neck.

“Do you like that I came back?” he asked.

My heart was exploding.

And I, still, hieratic. With my arms hanging lifelessly. With that lace exposed. With his hand on my thigh…

… I gasped:

“Mm-nn-no… I don’t know…”


12. The shrew, the meek, and an inexplicable tremor.

Mm-nn-no… I don’t know…

I had uttered, without knowing why.

Mm-nn-no… I don’t know…

I had whispered, frozen, showing more doubt than refusal.

Mm-nn-no… I don’t know…

I had sighed, without removing his hand, without objecting to his return.

His hand on my thigh. On my stockings.

My heart pounding.

And then, movement.

Not from him, not from me.

In front of us.

The dry scrape of a stool. Then another. Tesi and Julia were getting down in unison, each one to a side, without looking once in our direction.

And suddenly he did move: he removed his hand from my thigh.

I exhaled as if a weight had been lifted from me.

And he took advantage of that tiny gap to drink from his beer, a long, noisy gulp.

Meanwhile, they grabbed their coats hanging on the wall, murmuring between themselves, without turning around. Just quick, dry, busy voices.

And, finally, Julia’s voice, almost mechanical, saying it but with no intention of addressing us:

“Well… we’re going out for a smoke. We’ll be back soon.”

They didn’t turn to look. They didn’t smile. They didn’t say anything else. And Ricardo, who seemed about to make some silly joke… didn’t. As if it wasn’t necessary. As if he knew it no longer mattered.

He had already chosen his prey.

The prey was me and he no longer wasted time and energy on anyone else.

And then I watched them walk away, fighting against the human corridor.

“Aren’t you drinking?” he asked then, as if nothing had happened. “Your beer is still full.”

He asked as if he hadn’t just touched my thigh.

As if he hadn’t just humiliated me by mentioning my stockings.

And then I wanted to rebel. Even more against myself than against him.

My throat closed. My mouth dry.

I wanted to drink.

I didn’t want to fear my pulse, my trembling.

For God’s sake, Meri, it can’t be that difficult… I told myself.

I forced myself to take the glass. I lifted it with both hands, trembling, and the beer danced at the edge, as if about to spill. I rested my elbows on the table and leaned my torso forward, seeking stability, and even then my pulse vibrated in my wrists. But I fought. I fought and managed to bring the cold drink to my lips. The first contact was a brutal relief: the coolness went down my tongue, down my throat, like an icy line carving a path through me. I felt the alcohol join what I’d had before, mixing, pushing a minimal and immediate dizziness. And, at the same time, the contrast scorched me: the cold inside and the burning on my cheeks, on my neck, in my cleavage; the thick, almost cool sweat, marking my shirt over my armpits. I swallowed, swallowed again, four or five consecutive sips, while my heart pumped blood with an almost painful force and my mind repeated, pounding from within: he touched me… he touched my leg… and I allowed it… he touched me… I put the glass on the table, feeling how everything changed in my body from that coolness, from that slight dizziness, from the bitter relief… and yet, nothing changed completely: the smell beside me was still there, dense, sticky, and his voice, deep, close, sank into my ear again:

“Carolina in your case is also leaning toward no. If it were up to her… neither of you would continue. But I’m in charge. So we’ll see.”

I no longer knew if hearing that finished breaking me down or if I just didn’t care anymore.

What I felt transcended the physical, reaching something like a mental block.

“What did you think of Carolina? Why didn’t you two get along?”

“What? No. I don’t know… I… fine…” I stammered again.

“She’s a good… little shrew… Carolina,” he said, in a strange way, demeaning, sexist.

And then there was silence.

I knew he wanted me to ask him.

But all I wanted was for him to leave. And, above all, for him not to touch me again.

The silence stretched on.

My heart was pounding.

And he couldn’t contain himself any longer:

“Do you know what I mean?” he asked.

“No… I don’t know.”

“I don’t just mean at work, though that too…” he whispered, again very close, and I could feel his crooked smile, his smirk.

Little shrew.

Not just at work.

And then, without meaning to, I saw it. The image came to me like a blow, like a dirty thought that wasn't mine but that he had dropped into my mind. Carolina. In the hotel. With him. Fucking her. The word cut through me like a whiplash, and yet I couldn't help imagining it: her perfect hair becoming disheveled, her fine blouse open, her body tensing under Ricardo's clumsy, heavy weight. I wondered if it was true. If she, so confident, so elegant, would let herself be taken by him. If he would grip her by the hips. If she would moan or look at him with contempt. If beneath that repugnant self-sufficiency there was some truth. And the more I tried to push the image away, the more it turned against me, the dirtier it became, the more I felt it in my chest, in my thighs, at that still-vibrating point where he had touched me. What if it was true? What if he really was fucking her in hotels, during visits? I felt a stab of shame... but also something else, deeper, darker.

Me, staring into nothingness.

My arms hanging lifelessly.

My heart with that “thump-thump, thump-thump, thump-thump” repeating itself, beating in my chest and echoing in my neck, like an unstoppable reverberation.

“You would surely be more docile...”

He whispered to me.

And then, it happened again.

His hand.

On my thigh.

On my stockings.

The touch was again identical: rough, heavy, determined. A pressure that sank into the taut nylon and shot through me like an electric shock. I didn’t react. I couldn’t. I felt how the air cut off in my throat, how my chest heaved without being able to fill, how my legs trembled, how I panicked that he might feel my trembling. My pulse pounded in my ears, in my jaw, in the pit of my stomach. And I, rigid, incredulous, unable to push him away, could only feel that hand invading me through the stocking, digging into me like a dirty certainty.

“Would you be more docile than Carolina or not?” he whispered in my ear.

The hair on my neck stood on end.

A drop of sweat ran down my cleavage.

His hand, on my thigh, burned.

“I... I don’t know,” I exhaled in a whisper.

And he didn’t remove his hand.

It stayed there, firm, installed, as if that flesh, that nylon, that thigh, belonged less to me than to him.

And then, with his other hand, he raised his glass and began to drink. Long, calm sips. Indifferent.

How could he touch me like that and drink as if nothing was happening?

How could he maintain that improper pressure and, at the same time, bring the beer to his mouth with absolute normality?

How was it possible that I didn’t push him away?

That nobody said anything.

That nobody saved me.

My heart pounded from within, chaotically, and yet I remained motionless, nailed to the stool, feeling his hand and watching him drink, how he swallowed, how he placed the glass back on the table unhurriedly, as if he weren’t doing anything out of place.

I raised my eyes, desperate, seeking air, seeking help.

And all I found, at the back, at the bar, was them.

Montse.

Gabi.

And Carolina.

Carolina, next to them, upright, confident.

The little wildcat.

I looked at her as if she could give me an answer.

As if her body knew something that mine didn’t want to know.

Again I wondered if it was true.

The docile one... is subjugated.

The wild one commands.

And again the image imposed itself on me without permission. Dirty. Intrusive. Relentless. Her, on top of him, riding Ricardo in his hotel room. Riding his old cock, panting... perhaps with the light off, to not see him clearly. Perhaps with the light on, precisely to see him better, to punish herself with the horror of riding that old man’s cock; the unpleasant body of that disgusting boss. And I wondered if she would come, mounted on him... and if she would give him everything... if she would lean forward so he could kiss her breasts with that hot breath. I watched her, and she pushed back her bright blonde hair and slightly adjusted her silk blouse while listening to Montse, and I wondered if she would let herself be dominated... if she would let him penetrate her on all fours...

...I felt Ricardo’s hand on my thigh and imagined Carolina, on all fours, on the hotel bed, almost fully dressed —with her blouse, with her skirt, in a hurry to feel and finish; the dirtiest relief— being penetrated relentlessly by don Ricardo’s old body.

And my heart was racing: “thump-thump, thump-thump, thump-thump.”

And again I wondered if she would give herself completely or if she would do it coldly, punishing herself for doing it.

Again, if she would look at him or if she would avoid looking at him.

If there would be pleasure or just power.

The idea made me nauseous.

And, even so, I couldn’t push it away.

Like his hand, which continued burning on my thigh.

Heavy.

Possessive.

And I still couldn’t understand how it was possible that all this was happening… and that the world kept turning as if nothing was wrong.

And then he attacked me again, with his voice:

“Why did you put on these stockings? Tell me.”

I swallowed.

“I don’t know…” I sighed.

“What do you mean you don’t know…?” he whispered, and he wouldn’t let go of me, and I wondered how he could be so brazen…

“I don’t know…” I stammered, and trembled.

“Relax. Take it easy…” he whispered to me again.

And I thought I would die…, as it was obvious that he could feel my trembling through his hand.

And he drank again, with his free hand.

He drank with one hand.

He touched me with the other.

He set down the glass.

The sound overlapped with the pounding in my chest.

And then he whispered to me again, and the back of my neck tingled once more.

“Remove my hand.”

“What?” I asked, confused.

“Come on. Relax. Remove my hand.”

When I realized, still not understanding why he was asking me to do it, and what I was doing, I began to remove that hand, clumsily, moving it toward his own thigh. But somewhere during the gesture something went wrong: his fingers caught mine, mine responded involuntarily, and our hands ended up intertwined on his thigh. I felt his rough skin, his enormous fingers, his damp palm… and I didn’t know why I wasn’t letting go. Or why he wasn’t either. I could feel the fine fabric of his pants… and our hands… wouldn’t separate.

My heart was exploding.

I wasn’t reacting.

I didn’t know what I was doing… holding his hand. My hand. On his leg.

And he drank again.

With me there.

As if I were obeying without wanting to.

And then he, turning more toward me, whispered:

“Do you think I’ll be able to convince Carolina? It’s always better when we both agree.”

I swallowed.

“Yes… I don’t know,” I responded in a thread of a voice.

“And how do you think I usually convince her?” he asked with a smirk.

And I still hadn’t looked at his face since he had sat down.

And I wasn’t able to let go of his hand.

“I don’t know…” I whispered.

“Come on, tell me. I’m already telling you…”

“Well… in the hotel…” I sighed, being fully aware of what he was asking me to say.

And he smiled. I saw it from the corner of my eye. I felt it in his tone.

“That’s it… I convince her in the hotel. But this is a secret, okay? Our secret.”

“Yeah…” I exhaled.

And I tried to release my hand.

To stop them from being intertwined.

But he held me just enough. He squeezed just enough.

“And in the hotel… how do I convince her? Tell me…”

“I don’t know…”

“Yes you do… come on…”

“Well…” I hesitated, trembled, closed my eyes, “by doing it to her…”

Doing it to her… I had said.

Doing it to her.

I felt his smile.

I thought I would die.

His hand squeezed mine harder.

And then something rose through my body. Something with rage. Something disconcerting. Something, also, exciting, dizzying.

I said it.

I whispered it.

I pronounced:

“Fucking her.”

Fucking her.

Fucking her.

Not even “fucking her…” I didn’t know why I had said that.

I didn't understand anything I was doing.

Or anything I was saying.

“Fucking her...” he whispered. “That's it. See? It's not that difficult. But not you and me, right?”

“What...” I stammered, and my heart had been in my throat for two minutes.

That you and I wouldn't do that, right?

“No...” I gasped.

“Why not?”

“Because I'm... married...” I spoke, but it wasn't me.

“Ah. You're married,” he said.

And there was silence.

I wasn't looking at the girls anymore.

I was staring into nothingness.

And something was born inside me, making me rebel.

And my hand broke free from his.

And I hated myself, because I hadn't needed to use any force to free myself.

I had freed myself when I wanted to.

I could smell him.

I could feel him.

And then he said:

“So the stockings... are they for your husband?”

“Yes...” I answered instantly. But my heart continued with that impossible “thump-thump.”

“Does he order you to do things?”

“No... well... he asks me to,” I answered, and swallowed hard.

“And what else does he ask you to do?”

“I don't know...”

“And me... can I ask you for something?” he asked.

And there was silence.

And I was praying for Gabi or the girls to come back.

And then it happened again.

His hand on my thigh.

On my stockings.

Higher up.

On the lace.

On that white, crude, obscene, lascivious thing that peeked out from under my skirt.

My torso trembled.

My legs shook.

“Be honest. Can I ask you for something or not? It's okay...” he whispered.

And more silence.

But a silence that seemed to be broken by a strange, rough sound... and I felt it on my thigh, on the stockings... I wasn't looking, but I could guess that he was touching me there, with his fingernails... scratching that lace, in a strange, vile, dominant, fetishistic way.

“No...” I swallowed. “Better not,” I managed to respond.

“You don't want me to ask you for anything?”

“No...” I exhaled, while feeling that fingernail.

“You don't want to... or you're afraid?”

I swallowed again.

“I don't scare you, do I?”

“No...”

“I was just going to ask you to spread your legs a little,” he said, and I thought I would die.

And then he changed everything, because he stopped scratching, and his hand, his whole palm and fingers, rested on my stockings, on my thigh, almost on the inner side.

“No...” I exhaled, no longer knowing what I was refusing.

“Yeah... I know you don't want to... Your little thigh is burning hot. You're like a little chick... Did you know that?”

I swallowed again.

My heart, at two hundred beats per minute: “thump-thump, thump-thump, thump-thump.”

I didn't respond to that.

And then, he asked me:

“And your cunt... what's it like?”

I died.

With that phrase... I was left breathless.

My heart stopped.

My entire torso and back flashed with a lash that split my body in two, from my crotch to my neck.

“Tell me... what's it like?” he pronounced in my face.

And then, in the distance, I saw Julia and Tesi come in and stop next to the other girls.

“Tell me... what's your cunt like...?” he insisted, crude, humiliating.

“I-I... don't know...” I stammered, but I didn't remove his hand.

“Is your husband going to fuck you with these whore's stockings...?”

He said.

He insulted me.

And I froze.

I sighed.

“God... I don’t know...” I trembled, not even knowing how I’d managed to respond at all.

“What do you mean you don’t know...? That’s why you put them on, isn’t it?” he drilled into me with his breath and voice.

“Yes... God...” I answered, trembling in spasms, feeling his hand, and watching as Julia and Tesi, and Gabi too, made their way toward our table.

“God? God what...?” he grew impatient, pressing me.

“I don’t know...”

And they were getting closer, almost reaching us, when I felt a strong, rough contact on my thigh: Ricardo was squeezing the inside of my thigh forcefully, one, two seconds; the nylon and my flesh sinking under his fingers... and I felt, in a strange way, a throb, a pulse, in the center, in my sex... in my cunt... And then he withdrew his hand and I wondered why that spasm... why that spasm there... why that spasm that hadn’t been a tremor of fear, but a tremor of pure sex...

And they, once again, looking at us without really looking, slipped toward their stools.

And Gabi positioned herself standing beside me.

And then Ricardo got down from the stool.

As if nothing had happened.

And he grabbed his glass.

And finished his beer in two long gulps, after which he set the empty glass down forcefully.

I could still feel his fingers on my thigh. That strong pressure.

“Mrs. Gabriela... I leave you a warm seat...” he said loudly, as he slipped behind me to give her the spot.

“Miss. And thanks, but that wasn’t necessary, you know?” she responded, showing him in a single phrase all the rebellion I hadn’t been capable of, giving him a look of disgust, and waiting for him to pass so she could move forward.

And in that movement, as he passed behind me...

...he did it.

An atrocious goodbye.

A touch.

Possession.

Dominance.

Not a caress.

Not a pinch.

Something in between.

On my side, above my waist.

Over my shirt.

A humiliating touch that made me tremble again.

A tremor I had to swallow.

A whimper I had to disguise.

A sigh I buried while still wondering why I had felt that spasm between my legs.


13. The escape and my entire being.

“What a moron this guy is too,” whispered Gabi, slipping in behind me, and sat down on her stool, the one Ricardo had used as his command post, his control center; from which he had touched me with his hand, with his breath and with his words.

Tesi and Julia were hanging up their coats again. I could smell the tobacco on them. It was a smell I’d always found unpleasant, but anything that could mask don Ricardo’s scent was welcome.

“Moron and asshole,” Gabi insisted.

Tesi, who was already sitting down, glanced at me; and I knew that, sooner or later, either she or Julia —probably she— would end up mentioning that I had been “talking” with Ricardo, although that wasn’t really what had happened.

But it was Gabi who started talking —ranting, mainly about Montse— getting ahead of anything the witnesses to the harassment I had suffered might say.

As I listened to her, my gaze wandered, and I saw Ricardo approaching Montse and Carolina.

“Do you think it’s normal for her to come bust my balls about Monday’s trial on a fucking Thursday? Can’t she tell me tomorrow in the fucking office or what the hell is wrong with her? You know why, right? To look good in front of Carolina. The bitch is using me so Carolina thinks she has everything under control when she doesn’t have a fucking clue what I’m doing...” Gabi was fuming, while Ricardo was already extending a credit card over the bar and bringing it closer to a card reader offered by a waiter.

They were paying.

They were leaving.

I felt something that was both relief and joy.

And then I dared to drink.

Safe.

Regaining control.

Regaining my composure.

I was drinking my beer while Gabi continued dismembering Montse, and I watched them leave. Montse, Carolina and Ricardo —who was the last to exit—. And something inside me, as I set the beer down on the table, whispered:

“Turn around... you bastard... before you leave.”

But he didn’t.

And I didn’t know why I had wanted him to.

Perhaps to show him with my look that I could handle what he had done to me and much more.

To tell him with my eyes that a few shitty phrases and a hand on my thigh didn’t destroy me.

He left.

They left.

And then I heard from Gabi:

“By the way. I stand by what I said. I might be turning lesbian. Or I would turn lesbian for her... But what a knockout that bitch is.”

“Carolina?” asked Tesi.

“Of course. Damn, I’d do her with one of those lesbian dominatrix strap-ons...” Gabi smiled. “May I?” she said to me, already reaching for my beer, which was half full.

“Yes, yes,” I replied.

“Lesbian dominatrix...” repeated Julia, smiling. “You’re really on fire today...”

“Well, the one who’s really on fire is Meri, huh?” Tesi attacked me.

“Whyyy?” asked Gabi.

“What do you mean why? Best buddies with Mr. don Ricardo,” said Tesi, with a mocking tone.

“Oh, yeah... I saw something,” said Gabi. “He didn’t talk your ear off, did he? Or other things... because that guy’s a real pig.”

“Well, he doesn’t really have a reputation as a pig. A reputation for sleeping with Carolina, yes,” said Julia, once again insisting on bringing up that affair... about which I, unfortunately, now knew much more than they did... And also, unfortunately, I was almost completely convinced it was true.

“Julia... don’t tell me that again or I’ll get jealous.”

“Relax, Gabi. Maybe she prefers your strap-on to don Ricardo’s sad penis,” Julia provoked, increasingly uninhibited, almost reaching Gabi’s own level.

“Definitely. My strap-on with a dick would surely be harder than that old man’s cock. For sure...” Gabi added, and drank from my glass again.

And I felt relief because he had left, but I still felt the consequences of his words... and his touching... And, besides, I felt a slight tension because I feared Tesi would bring up the subject again.

And then I wanted to stabilize my relief:

“But... Wait. They’re leaving already? I mean... aren’t they coming back to the office tomorrow?” I asked.

“No, no. They’re not coming to the office tomorrow. They’re going back to their city. They only come for one afternoon. I mean, that’s how it’s always been, right?” said Gabi, looking toward them.

“Yes, yes…” Tesi answered.

“Oh, by the way, Meri, they talked a bit about you,” said Gabi, and I was startled.

“Oh, really?”

“Well, about your interviews and stuff. Actually, not about you specifically. But from what I could gather… I think Alejandro, poor guy, is on his way out.”

“Well, there you go, Meri,” Julia chimed in. “You stay and they get rid of Alejandro.”

“Look… just because Alejandro doesn’t stay doesn’t mean you will…” Tesi spoke up. “I mean, hopefully, jeez, obviously, but sometimes neither candidate stays. Though I think you will stay, right? Everyone seems happy… And things with don Ricardo went well… right? What were you two talking about for so long?”

While she was speaking, I had raised my gaze.

Looking at her.

And the truth was that I couldn’t see any malice in her look or her question.

Her curiosity was really normal—and almost obvious.

“Well… um… I don’t know… work stuff…” I lied.

“No way. That fucking bastard. Wasn’t interviewing you upstairs enough? He had to come here and ruin your tapas?” Gabi tried to defend me.

“No, no. Carolina interviewed her, didn’t she?” said Tesi.

“Yes…” I whispered, lying again.

“Oh, shit… that’s right,” said Gabi. “Well, maybe he wanted to feel you out a bit too. In the end, he’s more in charge, isn’t he?”

“He’s definitely more in charge,” Julia answered.

“Yeah… I mean. He looks like a total sleaze and creep. But look, if you get along with him… you’re safe… And let’s be real. He’s a fucking genius. Let’s be honest… In commercial law… I don’t know what rank he’s at… but I’m telling you, in the country, right? Damn… I studied from his textbook in college…” Gabi said rapidly, and grabbed my glass again.

“Really? Is he that good?” I asked.

“Damn, didn’t you study from his book?” she paused, with the glass in the air. “Commercial Law… Commercial Law 2, was it? The Ripoll-Garza. All of us going back and forth with that damn Ripoll-Garza manual. Absolutely massive, unreadable tome,” Gabi smiled, and then she did drink.

“Well, shall we pay?” asked Julia, taking advantage of the brief silence that occurred when Gabi was drinking.

We all agreed and Tesi and Julia herself got down from their stools. I did the same, feeling the vertigo of solid ground after so long up there—and after a beer and a half on an almost empty stomach.

They grabbed their coats. And Gabi, putting on her gray jacket and before proceeding with her coat, was taking down my pink jacket.

“You didn’t bring anything else?” she asked.

“No… I hardly ever do,” I responded immediately. “I mean, I catch the bus right across the street…”

“Yeah, but it’s really chilly today, you know?” Gabi replied, while finishing turning toward me, and at the end of her sentence there was a strange, contained nuance, as if she had seen something but didn’t want to say it.

And right after hearing that nuance, I felt her gaze… and I wondered what could be the reason for that sudden surprise just as she looked at me… and then I feared that… when getting down from the stool… maybe the lace had been visible. The white, crude edge, showing. A flash crossed my chest. I lowered my gaze for a second, swallowed, and, almost automatically, smoothed my skirt downward, quickly but trying to make it look natural. When I raised my eyes, Gabi’s expression was neutral, normal; she didn’t seem to have noticed anything.

She held out my pink jacket.

“Wait… give me a second,” I whispered and let out a sigh of relief.

Gabi stood still, holding it in her hands, while I rolled down the sleeves of my shirt. I stretched the fabric to my wrists and fastened the cuff buttons with measured movements.

I then heard her murmur, softly, as if it came out without thinking:

“You’re such a cutie… I’d pick you over Carolina. I’m not talking about sexual attraction, okay? In that department, Carolina is an atomic bomb. But in terms of beauty… damn, whoever gave birth to you…”

My cheeks burned. With Gabi, these kinds of compliments were common: direct, exaggerated, almost impulsive.

Now with my shirt properly in place, long sleeves, cuffs buttoned, I put on the jacket in front of her while she grabbed her coat.

And then, behind us, I heard Tesi call a waiter:

“Excuse me, can you charge us with a card?”

“It’s been paid for, ladies,” he replied. “The gentleman at the bar who was with you paid for it.”

“What?” exclaimed Julia, surprised.

“How come?” said Tesi, overlapping her.

Gabi, however, muttered:

“Oh... that’s fucking great.”

I then leaned toward the hook on the table to grab my purse. As I did so, I saw the shiny plastic edge of the damn stockings’ wrapper sticking out again. I discreetly pushed it back inside my purse before slinging it over my shoulder.

And we began to make our way out.

The three of them moved ahead, and I followed behind, as we crossed the human corridor that opened just enough to let us escape to the street.

We went outside.

And then, the impact hit.

The air.

The cold.

The street.

Such an abrupt change that it made me shudder immediately.

The bar ceased to exist with an invisible slam: the unbearable murmur, the sticky laughter, the buzzing of glasses, plates, bodies... everything was left behind, replaced by an enormous silence, clean, almost violent, barely broken by the occasional distant car and the hissing of the night.

I breathed.

An icy air pierced my chest.

And my legs... felt it before I did.

The cold attacked the nylon, bit it, tensed it. I felt the stockings like a second exposed skin, vulnerable. I looked down and, for an absurd second, born of accumulated tension, I believed the stockings themselves were shining. That they were actually glowing. As if the night had discovered them too. As if everything was visible, evident.

I blinked.

It wasn’t possible.

But the sensation... wouldn’t go away.

I then put my hand in my purse to get my phone.

Meanwhile, they were talking.

“Where did you park?” asked Julia.

“On the street behind, where I always do. I think someone there leaves at exactly five to nine, because that spot is always free,” Tesi answered.

“If you’re going to the back street, I’ll go with you, I’m in the parking garage,” said Gabi.

They sounded far away, though they were right beside me.

I unlocked my phone.

I checked the time.

10:28 PM.

Low battery.

And two notifications.

A text message from Jorge:

“Damn, the train is stopped, always the same, this is a mess.”

And, below, a voice message.

A message I didn’t open. Not yet.

“Meri, so, should we give you a ride?” Gabi asked me.

“No, no need... I have one coming at half past,” I said, and it was true, but it was also true that I had been feeling, for hours now, the overwhelming need to be alone.

“Are you sure? Won’t you freeze out here?”

“No, no. Not at all. It’s just two minutes, jobá,” I replied, and immediately the goodbyes began: the contact of cheeks that had gone from the hot sweat inside the Stesso to the cool freshness from the night’s cold attack.

I then walked the few steps that separated me from the bus shelter, while I heard their heels bounce against the sidewalk, making it sound like there were more than three girls.

Barely sheltered by the bus stop, I played Jorge’s voice note.

Twenty-six seconds that had given him plenty of time: to criticize the train lines, to tell me he would probably arrive quite late, to tell me he was horny... and to tell me to wait for him with the stockings on...

He hadn’t had time, however, to ask me about my evaluation.

I sighed.

I wrapped my arms around my body to protect myself from the cold.

I glanced at my phone again.

Time: 10:33 PM.

Battery: seven percent.

Desire to respond to him, when he was ignoring the most important day I’d had since starting work at that firm: five percent.

Desire to wait for him with those slutty stockings on after everything that had happened to me: zero percent.

I took a deep breath.

I looked down.

Again, those stockings that seemed to sparkle, as if they really had a shiny finish.

10:35 PM.

The cold then pierced me with a harder gust, as if the night wanted to remind me that I was alone, truly alone there...

I adjusted the collar of my shirt, instinctively, uselessly. As if the collar of a silk shirt could raise my body temperature by even a thousandth of a degree.

There was only silence, and an occasional distant car, and the fleeting murmur from Stesso, fifteen or twenty meters away, when someone opened and closed the door.

22:37.

My mind was already stirring, suspicious:

How strange that it hasn’t arrived yet.

I checked my phone again and began typing with numb fingers. I searched for the bus line. It took time to load. Another small torture.

When it finally appeared, I could see the schedule: last bus at 22:50.

But it didn’t say what time the last one had passed through.

I was almost certain it had already gone by. That I’d missed it.

Even so, I decided to wait a little longer.

And then I got angry. Suddenly. Without filter. Without the ability to contain myself. I opened the messaging app, went into my chat with “My husband” —that name I’d jokingly given him a few weeks ago—, pressed the microphone icon and, with the cold biting my fingers, I recorded:

“Are you seriously not going to ask about my evaluation? Whatever... So. What time will you get here? Can’t you calculate it more or less?”

I released my finger.

Send.

The screen flickered.

Battery: 4%.

“Shit...” I whispered.

And I didn’t want to be dramatic. I didn’t want to feel pitiful... or childish, but, unable to help it now, I whispered to myself:

“What a shitty birthday.”

And then a blast of icy air shook my legs, rising up my thighs, slipping under my skirt.

And accepting that gelid lash...

...I closed my eyes.

And then memory attacked me.

It had been too strong not to come back.

It was impossible.

I knew it.

It had to come.

It had to attack me.

The girls. Jorge. The bus. The cold.

There was no possible distraction.

No matter how hard I fought.

It all attacked me, suddenly.

Don Ricardo’s voice.

His smell.

His hand.

His hand sunk into my thighs.

Him mentioning my stockings.

Him mentioning that he was fucking Carolina.

Him forcing me to verbalize that he was fucking her.

Him calling me docile, comparing me to the fierce one: Carolina.

Him selling me his power, telling me my future depended on him.

Him squeezing my thigh forcefully.

Him talking about my “whore” stockings.

Him... asking me, with that tone, with that breath: “How’s your little pussy...?”

And... my insides, the inside of my thighs... trembling... from his voice, from the way he treated me.

I opened my eyes, terrified, suddenly, as if waking from a nightmare.

I couldn’t believe what had happened.

I checked the time again.

22:41.

I wanted to come back to myself.

To the real world.

I wanted to go home. I just wanted to go home.

And I said it, in a low, broken voice, as if accepting one more defeat:

“Damn... it’s not coming anymore.”

Shit.

“Damn, the damn bus isn’t coming anymore.”

And another gust of wind.

And another echo coming from Stesso.

And again I checked the time. This time on my wristwatch, to save my phone battery:

22:43.

Impossible.

Impossible for it to come now.

I gave up.

And I felt it first as surrender, but then as relief: I would get a taxi.

The taxi stand... I knew there was one two or three blocks down, next to a newsstand.

I decided to start walking.

I skirted the bus shelter, took one last look at Stesso —the muffled noise, the steam still trapped in its windows— and walked away.

My heels clicked on the sidewalk, sharp and offbeat, as if marking an erratic, frightened pace.

I walked quickly.

The cold attacked my legs.

I felt it climbing up my stockings like electricity,

as if awakening the memory.

I then passed in front of the law firm’s entrance.

The metal door, the dark glass.

I didn’t want to look.

I just wanted to keep walking, keep moving away, keep feeling that what happened earlier had occurred in a different universe.

And then, behind me, a sound.

Sharp.

Violent.

Unmistakable.

The click of the office door opening.

A creak first.

A harsh thud after.

The metallic slam closing behind someone.

My body reacted before I could think.

Everything tensed up.

Everything.

One step.

Two.

Three.

And then that voice.

Not two first names.

A first name and a last name.

Spoken with authority.

With that authority.

“María Begoña.”

I turned around by instinct.

Like a student caught in the act.

Like prey called by its hunter.

And there they were.

Three meters away.

Carolina and Ricardo, standing, looking at me.

Both in dark coats.

Both motionless.

Both silent for a second that ripped the air from my chest.

The steam of their breath emerged intimidatingly.

And he, then, spoke:

“María Begoña, where are you going?”

He said it with that aggressive sarcasm,

vulgar,

hurtful,

as if he owned not only my name

and my future

but my steps, my escape…

and my entire being.


14. My Desire and the Other Ricardo.

I couldn't move.

Not a millimeter.

I wasn't able to.

My feet remained nailed to the ground, rigid, as if the cold had frozen them. I couldn't speak. I couldn't think. I could only stare at them.

They advanced toward me. Slowly. With that calm that wasn't calm, but a silent decision, which I felt agonizingly hostile. I felt cold sweat forming in my armpits, sticking the silk of my blouse to my skin.

Ricardo arrived one step ahead of Carolina.

“What...?” he said, nothing more, urging me to respond.

I swallowed. I felt again that pounding heartbeat in my chest.

That thing awakening inside me.

That thing that made me feel.

And I couldn't believe that this man had touched my leg, that he had scratched at the lace of my stockings... and that he had asked me... that thing I remembered every minute, even though I wanted to bury it, that how’s your little pussy...?

“No... nothing...” I managed to say. “I was going to get a taxi. There are no more buses.”

Carolina took another step, gentle yet firm. Her voice came out serious, but with a sweet edge:

“What do you mean, a taxi?” she asked, looking at me directly. “No, dear... We’ll take you. Right, Ricardo?”

She said it without even looking at him.

And in my head echoed: “the little wildcat.”

And he wasn't answering, wasn't even nodding. And I, guilty, completely overwhelmed and, for a fraction of a second... as I looked at her...

...I imagined them fucking.

Missionary position. Him on top of her, sinking his body, his cock into her. Her holding him, not embracing him, containing him, with an impossible expression, a face of pleasure... and at the same time disgust.

And again a vein pulsing in my neck, and again that strange throbbing between my legs.

I was going crazy.

Carolina tilted her head slightly, her blonde hair falling over her coat shoulders. Her coat was open; through the middle, her light, delicate blouse gleamed.

“Where do you live?”

The question floated in the freezing air. And I, petrified, knew I had to answer... but what I wanted was to run away. I looked down for a moment: my stockings. Again that absurd shine, as if the streetlights were fixating on them.

As if he could see them.

As if that were our secret.

My voice came out on its own, without my permission, indicating more or less the area, but finishing with a request that they not trouble themselves.

That request, inside, was a plea.

“That would be... about ten minutes by car?” she asked.

“Yes, around there,” Ricardo jumped in.

“Well then... forget it, we’ll take you. Besides, you must be freezing,” said Carolina in a protective role that I, without knowing why, distrusted. “And we have the car right here, in the underground garage,” she continued. And that phrase “in the underground garage” sounded strange to me, like those little nuances in speech that strike you, that let you know a person is from another city.

I wanted to refuse again while, like Gabi before me, I felt struck by her beauty, by her perfect features, by her green eyes. And I wanted to curse her for what Ricardo had told me she thought of me, but all I could do was admire her... admire her and not believe that she had chosen disgusting Don Ricardo as a lover.

I looked away from her and then the revulsion rose in me again, mixed with shame, noticing his gaze traveling over my body.

“Consider it our birthday gift,” said Ricardo, muttering it, savoring it, and I trembled, and Carolina turned her face toward him... and then toward me.

“You don’t say? It’s today?” she seemed surprised, and adjusted her purse on her shoulder, and then Ricardo began to walk, and she did too. And before I knew it, I was going with them, without having expressly accepted their offer to take me home.

“Yes...” I murmured, the three of us walking, with my arms crossed, not knowing if it was a gesture to protect myself from the cold or to protect myself from something else.

“I’m not asking how old you are, not out of politeness but to avoid depressing myself,” said Carolina, who walked in the center, while her heels and mine hit the sidewalk, creating an echo in the narrow street.

“Twenty-seven little years...” Ricardo then revealed, to her left, in a grotesque, sickly tone. Carolina looked at him when she heard it; I’m not sure what gesture she made, but I got the impression she hadn’t liked it. That she knew him well, that she reproached him frequently... for which she only needed her gaze.

To me, his phrase had raised the hair on my forearms. It had sent a chill down my spine.

It was as if he savored how young I was. How docile I might appear. How manageable.

The parking garage we were approaching was the same one where Gabi had her car. For a moment, I thought she might still be there and could save me from them, but I quickly realized that the fifteen minutes I'd spent waiting for a bus that never came was too much time.

We walked in silence.

The three of us together.

But I felt alone, truly alone.

And my heart kept pounding in my chest, warning me that something was wrong.

But I tried to calm myself.

Just fifty more meters to walk.

Get into the back seat of their car.

Wait, travel, ten minutes.

And I’d be safe.

The silence had become uncomfortable. Next to Carolina, I felt diminished.

And I felt that some additional conversation was called for before reaching the parking garage, however superficial, but I couldn’t articulate anything.

Carolina then said something to Ricardo. Something in a low tone. Something I didn’t understand.

And he responded with something.

Again, something I didn’t hear.

Walking beside them, arms crossed, I felt my heart pounding. I felt like a victim without perhaps being one. I felt almost paranoid, or not almost. As if they were conspiring against me.

We were just a few meters from arriving when another gust of wind rose; wind that hit us head-on, blowing Carolina’s coat open until she contained it, and then her scent reached me, her perfume, the one I had smelled in the office. That expensive perfume. That subtle, refined scent... And again my mind imagined, and I wanted to flee from those images, but I couldn’t... Again my mind took me to Ricardo enjoying, penetrating that refined body... Again savoring and subduing the elegance of the woman walking beside me. And again I couldn’t believe it and, at the same time, I was convinced it was true.

I was tempted to check my phone to see what Jorge had replied and when he would arrive, but I told myself I’d look later, once in the car.

Finally, we reached the entrance to the parking garage: an asphalt ramp going down and a narrow sidewalk descending alongside it.

Irremediably nervous, I was the last one walking down the sidewalk ramp.

And then, a phone rang.

A sharp ringtone, not mine.

Carolina paused for a moment, barely a second, and reached into her purse. She took out her phone, looked at it as we continued walking and, although she didn’t sigh or make any gesture, I noticed a slight hardening in her expression. She seemed to be debating whether to answer.

She touched her hair, tucked it behind her ear with a quick, almost automatic gesture. Then she adjusted her purse on her shoulder.

The melody continued as we entered the interior, onto the smooth, shiny cement, illuminated by cold lights that trembled over the parked cars.

The echo of our steps overlapped with that melody that kept coming from Carolina’s hand until it finally stopped.

We walked to the left, toward the payment machine, which was a strangely large yellow machine, illuminated by a white neon light, while Ricardo reached inside his jacket and took out his wallet.

And then Carolina’s phone rang again.

She looked at it without stopping.

Ricardo, this time, did speak. His voice came out low, contained, almost like an order disguised as advice:

“Better take the call...”

Carolina looked at him for a moment, as if weighing whether to follow his advice.

The screen continued illuminating her hand.

The melody, perhaps because of the echo down there, seemed to thunder even more.

I felt uncomfortable.

I felt a constant unease.

I just wanted to get into that car and appear at home, as if I could teleport myself.

And then she slid her finger to accept the call.

“Yes... Tell me,” she answered in a soft tone.

She turned slightly, giving me her back, walking a few steps toward the shelter of a column, seeking privacy.

Ricardo, standing by the yellow machine, looked at me then.

Directly.

Without disguise.

His eyes lowered to my legs.

To my stockings.

Again.

I didn’t look down.

But I felt the shine.

That shine that I still didn’t know if it was entirely real.

I looked away.

I wanted to take a deep breath, but I couldn’t.

One second.

Two.

Three.

He hadn’t hesitated to take advantage of that fleeting moment when Carolina had moved away to attack me with his dark eyes.

I, with my gaze fixed on nothing, turned slightly, not fully giving him my back.

And I sighed.

Exposed.

Observed.

Arms crossed, covering my torso, but I couldn’t hide my legs, and my stockings.

Eternal and anguishing seconds during which I didn’t know if he was already paying at the machine or if he was still looking at me. Or if he was capable of doing both things almost simultaneously.

Carolina’s voice, in the background, sounded serious. Low. Intimate.

I dared to raise my eyes toward Ricardo.

Fortunately, he had stopped looking at me… and was retrieving a ticket that the machine was returning to him.

“Wait, Miguel, I can’t hear you well,” Carolina was heard saying then.

And footsteps again. She was approaching and Ricardo was turning around.

“I barely have any signal. I’m going up for a moment. Pick me up upstairs, outside, right where we came in. Wait, I’ll leave you my coat now,” Carolina whispered, facing Ricardo, covering the phone with her hand as best she could.

Then she turned, giving him her back, and Ricardo gently removed her coat, while she passed her purse and phone from one hand to the other to facilitate the gesture, now remaining in her suit jacket, which completed the elegant ensemble along with her skirt.

Without the coat, she adjusted her purse on her shoulder and began to walk away. Back toward the ramp where we had entered.

Her heels creating that echo.

Smoothing her hair. Somewhat tense.

And leaving me alone with him.

“Here you go,” Ricardo then said, authoritative and mocking, offering me Carolina’s coat.

A coat that I took and folded over my arms.

And he began to walk, in the opposite direction from Carolina, and I went with him.

And overwhelmed, distressed, while he took the car remote from his coat, I asked him:

“And the car… where is it?”

My voice had come out desperate, trembling. And my question didn’t even make much sense.

And then he, readjusting his glasses with a brief touch to push them up a bit, making a grimace, and while we continued walking, said:

“Ugh. Very far away. On level minus three.”

And I trembled. I trembled while the echo of Carolina’s heels already sounded very distant.

And again that desire to disappear.

That desire to almost cry.

When then he extended his arm, pointing the remote at a dark car, and the lights of that elongated car illuminated and beeped, barely ten meters away, and on his face a sadistic mocking smile was drawn.

And I held back a sigh of relief…

…as we continued walking.

Just a few more steps and we reached the car from the back.

He opened the trunk with a mechanical gesture and, without saying anything, began to take off his coat. I stopped beside him, holding Carolina’s coat in my arms, not knowing what I should do. I felt the heat trapped in the fabric, the faint perfume, the absurd responsibility of not damaging anything.

Ricardo placed his coat inside the trunk with a strange care, almost ceremoniously, spreading it out well, carefully. Inside there was absolutely nothing. Not a bag. Not a paper. Nothing.

I remained still, not daring to move a finger.

He glanced at me.

“Come on,” he said. “What are you doing? What are you waiting for? Put it there.”

A shiver ran through me. Not so much because of the phrase, but because of the tone. That tone of his, despotic, impatient, as if he had the right to order me around. When he addressed me formally, it sounded especially offensive.

I was only carrying my purse and Carolina’s coat and even so I felt overwhelmed. I took my purse off my shoulder and left it inside the trunk, to one side. I did it hurriedly with the idea of picking it up again later and taking it with me to the car. Then I placed Carolina’s coat as best I could, trembling, trying to imitate the way he had placed his. I spread it out, smoothed it, arranged it… and at that moment I felt how, beside me, he was also taking off his jacket.

I froze.

The blue glow of his shirt emerged beside me. He folded his jacket and also put it in that large trunk of the spacious sedan. He did it unhurriedly, without roughness, but with each small movement he let out a gasp, a groan. Then he passed behind me. I felt his presence at the edge of my neck, his slight breathing.

He took a step, as if he were going to head toward the driver’s seat.

I thought he would order me to close the trunk and sit in the back seats.

I was almost about to grab my purse.

But no.

Behind me… he spoke:

“I would take off my jacket too. I like it to be warm in the car…”

I went rigid.

The silence between us became unbearable. I could feel his presence behind me, as if he were pushing me just by existing.

“Yes...?” I whispered, without looking at him, without turning around.

“Yes,” he said, firm, dry.

And his command hung suspended in the cold air of the parking garage, weighing on my shoulders more heavily than the jacket itself.

I felt there was no possible reply. No real alternative.

My heart began to pound against my chest with even more uncomfortable force.

I took a deep breath.

I told myself it was nothing. That it wasn’t a big deal.

And very slowly I brought my hands to my pink jacket to take it off. The white silk of my blouse—so fine, so light—separated from the warm fabric of the jacket with an inaudible whisper. As I slid it down my arms, a sudden coolness ran across my back, my neck, my shoulders. It was like being almost naked. Not because of the garment, but because of the gaze I knew—knew—he was fixing on me from behind.

I could imagine how he was watching me lustfully: the line of my bra marked beneath the silk, the complete curve of my back, the slight tension of my shoulder blades as I breathed, and my narrow waist, cinched even more by the blouse perfectly tucked into my skirt.

And I found myself wondering, motionless in front of the trunk, what captured his attention more from that fixed angle: the shape of my arched back... or my buttocks, contained beneath the skirt and unintentionally offered, still, exposed, at an indecent distance from his eyes.

That doubt—knowing I was being observed without knowing where—made my chest burn: the suffocating sensation of offering him that clean, clear vision like a docile, obedient girl, as if he had the right to look at me like that.

The silk, cold, seemed to betray each breath; it seemed to betray me, clinging to my skin so he could read it, measure it, enjoy it without me being able to do anything but endure the humiliating flush of his attention.

My fingers were trembling.

My legs were trembling.

As I removed my jacket, I wasn’t exactly sure where to put it. As if I didn’t want to place it on top of their coats. I leaned further over the trunk and the silk of my blouse fell forward, light, sliding over my skin, creating an enormous neckline that, fortunately, he, behind me, could only imagine. And I felt the cold air slip through that opening created at the upper part of my chest, and my pearl necklace swayed, shaking with my movement.

My skirt tensed, inevitably, and I stretched out my arms, finishing placing the jacket neatly.

And then...

I straightened up.

Slowly.

Feeling—not hearing: feeling—his presence behind me. That contained heat of his. That space invaded by a masculine body that wasn’t touching me, but that emitted a force that barely allowed me to breathe.

And then I heard him.

An inch from my neck.

“Fuck...”

He pronounced that: fuck...

It wasn’t a fuck of impatience.

It wasn’t of anger.

It was a “fuck” that was low, desperate, burning, contained.

A sound almost torn from the depths of his chest.

A sigh, almost a snort... strangely furious...

...and... above all...

...sexual.

My heart violently exploded. I was left breathless.

I looked down, instinctively.

And I saw it.

Again.

The white lace, peeking out from beneath my stockings. So minimal. But so evident. The skirt, raised a bit from my previous leaning over the trunk.

The shiny, treacherous edge, exposed.

I felt my blood freeze.

How the floor, suddenly, seemed colder.

How my body became rigid, petrified.

And his breathing...

Right behind me.

Right above me.

I, frozen, didn’t know what to do.

My arms hung lifelessly.

Shoes, stockings, skirt, blouse: everything exposed before him.

And, in the middle of his eyes’ journey over my body, that snow-white strip, that snow-white lace, peeking out with obscene clarity between the nylon of the stockings themselves and the gray of the skirt.

I wanted to react; my hands went to my skirt, to pull it down.

“Shhh... Don’t-move-don’t-move-don’t-move...” I heard instantly, at full speed, his breath on my neck.

Like a spring, my hands released my skirt.

Again my arms hung lifelessly.

Again my heart: “thump-thump, thump-thump, thump-thump.”

And again:

“Fuck...” he gasped, behind me.

Close.

Very close.

And then it happened:

He pressed against me.

I felt his chest, heavy, against my back; his protruding belly pushing into my back; his rancid, dense smell, the smell of a man who had been drinking, sweating.

I closed my eyes, trembling.

It was too much.

Too close.

Too much him.

And my body…

My body reacted before my mind could.

A sudden chill on my skin.

An overwhelming heat inside.

A brief dizziness.

The vertigo of feeling his chin almost brushing my shoulder from behind, leaning over me as if he were about to attack my neck.

A tremor.

Another.

I held my breath.

I felt his face leaning in.

I felt his breath on my neck.

“No… no… no,” I thought, unable to move.

And then…

His hands.

Again.

On my waist.

On my hip.

Firm.

Placed with certainty, with eagerness.

He squeezed me slightly, as if wanting to test the size of my body, my shape, my consistency, between his fingers.

My heart was about to burst.

His smell became a hot vapor rising up my back.

My cold sweat soaked my armpits, my cleavage, my collarbones.

And, for a terrifying moment, I thought he was going to kiss me from behind: the nape of my neck, the base of my throat, my earlobe… any of those points where I knew that, if he did, I would collapse.

But no.

What came next was perhaps worse.

The tug.

A sudden tug.

Of my skirt.

Upward.

A quick, decisive, brutal gesture.

The fabric rose abruptly.

“Ah…!” escaped from my mouth. A short whimper; not of pain, but of surprise, of anguish, of incomprehension.

I felt the cold air bite my skin.

I felt the real, complete nakedness.

And, immediately, his breath moved away slightly.

As if he had taken a step back.

I looked down.

And there it was.

The lace completely exposed.

Completely.

And the skirt pulled so high that I could even see the skin —the flesh— of my thighs, naked, pale, where the lace no longer reached. And, seeing that, I knew —I felt it— that from behind he must be seeing even more. Much more. Perhaps even part of the curve of my buttocks.

My tight skirt, gathered up, in an indecent way, impossible to justify.

I froze.

Petrified.

The silence was unbearable.

And I trembled.

And I wanted to turn around.

Protest.

Rebel.

And I began to turn my face… and move my hands.

And then I heard his voice, harsh, choked, behind me:

“Shh…! Stay still. No. Don’t turn around… Fuck… don’t turn around…

… God… stay still…

… Don’t turn around.”

…

…

And then, without knowing why,

I complied.

I obeyed.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t turn around.

But my body was shaking in spasms, in shivers, with an agonizing trembling.

Freezing cold, in that icy garage.

Exposed.

And then,

a sound.

Atrocious.

Horrible.

Frightful.

A sound that announced something so terrible that I felt a brutal spasm, so strong that I thought it would make me faint.

A metallic sound.

A jingling.

A belt.

A buckle.

A zipper being lowered…

… A long, hammering, terrifying “ziiiiip…”

Sound of clothes moving, being shifted, lowered.

I trembled. There. Standing. With my skirt hiked up. With my stockings exposed. In front of that open trunk.

“Don’t turn around...” he whispered to me.

My arms hung lifelessly.

“Fuck... God...” he panted, desperately.

And then, two sounds, like two rustles of clothing.

I closed my eyes.

Again I thought I would faint...

And, suddenly,

a contact.

His hand on my shoulder. On my blouse.

He wasn’t squeezing.

He wasn’t leaning.

He was fixing me in place.

Subduing me.

And another sound:

“Oh...”

His.

Short.

Pleasure. Guttural, deep pleasure. Physical pleasure.

And a jingling.

And a tremor.

In him. In his body, behind me. In his hand, which wasn’t pressing, but was holding my shoulder.

The trembling of his body. His displaced clothes. The jingling of his hanging belt. His “Oh...” of pleasure.

...

...

He was masturbating.

Jerking off.

Behind me.

I couldn’t see him. I couldn’t see it. But I could hear it. And I could feel it.

I could feel his breathing breaking, that kind of contained moan that vibrates in a man’s chest when he abandons himself, when something completely disarms him. I could feel how the air was charged with him, with his heat, with his need. I could feel his hand on my shoulder, fixed, planted, as if he needed that point of support, or to feel me, to feel the cause, the one causing him to abandon himself like this.

And I...

I was trembling.

Trembling in a way my body had never trembled before.

Cold and heat at the same time.

Panic and disturbance.

Humiliation and something I didn’t want to name... Again that spasm between my thighs.

And a rhythmic sound: the jingling of his belt.

And another “Oh” from him, pleasurable... atrocious...

... horrendous.

I trembled and imagined us, seen like this: that man, with one hand placed on a girl’s shoulder, masturbating, with his pants half-lowered; aiming his cock forward, toward her, toward her skirt, toward her stockings, toward the lower part of her buttocks...

I crumpled inside.

I shrank from his breathing, from his gasps.

My neck burned with the pulse of his breath, rising and falling, close, almost brushing my hair.

“Click-click-click-click-click” —the buckle of his belt rattled at high speed, hanging from his pants, indicating the rapid frequency of his jerking off.

My heart pounded in my chest as if it wanted to escape.

And, even so...

I didn’t turn around.

I didn’t defend myself.

I didn’t stop him.

I didn’t say anything.

Perhaps because I felt it.

Perhaps because I felt that all this —that exposure, that shame, that trembling— didn’t just destroy me... it ignited me.

It turned me into someone I didn’t know I could be.

And then, he moved closer.

Much closer.

So close that the presence of his body became a weight against my back, an enveloping shadow that made me shut my eyes suddenly. The silk of my blouse tensed against my skin, outlining me completely, betraying each breath.

“God...” he whispered to me, incredibly aroused.

And then I, without wanting to, and without understanding it, let out a minimal, stifled gasp that set me on fire with shame and something even stronger. Something that made me squeeze my thighs together.

I felt his face almost peering over my shoulder, his chin very close to my cheek.

That closeness was tearing me in two.

My body leaned forward a millimeter, involuntarily, as if escaping... or as if offering itself.

His hand on my shoulder trembled.

Trembled against my skin, over my blouse.

A tremor that wasn’t from cold.

And I...

I couldn’t think.

I couldn’t breathe.

I couldn’t understand how something so dirty, so devastating, so repulsive... could be making me feel this way, there, in front of the open trunk, with my skirt hiked up, with my stockings exposed, with his shadow merging with mine.

And then... another gasp.

Mine.

This one clearer.

A precise, distinct and, at the same time, ambiguous “Ahhh.”

An “Ahhh” that I knew he had heard.

An “Ahhh” that wasn’t from desire, but from bewilderment, from shock, from tension.

And, instantly, he pulled back slightly. Almost a step backward, and whispered to me:

“Yes... fuck... moan...”

“Click-click-click-click-click.”

“Fuck. Moan. Come on.”

“Click-click-click-click-click.”

And then I...

I surrendered.

I didn’t pretend.

I didn’t exaggerate.

I just let the air out. The tension.

“Ahhh...”

“Goood...” he exclaimed when he heard me, now squeezing my shoulder harder with his enormous hand.

“Ahhh...!” I repeated, with my eyes closed, with my arms hanging limp, with my skirt hiked up.

“Click-click-click-click-click” that buckle bounced.

“Ahhh...” I whimpered.

“Goood...” he panted.

And then I felt it. In his voice. In his trembling. In the stress that tinkling sound was reaching...

I felt he was about to come...

And, while I gave him another “Ahhh...”

I wanted it.

I wanted his orgasm.

His explosion.

I imagined it.

And my sex, my cunt, throbbed.

My cunt throbbed and my thighs tensed while he squeezed my shoulder, his belt jingled, he panted and I gave him “Ahhhs” that were neither entirely sincere nor entirely false.

My cunt vibrated as I imagined him coming... there, standing, behind me. And I moaned another “Ahhh...” while imagining him exploding over me, staining me, spraying me with his whitest semen over my skirt, over my thighs, over my whore-like stockings... over the lower part of my silk blouse. And he panted a burning “Goood...” on my neck while I imagined those hot lashes on my skin and on my clothes... AND I WANTED IT, I wanted it with all my strength, with my entire body... for him to come all over me... And in my mind, after a broken and absolutely sincere “Ahhh-ah-ah!”... and while I smelled his body odor behind me... I wanted to feel the touch and dirty wetness of his semen... marking me... humiliating me...

And then...

Everything stopped.

I felt it first in the tension of his hand on my shoulder.

I knew... that he wasn’t continuing. That he wouldn’t continue.

The jingling ceased.

His moans faded away...

The silence became absolute.

And then, behind me, his voice, mumbled, rushed, distressed:

“Fuck... I can’t... Fuck...”

“...You’re just...”

“...a little girl...”

“...A little girl, fuck.”

Petrified.

Hieratic.

I heard him taking a step back.

And, again, the sound of fabric, of clothes being put back in order.

And his phrase still bounced in my head, throughout my body.

You’re just a little girl, fuck...

And then he whispered:

“...Pull down your skirt and get in the car.”

I didn’t understand anything...

But a sudden feeling of shame attacked me.

It annihilated me.

And then, before I had moved, he appeared by my side and slammed the trunk shut, creating a thunderous noise.

And then yes... I began to pull down my skirt...

...while he was already walking away, heading toward the driver’s door.

Despite the freezing cold... everything burned: my legs, my neck, my cheeks... my thighs.

And I no longer knew if it was shame... or embarrassment... or vertigo from what had almost happened...

...or panic at what I had come to desire.

I could barely make my way around the car to reach one of the back doors.

My heels hitting the garage floor, reproaching me.

The leather seats received me, accusing me.

I closed the door.

My heart was still about to explode.

And then he started the engine… and, evasively, with a different tone, almost dejected, almost tender, whispered:

“Put your seatbelt on, please… otherwise this thing is going to start beeping like crazy.”

And we began to move forward, toward the exit, toward a Carolina who must have been suspicious by now… since it wasn’t normal to take so long just to get the car.

I put on my seatbelt and looked at the rearview mirror, where his eyes were reflected, behind his glasses.

Eyes that were looking at me.

And as soon as I looked at him… through the mirror…

… he looked away.


15. I Didn't Press the Button.

The car moved slowly through the parking garage. The damp concrete echoed back the sound of the engine and tires. I sat in the back seat, the seatbelt crossing my chest, feeling the trembling in my thighs, an electric residue that wouldn't go away. My skin burned and, at the same time, I felt cold. An uncomfortable cold, lodged in my back, my neck, the lower part of my belly. I struggled to breathe normally; each inhalation was too short, too conscious.

I couldn't stop feeling his hand.

Not the pressure, but the exact memory of the weight, of the precise point where it had rested, as if my body refused to forget it.

And the worst part wasn't that.

The worst part was that, in some shameful place within me, something remained awake.

I hated myself for it.

I squeezed my legs together without realizing. Then I separated them suddenly, as if I'd caught myself doing something indecent.

And I felt naked, without my jacket, and without my purse and my phone, which had remained in the trunk. Without anything to hold onto: a jacket that would cover me and give me warmth, a message from Jorge that would anchor me to my real world, to my normal life.

We reached the exit barrier. Ricardo lowered the window, stretched out his arm and muttered under his breath, unable to reach the slot where he needed to insert the ticket.

I couldn't believe that man had masturbated behind me.

The sound of that anxious, feverish, shameless “click, click, click, click” still echoed in my mind.

His gesture still vibrated in my imagination, that back-and-forth of his hand over a member that I hadn’t seen and hadn’t wanted to see...

...I couldn’t believe I had wanted him to ejaculate on me.

In the end, he had to unbuckle his seatbelt and open the door slightly to be able to fit the ticket into the slot. The machine beeped, the barrier lifted, he put his seatbelt back on, and the car began the ascent.

He looked at me occasionally through the rearview mirror. I could feel it, but his gaze was different.

It was no longer intimidating, or controlling, or dominating. It was different. A look that I didn’t understand.

Upstairs, almost at the entrance of the parking garage, Carolina was waiting. She was still talking on the phone, with her back to us. She wore the miniskirt and jacket, her purse hanging from her shoulder. When she saw us appear, she barely turned, touched her hair, and seemed to say goodbye before hanging up.

She approached the car while I wondered if she suspected anything about our delay. I felt as if time had stopped. I looked at my wristwatch as she got into the car: 11:04 PM. Not that much time had passed. Perhaps that whole dirty obscenity with Ricardo hadn’t lasted more than three or four minutes.

I felt her haste. The door closed and she said nothing.

And I noticed her scent. I noticed it because I realized that the whole car smelled like him, like Ricardo, and only for a sigh had she managed to overlap it.

She made no reference to our delay. Nor to the cold she must have felt outside without a coat.

We all knew she had argued with her husband. It was palpable in her silence, in her expression, in her contained gestures.

Then, changing her countenance and trying to sound docile and friendly, and turning slightly, she whispered:

“You... then... María... where did you say you live?”

I found the question strange, and I cleared my throat and leaned forward a bit to answer.

I had barely uttered half a sentence when she interrupted me:

“That’s near the highway entrance, isn’t it?” she said, now looking toward Ricardo.

“Mmm... yes,” he answered.

A silence fell then, only slightly buried by the hum of the automatic climate control, which seemed to raise the temperature of that compartment by one degree per second.

A few moments later, stopped at a traffic light, I heard her murmur:

“Ricardo, look, Miguel is unbearable. You can imagine...” she whispered to him.

He didn’t look at her, but he understood. It was clear that this wasn’t foreign to them, that they had experienced it before, even as a united front.

“Do you want to go back tonight? I don’t mind,” he said to her.

“Well, you’d be doing me a favor, honestly. If I spend the night at the hotel, he’ll be upset with me all week.”

Another silence fell.

The car started moving.

“I have everything packed, or almost. You?” she whispered.

“Mmm...” Ricardo hesitated. “No... but well, nothing that can’t be packed in ten minutes,” he answered seriously.

The car took a turn after which, Carolina, turning slightly back toward me again, said:

“Girl, María... we have a problem. Would you mind if we stop by the hotel, check checkout, then drop you off at home and then get on the highway? In... what...? In...” she hesitated, looking at her wristwatch, “in half an hour you’ll be home...”

I didn’t know how to respond. Or if there was even a possibility of refusing. What could I say.

I felt like everything was turning against me, once again, as if even asking to go home was too much; as if they—she too—were determined not to let me go, to keep me there when I couldn’t take it anymore.

I accepted with a subtle murmur, and with a timid “okay.”

Once again that little girl that I wasn’t.

I accepted even though I didn’t want to.

I accepted even though all I wanted was to go home.

I accepted, with nothing to hold onto: without my phone, without anything. I could only look out the window, in silence, and try to forget what had happened and what I had felt.

There were a few minutes of silence as we took detours, passed through intersections, stopped at traffic lights, and the aroma of that car—old, musty, masculine, gentlemanly in the worst sense—intoxicated and distressed me, taking me back again and again and again to feeling his hand on my shoulder, his breath on my neck… and his masturbation behind me…

Intersections, traffic lights and detours that rocked me in obscene memories, in a forbidden sexual experience, in a strange, unknown desire, forcing me to return to that phrase of his, to that: you’re just a little girl, damn it…, which had stopped everything.

And, from time to time, I felt his gaze through the mirror, and again I found it; but I found it evasive and perhaps guilty. The complete opposite of all his previous looks.

The car entered the hotel’s underground parking garage and Ricardo parked in one of the spaces furthest from the entrance. The engine turned off and the silence was broken by the “click” of three seat belts unbuckling almost in unison.

I needed to move. To get out of there.

It was as if sitting there, in the back, made me feel even smaller.

As I got out of the car, the cold of the parking garage hit me full force on my arms as if I wasn’t wearing the blouse, as if I wasn’t wearing anything.

“My purse…” I said, almost immediately. “And my phone.”

Ricardo closed his door with a sharp gesture.

I was aware that my request had sounded excessively alarmed; almost as if I were or felt kidnapped.

“We’ll go up and come right back down,” he responded. “No need.”

That right back irritated me. I felt an irrational urgency, an almost physical need to recover something of mine.

“I want to get my purse,” I insisted.

Carolina, who had already walked around the car, stopped and looked at both of us. Her tone was practical, without drama:

“Let her get her purse, Ricardo. What does it matter to you?”

She knew how to handle him. And I wasn’t very clear on who was in charge. Sometimes it seemed like him, sometimes it seemed like she allowed herself to be led; sometimes it seemed like he was the one who permitted her rebellions.

He seemed to grimace, or perhaps not, it was as if he had been someone else since that “little girl”. Another person who perhaps intimidated even more, as if he could blame me for what happened… Or whatever it was. But it was something that suffocated me even more than his dirty and obscene looks.

He went to the trunk and opened it. He took out my purse and held it out to me without saying anything.

I took it instantly. And pulled my phone out from inside.

I hung the purse on my shoulder; the familiar weight, the phone in my hand, cold, real. A relief as absurd as it was immediate.

And I thought he would also get the jackets.

But no.

He closed the trunk without more and started walking, along with Carolina, as if that matter was already resolved.

I unlocked the screen, saw a voice note from Jorge almost a minute long…

… and two percent battery.

I put the phone away without listening to it yet. And began walking behind them.

The parking garage was wrapped in humid air, but it didn’t have the same abandonment as the other one. It was different: cleaner, more neutral.

Carolina walked ahead, with her skirt and jacket, her heels marking a dry and regular rhythm on the cement. Her bearing was firm, almost impeccable, but she couldn’t completely hide her uneasiness.

The reason was obvious: her husband didn’t want her to spend the night at the hotel with Ricardo.

Just like that. That crude. Perhaps an exaggerated suspicion… Perhaps truth…

And I, walking behind them, while I saw Don Ricardo’s wide backside, his enormous blue shirt, his shoes resonating with a heavy weight, couldn’t believe it was true… that he was fucking her… that that hideous gentleman was fucking that impressive woman…

I couldn’t believe it and at the same time I almost knew it with certainty.

And I was thinking about that, visualizing it without wanting to... always walking behind them... feeling the almost freezing air hitting against my stockings, against my thighs; feeling on my skin, on my flesh, the stockings... of a slut... of a... whore... as Ricardo had whispered in my ear.

Nobody was talking. Nobody was talking and the cold was creeping into my neckline, flowing toward my breasts and forcing me to cross my arms, once again to protect myself from something more than just the cold.

Nobody was saying anything.

Just the echo of footsteps.

We reached the elevator. The doors opened instantly. The three of us entered.

The elevator started from -1 going up and I watched the illuminated indicator pass by without anyone stopping it at a saving: lobby, reception, ground floor...

...and I didn’t have the reflexes to do it myself, to press that button.

...perhaps because I had unconsciously imagined myself waiting for them in reception...

...perhaps because for hours I had been unable to decide anything.

I was going up with them.

First floor.

Second floor.

Third floor.

Nobody was talking.

Nobody was looking at themselves in the mirror.

Carolina was closer to me, but everything smelled like Ricardo.

I took my phone out of my purse.

Battery: 1%.

The doors opened on the sixth floor.

Carolina went ahead, exiting first. Not hurried, but agile, determined, as if she felt responsible for the change of plans, for making me get home late, for forcing him to drive so late into the night.

She was a few steps ahead, entering a carpeted and extremely long hallway.

Ricardo was searching through his wallet.

I, walking beside him, adjusted my purse on my shoulder and clutched my phone in my hand.

And then Carolina, passing by one door but stopping shortly after —making it clear, by stopping there, that she knew which was Ricardo’s room— said:

“I’ll pack quickly, go down and do the checkout for both of us. How long will you take... ten minutes...?”

“Yes. Or even less,” Ricardo replied, and inserted the card into the slot...

...and Carolina resumed walking...

...leaving me, once again... alone with him.


16. Suspicion of perversity.

“Please, come in.”

He said it without mockery. Without that half-smile. With a flat tone that disconcerted me more than any previous irony.

I felt an instant change in temperature: stuffiness, thickness, heat, as soon as I began walking ahead of him. A few steps and I heard how he inserted the card into the small device next to the wall, and everything lit up. The room smelled stale. And underneath, like him. Like his dense cologne, like used fabric, like something masculine and heavy that had remained floating in the air. The curtains were drawn. He closed the door behind me.

“Damn, did I leave the air conditioning on or what,” he muttered immediately, also noticing the heat.

And I stood still, to one side, with my purse hanging from my shoulder and the phone in my hand. My only intention was this: not to move, to listen to Jorge’s voice note — if the battery lasted — and leave as soon as possible. I thought about the train delay. I thought that it probably hadn’t arrived yet. That perhaps we would arrive home almost at the same time. That idea sustained me for barely a second.

“Start packing up, if you would be so kind,” he said then, behind me, while heading to the bathroom.

I remained motionless, suddenly flushed, and alone, in the middle of the bedroom, not understanding anything. In front of me, an open suitcase on a metal stand, with clothes half-folded. Shirts. Pants. I didn’t know why there was so much clothing and, above all, I didn’t understand — and it disturbed me — that he expected me to pack his things.

Everything was half-disordered. Not even the bed was made or unmade. It looked used, but not completely. The bedspread, slightly moved aside; a sheet, barely wrinkled. The pillow, displaced a few inches, as if someone had lain down for a while, but with no intention of sleeping. The floor, also carpeted, like the hallway, had muffled our steps and made everything even more enclosed, more hermetic, more oppressive.

I sighed. I looked at the ceiling. I put my purse on the table that was in front of the bed, under a screen anchored to the wall.

I looked at the phone.

Battery: 1%.

I hesitated. I stood with my finger suspended over the screen. If I didn’t listen to the voice note at that moment... I wouldn’t hear it at all. I slid the cursor to unlock, entered our conversation and, just as I was about to play it... the entire screen turned black.

I couldn’t hear absolutely anything. Not even the first tone of his voice.

I swallowed yet another drama, yet another misfortune. I ran my hand over my face; then through my hair, which I moved and placed behind my ear. I returned the useless phone to my purse. I manically caressed random pearls of my necklace. I raised my eyes and saw, on the furthest of the two nightstands flanking the bed, a charger plugged in. I went over there and, after checking that it wouldn’t fit my phone, I wondered whether to use the one I had in my purse; then I looked up and saw, on the other side, a closet with sliding doors with two enormous mirrors.

I saw myself reflected suddenly.

And I thought I saw, again, the lace showing beneath my skirt. That crude and very white lace that seemed obsessed with exhibiting me, with betraying me, with reminding me that Ricardo had caressed me there, touched me, even scratched me.

I pulled down the fabric of my skirt with two quick, clumsy, almost anguished movements, as if someone were watching me.

I didn’t understand what I was doing there.

From the bathroom came the sound of a powerful stream falling against the still water of the toilet.

The disgust.

The revulsion.

I almost thought I could hear Don Ricardo’s relieved and grotesque panting overlapping the sound of the stream.

I closed my eyes for a second.

On the bed was an enormous suit jacket, almost wider than it was long, just like him. I hesitated for a moment and decided to pick it up and put it in his suitcase. At least, when he returned, he would see that I had done something.

I went over there, circling the bed again. I positioned myself between the closet and that single, but wide bed. I stretched my hand toward the jacket; just thinking about touching something of his gave me quite a bit of revulsion.

And then I saw it.

Something small. Black.

Subtly peeking out from under the white of the sheet.

I froze.

Petrified.

The air got trapped in my chest. I didn’t take a step back, but I wasn’t able to move forward either.

The sound of a faucet could be heard in the distance and I didn’t even know if it was coming from Ricardo’s bathroom or from another one farther away.

I swallowed.

I couldn’t take my eyes off that black fabric that gleamed... radiating a suspicion of perversity.

I had to find out.

And, at the same time, I knew I shouldn’t.

When I made the decision to take the risk, I felt a dry coldness rising from my ankles, piercing my knees, tensing my neck. My fingers closed for an instant in the air, as if rehearsing the gesture before carrying it out. My heart was pounding with an awkward rhythm, too fast, as if afraid of being too late for something.

I leaned forward, troubled, confused. Very slowly. The white of the sheet brushed against my knuckles and I felt an immediate, absurd shiver, as if the bed itself was aware of what was about to happen.

I let out a tense breath before fully daring: the tip of my fingers went there and caressed a fabric so soft that it yielded even before being touched, as if moved by the sigh of air.

Black. Silky. Out of place. Strange in that dense atmosphere, in that masculine and stale environment.

Too delicate to be there.

Too fragile for that vulgar setting.

Leaning toward the bed, I touched it only with my fingertips, almost with fear.

What I was touching, what was impacting me, wasn’t functional. It hadn’t been created to fulfill a practical purpose.

It was something else. Light. Slippery. Alive. It clung to my skin with an obscene ease, as if it recognized me, as if it had been waiting for me to discover it.

I pulled more of it, removing it from the tangle of white sheets.

The fabric slid as if it were gasping.

I swallowed and tried again to continue my incursion, my discovery... And this time I took it entirely, carefully, closing my fingers around that precise nothingness, so minimal. I lifted it just a few inches, just enough to see it better, and then I suspected that perhaps it wasn’t there by mistake. That perhaps it wasn’t an oversight. That it had been placed. Or abandoned. Or left on purpose.

A memento.

A gift.

Complicity. Game. Adrenaline. Sin.

My cheeks were burning.

My stockings were burning.

The silk of my blouse suffocated me against a back sprinkled with cold sweat.

I felt a tingling below my belly, a strange, inappropriate nervousness that had less to do with fear than with the certainty of crossing an invisible line.

I held that obscene fragility for one more second.

And another.

And another.

And in those moments I knew that, whatever happened afterward, this already belonged to me in some way. Not through possession. But through having touched it. Through having accepted to look where I shouldn’t have. Through having felt, with uncomfortable clarity, that this garment wasn’t an object... but evidence.

I had discovered it.

I had discovered them.

My fingers trembled. It weighed even less than I expected.

It was soft. Indecently soft. The fabric folded between my fingers with an impudent docility, finally revealing itself completely: minimal, delicate, almost insolent in its form. Black lace, fine, lascivious.

Again I thought: not something functional...

...Something chosen.

Chosen for the specific moment.

Chosen for him.

Carolina’s panties.

My heart was racing.

There, standing in that closed and torrid room, with another woman’s panties in my hand.

Discovering the obscenity of their affair. The impropriety of their relationship.

Discovering that they had barely arrived at the hotel... and they had fucked...

...eager, needy...

Before going to the office.

Before pretending normalcy, professionalism.

And then... it happened:

Suddenly.

Pulling me from my reverie.

Without warning.

By surprise.

Him.

Behind me.

Ricardo.

Don Ricardo.

His voice.

Close.

Very close.

“What the hell are you doing, María Begoña?” he said, with a deep voice, behind me.

I thought I would die.

And I trembled in a spasm.

So much that I thought those panties would fall from my hands.

But they didn’t... they didn’t let go of me...

I didn’t let go of them.

I swallowed.

I didn’t turn around.

I couldn’t.

Motionless, I could only wait for his reprimand. His contempt.

But it didn’t come...

One. Two. Three. Five seconds of the most absolute silence.

An agonizing silence.

I felt his presence.

I could almost feel the brush of his bulging belly grazing my back.

And more silence.

And then I understood: in that silence... he was hesitating... He was hesitating whether to scold me —without taking away what I wouldn’t release— or to attack me... to truly finish what he hadn’t wanted to finish in that parking lot...

I heard him sigh.

On my neck.

And I wanted to feel...

I wanted to feel his hands on my waist. Like in front of his car.

I was going crazy...

I wanted to feel his hands on my waist. Like in front of his car.

I was going crazy…

I felt his “if you’re a little girl… damn it.” His taboo… his desire and his conflict.

Something had broken inside him in front of that open trunk…

… Something had broken in that moment, inside me too.

And then the silence was broken:

“Damn it…” he whispered.

An almost defeated sigh. A moan that sounded like surrender.

He couldn’t bear it.

He… couldn’t control himself.

I could almost feel his hands on my waist.

I could almost feel his breath on my neck.

And then the silence was broken again.

But this time by a distant, foreign sound.

Knocks on the door.

And another curse from him.

And another tremor from me.

And two more knocks on the door.

And I sighed as I felt him moving away from me…

… and walking toward the door.


17. The Truth.

I heard his weight shifting across the carpet, the friction of his shoes, that way he had of walking that always seemed heavy and dragging.

I, with my heart in my throat, dared to turn around. Out of the corner of my eye I could sense my own presence reflected in the wardrobe mirror, but I didn’t want to look.

I swallowed hard.

I wanted to exhale, but couldn’t.

Ricardo reached the door.

I could hear the sound of his hand pressing firmly on the handle.

And for a fraction of a second, I was certain that, upon opening it, everything would change. That what had happened, what I had felt, would be sealed, buried, transformed into something as forgotten as it was impossible to explain.

The room tensed.

So did I.

I heard Carolina’s curt greeting.

Ricardo’s thick response.

I moved a little to hear better, skirting the bed, positioning myself, standing, at the foot of it.

I didn’t recognize myself…

I didn’t understand what I was doing…

I wasn’t even letting go of those panties… which remained in my hand, those panties that belonged to the woman who was speaking from the hallway with a Ricardo who answered her from under the frame of that partially open door.

He was surprised by her quickness. I, at a distance but well positioned, couldn’t see her; only Ricardo’s back and a wheeled suitcase beyond, in the hallway, visible between his legs.

His wide gray pants, his enormous backside, his broad back, his blue shirt, his bald spot, his short hair on the sides, above his ears; one hand on the door, the other on the frame.

I took a couple more steps, diagonally, toward them.

The silk of Carolina’s panties seemed stuck to my fingers.

“So... how long will you be?” I heard her whisper.

“I don’t know... but I want to splash some water on myself,” he replied.

“Still?” she protested in a low voice. “I’m not saying it for me or for you anymore, I’m saying it for the girl.”

“The girl.” I swallowed. Guilty. Nosy. The girl was me.

“I won’t take long. Just a quick wash under the arms and change my shirt,” he answered, in an extremely unpleasant manner, and I swallowed again.

She didn’t respond to that. And there was silence. And then she said something I didn’t understand.

And he also whispered something I couldn’t hear.

And I took another step. Toward them. Toward Ricardo’s back. Toward that door through which he was leaning out into the hallway.

“Yes, you left them here, yes,” he said then.

And suddenly my whole body trembled in a spasm. And the hand that held what they were talking about closed a little.

“Well, you can give them to me later,” she whispered.

I felt another tremor.

I didn’t understand what was happening to me.

Somehow, guilty and exciting, I felt like a participant in their obscenity.

The adrenaline of holding them was so intense that I felt my legs failing me, my ankles weakening in my shoes.

“Well, that’s it. I’ll do the checkout. I’ll wait for you downstairs.”

That was the last thing I heard before he closed the door.

And then I wanted to flee. Return to my spot. There, on the other side of the bed, next to the wardrobe. Pretending I was doing something, picking up something.

But I was almost unable to move.

If anything, I barely retreated another couple of steps; positioning myself again at the foot of the bed.

He turned toward me.

And looked at me, bringing his hands to one of the buttons on his shirt.

His gaze was neutral. He didn’t seem to want to reproach me for having moved closer to listen.

He undid that button and I sensed he was going to tell me he was going to take a quick shower and that I should pack up.

But then, having unbuttoned a second button, allowing a flaccid, sagging pectoral with white hair to peek through the blue opening, he looked at my arm, at my hand, at my fingers, from which Carolina’s black panties still hung.

He cleared his throat.

Moving closer to me.

“Put them in the suitcase... and finish packing,” he whispered.

Face to face.

My throat had closed up.

The heat was so suffocating that a drop of sweat ran down my spine.

He unbuttoned another button. And another.

His belly was now showing.

“I’m going to the shower. We leave in three minutes.”

His husky voice.

And one last button.

He was staring at me. But, at the same time, he seemed not to want to.

And then I smelled his scent. It hit me like a hot gust of air.

And he finished unbuttoning his shirt; shamelessly displaying a hairy torso, bulging yet withered, and a tense, voluminous belly that spilled over his waistband. I was struck by how unconcerned he appeared despite presenting such a grotesque upper body.

And he looked at me.

Lower.

Again, at the area of my thighs, my stockings.

I wondered if that white lace was showing. I knew he both wanted and didn’t want to see it.

And then...

...I swallowed and spoke.

I spoke without deciding to.

As if someone were speaking through me.

“Fine... I’ll put them away and tidy up...”

And I raised slightly the hand from which Carolina’s black silk dangled.

“Although... you could have given them to her yourself...”

My eyes watered with tension.

I didn’t understand why I had said it...

Or how I had dared to be so bold.

I exhaled immediately, not knowing if he had heard my overwhelming sigh.

He sensed my rebellion and looked at me.

This time with a different look: neither dominating nor evasive; a look of surprise, but an accepted surprise, taking on my challenge with bewilderment and, at the same time... —and this tensed me even more— with aggressive irritation.

He took another step. With his shirt open. With his belly spilling over his gray suit pants.

I thought he would take the panties from my hand.

Close, very close, he whispered:

“Little girl... stop playing... and clean up.”

He breathed it onto my lips. With his thick breath.

He touched his glasses, pushing them up toward the bridge of his nose.

And then... his hand, on my hand.

Yes, he was taking them.

Yes, he was retrieving those panties.

He did it in silence. Looking at me.

He did it dryly, without appreciating their touch, without admiring anything.

He stuffed them in his pocket.

And then he repeated:

“Little girl... stop playing... and clean up.”

And that was it. It was the end.

I was going to obey. I was going to abandon that girl who didn’t know who she was or where she had come from.

I was going to bury that woman who had found herself intoxicated and desperate to feel that madness.

I could already sense she was leaving...

I could already sense she was leaving... when suddenly his gaze became sharper, more piercing, absolutely icy.

“Stop playing...” he whispered, even closer...

...and his hand came to me, the back of his fingers... toward my torso... toward one of my breasts.

My body tensed.

I closed my eyes for an instant.

I thought I would die from the tension. From the anguish.

“What the fuck do you want, huh...?” he whispered as the back of his fingers began a slow, obstinate back-and-forth, as if not seeking to provoke but to verify, and I felt it through the fabric, through the silk of my blouse, through that minimal garment that barely served as a boundary.

It was a clumsy contact and, at the same time, devastating.

His fingers were large. Too large. Heavy even when they barely touched. They didn’t stop at a specific point; they moved up and down, insistent, as if probing terrain they knew was fragile. Each pass pierced me with a brief, dirty charge that accumulated in my belly.

The fabric yielded. Everything yielded. My blouse was no barrier, my bra was no armor; a thin, sensitive bra without opaque cups that could fight against the coarseness of those rough fingers; a bra of nylon and lace that neither stopped his advances nor contained my responses.

And I felt how something in me was responding despite my inner voice screaming no, that this shouldn’t be happening. Something was reacting: above, in a breast that bristled, in a nipple that stirred, and below, in that pulsation between my thighs.

Something was stirring from that breath, from that heat, from that caress that wasn’t careful but arrogant; conscious of its power and aggressive in its disdain.

My breathing was irregular, uneven. I feared that this disturbance might turn into a gasp that he could interpret.

My body was betraying me silently, responding to something I didn’t want to name. To something I didn’t want to ask for... and yet, it was happening.

“What do you want...?” he repeated, even more softly.

And I didn’t know what to answer.

Because at that moment I didn't want to run away.

And I didn't want to stay either.

I wanted him to stop.

I wanted him to continue.

I felt his fingers on my blouse.

That dirty, listless, challenging caress.

I felt my chest, my breast. My nipple.

I was almost convinced that he… knew it, that he had awakened it, that he could feel it with each stroke…

A nipple that pierced through bra and blouse… Betraying me. Exposing me. Shaming me.

“What do you want, huh? Tell me… I know what you want, you bitch…” he whispered.

His thin lips against my full ones.

I swallowed hard.

His hand abandoned me.

“You want… to turn me on and then stop me… Huh.”

I swallowed again.

I closed my eyes.

He wasn’t touching me.

I was afraid he would try to kiss me.

“What do you want…? Tell me.”

And then something awakened in me.

The truth.

I felt the truth and wanted to speak it.

I opened my eyes.

He stepped back half a pace.

He knew I was going to speak.

“I want…”

“Tell me… Tell me, damn it.”

“I want… you to finish what you started before…”

There was silence.

A terrible silence.

Once again I didn’t know how I’d been able to say it.

I trembled at the thought that he might accept.

And I knew he had understood.

What happened before. In the parking lot: him behind me, me feeling his desire, his anguish, his guilt, his desperation.

Me feeling guilty for provoking his desire.

Him feeling guilty for not being able to contain himself.

He was looking at me.

A look impossible to decipher.

I feared rejection. Dismissal.

I couldn’t understand that he now had in his hands the possibility of rejecting it… of rejecting me…

What had happened. How was it possible.

“All right,” he said then, serious, and made a gesture with his hand.

My chest pounded.

My neck trembled.

“Turn around. Stand there. Let’s see if we have time.”


18. The most obscene taboo.

There, it was the bed.

There meant turning toward the bed, giving him my back, offering myself without doing so. Showing myself without showing.

There meant resting my hands on the rumpled bedspread.

There meant leaning forward as I had done before that open trunk.

And the form, the fetish, the temptation, was obvious.

He didn’t have to ask me. He didn’t have to order me.

My hands to my skirt, moving upward. The stockings... the white lace. The origin of everything.

I turned around, gave him my back... and did it.

The rush, the now or never...

The adrenaline... everything carried me away.

...

...

I lifted my skirt with my hands; the fabric rustled, taut, tight.

I felt the glow of the white lace without needing to look at it.

I felt his obscene gaze without needing to turn around.

I felt the dense, hot air attacking the flesh of my thighs.

And I didn’t know how far I had raised the skirt, whether more or less than the first time. I didn’t know if he glimpsed part of my buttocks, if he narrowed his eyes and lowered his gaze to find the sparkle of my underwear.

Behind me... he cleared his throat.

His desperation consoled me. His temptation ignited me.

I almost felt as if I were watching myself from outside. A woman leaning toward a bed, supporting herself with her fingertips —not even her palms, just her fingertips—, with her legs slightly apart, with her skirt raised, with the back of her blouse soaked with sweat, with her hair falling to one side of her neck, with her heels anchored to the carpet.

Giving my back to an older man.

Him, with his blue suit shirt open.

With his enormous belly showing.

With his dirty gaze.

Even though I couldn’t see it. I felt it. Heavy. Fixed on my neck... and everywhere.

The rush.

Not just as urgency, but as threat.

The forbidden.

The difference in bodies.

The difference in age.

The difference in power.

Me, married.

Him, a repulsive boss.

The inconceivable lover of the other boss...

And all of that converging at a single point: the most obscene taboo.

And this time —despite the impact, despite the stupor, which was similar— I didn’t miss anything.

I could recognize the sounds.

One by one.

Almost measure them.

The buckle.

The button.

The slow, drawn-out “ziiiippp” of his pants zipper.

And his “fuck...”

Not said to me. Said against himself. Anguished. Needy.

Each sound fell on me like a confirmation.

Like a countdown.

I longed for his hand on my shoulder.

Not as a caress, but as weight. As a warning.

Like before.

I longed for the jingling of his belt.

That useless and vulgar sound that made my skin crawl.

His agitation.

His disordered breathing.

His guilt.

And I longed —with a clarity that frightened me— to feel that lash between my thighs again.

That spasm unknown until that day.

That dry, immediate jolt that didn’t ask permission.

That convulsion that came without warning... and that I already knew how to recognize.

“That’s it... position yourself like that...” I heard at the nape of my neck, and I trembled, and I desired, in an irrational, guilty, dishonorable way, that he had accompanied that order with that disgusting word... with that... “little girl.”

But he didn’t say that.

Leaning toward the bed, more inclined than against the trunk, more hunched, more exposed, offering him the clear vision of my legs, of my stockings, of that lace... and feeling the silence, I imagined: I imagined him grabbing his member... his cock... I imagined him looking at me there with lust... I imagined his twisted gaze, his glasses sliding a little down his nose; I imagined that gentleman with his pants lowered to his knees... behind me...

And I longed for his hand on my shoulder.

But something worse, or better, came.

The jingling came, his snort... and the surprise.

The clink-clink of his belt buckle bouncing, free and hanging, revealing movement.

His withered and aroused panting.

And the touch… which wasn’t on my shoulder, but on my skirt.

On my skirt, on my ass.

I felt his hand there.

And then, once again, the horror and the spasm.

The trembling of my thighs.

The lash.

The convulsion in my sex.

And his broken gasp:

“Fu-ckk…”

Repulsive. Obscene. Desperate.

My heart was pounding so hard I thought it would burst from my chest.

And I stared straight ahead… toward the headboard of the bed in that cluttered, almost claustrophobic hotel room. Raising my ass… an ass that he held, without caressing, without adoring, just to keep me fixed in place.

And I heard the jingling. The agitated and morbid clink-clink-clink-clink.

The jingling that announced to me it was already starting…

It was already starting with his dirty jerking, with his uncontainable desire.

And I felt my stockings squeezing my thighs.

And I felt my breasts filling my bra, as if they wanted to escape.

And I felt my shirt sticking to my back. And an unbearable heat. My neck soaked. Perhaps a drop of sweat on my forehead.

And one desire: for him to finish as soon as possible.

And another desire: for that atrocious filth to never end.

“Ohh…” he moaned after having me like that for a minute.

I closed my eyes.

I wanted to feel it.

His release…

On me.

“Clink-clink-clink-clink.”

“Oh… fuck…”

“Clink-clink-clink-clink.”

“Ohhh…”

All the obscene sounds were his. Like an incessant loop.

The back-and-forth didn’t break; it insisted, returned, repeated itself over and over, until it became thick, as if time had become trapped in that same gesture: his jerking off, his panting, his belt buckle tinkling.

Me, still. Just being used. Fixed in place by that hand. Displayed: my thighs, my stockings, perhaps part of my buttocks.

Me, still, feeling his desperation, his eagerness to spill, to explode.

His agitation, his hurry, his desire, his pressure.

“Clink-clink-clink-clink.”

“Oh… fuck…” he moaned again, but this time in an even more anguished tone.

“Clink-clink-clink-clink.”

With my eyes closed… I imagined his cock agitated, squeezed, demanded.

His right hand at full speed over it.

His left hand squeezing my skirt, my buttock.

And more clink-clink-clink-clink, and I, infected by his desperation, wanting to feel the heat somewhere, the heat of his spurts somewhere random: on my skirt, on my thighs, on my stockings; wherever, wherever he wanted, wherever he managed to reach me… I was about to whisper a “come on…”, as I craved, like him, his explosion… but then it was he who spoke:

“Fuck… I can’t. Turn around.”

I opened my eyes.

My chest exploded with tension.

“Turn around, damn it, I can’t like this,” he said quickly.

The jingling stopped.

The hand that held me let go.

My breath caught for a second.

My pulse hammered against my ribs.

“Come on, turn around,” he insisted again.

I straightened my back a little, slowly, as if each muscle hesitated and not all obeyed at once. Before moving, I removed my fingers from the bedspread, one by one, and the immediate emptiness made me falter; my body remembered the inclination, craved it, and I was almost about to stay where I was, suspended. I then straightened up awkwardly, feeling his presence too close behind me, his breath, his nakedness, like a pressure that pushed without touching. The turn wasn’t clean: first my shoulders rotated, then my torso, and only at the end my legs; my head refused, remained lowered, avoiding his gaze as if looking at him was a way of consenting to everything.

It took me even longer to position myself, as if the edge of the bed wasn’t a support but a border. When I finally sat facing him, rigid, with my knees almost together, I was looking down and could see my skirt hiked up to my waist, and that flagrant lace, and the skin of my thighs bristling… bristling like I’d never seen before, bristling despite the heat…

And I felt the fear of raising my gaze, the shame.

And the temptation to stop everything with a word…

…with a word that wouldn’t come out.

Or with a gesture that also wouldn’t come to me.

The silence weighed on my ears.

A silence that he broke:

“Damn, Carolina drained me at noon... I need something more to motivate me.”

I felt a knot rise in my throat. The beating in my chest became conscious.

And I, not daring to look ahead, not daring to face what I knew would be the greatest obscenity—the most atrocious sight I had ever seen—didn’t know what he required of me, didn’t know what that something more was that he needed to finish, until I felt something on my chin...

...I felt his finger on my chin.

And his phrase, deep, harsh:

“Lift your little face...”

And then I couldn’t take it anymore.

The excuse of the order supported my need to know.

I could no longer, nor did I want to, imagine more.

The bedroom closed in on me, on that vision. The heat turned to anguish. The smell rancid, heavy and sexual. The sweat especially tangible and moist when my gaze rose and I saw, in a crude, frontal way, Ricardo, Don Ricardo.

I saw him standing in front of me, occupying the space without moving. His shirt open, falling on both sides of a torso that wasn’t trying to please. His body exposed without shame. His belly displayed, curved, grotesque. And lower...

His pants pulled down to his knees.

His darkest testicles, hanging in a large, wrinkled sack.

And his cock, wrapped in his hand...

A wide cock... but short... hidden in his own hand, from which only a pink tip peeked out. With a rough, withered, almost dry head.

I felt the impact like an abrupt blow to the chest. It wasn’t just what I was seeing; it was how I was seeing it. Without filters. Without distance.

It was atrocious.

It was an ugliness...

...something horrible... but strangely hypnotic.

I wanted to look away.

I couldn’t.

My breathing became clumsy, noisy, treacherous. The air entered in fits and starts while my body reacted before my will. Disgust and fascination mixed in a hot nausea.

He said nothing.

It wasn’t necessary.

His silence weighed more than any order. He observed me with an almost sadistic calm, as if he knew exactly what was happening inside me. As if it wasn’t the first time a woman had struggled with a dishonorable dilemma she didn’t understand.

I felt shame. And I felt that my repulsion forced me to keep looking.

The lace burned my skin.

The weight of my necklace almost marked my flesh.

A drop of sweat ran down my cleavage.

And then... suddenly...

The smell.

A stench...

Him.

But him and sex. His smell... and his cock smell...

Something unpleasant, disgusting... but at the same time... so so sexual... so masculine, so dirty... so dense...

...that I sighed...

I sighed and my thighs tensed... and came together.

They bounced, again, in that spasm.

But this time...

...in a wet spasm.

In a watery pulsation.

This one, absolutely never felt before.

My throat closed.

I didn’t know where to place my hands.

My arms fell lifelessly.

“Look at me...” he finally said, low, without raising his voice.

And I understood that it was no longer about exciting him.

It was about seeing how far I was willing to go.

And I did it. I raised my gaze.

His black eyes pierced me. His glasses slightly lowered. His twisted gaze.

I felt him swallow.

I was proud to make him feel.

And I heard again the “clink, clink, clink, clink” before noticing that he was restarting the movement.

He was jerking off. In front of me.

Him standing. Me sitting.

We looked at each other.

It was the most atrocious and horrible thing possible... the most anguishing, guilty and obscene...

...and I couldn’t stop looking at him.

I didn’t avert my gaze.

Neither to another part, nor lower: to his shaken cock, which I only saw sideways.

He pressed his lips. I parted my mouth.

He shook his cock with one hand. I trembled in spasms perhaps imperceptible to him.

He accused me with his gaze. I almost teared up from tension and incomprehension with mine.

And the “clink, clink, clink, clink” again, rhythmic, crude, intimidating, picking up speed once more.

And then time stopped.

With that sound…

With that smell…

With my sweat soaking my blouse, my armpits, my back, my neck, my nape.

I watched his furrowed brow, his burning gaze that traveled over me: my eyes, my lips, my neckline, my breasts, my thighs, my stockings.

And I felt strangely powerful, desired, dirty…

More and more as I sensed his urgency.

And with the umpteenth tinkling, with his umpteenth snort… I finally looked… lower…

… at his cock, wrapped in his thick hand.

A cock that wouldn’t grow, wouldn’t harden.

Flaccid. Incapable.

And then I did it.

I did it without him asking.

I did it and he whispered a desperate “fuck…”

I did it to help him finish.

I did it despite my nerves collapsing my torso, my breathing, my pulse, making my hands and fingers tremble.

I did it looking into his eyes, not at his mediocre cock, and he stared at every inch of skin and flesh I allowed him to see.

With my eyes locked on his, I brought my fingers to the first button of my blouse and took far too long to undo it; my thumb trembled, my nail slipped, and I felt them growing damp. The second button was worse: my breathing broke and I had to pause for a second, holding the fabric open barely an inch, as if I could still turn back. But I continued. One by one. Each button fell with a small click that pierced through my body, and with each gesture I felt the shame growing, mixed with an obstinacy I no longer understood. The blouse began to separate, revealing me slowly, and I noticed the hot air of the bedroom slipping between my skin and the silk. My eyes burned. My chest burned. I didn’t look away from his gaze as I finished opening my blouse completely, pushing it to the sides, exposed, vulnerable, trembling.

His jaw tensed and his breathing became audible, irregular. His eyes darkened, fixed on me, and for a second he stopped moving, suspended in a stillness so lascivious that it raised every hair on my skin.

And then he swallowed, slowly, deliberately, observing my bra, observing how my breasts filled it and strained against it.

And then he pulled back the skin of his cock, and held it by the base.

As if offering it to me.

Short. Thick.

Pungent.

And suddenly…

… wet.

A glans that now glistened.

“Take it off… Take off that little blouse… fuck…” he panted, aroused, and the tinkling returned.

He was back.

Vulgar.

Don Ricardo.

I didn’t rush. I slid the blouse backward, first over one shoulder and then the other, feeling the contrast between the warm fabric and the hot air of the bedroom tearing at my skin. My hands trembled, my fingers clumsy, but I didn’t lower my gaze; I held his while the garment descended, slow, deliberate, like a gesture learned in that very second. My heart pounded high, uncomfortable, and even so I surprised myself sitting upright, aware of the burning that rose in my chest, of the vivid sensitivity beneath the silk. The blouse brushed against my body, baring my arms, until it finally fell onto the bed in a smooth, sensual path that contrasted with the hostile, rough atrocity of what stood before me.

“Fuck…” he growled, staring at my breasts that exuberantly filled my bra.

And then I sensed in his obscene gaze that he would say something even more vulgar.

And immediately he muttered:

“Fuck… how stacked you new girls come…”

I, feeling his gaze on my breasts, trembled in another spasm, and he swallowed, and again shook that cock that now rose with more vigor thanks to what he saw, making me proud and making me feel like the dirtiest woman…

And then he whispered:

“Take it off… Take off that bra… fuck…”

His horrid phrase.

His atrocious order.

His torn voice.

The ugliness and, at the same time, the most inexplicable and intense adrenaline.

My body remained suspended, trapped between the heat of the air and the sweat that ran down my skin. I hesitated. I thought about stopping everything, covering myself, getting up and leaving, and none of those ideas became movement. I felt his gaze fixed on me, heavy, restless, and at the same time an intimate softness that traveled across my chest, as if something demanded to continue; like a sensuality that guided me and made me overcome everything. I took a deep breath, noticing my disordered pulse, and only then did I bring my hands behind me, clumsy, blindly searching for the clasp, with trembling fingers and moist eyes, aware that, upon touching it, there would be no turning back.

I closed my eyes.

I lowered my face.

Submissive, but also to myself.

My fingers found the exact spot…

… and the click was small, almost ridiculous, but it sounded inside me like a gunshot. I felt the tension suddenly release in my back. I slid the straps down my shoulders slowly, letting the fabric advance along my arms, and I removed it from the front with an awkward, uncertain gesture, as if my body didn’t yet know how to hold itself without that minimal protection. Then it happened: the weight fell, free, natural, and my breasts settled on their own, alive, sensitive, flowing without resistance.

His outburst. His reproach for that size. My shame and my strange sensation: power and lightness at once. My breasts flowed, heavy, forward and to the sides, as I turned slightly, without looking at him, and placed the bra beside me on the bed, while the tinkling not only didn’t stop but regained its cadence.

Everything had changed. It happened instantly. The change, not just in the exposure and the skin, but in something deeper: a mixture of shame and relief, of exposure and power, as if by releasing that garment I had also released the last excuse to keep pretending that I didn’t desire what was happening.

“Fuck… what fucking huge tits…” Ricardo muttered, and I still didn’t quite dare to raise my eyes.

“Fuck… little girl… where the hell are you going with those…?” Ricardo poisoned himself, outraging me… while the “clink, clink, clink, clink” became ferocious.

And I already feared he would ask me for something more…

… when I dared to raise my eyes:

Contrite. Reddened. Almost enraged… he masturbated that short but hard cock… with a reddened, wet glans… ready… prepared to come, to explode…

“Ohhh… Ohh… MMh…” he whimpered, shamelessly… A Ricardo for whom my face no longer existed; nor my thighs, nor my stockings… Only what flowed from my torso with power and sensuality. Only the living flesh of my agitated and sweaty breasts, the rosy and youthful extension of my areolas and the guilty and sexual bristling of my nipples.

But I did look at more places: his inflamed gaze, his glasses that sometimes slipped a little and that he sometimes adjusted with his free hand, his bulging belly, his sweaty and open shirt, his clenched jaw, his anguished jerking, his shiny, sad, smelly and, at the same time, intimidating cock, his hanging balls, his lowered pants, his hunched, tense and ugly gesture…

“Where do you want it, huh-h, fu-ck…?” he panted, beside himself;…

… and I trembled, fearing his imminent orgasm, with my torso erect and my hands supported a little behind me.

“Fuck… come closer…” he muttered, while the tinkling became frantic… while his cock peeked out from under his belly… and while his fingers shook that short and repugnant roughness.

And I then…

I yielded…

I agreed…

My ass slid a little on the bedspread, forward… toward him…

And he took half a step…

Toward me.

And I didn’t know whether to close my eyes to avoid seeing or to look more than ever.

I didn’t know whether to offer him my breasts with my hands or not to move anymore.

I didn’t know if I censured that hot and unavoidable bath or if I craved it.

I didn’t know if he would even reach my face or barely spill ineffectively, hardly splashing at all.

“Ohh…Mmh… Fuck…!” he panted.

Clink, clink, clink, clink.

His buckle tinkling.

My chest pounding.

“Ohhhh…!”

His imminent orgasm.

His cock close to my breasts.

And then…

He touched me…

His free hand.

My tit.

One.

One that he lifted…

The chosen one.

The one that would be punished.

I trembled.

I fell apart.

I wanted to close my eyes.

But I could only look.

His rough hand; his touch that scratched me by mere contact on my tit.

“Ohhh…!!”

His gasp.

And then… my pulsation, wetter, more spasmodic; my entire cunt vibrated and made the rest of my body vibrate.

“Ahhh…” I gasped… unable to contain myself…

“Ahhh…” my cunt forced me to moan while I felt one breast free and the other lifted and squeezed by him.

“Ohhh...!!” he abandoned himself.

And that cock was almost spilling over, almost exploding; I could see that swollen head about to burst...

...when a sound startled us.

A sharp, metallic sound.

A melody that attacked us, enveloped us... an insistent call, coming from within our space.

“Fuck, damn it...!” he blasphemed.

And he released my breast.

And stopped his jerking.

And stepped back half a step.

And I didn’t understand anything.

I couldn’t fully comprehend the existence of that sound that I realized was coming from him, from some pocket of his lowered pants.

“Fuck, damn it,” he repeated, releasing his cock, which remained free, short, much less hard than I thought, drooping slightly downward, above balls that hung lower than it.

I, overwhelmed, half-closed my eyes. With my hands behind me, legs together, skirt hiked up to my waist, breasts exposed.

While he took another step back and began clumsily searching through the pockets of his fallen pants for his mobile phone.

And he spat out, tyrannical and despotic, while debating whether to pull up his pants or take out the phone before doing so:

“Get dressed, damn it... Fucking hell.”
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I stood up. I turned around. I gave him my back. I didn't even know what I was doing.

My heart thundered in my chest, racing, as if I had started running without moving from the spot. My pulse trembled in my wrists and legs.

I was almost shivering in spasms. My vision was blurry. I couldn't understand that reality. I couldn't accept it.

I looked at the bed; I saw the white of my blouse.

I heard him answer the call.

Serious. Abrupt. Hierarchical.

“Yes. Tell me. Carolina.”

I grabbed my blouse. I started putting it on.

My hands were shaking.

My torso was sweating, radiating heat.

I was talking to myself.

What’s wrong with you! What are you doing! What are you doing! You’re crazy!

“Yes, damn it. We’re coming down now.”

His tone.

His voice.

The most unpleasant thing in the world.

He hung up the call.

I, with my back to him, was about to start buttoning my blouse.

And then, something on my wrist…

His hand, grabbing me.

Grabbing me and making me turn around.

Making me turn toward him…

I felt his smell, his presence, face to face…

…his beheaded member, pink and shiny peeking above his pants and underwear half pulled up; his open shirt; his enormous belly, brushing against my abdomen…

…and his lips in front of mine…

“Little girl… they’re not giving us more time… We have to go.”

I looked him in the eyes and felt mine welling up with tears.

And then he released my wrist and put his hands on my blouse, almost at neck level.

Aroused. More than ever. And, at the same time, frustrated, he whispered to me, lip to lip:

“Little girl, what the fuck are you doing…? Dress yourself properly…”

My heart was pounding. I felt like I was almost fainting.

I felt like I wasn’t in control of anything. Not even myself.

Frozen. I didn’t even know what he was referring to.

Nor was I able to say anything.

“Dress properly… Don’t tease me… Put on that enormous bra of yours…” he snapped.

And I sighed. From anguish. From turmoil. From not knowing what to want.

From not understanding.

From not understanding myself.

“What’s wrong with you… little girl…?” he whispered to me, without giving me a chance to breathe, without giving me time to understand that, in my collapse, I had put on the blouse without the bra; and his tone wasn’t affectionate, but crude, lascivious, authoritarian…

…and his hands suddenly went to my neck. Both of them.

“What’s wrong with you…? Huh…” he whispered against my lips…

…and brushed them with his.

His breath. His smell. His heat.

I felt him so close that I didn’t even know if I was keeping my eyes open or if I had closed them.

I feared he was going to kiss me.

I didn’t know what I wanted.

And then I felt something strange: with one hand he held me by the collar of my blouse; his other hand played with the pearls of my necklace.

I was a rag doll about to faint…

My thighs were trembling.

I felt my breasts hard… the way they get when something inside me runs wild.

And then his mouth went to my ear, pushing my hair aside a little with one hand:

“We don’t have time…” he whispered to me.

I swallowed…

…and I touched him.

I touched him if only to steady myself.

I put my hands on his hip, on his sweaty shirt, on his almost obese waist.

“We don’t have time… but you’d only last me a minute…”

My heart was pounding so hard I thought I couldn’t bear it.

“One minute… Well, we do have one minute…” he almost panted in my ear… and then I felt his lips and, afterward, his teeth on my earlobe.

It was too much.

I couldn’t take any more.

I felt a moan escape from my lips.

A moan of something that was a mixture of everything.

His smell was so intense: so masculine, so rancid, so penetrating…

“We do have a minute...” he breathed into my lips.

And then his hands released the collar of my blouse, released my necklace, released the skin of my neck...

And went down.

“In a minute you’ll come undone for me...”

Threat. Provocation. Authority.

That was the last thing I heard before feeling the commotion, the excess, the assault.

His heavy, urgent hands...

My skirt going up...

The fabric accepting it, obeying him.

Anguish.

Incomprehension.

Spasms.

And then I felt the air, the hot air... caressing my buttocks.

I couldn’t look down.

I could only feel.

And sometimes I saw; sometimes I didn’t. Sometimes I half-closed my eyes. Sometimes I closed them completely.

And then, his breath on my lips and a fleeting hand going up, to himself, to adjust his glasses.

“You’ll last me a minute...” he provoked, or threatened, and then I felt it:

His hands on my hips, on the straps of my panties.

The horror.

The terror.

But also the adrenaline.

Also something inside me that was ecstatic to feel his eagerness and to feel that nothing could be more obscene.

Yes, I closed my eyes.

Yes, I swallowed hard.

Yes, I let them come down... let him pull them down.

They didn’t resist.

They didn’t blame me.

I felt the warmth of the air...

And the exposure... of my sex.

His discovery.

His discovery with his accusing and outrageous remark.

“Damn... all smooth... Very good...”

He panted it into my lips and I shuddered, I shuddered and betrayed myself; my hands betrayed me... going to his shoulders, resting there, on his suit shirt.

It wasn’t me... or it was me as I had never been before.

My body trembled in another spasm and, again, like moments before, I saw myself from outside: standing, face to face with that man, with my white blouse open, my pearl necklace, with my breasts flowing freely, feeling his enormous belly brushing against my abdomen... with my skirt pulled up... with my panties lowered to my thighs... stopped at my stockings... Those stockings that caressed my skin making me feel... for hours... different... another girl, a girl I had never been before.

My high heels dug into the carpet as I felt Don Ricardo’s touch, his eagerness, his urgency, his rush... with his pants pulled up but open... with his member peeking out half-hard... half-flaccid...

And then everything rushed forward. The attack was threefold. First, his voice, his voice and his hand; a hand that held me by the neck, by the jaw, that guided me... that forced me, though I already wanted it... and his voice, his voice on my lips, possessive, confident: come, come here, little girl... And after his voice, the fall, my fall, my dread, my dishonor... and his rough, thin lips... attacking mine, kissing me... He kissed me with strange, dry, rigid kisses... unpleasant and, at the same time, so forbidden that I felt my fingers pressing into his shoulders... I didn’t know why, I didn’t understand myself... but my thighs trembled and my face tilted, tilted so that Don Ricardo would keep kissing me, so he would kiss me better. His breath, his masculinity, his density; he held me by the collar of my blouse and kissed me eagerly with guilt and with such irrepressible desire that it was... perhaps I... who opened my mouth... It was perhaps I who slightly parted my lips... who asked him to enter... who asked him to put his tongue in my mouth, to play with mine, to humiliate me with my surrender...

...And then everything exploded: his breath collapsed me, paralyzed me... disgusted me and ignited me; Don Ricardo was kissing me, with tongue, putting his tongue in my mouth and squeezing my neck, making me purr in a kiss that was horrendous and unpleasant, but, at the same time, so morbidly exciting that again I felt like I was fainting; and his tongue struck mine, inside my mouth, in a movement that wasn’t a heartfelt dance, but a soulless, needy attack, as if he were drinking from me, as if he wasn’t looking for reciprocal pleasure at all, but merely his discharge of desire, his mere eagerness to conquer. And the third attack: below, with his other hand, while his tongue continued to melt me, while our mouths fluctuated. Below, his fingers on my pussy, without preamble, without tenderness, the tips of two or three of his rough fingers feeling me, subduing me, dominating me...

And then, my shame. My most horrible shame when he, breaking the kiss, whispered on my lips:

“Damn... how wet... you are...”

And again my heart exploding, and his lips to my lips, and our mouths opening; our tongues colliding, our saliva flowing... and my sex... attacked... attacked by his roughness... by strange manners, by unknown forms... until then... I felt it.

Something. There.

Not a caress.

Not a touch.

A pressure, a friction, a rubbing; with strong intensity… but just right… exactly… in the spot… with the precise intensity…

“Ahhh…” —I had to pull my mouth away to gasp.

I didn’t understand what he had done to me… how he had touched me.

“Ahhhh…” —I trembled suddenly without understanding how those rough fingers had encircled and scraped my clitoris.

“Ahhh… wha…!” —I protested, my legs trembling as I buried my mouth against his hot, damp, fragrant cheek.

I didn’t understand anything.

I didn’t understand my body.

No one had ever touched me like that.

I didn’t even understand the signals from my own sex.

I took shelter against him, together, pressed against each other, and I felt my body pulsing, opening, and his fingers, firm, rigid, making me feel a different pleasure, unknown, disconcerting… and it didn’t stop, didn’t yield, remained there, insistent. I didn’t understand myself, couldn’t comprehend myself; all wrapped in his scent, and in that forbidden thrill… from the obscene, the forbidden, the unpleasant… And I didn’t know if what I was doing was because he commanded it or because my body was acting on its own… and I found myself gasping “ahhh…”, “ahhh…”, near his neck, or his chest, as my body descended slightly, as my legs failed me, my knees bending…

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…!”

My body responded with quick, automatic movements, always the same, repeated, without pause or variation, and that insistence, far from relieving me, took me to a strange, excessive point, as if something inside me was becoming saturated and starting to overflow…

“Aaahhh! Aahhh!” —I whimpered… not understanding anything, not understanding my body, as if it were the first time anyone had touched me there…

He was rubbing me, scraping the peak of my sex at full speed, but he was pressing with force, with more than anyone had ever exerted —not even myself—, and I felt myself dissolving, melting…

“That’s it… That’s it little girl…” —he whispered, without stopping breaking me, destroying me.

“Ahh…! Ahh…!” —I writhed, spreading my legs a little, bending my knees a bit more, clinging to his shoulders…

… Surrendered, overwhelmed… feeling with each spasm that I was fading away.

“One minute… you’ll last me one more minute…” —he panted to me, and bit my lower lip, while I writhed.

“Ahh…! Ahhh…! Aahhh…!”

My legs were failing me. My heart was exploding. My hair was sticking to my neck, sweating, gasping… And my pussy… my pussy was dissolving… vibrating, pulsating like it never had before; I felt that bud he was rubbing was coming out of my body…

And then…

Everything changed.

His hand abandoned me. His body withdrew. He positioned himself beside me. And I didn’t know if by his command or to support myself, I stepped back half a step, dizzy, overwhelmed, and sat down on the bed.

And then, from the corner of my eye, I saw him unbuttoning one cuff of his shirt.

I was trying to catch my breath, sitting in front of him, while I watched him roll up his sleeve to the elbow.

I was trying to understand what had happened to me, how he had touched my body, when he leaned toward me.

Beside me, leaning, without fully sitting down.

His member protruding above his open pants, his enormous belly bulging through his shirt, one arm rolled up.

Me, sitting, with my shirt open, with the pearl necklace, with streams of sweat making my torso and breasts shine, with my skirt pulled up, with my panties binding my thighs.

“Come on… Come on and let’s finish this” —he said seriously, but quickly, in a hurry, and his hands went to my panties.

I, who was no longer myself. I, who was still in ecstasy from what had just happened, raised my legs a little and made it easier for my panties to slide down my thighs and come off my feet.

Everything was happening very fast.

I couldn’t stop it.

I wasn’t able to.

Or I didn’t want to…

“Open. Open your legs wider” —he ordered.

And I complied.

Sitting next to him.

And I looked at him.

I looked at him and feared him.

I feared him… for what he had just done to me.

I feared him, with my hands supported slightly behind me, with my elbows slightly bent, with my breasts keeping my shirt open, with my skirt at my waist… and with my sex open on the bed.

One of his hands went to my thigh.

The other, his fingers, to one of my breasts.

“Open. Spread them,” he pronounced, serious, and gave me two dry taps on that thigh.

I half-closed my eyes and obeyed.

I opened my legs wider.

I felt my sex blooming, almost bursting from my body.

And he rolled up that sleeve again, the one on that arm, the one on that hand that was going to attack me.

And his other hand changed its caress on my breast, to do it in the hardest, most brutal way, with his palm and fingers touching that breast that I felt was shamefully large.

And so, seated, turned toward me, with his nearest hand touching my breast and with the furthest crossing and turning toward my body, toward my crotch… he came at me again… that hand, from that rolled-up sleeve… attacking me.

As if he already knew, as if those first moments, when we were standing, had served him to know me, to know my body, to know my pussy, he barely brushed my clitoris with the tips of his fingers and made them rub in a rapid and pulsating contact, and all that unknown and unbearable pleasure rose like a torrent through my entire body, from my feet to my neck, from my thighs to my breasts, from my ankles to my throat…

“Aaahhh…!” I gasped… gasped just seconds after he had touched me again and I let my head fall backward.

“Shhh…” he tried to contain me, authoritarian, but my heart was pounding and those fingers didn’t stop.

“Aaahhhh…!” I whimpered and felt my legs, my thighs rising, and I felt how he squeezed my breast with his other hand as if it were another lever to control me.

“Shhh… Stay still…”

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…! Ahhh…!” I moaned…

…I writhed, I melted, and I felt my sex vibrating, every nerve ending, every fold, every recess, throbbing, moistening… from those thick fingers, from those rapid movements, on the peak of my clitoris, a peak that he pressed, that he seemed to scratch, pinch between his fingers, pressing and holding it, pressing and clawing it…

“Ahhh…! Ahhhh…! Aaaahhh…!!”

I screamed…

And yes, I already almost felt myself coming… in barely half a minute since he had touched me again… but what I felt wasn’t like the preamble to an orgasm, but like a different explosion, as I felt a wetness inside me, an over-dilation, an over-excitation… unknown to me.

“Ahhh!! Aaahhh…!!!” I screamed and surprised myself by raising my legs, trembling.

“Shhh…! Stay still!” he reprimanded me, sleeves rolled up, concentrated, squeezing my breast forcefully, outraging me, humiliating me.

And I didn’t understand how he could give me so much pleasure, how he made me wet like this, how he made me open up like this…

“Aaahh…!! Ahhh!! Ahhh…!!” I tried to lift my face, but it fell backward again from the inhuman pleasure I felt.

And I was close.

And he knew it.

And perhaps, because of that, he did what he did:

His hand moved. My clitoris was abandoned. And suddenly. At the opening. Between my separated lips… Without warning. Without caress. Without preamble… The sensation. The impression. The obvious. The inevitable. One finger. Or two. The touch. The invasion. Me, open for him, for those enormous fingers. Impacted. Affected. I looked down. He was penetrating me. He was embedding his middle and ring fingers inside, in my sex, in my pussy. He did it forcefully. With determination. In one thrust.

“Ah… Oh G-od…!” I stammered, not knowing if I felt more pleasure, shock or shame.

“Ahh…! what…? God… No…” I almost whimpered, looking down, seeing his fingers inside me.

“Stay still. Almost there…” he whispered, cutting, serious, with his fingers inserted in my body.

And then he began to move, but not from his fingers, but from his entire arm, hard and implacable, lowering from the shoulder to finish his movement inside me, yes, in his fingers; he was masturbating me, but he was doing it almost with his entire body… with his entire arm.

“Aaahhh…!”

“Ahh…! Mmmm!!” I moaned, feeling, again, an unknown pleasure.

“Ahh…!! Aahh!!” I whimpered again feeling those fingers that began to agitate inside me, fast, brutal, hard, from bottom to top, hitting the internal wall of my pelvis, scraping me there in a double movement: he invaded me only to then linger and rub me inside; and again, they withdrew to invade me again, and scrape me there again, with those two fingers… that seemed to reach and rub… deeper each time…

“Aaahhh!! Aaaahhh!! Aahhh!!” I was coming undone from that brutal, relentless, hard movement... Feeling how he was drilling my sex with those two thick, rough, enormous fingers.

“Ahhh!! Aahhhh!! Aahhhh...!!” I screamed, sitting on that bed, raising my legs again in spasms.

“Aaaahhh!! Aahhh!! Ahhh...!!” I shouted, sometimes looking down to see how he was invading me, and other times forced to let my head fall back, where I would purr tearful “MMM” “MMM” “MMHHM,” and then I’d look down again, at my violated sex, at my squeezed breast, at that man, that gentleman with rolled-up sleeves who was pushing those two fingers into me, almost lifting my hips...

...until the most degrading thing happened, what made me feel most ashamed...

...a grotesque, liquid sound...

...a fssch, fssch, fssch, fssch, rhythmic, watery, embarrassing... coming from my sex.

A soaked cry that covered my pants and moans.

A wet clamor announcing I couldn’t take anymore...

A viscous, unfamiliar explosion, revealing that something had detonated inside me... that my sex was going to explode in an orgasm I didn’t know how I would manage, how I could enjoy without collapsing.

I felt something like anguish about what I both knew and didn’t know was coming.

“Fssch, fssch, fssch, fssch” my soaked sex humiliated me.

“Ahhh...!! Aahhh...!! Aahh!!” I moaned, overwhelmed and tearful, trembling in spasms.

“You’re there... you’re almost there little girl...” he panted at me, relentless, whispering it into my ear, drooling it, squeezing my breast... and destroying my sex with his fingers, with his hand, with his entire arm.

“Fssch, fssch, fssch, fssch...!”

“Ahhh!! Aaaahhh! Aahhh!! Yesss!!” I surrendered... ridiculous, raising my legs again.

“Mhhh!! Mhhhhh!!” I purred, my head thrown back.

“Fssch, fssch, fssch, fssch!” my sex splashed from how he was ravaging me.

“Ahhh!! Ahhhhh!! AAAaaaahhh!!” I screamed, trembling in spasms, feeling an enormous wetness, an immense dilation...

and then...

...his voice in my ear:

“Little girl... co-me...”

... ...

I exploded.

Just hearing it made me come undone.

Just hearing it made me feel something detonating inside me.

He stopped his hand, his fingers, and my hips trembled, seeking him.

My sex rubbed, vibrated forward, toward him, to grind... against those fingers he had inside me...

I felt tears in my eyes, felt his hand squeezing my breast, felt my sex bursting.

“Aahhhhhh!!!!”

“Ahhhhhh!!!!”

“AAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!!”

And the explosion.

Wet.

I felt it. I felt it coming out of me.

I writhed.

I trembled.

I shivered.

I didn’t know what was happening to me.

My jaw was trembling, my neck, my nape, my torso, my hips...

I felt... like I was peeing myself...

I felt like I was peeing...

...wetting his hand.

“AAAAHhhhh!!!!”

“AAAH-AAHHHHH!!!!!”

I couldn’t bear that pleasure.

I couldn’t understand what my body was doing, my sex, my pussy... from which that was flowing with pressure... with force... staining his hand with something internal, watery...

“AAAAHhhhh!!!!”

—“AAAH-AAHHHHH!!!!!”

I was peeing myself.

Or that’s what I thought I felt.

And his hand continued, melting me, punishing me.

And my legs raised.

My legs wrapped in those stockings.

My feet tense. My high heels vibrating.

—“Aaaaaahhhh!!” I abandoned myself, letting my torso fall backward, embarrassed in that moment because I felt and thought that I had peed myself, that I had peed on his hand.

Lying down, face up… I felt his fingers leave me.

I felt the enormous hollow of my sex left exposed.

I could feel my lips parted…

I could imagine my pink, wet lips…

… the clear view he would have.

My legs came down.

My heels touched the floor.

And suddenly, his voice, there, sitting:

—“What a climax you’ve had… María Begoña…”

I swallowed.

My heart continued beating like never before.

A thump-thump, thump-thump, that was pure anguish.

Anguish and confusion.

I didn’t understand what he had done to me.

I didn’t understand if I had peed myself, if I had only climaxed. If both things had happened.

I felt shame. Of myself. Of what he would think of me.

Of what he had done with me.

And then I felt movement.

He was standing up.

And I heard the sound of clothes moving.

And I, again, didn’t know what I wanted.

My sex, my pussy, was pulsating, undecided. Satisfied and unsatisfied at the same time.

Fulfilled and needy.

Ashamed and eager to discover more…

… More pleasure.

More guilt.

More obscenity.

And then he —whom I felt and saw from the corner of my eye taking off his shirt and pulling his pants down further— cleared his throat.

He cleared his throat… to speak… and I didn’t know if he would announce that he was going to the shower or if…

…

And then, after hearing the sound of a shoe falling to the floor…

… I heard:

—“Damn… little girl… I’m sorry but I won’t be able to contain myself.”

He said it and I heard another shoe resound against the carpet.

He said it and from the corner of my eye I saw how his blue shirt disappeared.

…

…

…


20. Between Two Falls.

…

…

…

Weight, heat, density, darkness…

Touch, suffocation, oppression…

His body…

… on top of mine…

His body now naked… slithering… covering me.

His sweat, mine.

A horrible smell. A penetrating odor… A smell that… perhaps precisely because it was like that… so unpleasant… excited me.

Because of guilt.

Because it was inexplicable…

My hands went to his buttocks while he buried his mouth in my neck…

I felt his saliva there, his dense breath.

I shuddered.

I trembled.

He felt it.

And then he pulled his face back slightly… and removed his glasses, dropping them onto the bed… only to kiss me there again… just below my ear.

The feel of his enormous buttocks was… soft… sticky… atrocious… and morbidly exciting at the same time… like everything about him.

Me, lying on my back.

Him… on top of me.

His weight. His body hair. His belly. His breath… His smell…

His member… rubbing against my pelvis, rubbing against my skirt bunched at my waist.

Horrendous. Forbidden…

My heart was exploding with guilt, with adrenaline… from feeling so bad… and, at the same time, from not understanding myself… and, at the same time, from wanting everything to continue.

And, simultaneously, remembering what he had done with his fingers…

Nausea rose through my body as I caressed his flabby buttocks… a nausea I wanted to retain… like some inexplicable sexual masochism.

Condemned.

I felt condemned while he slithered, rubbed himself against my body… pulled aside the collar of my shirt to bite my skin, above my necklace, below my jaw.

I closed my eyes…

Condemned.

I closed my eyes and caressed his enormous, hairy buttocks, with my hair matted from the heat.

I touched him with fear, with disgust, and, at the same time, my heart pounded with electrifying adrenaline.

His body, enormous, heavy, on top of mine… forcing me to open my legs, to receive him…

I felt his belly, strangely hard, and, lower down… I thought I could feel his member… rubbing… wanting to invade me.

I closed my eyes tightly.

I closed my eyes tightly while he held my head with both hands and kissed me.

His tongue in my mouth.

Disgust. Excitement. Nausea. Morbid fascination.

Our mouths were awash with saliva. He emitted small moans and his body moved up and down, on top of me, in rhythmic movements… as if he were already penetrating me, as if he intended to, as if he meant to fill me, in a consequential, natural way… by mere friction, taking advantage of the extreme opening of my sex…

Condemned…

About to be fucked… by Don Ricardo, while we kissed, because I was kissing him too, and I dared to squeeze his buttocks harder, almost scratching him; my fingers sank into that moist softness…

Condemned…

The movement of his hips… of his pelvis… of his member… getting closer and closer, getting closer and closer to being precise…

… when a sound startled us.

He stopped.

I stopped caressing his buttocks, but didn’t remove my hands.

I then discovered the source of the sound. Again, that melody. An electronic sound, cold, accusatory, which took me a few seconds to recognize. It wasn’t coming from us. It wasn’t coming from the bed. It was an insistent beeping, distant, that seemed to filter in from some corner of the room, muffled by the carpet, by the discarded clothes. Ricardo’s phone. Again. Ringing. Probably in a pocket of the pants that were now on the floor, wrinkled, abandoned.

“Damn it…” he complained beneath my neck.

But his protest was different.

It was annoyance, yes, but no longer exactly frustration.

He moved away just enough. I felt how his weight released me, how his body stopped pressing against me completely. He let out an unpleasant groan with his movement and I took the opportunity to breathe deeply, to fill my lungs, to expand my chest as if I had just surfaced after being submerged for a long time.

He moved to one side, but he was close. Very close.

His enormous belly was still in contact with me. Hot. Present.

The melody didn’t stop.

It didn’t seem like he was going to answer.

And then I propped myself up slightly, barely leaning on one elbow, and looked down, perhaps to avoid looking at him: my open shirt, the wrinkled skirt, pulled up to my waist, my sex exposed, the taut stockings covering my legs, my thighs, the shoes still on…

And him.

Even though I didn't want to look at him.

Him.

Naked.

Except for thin black socks, pulled up quite high, almost to his knees.

The image hit me with an almost unreal, grotesque strangeness.

He remained there, breathing heavily, unhurried, not moving to look for his phone.

And then he spoke, with a half-smile that I didn't look at, but knew was there:

“She suspects something, huh…”

The melody kept playing.

“We’re going to have to barricade ourselves in here, huh…”

He repeated that unpleasant, threatening “huh,” and let the sentence hang in the air, without adding anything else, while the phone persisted, relentless, from somewhere in the room.

And I closed my eyes then. Not understanding myself. Not understanding what I was doing there. Knowing that my phone… with no battery… would also be receiving calls…

From Jorge.

From my husband.

I trembled.

With rage.

With incomprehension.

With self-loathing.

When, suddenly, I felt a hand on my side.

Ricardo, heavy, complaining, lying on his side, resting his head on his hand, with his elbow bent, pushed aside my shirt… exposing my breasts… and began to caress me.

And I sighed.

I sighed knowing it was the moment. The moment for sanity.

The moment to come to my senses.

To flee.

His rough fingers almost scratched my skin, my breast… my nipple.

The melody wouldn’t stop.

Perhaps it had never stopped, perhaps it had restarted in an almost instantaneous second call.

Go… leave… if you have an ounce of willpower… I told myself, while feeling how he enjoyed kneading my breasts.

Stop him. Go…

I said to myself, and I swallowed, and he was also caressing my stomach, clumsily, with false calm, with feigned tenderness.

The melody kept playing.

“Did you like it? Did you enjoy it?” I heard then in my ear, his whisper, his burning breath.

I knew what he was referring to.

He was talking about my orgasm.

I felt disgust.

Repulsion.

But I didn’t move.

And the melody continued.

“Huh? Tell me…” he insisted, and again kneaded my breast, which danced over my ribs, under his abrasive hand.

I swallowed.

“Yes…” I answered, betraying myself, almost lying all the way back, letting him touch me with his clumsy hand and gloat with those questions.

“Oh yes indeed…” he whispered to himself, in an even lower tone, satisfied.

My heart was beating hard again.

The heat was unbearable.

The shirt was completely stuck to my back; the silk was a damp mass, my stockings were suffocating me, my breasts were sweating.

“Oh yes indeed… what a little squirt you let out, huh…” he said…

…and my throat closed up.

A torrent of rage shook me.

The melody stopped.

“Do you usually squirt like that?” he asked, very close to my ear again.

“No…” I almost panted instantly… exposed, lying on my back, being caressed… not understanding myself.

“No… rarely… or no… never?” he whispered to me, excited, restless.

“No… rarely…” I lied.

And in that sudden silence, without the melody sustaining everything, I felt naked in another way. Not just physically, but inside. I knew I should move away, leave, flee, and yet, a part of me wanted to stay there, still, expectant, trapped between fear and a desire I didn’t want to acknowledge. It hurt not to understand myself. It distressed me to realize that, even knowing the gravity, my betrayal, the obscenity… and the disgust it aroused in me… I wasn’t able to move.

“You have a very… easy… little pussy…” he poured his breath into my ear…

…saying that…

…and I shivered… from his lasciviousness, from my shame, from that horrible word… and I abandoned myself… again… and closed my eyes…

And I felt it.

Almost immediately.

His caress.

Down there…

Between my legs.

Again…

He was touching me. Checking me. Reveling in his destruction.

I could feel his fingertips caressing my folds, my pink lips… now withered.

I wasn’t breathing. I was holding my breath. With my eyes closed.

Remembering what he had done to me…

And then I felt it, while he caressed me, while he played with my protruding lips: I felt a drop leaving me… a drop that came from there, from inside me… and trickled downward, toward my anus…

I trembled in a spasm that he must have felt.

The tips of his fingers hovered over my cunt.

Again… Sentenced.

He wasn’t going to give up.

And, as if reading my mind, as if he knew that, at that precise moment, I was trying to accept it…

…he leaned over me again and whispered:

“Now… I’m going to fuck you.”

My chest tightened.

A tear wanted to escape from one of my closed eyes.

“Now I’m going to fuck you… but you won’t enjoy this one, eh…”

I felt his smirk. And I shuddered. And I supposed he was trying to be ironic, a way of showing off… but it had also sounded like a threat.

“You won’t enjoy this now…” he repeated, exactly the same way…

…and his hand left me.

And, although he had barely done more than graze me… my sex, without him, without his presence, without his threatening fingers… breathed.

I half-opened my eyes, just as I heard him murmur:

“Let’s get this nice and hard, eh.”

And again, an atrocious gesture, a frightful vision… and, at the same time, attractive… so much so that I directed my gaze there when I sensed the movement, so much that I didn’t look away when I saw what he was doing:

On his side, leaning toward me, with his enormous belly touching my side… he began to masturbate.

He was stroking a soft cock, almost tiny, while I felt his gaze on my body.

He masturbated, calm, patient, with slow movements, trying to harden a pitiful and withered flaccidity.

I, once again, was tearing up, lying on my back, not understanding why that magnetism.

I was trembling, but I didn’t move, and I didn’t know where to put my hands; I didn’t move while I heard a minimal sound, liquid, of masturbation, of his skin covering and uncovering his glans… and while I smelled a potent, sexual, shocking odor; a smell of sex like never before, the smell of his cock, which perhaps —or surely— hadn’t been washed after penetrating, after fucking, Carolina.

I swallowed.

My throat was closed.

My back was all sweat. Slumped on the bed, one collar of my shirt was almost sticking to my jaw.

He cleared his throat with an unpleasant “Hmh” and began to whisper, in horrible bursts of voice:

“Let’s get it nice and hard… eh…”

…You’ll see how well it goes in…

…It’s not very big, but it’s stubborn…

…You’ll feel it well…

Hearing him, I felt like a blow to my stomach. The vulgarity, the announcement, the threat spoken calmly. A cold disturbance pierced me, a horror that left me even more still, understanding that he was delighting in promising me what was coming, in saying it before doing it, in forcing me to hear it.

I closed my eyes then, I didn’t want to see, not even from the corner of my eye, how he masturbated, how he made that thing grow.

And then something strange arrived, equally atrocious, some sounds, hoarse, uneven. Some deep sketches of pleasure.

I had seen guys masturbate next to me before, but they had never moaned while doing it. And especially never like this.

Guttural. Grotesque. Shameless.

Threatening.

Some deep and hoarse “ooohh”s.

Some “mmhh”s that came from his lungs, purring, while he looked at me, while I felt him looking at me.

A few moments like this, with that dirty and obscene melody, beside me, toward me, hardening that thing, panting like that… in that horrible way.

My body was shaking.

The whole bed trembled a little, rhythmically.

And then an “ooh!” became deeper, louder, more vociferous, and I, without wanting to, opened my eyes. I opened my eyes and saw his belly, his sweat, his hair across his torso and his cock now protruding a bit from between the hand that was shaking it. I could see that pink and shiny head just as he whispered:

“Almost there… I’m coming…”

And he began to move.

My heart pounded.

My thighs trembled in a brutal, uncontrollable spasm.

And then, my voice, without knowing from where it found the strength…

…emerged:

“No…”

…

“No… better… cum… like this…”

I swallowed hard.

He stopped moaning, but not touching himself.

“Better… cum like this… on top of me… if you want…” I whispered, my voice barely a thread.

He mumbled something then, or rather let out a groan as he moved.

And I felt I wasn’t convincing him.

“Cum… if you want… now… like this… on my stockings…”

I said it.

I dared.

I freed myself.

But my liberation lasted only a fraction of a second.

It lasted as long as it took to feel his weight again.

The horror.

The density.

The heat.

The darkness.

His body… on top of mine.

His nakedness… on my skin, on my flesh…

His elbows on either side of my head.

His enormous belly on my abdomen.

I felt his smell again, closer.

His sweat, soaking me.

And… above all… now like this… his cock… hard… rubbing against my skirt… rubbing against my crotch.

“Hmmh!” he grunted after settling in, after completing his movement.

…

And I sheltered him… without wanting to.

Or wanting to.


21. The Annihilation.

He covered me. Again.

But this time it was different.

There was another decision.

Another craving.

His lips brushed against mine, and without knowing why, this time, I slightly turned my face away. He then, instantly, grabbed my chin, turned me back and placed his thin, dry lips on mine.

His tongue pushed… deliberately, not in a natural way.

Forcing my mouth to open.

And my mouth opened.

Our tongues made contact, I felt the shock of the touch, and he immediately broke the kiss. As if he wanted to tell me that he didn’t want my tongue out of desire, but out of dominance.

I placed my hands on his sides, not wanting to touch his soft buttocks this time… the feel there was somewhat smoother, but equally sweaty.

My heart was exploding. Pounding against his chest.

The weight of his body, his smell, made me dizzy…

On top. Contacting me with his entire body.

I didn’t know if I was closing my eyes or opening them…

When suddenly I felt his weight shift to one side; he withdrew slightly and one of his hands went down to his member…

He wasn’t going to leave this to chance. To the chance of casual friction. No. Not this time.

“Spread. Spread a little,” he said instantly, dry, despotic, referring to my legs.

And I, grateful that he was no longer crushing me… obeyed.

He was aiming.

Clumsy. Eager.

I half-closed my eyes. Almost tearing up. My heart was exploding in a “thump, thump”, “thump, thump” that overlapped and confused my breathing.

Surrendered. Confused.

And I felt my sex pulsating… as if that part of me had no doubts.

“Today is your birthday… eh,” he whispered, suddenly, sadistically, in my ear, while I felt the hard tip of his member percussing, rubbing, the lips that guarded my sex.

“Today is your birthday, eh… María Begoña… How well we’ve understood each other, you and I, eh…” he panted in my ear, provoking me, humiliating me, while my body trembled in spasms, while a drop of sweat ran down my neck, while my separated thighs quivered, while my cunt was attacked, rubbed, by that short, wide hardness that intended to sink into me.

I didn’t respond.

I couldn’t.

I just trembled.

He did speak, and continued speaking.

While trying to penetrate me:

“Damn… Wait… Move aside… Let’s see…” he whispered, flustered, clumsy, and looked down, to where his member was sliding without managing to enter. His own belly prevented him from seeing clearly what was happening below.

I exhaled.

I sighed.

Distressed.

“Damn… with the tremendous… cunt… that you have… María Begoña… and I can’t hit the mark,” he said, and smiled in a cruel and frightful grimace.

I felt the touch there. His attempts.

And then something rose through my body.

It wasn’t pleasure… Or maybe it was… guilty pleasure and an inexplicable yearning.

I exhaled, again. I panted from pure bewilderment and anguish…

And one of my hands went down.

Everything happened very quickly.

My hand moved down along the side of my body, groping, but certain… and I touched something, there, in the exact spot, I touched a rough hand, and a wide hardness, a short rigidity… and slightly curved.

And then a phrase came out of my mouth, as my waist adjusted, as his hand let me direct, as my cunt lined up, as I held that scant rigidity with my hand, as I pushed aside one of my protruding, rebellious lips with its pink tip…

And I panted:

“Like this… Mh…! There.”

…

…

…

“Mhhh…” I sobbed.

“Ohhhhh…!” he puffed in my face.

The sliding. The penetration. His cock was entering. Entering me.

The shame. The most obscene thing.

His panting. His snorting.

The heat. The anguish.

And the pleasure… An intense pleasure… but at the same time incomplete… A pleasure from the humiliation, but not from the physical. He, his cock, didn’t fulfill me; not in the way it should. But I was fulfilled by the act, the act of being invaded, fucked by Don Ricardo: that was what awakened my pleasure. Another type of pleasure. One that I didn’t know existed.

“Ohhh...!” he puffed, over me, drooling on my neck.

His entire body on top of me. All his weight.

And his cock inside.

All the way in.

I had grabbed his cock myself so he would hit the mark, so he would invade me.

Still. Completely still. Sharing the same breath...

...until my hands went back to his buttocks. Sweaty, trembling, soaked...

...and then I felt it:

The contraction, the fluctuation, the movement of his enormous and incredibly soft ass, downward, toward me, sinking in.

“Mhhmmm!” he grunted, exhaling through his nose against my neck, as I felt his first thrust, the first truly his own insertion.

He pushed it into me all the way. As far as his cock could reach inside me. As deep as his member could humiliate. As far as his hardness could profane.

I bent my legs. The heels of my shoes dug into the bed. The opening of my legs, so his wide body could sink into me, was extreme; almost as wide as I could manage.

And then the back-and-forth began. I felt it from the start of the movement, as if in four moments: first the constriction of his buttocks that I felt under my fingers, then his thrust —his entire body sinking into me—, then I felt him inside; his cock assaulting me, invading me, and then his puff, his “Mhh!”, short, hoarse, crushed inside his mouth but released, harsh, through the holes of his nose, making the skin on my neck bristle.

Soon the room began to echo with those incessant and heart-wrenching “Mhh!”, “Mhh!”, “Mhh!”, “Mhh!”... which he sometimes combined with repulsive “Ohh...!” gasps from his mouth... when he experienced the penetration in a particularly intense and pleasurable way.

And I, who accommodated his cock with competence, let myself be crushed, let myself be drooled on and let myself be fucked... I, at twenty-seven years old... allowed that man over sixty, gruff, unpleasant... to penetrate me, to fuck me, to put his repulsive and smelly member inside me... I permitted that back-and-forth, those uneven and clumsy thrusts, which weren’t seeking my pleasure at all, but only his own, making his threat true —which hadn’t been ironic— that he would fuck me, was fucking me, only for him to feel. And it was then that I understood that my surrender wasn’t asking for pleasure, but for annihilation, and that what sustained me wasn’t my body, but the certainty of having crossed a threshold from which I no longer wanted to return. And that, in doing so, it was as if he was fucking my mind, because I, despite not feeling pleasure, didn’t want him to stop, didn’t want to escape; I wanted him to keep fucking me, because the thrill, for me, at that moment, was not feeling pleasure and, even so, wanting him not to stop fucking me...

“Mhh! Mhh! Mhh! Mhh!” he raged, thrusting into me with more speed, almost with fury, enjoying my body, my cunt... but at the same time feeling that his member was swimming in a superior cavity... in a dilated extension that prevented him from achieving the intense friction he would want.

And then he propped himself up a bit, without stopping penetrating me, placed his hands on both sides of my body, of my head, rested his palms on the bed, and extended his arms.

His belly hung enormously.

“Ohh-oh...!!” he gasped, broken, filling me... while from there, he looked into my eyes.

And then, four thrusts, he sank into me with four dry, furious insertions.

“Mhh

... Mhh!

... Mhh!

... Mhh!”

And my body was shaken by his hard and cruel thrusts..., and my sweaty back, sticky under the wrinkled silk shirt, moved a few centimeters across the bed.

And I looked at his black eyes, his twisted gaze, his half-open, drooling mouth...

And my chest thundered from the tension, and my body trembled from the dishonor...

...but I didn’t moan.

I barely breathed in a slightly agitated manner.

And then, again:

“Mhh

... Mhh!

... Mhh!

... Mhh!”

He penetrated me again, in four abrupt thrusts, coming almost completely out of me to invade me again, while we looked at each other and I carefully placed my hands on his sweaty waist...

...and I didn’t moan.

I just breathed, disturbed, overwhelmed, through my mouth.

And I knew that he enjoyed it... precisely because of that. Because my body wasn’t asking for anything... just to be used... and my silence, my absence of physical pleasure, revealed it.

And then I found myself forced to look away, because of the excessive, the grotesque nature of his face, just as he roared a long, animal-like “Ooohhh!!”, and invaded me again, pushing my body with his member, with his entire body...

And I... looking at nothing... while I kept hearing his “Mhh!”, “Mhh!”, “Mhh!”, “Mhh!” uneven, despotic and clumsy... while I felt his cock inside... sliding, rubbing, wetting me... but without really giving me physical pleasure... while I felt how my back was rubbing against the surface of the bed from his rough thrusts... I wrapped my arms around him... I wrapped them around him as he lowered his body, his torso again... and I welcomed him... and enveloped him with my legs...

And then I closed my eyes, holding onto him, embracing him... soaking the sleeves of my shirt with his sweat, with the brutal sweat from his back... and I smelled more of his odor, his stench... horrible and, at the same time... strangely arousing.

And I saw myself. I saw us. From outside. With my eyes closed.

I saw that girl, with her brown hair spread across the sheet, with her white shirt open, her pearl necklace, her skirt at her waist, her high heels and stockings... slutty ones... wrapping her legs around the chubby, flabby body of a man who, naked except for his socks, was burying his body, his cock, into her. A man, her boss... more than thirty years older, bald and unpleasant... who was fucking her incessantly and moaning some hellish “Ohhh!”, “Ohhh!”, “Mhhh!”, “Mhhh!”... and she not only didn’t stop him, but wrapped her legs around him and almost pulled him toward her so he would sink even deeper into her... and almost scratched his back... out of rage... of excess, of disturbance... from a pleasure that wasn’t physical... but mental.

“Ohhh...!!”

“Mmm...!!”

He kept moaning at me, fucking me... when he then pulled back a little and moved my legs, positioning them in front of him. He was using me. He moved me and managed to penetrate me now, him being on his knees, without stopping filling me... me lying on my back, with my legs raised toward his body.

And I, below, saw how he finished adjusting my legs upward, over his torso, over his chest... and I saw my feet, up high... on both sides of his head...

“Mmm...! Like this... I can put it in you better like this...” he muttered, satisfied with the new position, and I saw him there, upright, exultant, with his torso straight, his flabby pectorals resting limply downward, and his swollen belly advancing... almost falling onto me, embracing my thighs, kneeling in front of my pussy... And in front of him was I, delicate, fragile, still wrapped in my open and soaked silk shirt, with the stockings taut on my legs, the pearl necklace resting on my collarbones and my high heels, up there, absurd, ridiculous...

And I felt, in this new position that he had decided on, how he put it in me, seeking greater friction... friction that satisfied him more, but that barely reached me enough to make me pant, a little agitated, as I still felt... barely... anything... And something in me made me think that he would know how to make me feel it, as he had demonstrated his skill with his fingers, but he didn’t want to. He wanted his penetrations to be straight, harsh, selfish... seeking only his pleasure.

“Ohhh...!”

“Ohhh...!!” he moaned, pleased, with the new position, with my body... with the girl he was fucking... with the new pussy he was conquering, and sometimes he looked at me, and sometimes he closed his eyes, and he thrust into me, shaking my body, and my breasts began to dance on my torso with each thrust, like two agitated masses... so much that I ended up bringing my hands there, to contain that humiliating swaying, that ridiculous and eccentric bouncing of my tits.

“Mmhh...!!”

“MhHhh...!”

“Ohhh!”

“Ohhh-oh!!...”

He grunted, fucking me... And he stayed like that for a few moments, a few minutes, two or three, three or four, and sometimes I looked at him and sometimes I looked away, and I didn’t take my hands off my tits so they wouldn’t bounce, and I felt his cock enter, with eagerness, slide... and I heard his snorts... and when I looked at him I felt rage... and arousal... and when I saw my legs up there I felt ridiculous, and when I saw my stockings I felt dirty... slutty... and that was what kept me there, what gave me the real pleasure.

“Fu-ck... Ohhh...!!” he snorted then, and released my legs, and they opened, separated a little, almost stretched out, raised up there, absurd...

“Mmmm...! Ooohhh...!! OOH-ohh!!” he was getting fired up, exultant and, at the same time, agitated, almost tired, sweaty, dripping, distressed at having me like this, and I looked at him, lying on my back, with my legs up high, with my pussy always assaulted by those thrusts that never stopped, as if, once he had me, he couldn’t waste me.

“Ooohh...!!” he panted afterward, snorting, almost in ecstasy... and stopped those relentless thrusts...

Those almost violent thrusts, which hadn’t made me moan.

And then he withdrew.

And muttered:

“Get on top... Get on top.”

He said it and his body moved away, seeking solid ground, looking to lie down.

He did it beside me.

“Come on, damn it...” he said, dry, authoritative... seeing that I still wasn’t moving.

…

…

And I moved, sweating, dizzy, with his body next to mine and my own defiled, numb; the stockings burning on my legs, on my thighs, my hair soaked and my shirt dripping down my back. I was sitting up and moving away from that body that was lying on its back...

... I was moving away... but only to return to him.

To return in a way that he... disliked... but accepted.

“Bitch...” he whispered.

He whispered as he watched how I, after taking off my shoes, which scattered across the sheets, positioned myself to mount him, but with my back to him.

And it was because I wanted to escape his face, his belly, his plump and hairy body... but I found myself with another punishment:

The mirror.

I raised one leg and mounted him, on my knees, straddling him, with my back to him, while I saw reflected in the mirror that almost morbid body holding in his hand a reddened, beheaded cock... for me to ride it, to absorb it... to bury myself on it.

And then. A sound. Again.

Again, his phone.

I stopped. Stopped my movement.

“Shh... Keep going. Keep going,” he ordered me, drowning out the sound of his mobile. “Continue. Screw it. They just want to bust my balls,” he whispered, in a particularly crude and unpleasant manner.

And then I felt a hand on my waist, over my shirt.

He was making me go down. Making me bury myself.

And then I shook my neck. My hair waved. I felt a drop of sweat running down between my breasts.

And perhaps to act tough, or to survive, him, that, myself, I said:

“Give it here.”

I said “give it here” and lowered my hand, and took hold of his cock... A cock that he released.

I said “give it here” to tell him, to tell myself, that I could handle that and much more.

I said “give it here” and I grabbed it by the base: hard, thick, but short... with that pink head, wider than the rest of the shaft; and with that slight upward curve that made it even more repulsive.

I was holding it, that hardness, that curve... that temperature.

I was sitting down. Burying myself...

... While raising my gaze toward the mirror...

“Ooohhh...!” he roared and grabbed my hips with both hands... while the melody kept playing.

I was riding him. With my back to him. All the way down... And I felt, in my pussy, a taste of heat, almost of pleasure...

And I let out an “uuf...” so subtle that I knew he hadn’t heard it, nor would he have wanted to hear it.

“Ommhh...!” he moaned and I looked at myself, at us, in the mirror... and I began to move, to ride him, back and forth... and I felt the friction.

I felt the friction while looking at myself in the mirror, with my shirt open, with my breasts flowing powerfully, with my pearl necklace almost gleaming, with my stockings obscenely adorning my thighs; I felt the friction while of him I could barely see his enormous hands holding my hips and his stretched-out legs... with those socks still on.

“Uuuff...” I exhaled feeling the friction.

And then I felt something squeeze my hip; a pinch from his hand, from his fingers, which had slipped between the skin of my waist and my shirt.

And his voice:

“No, no, no... Up and down. Move up and down.”

His voice had sounded heavy. With thunder. Covering the silence, as his phone was no longer ringing.

And I was about to comply. To obey...

When knocks were heard.

Knocks on the door.

Clear, strong knocks.

First two.

Then three.

“Son of a bitch...” Ricardo whispered... back there, below, underneath my body... with his cock inside me.


22. Projected in the distance.

Me, still, petrified. Seeing myself reflected in the mirror.

After those knocks, the most absolute silence.

The presence of Carolina, my other boss, latent, evident, on the other side of the door.

I wanted to die.

And I no longer knew if the shame that assaulted me was embarrassment because someone might find out... or shame of myself.

“No, no. You keep going,” he ordered me then. “Continue, or rather start,” he clarified, mordant, dominant.

And my body, though slowly, obeyed: it rose... and fell... centimeter by centimeter... And in the enormous mirror that covered the wardrobe, I could see how his member was engulfed by my sex, not only with a savage wetness..., but with more than readiness, with a looseness so exaggerated that I didn’t know whether to feel proud or humiliated.

“Keep going... That’s it... Hmm...!” he panted, letting out a moan of pleasure that seemed to hit him suddenly.

“Continue... Come on...” he asked me, and I went up and down, not much, just enough... to not come off, to keep his cock from slipping out of me.

“Mmm... Come on... Keep going...” he moaned, holding me by the waist, guiding me in the ups and downs. “Continue... Mmm. Keep going, damn it...!” he suddenly grew desperate, startling me, tyrannical, demanding more intensity. “Do you think she doesn’t already know what’s happening?”

“... Mhh...”

“Ohh...!”

“Oh-oohh...!”

His harsh moans.

Unpleasant.

And his phrases... humiliating her. And humiliating me.

But I cooperated.

I obeyed.

I allied myself with him.

My body up and down.

Again, no pleasure, no physical pleasure, but a guilty and exciting aftertaste for the grotesque, for the ugliness I was riding, for the smell that reached me, for burying and unburying myself on that insufficient cock of that repulsive body.

And then, two sharp knocks on the door. Louder.

My chest thundered as if it were the door itself.

And I stopped again.

And again the pinch on my waist.

“Continue... Keep going, damn it...! And moan. Scream, for fuck’s sake. Fake it... Let her go to hell...” he muttered in whispers, through his teeth, back there.

I shuddered.

I shuddered, but my body rose again... and fell again... In the mirror I could see how the lips of my sex fell large, heavy, pink, and unfolded in a striking way... embracing and wetting his shaft, the entire width of his curved and extremely dark member.

“Ahhh...” I panted then, exaggerated.

“Mmm... That’s it...” I heard, guttural, hoarse, back there.

“Ahhh... Mmm...” I whimpered... pretending, but at the same time feeling more, as if my self-deception led me to feel.

“Ahhh...!” I panted, feeling his thick cock, feeling the hollow of my pussy being filled... and sensing Carolina on the other side of the door.

“Ahhhh...!” I exaggerated, trying to scream, fake, perhaps pathetic... looking at myself in the mirror, pulling my shirt aside a bit and holding one breast.

“Mmh... Oh! That’s it...” he puffed.

And then I began a slightly faster cadence, dirty, constant; my body up and down, my sex covering and uncovering his member; the humid friction, the clear sliding.

“Ahhh... Ahhh... Ahhh” I matched each thrust with my moans and overlapped his grunts.

“Ahhh... Aaahh... Aaahhh” I exaggerated, ridiculous, but at the same time I did feel something, and I saw the lips of my sex, tender and pink, contrasting with the dark roughness of his harsh member.

“Aaahh... AAAhhh... Mmm...” I vibrated, I writhed, I fucked him... I was fucking that man... and I released my tit so that both would shake, vibrate, bounce plentifully across my torso, powerfully pushing aside my shirt.

“Aaahhh...! Ahhh...! Mmmm...!” I whimpered, excessive, burying myself on Don Ricardo’s cock, seeing how his balls rested on the bed, between his legs, burning, sweaty, enormous... and announcing, telling, confessing to Carolina... that I was fucking him, that her lover was also fucking me...

“Scream, scream louder, damn it...” I heard his grunt, and then I felt a blow, a blow that resonated, a slap on my buttock.

A humiliating “smack.”

A “smack” that echoed loudly.

And then I did exaggerate, I did comply:

—“Aaahhh…! Ahhh…! Give it to meee!” —I exaggerated, and I felt it, riding him, going up and down.

—“Scream, damn it, until that bitch leaves…” —he ordered me, despotically, squeezing my hips.

—“Ahhh…! Aaahh!” —I tried to scream, but my moans, though exaggerated, didn’t come out clean; still somewhat inhibited, they weren’t completely shrill.

And then I noticed movement, an impulse; he, dissatisfied, was moving, shifting away, pushing me.

—“Get off. Get off, damn it,” —he said, abruptly.

—“Get into position. Get there…” —he snapped at me, urgent, clumsy, but agitated, kneeling on the bed, behind me.

—“Bend over… Get there and lower your elbows…” —he ordered me, and I felt his hand on my back.

—“Like that… facing the wardrobe… Spread your legs,” —he said hastily, in a lower tone.

And I didn’t know at what exact second I obeyed without thinking, or when my body stopped deciding for itself and simply positioned itself; I realized it afterward, suddenly, feeling the warmth of the sheets on my palms and the strange weight of my posture, when I raised my gaze and saw myself in the mirror, facing forward, on all fours, disheveled, distressed, with my breath held. Behind me, Ricardo, on his knees, with a twisted look, still adjusting my legs a bit more, spreading them with one hand while holding his member with the other, and I understood —without understanding— that I was already there, that I had already reached that place, and that my body kept obeying even before my head could formulate a single question.

—“Now you’re really going to scream.”

He said.

Threatening.

Dominant.

I lowered my gaze.

I buried my head between my elbows.

I felt his presence behind me.

I felt Carolina on the other side of the door.

And then,

his thrust,

his fury…

…as if I were worth nothing…

…as if he knew I would tolerate everything now…

—“Ooohh! Mm!” —his moan came even before I felt him invade me.

—“Ooohhh!! Fu-ck…!!” —his new grunt now mixed with my sensation of being penetrated again.

—“God…! Fuck…! How it goes in…!” —his crude phrase overlapped with a tremor throughout my body.

His thrust. Firm. All the way in… rocked me, pushed me.

I gasped… I let out an “Ah” forward, short, affected, humiliated.

I exhaled, thrust into, penetrated, and felt my breasts swaying from his vile and treacherous push.

—“Come on… get into it… María Begoña…” —he whispered, mordantly, denigrating me, with his cock inside me, inside my pussy, all the way in.

And then I dared to raise my gaze, and I saw myself reflected in the mirror, impaled… subjugated… and he took momentum, squeezing my hips, and put it in me again, seeking in me the scream, the howl he wanted, and his weight, his eagerness, that thrust I did feel more…

—“Aaaahhh!” —I moaned, and I no longer knew if I was doing it completely falsely or because of that pleasure, that pleasure above all mental, psychological, of letting myself be fucked by that man I despised.

And then everything accelerated. His intensity. The sounds. The heat. The shamelessness…

The use he made of my body…

—“Mmh! Mmm!! MmUmm!! MmUmm!!” —he grunted, inflamed, almost enraged and penetrated me again, fucking me brutally.

—“Aaahh…!! Ahh!! Aaaahh!!!” —I screamed, suddenly overwhelmed, and I saw myself in the mirror: my flushed cheeks, my sweaty hair, stuck to my forehead and face, my necklace going back and forth with his thrusts, my tits swinging from that relentless fucking, my tearful gaze, the collar of my shirt —dripping forward— stuck almost to my jaw, my breasts hanging, swollen, bouncing, shining with a sticky layer of sweat, my nipples hardened, aroused… almost scratching the sheets… and behind, Don Ricardo, fucking me, with his enormous hairy belly, with his hairy arms, holding me by the hip, fucking me, humiliating me, sweating, heated, reddened, enraged… he was fucking me… he was fucking that little girl… whom he had met that very afternoon and whom he was already penetrating, already thrusting into… already fucking… and I was dissolving into “Ahhh!!” “Aaaah!!” “Aaaahhh!!”, which again were of pleasure, but of a mental pleasure… for letting myself be fucked, for letting myself be humiliated like this, for having let myself be manipulated, for allowing that disgusting man to be fucking me… with his mediocre cock, with a cock that didn’t give me pleasure for what it was doing to me, but because I allowed him to do it to me…

“Mmh! Mmm!! MmUmm!! MmUmm!!” he raged, ecstatic, and I felt his sweaty belly on my buttocks, moistening them with his sweat.

And that, that grotesque thing... ignited me even more.

“Aaaahhh...!! Aaahhh!! Gooood...!!” I screamed, and my voice, high-pitched, childish, thundered, echoing, telling Carolina that he was fucking me too... that Don Ricardo was fucking me too...

“Mmh! Mmm!! MmUmm!! MmUmm!!” he humiliated me, thrusting into me with his mediocre cock, almost dripping sweat from his unpleasant face, with his thin lips, with his twisted expression.

“Aaaahhh!! Ah-ah!! Aaaahhh!! Give it to meee!!” I screamed, completely surrendered, ridiculous, accepting my punishment, and I watched in the mirror how my breasts wouldn’t stop bouncing, how my pearl necklace kept shaking, how my shirt stuck to my skin... how that man humiliated me, how he kept driving into me and then panted some incessant, degrading “Oh!!” “Mh!!” “Agh!!” “Ooh-hh!!”, matching each thrust with a grunt.

“Aaahh!! Aaahh!! Aaahh!! Yeees-yeeees!!!” I writhed... and I felt that my pussy was just a puddle, a crude and exaggerated hollow for what he was putting into me, a disproportionate inequality, an inequality between my pussy, extensive, extremely dilated, plethoric, and his meager and small cock; an inequality between my body, young, graceful, and the outrageous ugliness of his withered body.

“Ohh...!! Mmm...!! Fu-ck...!!” he puffed, and scratched my buttocks, and spread them, and sometimes looked down, while he fucked me, trying to see how his cock went in and out of my pussy.

“Aaahhh!!! Aahhhh!!! Yeees-yeees-yeees-yeeeeees!!” I screamed, ridiculous, shameless, pushed forward, and I felt myself coming, coming in an orgasm that started in my mind, not my body, from my mind for letting myself be fucked, and I looked at him through the mirror, and the more repulsive he seemed to me, the more he looked at me with his twisted gaze... the more I melted... the more I dissolved...

“Aaahhh!!! Aahhhh!!! MMM!!! Yeees-yeees-yeees-yeeeeees!!! Aahhh-Aaahhh...!!” I screamed and felt myself coming, and I didn’t know if Carolina was still there... behind the door, but, if my screams weren’t enough, if they didn’t make it clear that I was being fucked... those sounds were then joined by the most humiliating ones... those coming from the collision of our bodies —his pelvis against my buttocks—; a plof plof plof plof demeaning, incessant, thunderous... and he panted some “Ohhh!!” “Agg!!” “Mmm!!” that joined the grotesque plof plof plof, and my “Aahh!!” “Aahh!!” “Yeeees-eeees!!”, and then I imagined what he saw when he looked down: my young pussy, open, soaked, dripping; his cock entering, his enormous balls, hanging... back and forth, back and forth; that enormous sack... hanging... horrible... and then I knew I was coming... that I was coming from the humiliation of seeing that... of imagining it... of imagining that swinging of his balls behind me... fucking me... degrading me with that rage.

“AAAA-HHH!!!! Mhhh!!! AAAHH-AH!!! ... YEEEES!! Yeees!! YEEEES!! Yeeeeees!!!!” I screamed in four ridiculous, helpless, extravagant yeses.

“GO-OD!! ... what a whore you are...! Fu-u-ck...!” he let out then, at full speed, and when I thought I was already exploding, that I was already melting in an orgasm, suddenly, by surprise, I felt the emptiness, the emptiness in my body... and it was because he was abandoning me, withdrawing his cock from me... from my sex... and I saw him through the mirror... and he suddenly masturbated and exploded... now... NOW...! over me... He half-closed his eyes... puffed... roared... and I slipped a hand downward, quickly... to not lose my orgasm, I slipped it down my body, my hand between my legs, watching him through the mirror... And he was already coming... already ejaculating... over me... I saw it reflected, jerking off, at full speed, trying to keep his eyes open, trying to look at me; his elbow at full speed, his enormous belly shaking, his withered body trembling, his huge reddened head... He was exploding... over me, panting some horrible “Ohh!” “Ohhh!” “Oo-oh!”... and I touched my clitoris at the same time that a grotesque “OOOOohhhhh!!!!” resonated with atrocious thunder in the room, and I instantly felt a lash, a burning heat, a dense liquid... on my skin, on my buttocks, and I barely rubbed my clitoris and I exploded.

I exploded in an “Aaaahhhhh!!! Ahhhhhh!!! God!!! YESSS!!” that covered his guttural, heartfelt “Oohh!!”, lower and hoarser as he moaned... And then I felt another thick, burning lash... on my thighs... on my stockings... on my whore stockings... on my slutty stockings, on that white lace... pure white... crude... obscene... guilty of everything.

“Ahhhh!!! Ahhhh!!!! Ahhh!!!! Ahhh!! MMM!!! Yesss-yeees-yeees-yeeesss!!” I screamed, coming, melting, and I tried to keep my gaze on the mirror, as he watched me, watched me and spilled himself, came all over me, and I began to feel the rivers of his semen running down my buttocks and stockings, and when I thought the third jet would stain me with less force... I saw it... I saw it emerge, sprout, in the mirror’s reflection, upward, white, projected in the distance, dense, compact, announced with a grotesque and endless “OOOO-HHH-oooh!!”, and instantly felt the humiliating thickness, the degrading viscosity, the denigrating heat of his hot liquid spraying my back, soaking my silk blouse with contempt... penetrating the fabric, burning my skin, and also soaking my skirt... and spraying my buttocks again... in an enormous lash.

“Ammh!! Yesss!! Goood!!” my shameless orgasm was dying away, while the tips of two of my fingers continued rubbing that peak that was indeed physical pleasure... while the mental pleasure came from the obscenity, from the ugliness of that man, from that horrible body and the degradation of that fourth and fifth jet that I first felt on my bare buttocks... and then on my thighs encased in my whore stockings.

...

...

...

...

I removed my hand from my sex... and collapsed, exhausted, forward.

Sweaty. Soaked.

Soaked with sweat.

Soaked with his semen...

“Ohhh... Fu-ck... Mmm...”

I heard then, behind me.

Ricardo. Don Ricardo.

Puffing.

Snorting.

Moving to one side.

And then he said, tearing me apart:

“Oh... that was good... little girl...

He said it just like that...

With his mediocre cock smeared.

Smeared with me.

And with that phrase, with that word...

Little girl...

So outrageous.

So humiliating...

With that word that, from the first moment, had disgusted me...

But at the same time...

...and I now acknowledged it...

...had turned me on so much...

...made me so horny.


23. Between Two Nights.

Face down.

Pressed against the bed.

With my cheek sunk into the damp sheet, breathing slowly.

Then the bed moved.

It wasn’t a rocking motion. It was an abrupt, heavy shift, as if something very large had suddenly repositioned itself.

Afterward, a snort.

A long, tired sigh.

I heard it behind me.

Then, a strange brush against my leg. Not a caress. An awkward, accidental contact; perhaps a part of his body that wasn’t fully obeying yet. A thigh, a knee, something that passed and withdrew.

Another gasp.

Almost a snort. Also fatigued.

Louder. Just as shameless. As if he never heard himself.

I felt the weight disappear from the bed.

The mattress slowly regaining its shape, as if it too needed time to find itself again.

I heard footsteps.

Dragging footsteps.

Barefoot.

Slow.

Ricardo walked around the room unhurriedly, with that heavy gait that didn’t seek to impose or bother, but managed both. I didn’t move. I didn’t lift my head. I didn’t want to see him.

I heard him enter the bathroom.

The dry sound of the door closing.

And, very shortly after, the hum of the shower.

A continuous, muffled sound that spread throughout the room.

But below, I heard nothing.

Only silence.

A strange silence.

The first real silence in a long time.

It took me a few seconds to realize why it was strange. Until I understood: that silence wasn’t coming from outside. It was coming from me.

The “thump-thump, thump-thump” in my chest —that insistent pounding, that restlessness I’d carried inside for hours— had disappeared.

It wasn’t beating violently.

It wasn’t pushing.

It wasn’t demanding.

It was there, yes… but calm.

And then I noticed it.

I wasn’t feeling what I should be feeling.

There wasn’t an immediate wave of shame.

There wasn’t disgust rising up my throat.

There wasn’t that urgent impulse to sit up, to cover myself, to flee, even to cry.

I remained face down.

With my body warm.

With rivers of semen running down my buttocks, my thighs, my stockings, and dying on the bed.

Feeling a viscous thickness cooling on the lower part of my shirt, soaking into my back; his most raw and concrete mark.

With my sex open, throbbing, breathing, sticking to the sheet.

And I thought, without even dramatizing it, that I should get up… but not now, not yet.

I stayed like that, listening to the water falling on the other side of the wall, wordlessly wondering why I wasn’t broken, why I didn’t feel devastated.

I didn’t understand anything.

And what troubled me most wasn’t what had happened, but that strange, improper calm, as if something in me had yielded without making a sound.

As if, without knowing when, I had stopped resisting inside.

And I still didn’t know what that meant.

A few moments passed like this, in that tranquil limbo, until I was forced to return to reality. But not because of guilt, not because I was disgusted by feeling his semen on my skin, but because the numbness in my body forced me to turn, to move.

My legs hurt. My neck too.

I looked at the watch on my wrist: 12:18 AM.

I had to return to life, to my life, even if I was no longer myself.

And I found myself thinking about Jorge, but, again, not with guilt, but almost… with cold practicality.

About what I would say. About how much time I had. About whether the smell, my appearance or my clothes would betray me.

I was cleaning my buttocks with the bedspread and didn’t feel unfaithful.

I was cleaning my sex with the sheet and didn’t feel that this —although it obviously was— was infidelity. Perhaps because there hadn’t been desire, real desire… Because my body hadn’t exploded for Ricardo as a body, but for me as a mind.

I felt as if it had happened, but not with a man, rather almost with an entity… unpleasant… but impersonal. Almost without a name. Almost without a face. Not because it was him, and that’s why I didn’t feel unfaithful.

I didn’t understand myself, but I understood myself.

There was no longer a Meri, you’ve gone crazy, but an acceptance, a discovery that, no matter how hard I tried, didn’t disgust me.

My shoes.

My bra.

Remnants of an impossible battle on the bed.

I gathered all those things, listening to the hum of the shower.

And I did it without guilt.

I did it without my heart thundering.

My hands had stopped trembling.

My body was still sweating, but from mere heat. A natural and calm reaction.

I moved calmly.

I got off the bed.

I looked at the floor.

More remnants: Ricardo’s shoes and shirt. His pants too; inside them, his underwear and, peeking out from a pocket…, that black and foreign thing he had snatched from my hand.

Seeing that black silk disturbed me and made me think of Carolina. Made me try to guess how much she had heard. When she might have left.

But I didn’t bother worrying about what she would think of me.

I looked away from those panties, but not as if I were saying goodbye to them definitively.

I brought my hands to my shirt, sticky with sweat in front, with something else in back. As I peeled it slightly from my skin, warm air entered and I felt a brief shiver. I pulled it down over my shoulders, backward, and took it off.

I held it in front of me for a moment.

The fabric, stained.

The smell.

Intense. Recognizable. Mixed with my own sweat. I held it up to the light and saw the mark spread across the back, irregular, matted.

I didn’t feel disgust.

Nor urgency.

I used the sheet to clean it a little. I also used it to clean my skin.

I took off my skirt afterward.

I pulled it down with an automatic gesture and spread it on the bed. It wasn’t as stained as the shirt. The smell seemed less intense too.

As I straightened up, I saw the floor again.

Ricardo’s pants; beside them, my underwear.

I moved the pants aside, and as I did, the pocket opened slightly and that black silk peeked out again.

Again.

I felt something brief, an unnecessary attention, an idea, a madness forming.

I looked at my panties.

And I did what perhaps I shouldn’t have, but I wasn’t myself anymore. Or I was another self.

The sensation hit me. Made me shudder.

I turned and put on my bra.

Then I slipped my arms back into my shirt. Dampness and delicacy. Scent and adrenaline.

I wondered if it would be noticeable. From the front, probably not. I buttoned it up as if absolutely nothing had happened.

I put on my skirt.

I smoothed my clothes with my palms, took a deep breath and stood still for a second, listening to the water behind the wall, feeling my body stiff but stable.

There were no nerves.

There was no hurry.

Just a strange calm, as if something had settled inside me and now worked without noise.

Standing, I looked at myself in the mirror, for the first time, without fearing what I’d see.

I fixed my hair with my hands. I adjusted my necklace properly. My chest was flushed, even more than my cheeks. My breasts pushed against a shirt that looked almost decent. Below the edge of my skirt, the glow of the obscene white lace peeked out minimally. I didn’t cover it. I put on my shoes.

I then stopped hearing the sound of water and, only then, I wanted to leave. I didn’t want to run into him.

I grabbed my purse and went out into the hallway. The sound of the door against the frame resonated more than I would have liked.

I left.

I left that place.

But I didn’t feel like I was fleeing.

The hallway wasn’t as hot. I realized at that moment that my jacket was still in Ricardo’s car.

I felt it wasn’t the most important thing I had lost that night.

I walked down the hallway, retracing the path I had taken an hour before.

Without a jacket, with the lace showing, with my shirt smelling, with my sex feeling an opening that wouldn’t close, and with that soft and strange custody.

I felt like a prostitute.

…

I called the elevator.

I took my dead phone out of my purse, as if it could revive on its own…

I looked back, instinctively, as if Ricardo might chase after me…

In the elevator mirror I checked myself again. I didn’t feel repulsion at what I saw.

I descended.

The doors opened.

The reception area was colder.

A man in his mid-thirties, standing behind the counter, agreed to do me two favors: charge my phone a little and call a taxi.

I took a few steps back. I observed my surroundings. There was hardly anyone around.

Time was passing and yet it seemed to stand still.

Standing in that spacious lobby, arms crossed, I eventually brought my eyes back to the counter: that man was looking at me; he then averted his gaze, from me, and especially from my stockings.

I didn’t cover myself.

I didn’t pull my skirt down a bit to hide that pristine white lace.

I didn’t feel attacked.

I didn’t blame him.

I was waiting for the taxi, checking the time, touching my hair, touching my necklace.

I felt like I smelled of sex.

I ended up growing impatient. I went back to the man and asked for my phone and charger almost at the same time as he, looking beyond me, told me the taxi had arrived.

My heels echoing through the lobby. Outside, a sudden cold, almost freezing. The white car. I got in and gave him my address while stuffing the tangled charger cable into my purse and trying to revive my phone.

Battery: 6%.

Time: 00:34.

The phone was starting up; I was checking myself.

Sweaty. Drenched. Sometimes it seemed like my own hallucinations when they stared at me; whether it was the taxi driver through the rearview mirror or the receptionist directly, it seemed like they all knew. That they knew exactly what had happened.

Two voice notes and two calls from Jorge. I thought it could have been worse.

The first of the audio messages, the one I had tried to listen to before the battery gave out.

The taxi stopped at a traffic light. The night was pitch black and freezing, but I had an internal fire that kept me from feeling cold.

I pulled the seatbelt away a little, as it was pressing against my chest, brought the phone to my ear and listened to the first voice note.

Apologies for not asking about my interview. Request to tell him about it. False certainty that everything had gone well. Belated apologies.

In his second voice message, a change in his tone was immediately noticeable, commotion around him: the delay was due to a breakdown. They were changing trains. I, feeling guilty then, was relieved as I listened. At the end he told me about an approximate arrival time, or minimum, optimistic: one-thirty. I shook my watch band again, checked the time: 00:38.

Battery: 4%.

The calls came after that last voice note.

But, knowing him, I assumed those calls wouldn’t have any intention beyond venting his anger about the delay. Cold, as he often was, but, for once, a coldness that benefited me. No intention of asking me anything. And if there were no questions, there were no suspicions.

The taxi was taking a detour while I told myself it wasn’t the time to analyze why I still felt no guilt, and why I was glad he would arrive so late.

I adjusted myself in the seat. Again that strange, pleasant touch.

In a gentle, clinical way, without being overly affectionate —that really would be too much— I wrote to him that I had gotten caught up in my dinner with the girls, that my battery had died, but that I was already home and going to bed.

After sending it, I looked down, saw my stockings —that dirty gift— and feared he might want to do it, no matter how late it was, and feared he might try to call me.

I became aware of my mistake.

Lack of experience.

I looked up. The taxi driver was watching me through the rearview mirror. He immediately looked away. Another evasive glance.

And I remembered then those looks from Ricardo after what happened in the parking lot. Those guilty looks, of having gone too far, of wanting to contain himself and barely being able to. Those looks that made me... not go after him... but justify him... yes, feel desired in a different way...

I suspected that might have been mere strategy, a way to manipulate me.

The car stopped in front of my building just as my phone lit up. The taxi driver was asking me if cash or card while I read, relieved —happy— that Jorge was responding in a message telling me not to wait up, to go to bed.

Entrance, elevator, landing, doorway.

My apartment, my foyer, my hallway, my bedroom.

Each step closer.

Each step, a soft, different, exciting caress between my legs.

A journey during which I organized in my mind what I was going to do in that half hour that had been gifted to me.


24. NOT WANTING TO RETURN.

I chose what stayed with me: the shirt, the bra, the panties, the stockings.

I chose what didn’t: the shoes and the skirt.

It wasn’t the most elegant position nor the most erotic, but it was mine, it was mine when I did this.

The mattress of my double bed barely felt my weight. My chest was flattened against the sheet, one cheek sunk into the pillow, my neck turned just enough to breathe. My legs stretched out, still.

The dimness had created itself: the gleam of light coming from the bathroom that intimately flooded the bedroom.

The bathroom where I had made an obligatory stop; there I had urinated and checked the damage; that withered opening that refused to close, those deflowered lips, parted, refusing to return to their natural state.

I sighed onto the pillow.

I closed my eyes.

My shoulders relaxed first. Then my back. My breathing became slower, deeper.

My arms settled on both sides of my torso. My hands descended, finding myself, unhurried, without visible urgency.

I raised my hips slightly to make room for my own hands: both of them; I always used both, though I really only touched myself with one.

I felt my body with an intensity I couldn’t remember, every nerve, every fiber, but, at the same time, sometimes, scattered images came to me, again as if I were seeing myself from outside, or not even myself, but a woman who wasn’t me: I saw a girl, lying face down on her bed, with stockings… with that lace… stockings… slutty… and with a white shirt… with that semen stain on the back… and in panties… raising her ass to make room for her own hands… to give herself pleasure, or to find relief, or to think, or not to think, or to relive something, or to imagine what could have also happened.

My fingers slipped between the skin of my belly and the tension of the panties.

And then I noticed it; not my body, not my sex, not that waxed area that scratched minimally, but the softness of the silk, the delicacy of those black panties, of those panties that weren’t mine.

With my face pressed against the pillow… I moaned… I moaned from pure depravity as I felt… on the back of my fingers that were already slipping in… and on the lower part of my pussy… the elegant and obscene silkiness of Carolina’s panties.

There was no more “you’re crazy, Meri.” Just a woman who also made her own decisions.

My body remained motionless. There was no rocking, no exhibition. Just pressure against the mattress, against the bed, against myself.

One hand pushing the other; the one below beginning to feel. And the depravity was twofold: the back of my hand felt the softness of what I had stolen; on the front part, on my fingers…, the excitement of touching and caressing the havoc, the disorder that had been created in my sex, in my lips, in my entrance, by Don Ricardo’s short, wide, curved and pungent cock.

I buried my face deeper into the pillow, as if I needed to isolate myself from the world. I moaned remembering myself in the taxi, sitting, feeling the softness of my boss’s panties on my pussy. Then I went further back in time and sighed remembering when I had put them on in Ricardo’s room; I sighed remembering that first impact, that first sensation of feeling the soft touch of Carolina’s panties on my wet sex.

The mattress barely creaked under an involuntary movement of my shoulders. Everything else remained fixed, anchored, supported by the bed.

The pressure of my fingers became conscious. Not a movement, not yet, but the certainty of that sought-after weight, of that sustained contact as if it were a promise.

And then I began to imagine.

Not as an exact memory, not as a faithful repetition, but as a combined drift: positions that hadn’t happened exactly that way, gestures that had, words that no one had said, feelings that I had indeed felt.

I saw him behind me.

Not his face, not yet; just the presence. The volume. The closeness. The weight. The smell.

I remembered his hand on my sex… No one had touched me like that.

I tried, I pressed.

I brushed where he had brushed me and my breath escaped in a brief sound, muffled against the pillow.

I still didn’t understand how he had made me come like that. I still didn’t understand what that was…, so liquid, so abundant, that had come out of my sex in unison with my explosion.

And then I did begin to touch myself, mixing memories with imagination, and knowing it wasn’t desire but disgust, that it wasn’t excitement for a body but depravity for the obscene. I knew I was coming undone with pleasure, drooling on the pillow, not from clean pleasure, but from feeling dirty, from having let myself be fucked by that older, unpleasant man.

I imagined and remembered him: clumsy, heavy, self-assured in a way that disgusted me. And, even so, in that confidence there was something that nullified me.

I imagined him ordering me to give him a blowjob and I did it. Not because I wanted to, but because in my imagination I didn’t defend myself, I didn’t negotiate. I just obeyed, and that churned me up inside.

I imagined the feel of his cock in my mouth, its horrendous smell, and yet I dared to look him in the eyes, and an almost childlike whimper escaped from between my lips.

I imagined riding him face to face, looking into his dark eyes... and I drooled on the pillow. Not from pleasure, but from shame.

I imagined him trying from behind... trying to subdue me in the most humiliating way, and I purred in embarrassing moans.

Then I stopped imagining what I was doing, what could have happened, and started thinking about what I perhaps was.

A woman who allowed herself to be used. A woman who didn’t say no. A woman who accepted the unpleasant because she had already crossed the line and there was no point pretending otherwise.

I remembered his dirty kisses and my thighs trembled. Not because of the kiss, but because I had allowed it without turning my face away.

I remembered the first time I had touched his cock and my hips rose and fell. It wasn’t the exact memory; it was the sensation of having done it with barely any hesitation.

I remembered his slap on my buttock to make me ride him screaming and my back trembled. Not from the memory of the blow, but from the immediate obedience that had followed.

I remembered looking at him through the mirror, while he fucked me on all fours, and I began to feel my orgasm was imminent.

I wasn’t coming because of him.

I was coming because of me.

For having chosen to stay. For not having fled. For accepting that version of myself.

Just one more memory to explode: the feel of his hot spurts on my buttocks, on my whore’s stockings, on my back, on my skirt, on my shirt; and my fingers rubbed my clitoris, and my legs came together, and I felt more than ever the tension of my stockings on my thighs..., when, as I remembered, I imagined; I imagined turning around, accepting that shower, but from the front..., that I had time to twist around, to turn and receive his discharge on my breasts, on my face, in my mouth... I imagined raising my eyes and looking at him: his dirty gaze, his twisted expression, his enormous belly, his squeezed cock, splashing me...

I came in spasms, convulsing, with my face buried in the pillow, but turning my face just enough to be able to scream some ridiculous “Aaahh!!”, “Ahhh!!” in the solitude of my house; drooling gasps on the pillow, embarrassed moans of pleasure while my pussy contracted and melted, and I still had time to remember, and not be able to understand, how it was possible that Don Ricardo’s cock had been inside me, inside the pussy I kept rubbing, prolonging the dirtiest and most guilty orgasm my fingers had ever given me in my entire life, with the bitter certainty that it shamed me as much as it excited me.

Again, the sweat on my back.

Again, the echoes of my moans.

Again, my desire to stay there, still, without moving, still feeling, still remembering.

And again, not wanting to return to my real world...

... not wanting to go back to being the Meri I had always been.

...

...

...

I put the shirt and skirt in the laundry basket.

I hid Carolina’s panties.

I hid the stockings stained with Ricardo’s semen. I thought that the next day, I would buy others, but that I probably wouldn’t throw away the stained ones.

I went to the shower.

I washed my body, but only on the outside; I didn’t want to stop feeling.

I got into bed.

And I pretended to sleep.

I pretended while Jorge came home, while he undressed, while he got into bed and gave me a kiss.

I pretended to sleep, knowing that was the easy part.

The difficult part would be pretending that another woman hadn’t been born inside me.

THE END.

Thank you for accompanying me through these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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