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Escaping from Myself.

Raquel and I had made love countless times, and we'd fucked just as often. Almost always swept up in the fantasy with Blanca; other times, making up after a fight. But we'd never fucked out of humiliation.

Two weeks had passed.

Inés Lizardi had disappeared.

Raquel hadn't revealed anything about what happened with Manu.

All of it was in our minds, in our bodies, as we fucked in that impersonal hotel room.

Sweat. Heat. The fading light of dusk filtering through the slats of the blinds. Panting. Moans. Changes of position. Kisses. Sheets sliding. Bites. Whimpers. Everything, always, with that inside us. Us, the fully grown adults, feeling used.

Raquel's body on top of mine was the same as always. I knew it the way you know a routine: curves that no longer surprised, reactions I knew how to provoke, tremors I anticipated. And yet, something had shifted. Something in her surrender, in the way she obeyed without looking, mounted without asking.

She didn't speak to me, but she let herself be taken. As if this encounter were a penance. As if she wanted not pleasure, but oblivion.

I wasn't looking for the usual either. I didn't want her to come, or to whisper anything dirty in my ear. I wanted to see her break. I wanted to read the signals of her body, to gauge the damage.

We'd arranged to meet as if we had nothing to talk about, and we were keeping that promise with impeccable precision.

Raquel soon chose to ride me with her back turned. She almost never did that. She always preferred to see my face, to set the rhythm with her eyes. But not this time. This time she'd climbed on top of me without looking at me, without seeking me out, and had begun to move with a strange, harsh cadence, as if she weren't really there.

I didn't get the sense she was doing it to imagine herself with that guy. Nor did it make me think of Inés. It was something else.

Once again, as if we both wanted to escape. Not from each other, but from ourselves. From what we'd allowed. From what we'd done.

Her hips struck me without any real rhythm. Sometimes she slowed until she was almost still, as if waiting for something—perhaps an order, perhaps a word—but I didn't give it to her. And then she continued, without looking at me, without turning around, pretending she needed nothing more than her own movement.

Her coppery curls fell down her back. Her body rose and fell over my pelvis. My cock gripped by her tightness.

We fucked like that. Without tenderness. Without roles. Without names. As if fucking were the only way to distance ourselves from who we were and what had happened.

My hands on her sweaty ass. The bed, heavy and solid, didn't creak. The mattress, firm, barely sank. Her moans were irregular and listless. Sometimes I looked down: my cock there, inside her. Every time I looked, I wondered if Manu had been inside her, if the circle had been completed.

I also wondered why, if we really loved each other, we were incapable of telling each other anything.

Raquel began to moan louder. Not obscenely, but differently, as if something had broken inside and let the sound escape unfiltered, without shame. I closed my eyes. Not from pleasure, but to be somewhere else. But the sound didn't stop…

…And suddenly it wasn't Raquel who was moaning. It wasn't her back, or her sex, or her skin that I felt. Suddenly it was someone else. It was her. Inés. Inés moaning in that garage, with her panties halfway down her thighs, her skirt bunched up, her shirt open and her bra undone. Inés soaked by the rain, telling me with her body not to stop. I didn't want to think about her. But there she was. Superimposed. Embedded. Moaning on top of me with a voice that wasn't hers, but sounded truer… A voice in my ears, next to my face.

I didn't want to feel that, but I couldn't escape. Running from myself and from what had happened… she had caught up with me.

Raquel came.

I didn't.

With my eyes closed, I felt her body leave me.

My cock, still rigid, swung to one side.

She let out a brief snort, more cynical than exhausted. She didn't seem to have felt much. Barely, perhaps, a slight release.

And then, finally, Raquel spoke:

“Come on… think about her…” she whispered, surprising me, with a bitter edge, like someone who knows the battle is already lost.

I didn't judge her.

I didn't judge myself.

Behind my closed eyes, I saw the darkness of the garage. The slight creak of Raquel's movements on the bed blended with the memory of Inés's shoes squeaking against the floor.

And then, without warning, without subtle preparation, with the haste of shame, I felt an immense heat. A wet warmth enveloping my cock.

Raquel's mouth.

The mouth I wanted to imagine was Inés's.

I felt it descend slowly over me, covering me with warm saliva, with her practiced tongue. She wasn't doing it tenderly. Or hungrily. It wasn't a formality, or a favor. It was, rather, a sadistic need to wallow in shared misery.

My body, obedient, responded. I felt the rigidity intensify, felt each thrust force her to go a little lower, to change the angle, to brace her jaw.

I couldn’t look at her. I didn’t want to. I closed my eyes and drifted away. Drifted into that darkness where I’d been with Inés. She didn’t welcome me. She dragged me. As if my desire were a rope, and I couldn’t tell if I was pulling or if she was the one drawing me in.

I went back to the garage. To her mouth close to mine. To her skirt clinging from the rain. To the exact curve of her wet nape. I saw her tongue emerge, barely, timid, to lick my lips. I felt my own hands on her waist, my quickened breath against her collarbone. I no longer knew if it had really happened. But I remembered it.

Raquel went lower.

Her lips gripped me harder.

I opened my eyes.

I saw her reddish hair, damp with sweat. Her curved back. Her hands on my thighs, pale, tense. The wet sound of her mouth filling the room.

And I saw her too. Inés. Beneath it all, between the blinking and the desperation. I saw the way she would have closed her eyes. The brief gesture with which she would brush a strand of hair aside. The almost imperceptible movement of her neck.

Raquel kept going.

I was close.

I felt it: the rise in my pelvis, the pressure at the base, the almost painful pull of my body begging for release.

But then I pushed her away.

Not with violence. Not with tenderness. With that silent firmness with which you move an object out of place.

She stayed still. She looked at me. Her mouth was wet, her face somewhere between frustrated and absent.

I sat up. Took a breath. Gestured at her with my chin.

“Turn around,” I said.

She didn’t answer. But she obeyed. She turned. She propped herself on her elbows on the rumpled sheets. On all fours, she spread her legs without looking back.

Her back had some moles I didn’t remember, and freckles I hadn’t counted in a long time. The line of her spine was tense. Her thighs, firm, spread, waited.

I positioned myself behind her.

Her pussy, wet, tucked yet open, seemed to beckon me.

But I didn’t seek it.

I didn’t touch her.

I gripped my cock with my right hand. It was slick, still soaked from her mouth.

I leaned forward slightly. And I imagined her. Inés. In the same position. Still with her shirt half open. Still with her panties pulled down, clinging to her thighs. Still wet from the rain. The garage wall behind her. The echo of danger. The damp concrete.

I started stroking myself.

Raquel said nothing. She held the position. As if her body were no longer hers. As if she were offering herself out of inertia. Out of habit. As if her only function was to be there, receiving what I didn’t know where else to release.

The arousal built. Fast. Dirty. Painful.

My breathing quickened. My body tensed. My eyes closed. But I still saw her.

Inés.

Inés leaning forward a little more. Inés bracing herself against the garage wall. Inés panting, breathing through her mouth. Inés saying without a voice yes. To keep going. Not to stop.

My urge was unstoppable.

Raquel knew. She used one hand to gather her hair from her back and pull it forward, in a quick, efficient movement.

I groaned. Just once.

I started to come on Raquel’s back. Hard. Urgent. Guilty.

The cum fell in spurts. It stained her skin. Some strands ran down her side. Others streaked her ass. Another hung suspended, swaying, dangling from the tip of my cock. Her shoulder blade glistened with the thickness I had spilled.

She didn’t move.

She said nothing.

She accepted it like a shared defeat.

I breathed shamelessly, with a residue of rage.

I stayed there, a few seconds, trembling. Looking at what I had done. What we were. What was left.

Raquel finally lowered her head. Pressed it to the sheet. She ran a hand along her side, grazing the stain, but didn’t wipe it off. She just breathed deeply. Neither annoyed nor surrendered. Just accepting it.

I let myself collapse onto the bed.

Sweat burned on my forehead.

I thought about speaking.

I said nothing.

Raquel remained beside me, still in the same position. As if waiting for a word were also part of the act.

I didn’t have one.

A few thick seconds. A sour silence.

She finally turned. Onto her side. Toward me. Letting everything that had spilled run freely down her skin.

She stared at me.

I knew she was going to say something, and that it would be bitter and carry weight.

She pushed part of her hair from her face and whispered:

“Javier's been saying that the afternoon it rained, Inés left in your car. Please tell me you didn't fuck her.”


I wondered if I'd be capable.

I don't remember the exact moment I fell asleep, but I woke up wide awake in the middle of the night, with that hollow feeling that sometimes lingers after a conversation falls apart. I was at home. In my bed. Not at the hotel. We'd paid for the whole night and barely used two hours. Obviously, that hadn't been the plan. But nothing Raquel and I had done lately resembled a plan anymore. Her asking me to tell her what happened with Inés, and me demanding she confess about Manu—it hadn't ended well.

We each went our separate ways. No drama. But no tenderness either. Not a caress. Not a gesture of apology. As if everything had been said, though nothing had been said.

I was almost completely convinced that boy had only been testing her, keeping her occupied, distracting her, while Inés sought me out. Like some macabre, humiliating game of manipulation.

I lay there for a few seconds, staring at the ceiling. My mouth was dry and my heart was pounding with that nameless anxiety. I got up. Went to the kitchen. Drank some water. Then I wandered through the house in my underwear, feeling the cold floor under my feet. I didn't want to look at my phone. An apology from Raquel was beyond unlikely. I didn't want to think. But I couldn't sleep either.

I turned on the desk lamp. There was a stack of literature tests on Lorca. Second-year students. Inés's class. I sat down. I started grading without much interest, but with that mechanical focus that sometimes soothes. The answers were mediocre, predictable. The analyses were simplistic, lifeless, as if they were analyzing something precise and mathematical instead of literature.

And then I remembered her. Her. Inés. Her desk. Her silences. I remembered the way she moved while barely moving at all. The way she made you feel watched without even looking at you. I remembered her leg crossed over the other, her strong thigh, her bangs hiding her face.

During the first days after she left, her desk had remained untouched. And then, one Thursday, without warning, the student who sat behind her moved forward. As if it were nothing. As if Inés had never been there. As if the projector's glow had never illuminated her face and uniform in that mesmerizing way, her silhouette, her curves; as if her legs had never crossed on that chair, as if she had never stood up to raise or lower the blinds. The desk in the back had been removed. No trace left.

I kept grading, but I couldn't help glancing at other papers from that same class. Without realizing it, I found myself searching—and finding: that first piece of writing from her, her meticulous analysis, her clear, firm handwriting. Then I remembered her green notebook. Her “Dear me.” Her way of twisting phrases until they hurt.

I didn't fully understand what was weighing on me, what was making me feel so awful. It wasn't frustrated desire. It wasn't lost love—how could it be? It was a presence and an absence at the same time. Something lodged inside. Something that inhabited me.

I went back to the exams of her former classmates. I gave high grades to mediocre work. As if melancholy made me lenient. As if defeat made me condescending toward others' mediocrity.

I abandoned the task without quite finishing. I forced myself back to bed. And suddenly I felt cold. I opened the closet looking for pajama pants, something to cover my legs, since autumn was already creeping in. And then, there, hanging, I saw it. The uniform. The one with the navy blue skirt, white shirt, and tie the same color as the skirt. Raquel had brought it a few days earlier—not intending to use it that day for play, but to concentrate all the indecency in my house, as if that way she could stay clean. As if the space she shared with her husband could be kept safe.

I looked at it. I didn't touch it. And I felt a strange repulsion toward myself. The fetishistic undertone was undeniable, the guilty obscenity, the self-loathing for feeling what one isn't allowed to feel. But the more concealment, the more transgression; the greater the immorality, the greater the craving.

I could almost feel it. Not the uniform itself, but her body beneath it. The fetish was the combination. Not the garment alone, but her dressed in it. And she knew it, had always known it, and had played with it. Had taken advantage of it.

The image flashed into my mind: her bra showing through the wet fabric of her white shirt. The skirt riding up, revealing thigh. The tie like a crisp, regulation line separating the sexual obscenity of her breasts. The immaculate socks. The impeccable shoes. Her washing me off in the rain like a promise that there would be more. A promise that turned out to be false.

I knew it. I was obsessed with an eighteen-year-old girl. A girl who had made me feel something I didn't even know existed, and who made me question whether it had been real, even though it had happened.

I closed the closet doors and thought about Javier. His inquisitive look. What Raquel had said: “Javier's been telling people that the afternoon it rained, Inés left in your car.” I thought about Manu. Whether he was still with Inés, what had really happened with Raquel, and above all, why.

I went back to bed. I couldn't sleep. I closed my eyes.

And then her voice came back to me—not her spoken voice, but her written one. The phrase I had read in one of her texts, without emphasis, but with gravity, with maturity:

“I don't fit in, says the Principal, though he doesn't tell me why. It doesn't matter anymore anyway. My parents, delighted: open enrollment at the French bilingual school, new school, new life.”

I remembered it exactly, with precision.

The French bilingual school.

The name of the school struck me like a directive, like a command.

I opened my eyes. I wondered if I’d be able to do it.

I wondered if I could actually go through with it.


Nothing innocent.

Ten minutes still remained before the bell, but hardly any of them had been listening for a while now. I leaned against the edge of the desk and let my gaze drift over the faces that reappeared each year with slight variations, as if each class simply replicated a pattern of students pretending to hide their boredom. None of us was obligated to be there—not them, not me—but at the same time, we all were. The board still displayed the dates I'd written in oversized letters: 1875–1939. Machado. No one asked anything. No one seemed to notice my voice was quieter than usual.

I spoke to them about time as a flowing current, about the symbol of the waterwheel, about the nostalgia that eventually rots any certainty. As I spoke, I felt my own voice no longer belonged to me. It was someone else's—perhaps older—the voice of a teacher no one listens to. The voice of a man who can't look at a desk occupied by another student without feeling something crack inside him.

The girl sitting in her seat bore no resemblance to her. She seemed distracted, but it was a distraction without soul, without mystery. We're only interested in the silences of those we've chosen. She barely lifted her eyes from the book. She had a way of holding her pen that reminded me of no one. Yet it was precisely that neutral detail, that absence of recognizable gestures, that I found unbearable. I stood there for a few seconds, not knowing what to say, while they turned the page with a soft crackle, almost indifferent. That's when I realized I couldn't remember her face clearly. I couldn't remember the exact curve of her cheekbones or the precise gleam in her eyes. I remembered the way she crossed her legs, I remembered her scent—a mixture of youth and femininity—I remembered her voice pronouncing my name with that intonation I'd never quite been able to classify. But her face… Her face was beginning to blur, as if far more than two weeks separated us.

I felt a vague panic, a stab of fear that resembled grief more than shame. Was it possible to forget a face I'd desired to the very edge of what was bearable? Was this the fear you feel when you cross a certain line, when desire becomes almost a sickness? I looked away before anyone noticed I wasn't reading anything at all. I returned to the book, to the verse I'd underlined with an almost invisible line. “Today is a tomorrow already past.” I tried to read it aloud, but my throat closed with a slight spasm, as if my body too wanted to remind me that you can't live forever on the eve of an impossible reunion.

A student raised her hand, asked about the antithesis of time and hope. I answered with something or other. The bell rang. I gathered my scattered papers. I felt the need to be alone, yet at the same time a sense of smallness and disappointment with myself. I thought about how I wished I could be the kind of person whose actions and feelings could be observed and accepted without reproach: “act and feel as if you were being watched.” If only I could simply be, without fear of reproach.

I sat by the window of the café across the street, barely a refuge with its smell of burnt milk and rancid grease. There was a continuous murmur of voices that never quite resolved: two older women discussing something about one of their granddaughters, a guy in a vest talking on the phone in rapid but non-native Italian, a couple of kids with folders arguing about rental prices. The rattling of the coffee machine and the dry clatter of cups reached me like a reminder that everything keeps functioning even when you feel frozen in place.

I always ordered black coffee there, even though I knew it was acidic, that it would churn my stomach and leave a bitter aftertaste for hours. Years ago I'd tried their insipid decaf or their cappuccino with its dirty foam that cooled before it even reached the table. Lately I'd been insisting on the same brew, perhaps out of inertia, perhaps because I felt I deserved that taste of ash. I took a sip, and that's when the phone vibrated on the wood, a discreet tremor, almost delicate, and I saw it was Raquel.

“You disappear because you love being chased.”

I reread her message. I thought about how Raquel's personality had that double edge: her wit, and the pressure to keep up with it. Everything she said was wrapped in cleverness and humor. I'd never thought about it before, but perhaps I tried to match her sharpness so she wouldn't get bored with me. Or perhaps that wasn't it at all—just a morbid jab at myself, a victim of my current state.

“If you know where I am, it's not a disappearance,” I typed and sent.

A few seconds passed with both of us still online. I knew her. Her sharp reply would come quickly or not at all. Since enough time had passed to notice, I knew what was coming: the normal stuff, the serious stuff, the real reason she'd written.

“My sister's apartment is free again. Want to go tonight?” I read.

Something rose through my body as I remembered that apartment. Again.

I took a sip from my coffee cup. She wrote again:

“I've got the tall one in London Town… Over the bridge…” I read on my screen—her way of telling me her husband was traveling and we could be together all night.

“Your sister's apartment…” I wrote, probably to buy time. My ellipsis was seeking complicity, a nod to shared memories.

“That's right, your highness. At least October will be free. Let's try not to break anything.”

“Yeah…”

“Come on, come at nine. And don't do anything stupid before then,” she wrote.

I sat there, thinking. What stupid thing could I do?

I sent her a question mark and she clarified:

“She already has a stalker. Don't lower yourself. Come on, bye. See you at nine. Kisses.”

I remained motionless, holding the phone with numb fingers, as if merely reading that word was enough to leave me defenseless. Stalker. The way Raquel had slipped it in among so much wit was so precise it allowed no response. She was clearly placing me in that position I myself had preferred not to name—that of someone who contemplates watching from a distance something absolutely forbidden.

I wondered how she could possibly sense that I was contemplating such a stupid move. How much my own weakness gave me away. But what unsettled me most wasn’t that implicit accusation—it was that she had also mentioned someone else. “She already has a stalker.” That phrase, written that way, assumed there was someone else, another man who circled around her with the same sick obsession I was entertaining. I thought of Manu. But Manu was her boyfriend, or had been until very recently… Then I thought of Manu as an unknown quantity; I wondered what might have really happened between him and Raquel, if anything had happened at all. What was certain was that Raquel had wanted to come out on top, leaving me with the dagger buried halfway in, with no way to pull it out.

I took a sip of the lukewarm coffee, a short sip, as if I could stretch twenty minutes of break time out of a tiny cup. I reread the conversation. Her sister’s apartment. Remembering it brought back a mix of guilt and adrenaline. The murmur of the café continued while I pictured those white walls, that minimalist decor. Raquel’s sister rented out that apartment for long stretches, but sometimes it sat empty for weeks, or even months, as if she wasn’t too concerned about turning a profit. I never knew if it was out of carelessness or because, quite simply, money wasn’t something that worried her. Raquel spoke of her with that mix of affection and mockery she reserved for her inner circle. Sometimes, when she noticed some new piece of furniture, or rather some particularly cute detail, she called her “my Aesthetic sister,” and when she referred to the apartment, she often called it “the Pinterest apartment.”

Raquel moved through the space with natural ease; she’d walk in and shift things around and turn on the lights as if it were an extension of her own home. She’d had the keys forever, and that made me think her sister let her use it for whatever she wanted, as long as everything was left exactly as it was.

It had been a couple of years since I’d been there, but I remembered it perfectly: a small apartment, just a living room with an open kitchen, a bright bedroom, and a bathroom with perfectly folded towels. Everything had seemed brand new back then: the light wood table, the wrinkle-free sofa, the cushions alternating neutral tones with the occasional geometric pattern. The smell of wax, expensive detergent, clean surfaces you almost felt bad touching. The first time I walked in, I felt like I didn’t belong there, that all that precise order clashed with our urgency.

I’d never met her sister in person. I’d seen her in a few photographs. She always looked the same, with that kind of smile that seems calculated to photograph well.

That apartment was where we had most of our encounters with Blanca.

It was there that I learned nothing we did could be considered innocent.


It’s not that complicated.

I turned off the engine and sat staring at the glass door of the entrance, illuminated by that white glow that always stirred something contradictory in me: the sense of being safe and, at the same time, exposed; a place of secrets and shelter, yet unpredictable, risky. I hadn’t been there in more than two years, but everything looked the same.

I sat with my hands on the steering wheel, staring at the curve of my tense knuckles. I knew it made no sense to be there—not without knowing what was happening to me, what I felt for Raquel, why Inés’s absence affected me so much, what role Manu played in all of this, who that stalker was. It wasn’t that I’d promised myself I wouldn’t return after what happened with Blanca, but that place would be forever stained by what had happened.

I tried to convince myself it was just sex. That none of it really mattered. A physical excuse to postpone other questions. A way to feel I still had some power over my own life. If someone had asked me right then, I probably would have said exactly that—that Raquel and I only shared a release without consequences. But not even I believed that version. All it took was one night like this, a bit of silence, a car parked in front of a building bathed in the city’s artificial light, for any attempt at self-deception to crack.

I knew I was there because I couldn’t stand the thought of staying home. Couldn’t stand imagining Inés at another school, perhaps with another man who let her repeat that same game of measured surrender. It hurt to admit, but what dragged me to this place wasn’t Raquel, or the desire that still lingered through pure inertia. It was the void Inés had left—a space so undefined that I could only fill it with something equally murky.

I watched a man walk past pushing a bicycle. Residential neighborhood. Nice neighborhood. In the northern part of the city, opposite from where Inés lived, but equally affluent. The man wore a cap pulled low and a gray-streaked beard. He crossed the street and glanced at me for an instant, without stopping, then kept walking as if he hadn’t seen a thing. But in that second of eye contact I felt a ridiculous jolt—the suspicion that this stranger could guess everything: what I was doing there, what I’d done before, my uncertainty, my not knowing what awaited me.

I lowered the window a few inches. The cool night air hit my face, bringing a sharp relief. I still wasn’t getting out of the car. It wasn’t about timing—it was cowardice. I wondered when I’d started becoming a man who sits in a parked car reminiscing about the worst version of his life while pretending he can still choose.

I leaned over the steering wheel, closed my eyes, and tried to summon the memory of the first time I’d gone up to that apartment with Raquel. I wanted to recall clean, innocuous details: the smell of the room, the way the light fell on the walls, the quiet thrill of knowing that place was intimate and private. A place where she could be unfaithful without worry, where I could be with her feeling like a different man than who I was in my own house—freer than at home, more authentic than in a hotel. But it didn’t work. The mind doesn’t obey. Every time I searched for that scene, the image shifted and kept returning to the same place.

To Blanca.

It didn’t matter how many other nights I’d spent there. It didn’t matter that Raquel had assured me it had all been a simple game of shared pleasure. Memory stubbornly kept dragging me back to that moment: the instant I understood that what we were doing could no longer pass for natural. The instant I saw Blanca’s face through that mirror and knew there was no way back to anything clean.

I opened my eyes suddenly, as if that could erase the image. The murmur of the street persisted, oblivious to everything. A car braked at the end of the block and the screech made me think of the word accident. Maybe that’s what all of this was: an accident that repeats itself over and over until it stops being frightening. The accident of returning to that apartment, of sleeping with Raquel to pretend I was still a whole man. The accident of wanting what happened with Blanca not to disappear from my memory, even though I hated to admit it.

I finally got out of the car and walked with false determination. The entrance looked identical to my memory. That polished glass with stains from old fingerprints, the metal grating covering the light bulb. I pressed the intercom button and waited. A few seconds later, I heard the buzz of the door unlocking, then it gave way with a soft click. It was a mechanical gesture, a tacit agreement that didn’t even require words. We’d always done it this way: one ring and the silent complicity of not asking or answering anything.

The elevator took its time arriving, as if it too resisted the repetition. I looked around: the mailbox with Raquel’s sister’s name in a typeface so precise it felt off-putting: “Carolina García.” When the door opened, I stepped into its narrow, lit interior. The mirror threw back an image that made me uncomfortable. I pressed the button for the fourth and top floor.

When the doors opened, I confirmed that nothing had changed on that landing: the single door, the discreet doormat, the doorbell we never used. The door was ajar, the way it always was after the intercom buzz. I pushed gently and stepped inside, closing it behind me with a click that sounded too sharp.

The dim light of the living room enveloped me with an almost obscene familiarity. Everything was the same. The immaculate sofa, the spotless table, the geometric cushions arranged with a care no longer found anywhere else in my life. I walked slowly to the center of the room, trying to spot any new detail. There was a different vase on the shelf, an aroma diffuser with wooden reeds. Everything else was identical. I could have believed those two years were an invented memory, a parenthesis that had never really happened.

I stood in silence for a few seconds, listening to the hum of the refrigerator. I didn’t need to call out. I knew she was waiting for me in the bedroom. It was always like this. An understanding rooted in habit, in that private liturgy that held even as everything else cracked. I walked down the hallway and rested my hand on the door handle, holding my breath for a moment. I felt certain that everything about to happen was already written. And at the same time, an intuition that something was going to change—I knew that invitation wasn’t innocent or casual, that it carried something of machination, surprise, secrecy, revelation.

I pushed open the bedroom door and stepped inside. For a second, all I registered was the dimness and the familiar scent of the room. And then I saw her, walking toward me. It took me a moment to focus on the details. The navy blue skirt. The white shirt. The tie. The dark socks covering her calves.

I froze, my hand still on the doorknob, feeling my stomach clench with a sharp jolt.

I didn’t understand any of it.

She looked at me with that expression that always mixed tenderness and malice. The same one that had disarmed me so many times. But now there was something else. A dark satisfaction, a hint of triumph I’d never seen before. She tilted her chin slightly, as if she wanted me to get a better look at her outfit.

“What… what is this?” I stammered, unable to help it…

…Because Raquel was wearing the uniform… but Blanca’s uniform was at my house.

She didn’t answer. She took two steps forward and stood in front of me, so close I could feel the heat of her body. I caught a scent too, but one that wasn’t entirely hers.

“Did you buy one?” I asked, my voice hoarser than I would have liked.

Raquel smiled and shook her head gently.

“Cold, cold…” she whispered.

Her fingers traveled slowly up my torso, up my chest, to my neck. She was feeling my body through my shirt, firm and certain. My breathing grew ragged. I tried to look away, but I couldn’t. I clung to the idea that this was all a game, a calculated provocation to throw me off balance. But then the scent reached me more clearly. It wasn’t perfume. Not exactly. It was the scent of the fabric itself. Something unmistakable, something I recognized on a level deeper than memory.

She kissed me at the corner of my mouth. A dry brush of lips; cruel tenderness, playful lust. Then another kiss, longer, on my neck. Her lips traveled down almost to my collarbone while her hands undressed me with that subtle skill so uniquely hers. When my shirt fell to the floor, I realized I was holding my breath, as if the air itself could contaminate me.

Raquel straightened up a bit, looked me in the eyes. Her pupils shone with a gleam I couldn’t quite place.

“What…?” she asked in a low voice, almost amused. “It’s not that difficult.”

The words hung between us. I felt something rearranging itself in my head with unbearable slowness. The possibility I hadn’t considered until that moment. The idea that the whole journey, the whole approach to Manu, had nothing to do with him.

I had gotten it all wrong. Raquel wasn’t that boy’s broken toy. It had all been a masquerade. She had done everything to get close to… Inés.

My throat closed in a spasm. I stepped back, as if I needed a few feet of distance to process what was happening. She didn’t move. She stood there, the edge of the skirt grazing her thighs, the shirt slightly too big on her.

“How…?” I started to say, but my voice broke.

Raquel tilted her head slowly.

“Come on,” she murmured. “You can do it… Miguel. It’s not that difficult.”

“How did you…?” I managed to get out. She was enjoying this.

The silence that followed felt infinite. My breathing was the only sound. I looked at her. Her eyes shone, and not just from the delight of catching me off guard.

“How did you get to her?” My voice sounded hollow.

Raquel took a step toward me and placed a hand on my bare chest. Her fingers were cold, almost unpleasant. She kissed me again, this time at the base of my neck. The brush of her hair against my torso made me shudder.

When she pulled away, I felt my pulse pounding in my temples.

“Not everything is so complicated,” she said.

I felt the blood drain from my face. It was all obvious now. The uniform. The scent. The way she expected me to recognize every fold, every button. The way she was drawing me into her game with the same ease she’d drawn me into her body so many times before.

Raquel raised her head and looked at me without blinking. She didn’t need to confirm it. I knew with the absolute certainty of someone recognizing the final piece of a long-dreaded puzzle.

My hands went to her hip, her waist, the skirt, the shirt.

She moved closer and whispered in my ear:

“You already know… But say it…”

My body trembled. It was the touch of the fabric. The scent of the cotton.

The memory of that garage hit me. The darkness blurred together.

“It’s the uniform… of a girl who’s… really hot…” I whispered, caught up in her game.

“Warmer…” she breathed. Our cheeks almost touched.

“It’s the uniform… of a girl who just changed schools…” I breathed in her ear, and I felt more, touched more; touched shirt, touched skirt; my hands explored the texture of a fabric I already knew.

“Warmer… Mm… Burning up…” she almost whimpered, then gave my earlobe a little bite.

I trembled. I shuddered. My right hand found her breast over the uniform shirt. I squeezed.

“It's the uniform… of Inés Lizardi…” I gasped, feeling dirty, but at the same time, strangely safe.

“Hot… Mm… Fire… Pure fire…” Raquel moaned, holding my hand with hers, pressing it harder against her breast.

Our mouths drew close, face to face. Lip to lip. I felt her body trembling as much as mine was. I hadn't felt her body like this since… since what had happened right here. Once again it was her and me at our purest, at our darkest.

Our lips brushed and she whispered:

“You want me to tell you… how I got it…”

She paused.

“…then tell me… first… how you fucked her…”


Confession.

The storm, Inés in the rain, the humid heat, the car, the garage roof, the cement ramp, the chase through the parked vehicles. My narration was rough yet forceful. She listened, but I detected a slight undertone of distance—perhaps a hint of jealousy, or distrust.

She eventually stepped back and sat on the bed, facing me. The darkness deepened as night closed in, and the light struggling through the door and window was losing what little strength it had left; we were barely more than two restless shadows.

The dimness helped me remember, and feel less guilt, but it made it harder to read the impact of my words on her face, in her gaze.

And then came the moment to tell the secret, Inés's secret, her game, the one where we had to pretend I was fucking her… while I recorded with her phone. But I knew instantly I wouldn't be able to confess that. And I felt I was doing it for her, for Inés, or for us, for Inés and me, even though there wasn't really an us.

While I hesitated over how to continue, how to skip that part, a dense, opaque silence settled in, a silence I tried to cover with the sound of my clothes falling away. I was surprised by the powerful erection I freed. My cock throbbed and rose, straining outward. I felt the need to touch myself, to feel the thickness, but instead I advanced, half a step, toward Raquel.

“…And she turned around… there, against the wall… and lifted her skirt…” I whispered.

I knew Raquel had felt the impact the same moment I did. “The skirt.” The one she was wearing right now. The one covering her thighs and ass at that very moment. It wasn't that I felt through her. It was something else. Something more obscene. Something inexplicable.

I looked down—I had already noticed it: she was also wearing her shoes, her loafers. Everything was there, everything fit, more or less: the shirt a bit loose, the tie not quite right. The similarity was there, but it wasn't the same. A part of me, the sadistic part, the one that rebelled against being her puppet, against always yielding, always confessing, broke free:

“…You're wearing her uniform, but it's nothing like her.”

Raquel tensed. But I knew immediately that she accepted it, that she took the blow.

Then I grabbed my cock. I felt my hardness. The heat. The tension.

And I moved forward.

I was tempted to reach out with my left hand and touch her. Touch her face. Her curly hair. Me standing, her sitting.

“Keep… going…” Raquel whispered.

She hadn't made the slightest attempt to interrupt me since I'd started narrating. Not a trace of her usual sharp or playful remarks.

And then everything accelerated. There were no rules. No routine. We had fantasized before, but this was different. I had never confessed something real. And no one was pretending to be someone else. I was me and Raquel was Raquel, in Inés's clothes, in the uniform from that afternoon, from that garage… but it was Raquel. And as I narrated, I felt something like envy—because she could feel the fabric, the exact touch and smell that had been in contact with Inés.

There were no rules and I was touching myself, stroking, while I narrated. And soon she let the skirt, Inés's skirt, slide upward. And soon she leaned back and reached with one hand for the spot covered by her panties, the only garment that was entirely hers.

I half-closed my eyes. I remembered as I hadn't since it happened. And it was in that instant, when our bodies seemed to move each in their own orbit, that I understood this was no longer a simulation. We weren't performing anything. I wasn't using her to remember another woman, nor was she dressing up to indulge my weakness. It was something more twisted, more intimate and dirtier: two adults without justification or consolation, turned into a theater of obsessions. I felt that everything we had done until then had been a clumsy rehearsal compared to this brutal transparency.

My hand traveled over my cock with a cadence I didn't even try to hide. Each movement produced a tingling that mixed with the moral pang of knowing I couldn't stop. Between the folds of my memory, the image of Inés opened again like a luminous petal. The way she had looked at me when I held her against the wall, the way her breathing broke while I pushed my cock between her thighs. And Raquel was there, looking at me with teary eyes and her skirt gathered up, trying to find a rhythm that would synchronize with mine.

But it was impossible. There was no synchrony. There never had been. Not with Inés, not with Raquel, not with myself. Everything was a superimposition of wasted, unfinished, out-of-sync desires. The only certainty was this: the vision of her hand, her wrist, moving under the fabric, the brush of my own fingers on my tense flesh. Night had fully fallen outside. We were a stroke of shadow and breathing. A painting where everything had been reduced to the essential: the heat, the shame, the guilty excitement.

I stroked myself and found release in describing the touch of her thighs, the smell of her hair, the spark in her gaze. I stroked myself and watched her, how she tugged at her panties to slip her fingers inside while I recalled aloud what I had felt when my cock first brushed against Inés's pussy. I stroked myself and a wave of heat enveloped me as I described what I had felt touching her breasts over her uniform shirt, the one Raquel was now wearing, while with my cock I aimed toward the entrance of Inés Lizardi's pussy.

I don't know which of us started moaning first. I think it was me. I heard myself let out a brief sound, like a sob disguised as a gasp. And in doing so, I felt something break. My voice filled again with the roughness I'd started with.

“Fuck… the way she opened up… Her pussy spreading inch by inch… the hottest, wettest pussy I ever fucked in my life…” I whispered shamelessly, my throat constricted.

Raquel exhaled a brief moan, almost a whimper of relief or surrender. Her fingers didn't stop. If anything, they seemed to gain precision, as if she needed that story to keep touching herself. I parted my lips to tell her something more, something that would push her further. But then I realized it wasn't her I wanted to push. It was myself.

And again, the sadism. The need to punish Raquel, to humiliate her through comparison. I leaned toward her slightly. I caressed the tie. The one that had gotten wet in the rain, the one that had parted Inés's breasts with prim precision; her last vestige of formality. I lowered my hand, felt one of her breasts over the white shirt. Tension and softness. Femininity veiled with subtlety. Nothing else stood in the way. Underneath, there was no bra. Her tits had wanted to feel the fabric against them. Her nipples pressed through the cloth. But it was different. And I let her know.

“You can imagine that…” I said, letting my voice trail off for a second while I gave her breast a few dismissive pats over the shirt. “…the shirt filled her out more than it does you.”

Raquel raised her face, her breathing ragged, as if she didn't know whether she should feel hurt or aroused. She said nothing. Her fingers kept moving with an almost hypnotic rhythm. The trembling in her belly grew more pronounced with each second. I focused on the line of her jaw, on the way she held back a moan.

“You should have heard her…” I swallowed, the word burning in my throat. “…her little cry… when she felt all of it. When I slid inside her for the first time… all the way.”

“Mmm…” she gasped in a brief purr that escaped her lips. Her eyes closed for an instant, but she forced herself to open them, to hold my gaze while her hand worked beneath her panties. There was something almost honest in her surrender, something that had nothing to do with the disguise.

I pulled back barely a foot, just enough to take her in completely—her face flushed, her body writhing under the shirt that didn't belong to her. My hand stayed on my cock, squeezing with a slow, precise rhythm.

Raquel didn't lower her gaze. Her pupils had a feverish gleam that wasn't just shame. She spread her legs a little wider, and her hand slid decisively under the fabric. I could hear the sound. Feel it. Her fingers were instantly slick. The sound, wet and brief, mixed with our breathing.

I watched her close her eyes for an instant while her other hand clutched at the sheet, as if she needed something solid to anchor her to the world. The shirt covered her torso as though gradually adjusting to less pronounced curves, to less ample breasts. The skirt had ridden up completely, and the fabric trembled each time she shifted to touch herself.

“Keep going…” she murmured breathlessly. “Mmm… keep going…”

She quickened the movement, first tentatively, then with an urgency she didn't try to hide. After her words, she explored herself for a few seconds: her fingers moved from front to back, dipping inside a little—two, three, four, five times. Then she returned to circles, seeking that sensitive peak that made her writhe. Her breathing broke with each exhalation, and a small whimper escaped her throat when her hips began to arch.

“Ah…!”

But I said nothing. I just watched her, my hand still firm on my cock, while the other wandered to graze the fallen tie. Inés's tie. And I felt a shudder so intense I could barely stay standing.

“Ah…!” she whimpered again, her eyes begging me to keep going. To keep telling her how I'd fucked her.

“Ahh…! Mh! Ah…!” She writhed, but I punished her with my silence.

Until I saw she was close to breaking. I knew it when the trembling rose from her abdomen to her neck and rippled across her face, and her copper hair swayed, and then I moved even closer. My free hand circled her nape gently and guided her toward me. She didn't resist. Her lips parted before she could think.

I pushed her slowly toward my cock, felt her breath graze me with its warm moisture. For a second I thought she was going to pull away. But she didn't. Her fingers kept working between her legs, faster and faster. Her breath hit the base of my cock when I whispered:

“She also… sucked my cock…”

Raquel trembled in a short spasm that ran down her back. Her eyes rose for an instant to meet mine.

“She knelt in that garage…” I continued, my voice lower than ever. “…and took me in her mouth…”

A moan broke against my skin. Her lips closed slowly around me. Raquel accepted it. Her mouth opened for me… while her hand worked beneath her panties with an increasingly frantic rhythm. My other hand tangled in her hair, at her nape, feeling a strand damp with sweat.

“You should have seen…” I whispered, with a tremor I had no intention of hiding. “…how she devoured me.”

Her throat vibrated with a brief, contained moan. Her lips clung to me with a hunger that was both desire and defeat. The heat enveloped me. Her lips marked me.

“Mmm…!” she moaned around my cock. She made an exaggerated motion with her neck… back and forth, getting it wetter, taking more of me in.

“She knelt there… to suck me off… Inés… She let me fuck her mouth…” I gasped, my cock filling Raquel’s mouth.

“Mmmmmm…!!” she moaned around my cock, the vibration running up my spine. Her eyes lifted for just an instant, glazed, shining in the dimness. Then she repeated that exaggerated motion with her neck and sank down a bit more, more than I thought she could take. The sound was wet, a brief smack that made me shudder.

Her muffled moans mixed with the wetness of her tongue, and her head trembled under my hand. Her fingers, which hadn’t stopped moving, picked up the pace, seeking that edge that both held her together and shattered her.

“Like that…” I murmured, my breath coming in bursts, “…just like that… she sucked me…”

“Mmmnnn…!!” Raquel moaned, a tremor shaking her shoulders. I felt her swallow, the heat of her throat yielding and tightening, a rhythm that made me lose my balance for a second.

“God…” I gasped. “…like that… She did it just like that.”

She sank her mouth down a bit more, letting the head of my cock push deeper. My breathing was a broken gasp, mixed with the wet, desperate sounds of her tongue. The heat was immense, the pleasure indescribable. Her nails scratched the sheet as she arched toward me.

And then she released me, just for an instant, to catch her breath and speak:

“Did she… suck you like this?”

She asked between breaths, without letting go of me completely. Her voice was a broken whisper.

“Yes…” I murmured, a tremor tensing the back of my neck, “dressed like that… she devoured me just like that…”

I watched her close her eyes. A brief spasm ran through her belly, her hand pressing against her pussy with an urgency she could no longer hide.

And then, gripping my cock by the base, I started stroking myself again, keeping the head in her mouth.

My other hand brushed her hair back from her face, then loosened the knot of her tie a bit more.

“Imagine her… mouth full… unable to say anything… sucking what you’re sucking now…”

“Mmmm…!!” she writhed with a muffled moan, her tongue moving side to side, faster, wetter.

When she pulled back barely a centimeter, a thread of saliva and precum trailed from the corner of her lips.

“She wanted me to come in her mouth… can you imagine her begging for it?”

“Mmm…! Mmm…!” she moaned with the head of my cock in her mouth.

Then she pulled back a bit, resting the tip against her lip. Her breath hit my belly like a punch of heat.

“Look at me,” I ordered, my voice barely a whisper.

It took effort for her to open her eyes. When she did, I knew she was on the edge. Her dilated pupils, the tremor in her chin, the tension in her hand as she touched herself.

“That’s how I had her… knees on the cement… mouth full…”

I hadn’t finished saying it when Raquel leaned further over me and took me completely back into her mouth.

“Mmm!!” she gasped.

“And her tongue… she moved it slowly… like she was savoring me…”

“Mmm!!”

“Can you imagine how she trembled… when I pushed all the way in?”

“MMMM-HH!!”

The moan broke in her throat as she arched backward. Her lips closed with a pressure that made me let out a hoarse gasp, a sound I didn’t remember ever making. I felt her tremble, a spasm that shook her neck, her shoulders, her hips. Her hand between her legs moved with a chaotic rhythm, wet sounds mixing with the broken murmur of her breathing.

I continued:

“Saliva dripped down her chin… and she didn’t care…

…I felt her tremble… every time I pushed a little deeper…

…and she held me by the hip… she didn’t want me to pull back even a millimeter…

…she touched her tits… over the shirt you’re wearing… while she sucked me…

…I’d never seen anyone degrade themselves so much… and enjoy it so much…”

“MMMHH-MHmmH…!!” Raquel exploded in a long moan, overwhelmed by my words, mouth full of my cock, her back tensing in a perfect arc as her belly contracted in waves. The contraction was so intense I could feel the tremor in her throat, the vibration running through her entire spine as her clit throbbed under her fingers. She started to come like that, openly and convulsively, with a broken whimper that filled her mouth with stuttering heat. Her pussy shuddered in rapid spasms, her breathing hitching and returning, as if she couldn’t decide whether to moan or beg.

“Ah… fuck…” I murmured, closing my eyes for an instant, letting the image burn itself behind my eyelids: her mouth full, her hand trembling, her thighs clenched in an endless tremor.

“MNNN…! MMM…! HMMMMMMM…!” Her lips pressed around me as she kept coming, as she reached her climax—a purer pleasure, a deeper spasm, faster—shaking her hips with a tremor that undid her. The fabric of the shirt wrinkled over her torso each time she shuddered. I felt her swallowing saliva and desire, her tongue wetting every inch of my flesh while her breathing broke in waves.

“MH…! MMM…! HMMMM-MMM…!” She was coming, spasm after spasm, her legs trembling… and for an instant I thought I would explode too. My hand closed on her hair with an impulse I could barely contain. The image of her mouth devouring me, the uniform perfectly buttoned, and the wetness I sensed might be staining the sheet beneath her—it was so obscene I could barely breathe. I forced myself to release a long exhalation, to hold myself on the edge without surrendering completely.

She felt it. She understood. Her eyes half-opened while her tongue continued caressing my tip with movements now softer, almost soothing. She looked at me with a clouded gleam, a mixture of surrender and something I couldn’t decipher. My breathing was a broken gasp. I knew that if I closed my eyes one more second, I would lose all control. And still, I stayed there, contemplating her full mouth, her disheveled hair over the collar of a shirt that wasn’t hers, her flushed thighs bared by a skirt that didn’t belong to her.

I pulled away from her. My cock came out soaked. Clean. Hard.

She withdrew her hand from between her legs very slowly.

I looked down. Her pussy peeked out from one side of her panties, and sure enough, was dampening the sheets. Her lips rested against the fabric covering the bed, caressing it.

It was a delicate pussy, more restrained than Inés’s. Finer, less pronounced.

I looked her up and down. And my mind was urging me to ask her, to demand she finally confess how she had gotten Inés Lizardi’s uniform.

But my body wanted something else.

It wanted more. To remember more. To confess more. To compare more.

To test how far Raquel was willing to go.


Without control. Her control.

I stood there, watching the trail of wetness her sex had left on the sheet, the way her chest rose and fell beneath the shirt, the residual tremor still shaking her legs. Her body told me she felt no satisfaction, no relief. I was certain I could still push her further. And that if I didn't, all of this would become an unfinished act.

I leaned toward her. With two fingers, I brushed aside a lock of hair stuck to her forehead. Her skin was hot, speckled with a light sweat that smelled of her perfume and something rawer, more real. I lowered my gaze to her chest. The white fabric was wrinkled and marked where my hand had touched her. The tie hung crooked—a careless detail that struck me as strangely erotic, rectitude defeated once again.

She didn't flinch at my touch, as if the power I wielded were only an illusion. She raised her head. Her lips still glistened with saliva, and something more intimate. Her eyes held a sweet weariness. Her cheeks glowed with sweat and heat. She looked at me. She held my gaze.

And then, to my surprise, she spoke. In a murmur. With words that struck me, that stunned me:

“And you're not going to tell me about the video…?”

Her voice cut through my breath. I froze, feeling all the heat that had sustained me dissipate in a shiver.

“The… video?” I managed to stammer, sounding ridiculous, my voice so low it seemed foreign.

Raquel barely tilted her head. Her hair shifted over the collar of the shirt that wasn't hers, a soft movement that drew my gaze to that single open button from which the tie hung. Her lips curved slightly.

“Yes…” she said, her tone almost casual. “The one you recorded with her phone while… you pretended to fuck, or whatever the hell you two were doing…”

I felt my pulse throbbing in my temple. My body tensed and I stepped back, like an animal caught in headlights. She didn't move; she had me cornered with her words.

“Your hand was shaking,” she continued, her voice almost a whisper. “Were you nervous? The footage came out terrible.”

Shame rose in hot waves, mixed with something darker. One thing was certain: she knew everything. And one thing uncertain: how could she know?

I couldn't hold back. My voice came out broken, but surprisingly clear:

“Why…? How do you know…?”

Raquel didn't answer at first. Her eyes dropped for an instant to my cock, still hard, the skin taut with desire and something like rage. When she looked at me again, her pupils were dilated. And I understood that her silence, as almost always, was her way of prolonging my agony.

“Well, let's just say… the guy isn't as complicated as you.”

Manu, Inés's boyfriend, now a witness. The piece she seemed to have moved effortlessly. I swallowed hard, a dense knot tightening my throat.

Raquel lowered her gaze again and slowly reached toward me. Her fingers wrapped around my cock with deliberate slowness. Barely a touch. But it drew a low, short, dirty moan from me.

There was so much to talk about that, at the same time, there was nothing to say.

Her hand began to move in a short, precise rhythm, as if testing the limits of my hardness. The heat descended from my belly. I closed my eyes for an instant. I wanted to deny everything. I wanted to regain control. I wanted to humiliate her by comparing her to Inés. But now she was the one who had me.

Her hand continued. I felt the heat of her fingers. She gripped me in just the right spot. My skin slid back and forth. My glans covered and uncovered by my own dark skin. It smelled of sex. Dense sex. Desire buried deep, held back… The wet sound of her stroking me rocked me in the darkness. A shameful, revealing click, click.

“Don't get any on me,” she said suddenly, a whisper that chilled me. “I have to return it later.”

I knew she meant the shirt, the skirt, the tie, the uniform. Garments that weren't hers, and weren't mine either, no matter how much I wanted them closer. They were only there so we could both humiliate ourselves: first her, now me.

Faced with my silence, Raquel squeezed a little harder. Her thumb grazed the tip, spreading the wetness that seeped out with deliberate slowness. I let out another moan, briefer, and felt my breathing turn to agonized gasps.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

And I obeyed. Her gaze held neither aversion nor compassion. It subjugated me but didn't judge me. Her eyes told me she understood all my fractures, but didn't blame me.

“Do you want me to tell you everything?” she asked as her palm tightened around my cock and quickened the pace. “Do you want to know what Inés was feeling while you fucked her?”

My voice failed me. I had no words. My gaze wandered. I didn't know where to look. My back trembled. She smiled for a second, as if savoring my defeat.

“Do you want me to tell you, or should we finish now?” she asked—a clear reference to making me come.

The question hung in my ear, a hum that burned me from the inside. I didn't answer. She immediately took my silence as surrender—a plea for her to finish me. Her lips parted and her warm breath grazed my glans. My hips jerked forward without permission, an animal impulse that drew a low sound from me.

Raquel said nothing more. She looked down at her hand, watching it slide up and down, back and forth. A slow rhythm that reduced me to a tremor. Then she raised her eyes. I saw her searching for something in my face. A reproach, maybe. Something. Something that would accuse her—for what she knew, for what she was holding back, for how she was rationing her words and my body. But I only had blame for myself.

“Do you want me to swallow it?” she finally asked, her voice so soft it hurt. “Or would you rather mark me?”

Her other hand rose to the collar of the shirt she wore. She traced the edge where the button was undone. The fabric barely rustled. Then she loosened the tie a bit more.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “Even if you know we can't.”

My chest heaved, my breathing ragged. A drop of precum slid down my glans, as if begging her tongue, her mouth, to go there. She studied it, but didn't seem especially tempted. Or at least, she was in no hurry. A moment later, she brought her gaze back to mine.

“Nothing, right? You always do the same thing…” she whispered, her thumb grazing my glans again. “You never confess what you really want.”

I didn't know what to say. My voice was a gasp. My hips moved to her rhythm.

She tilted her head. Her lips parted. I trembled. Her tongue darted out for just an instant, the barest touch that made me shudder. Her tongue grazed my glans. The heat of her breath sent spasms through me. I closed my eyes for a second, but her voice forced me to open them.

“Look at me,” she whispered.

I obeyed. It was humiliating to know I couldn't do anything else. Her pupils held a dark gleam I recognized—one I thought I'd forgotten.

Her lips settled on the tip, barely touching. A tremor ran through my stomach. The white shirt pulled taut across her chest as she leaned forward. The tie slipped a bit more. My breath caught. Her thumb grazed the ridge of my glans, soft and slow, drawing a moan from me. She tilted her head slightly. Her hand kept moving up and down, slower now. It almost seemed like she wanted to drag it out on purpose. I felt the world shrink to that caress and her gaze.

“Don't stain it, seriously,” she repeated with cruel insistence.

Her lips drew close to my glans again. This time it wasn't a graze. It was a soft, wet kiss that tore a shudder from me. My hips inched forward. I couldn't help it. She didn't pull away.

Her tongue traced upward in a slow stroke. The pressure in my lower belly became unbearable. I closed my eyes for a second, struggling to stay on my feet.

“Raquel…” I murmured. My voice was no longer a protest. It was a plea.

She took a deep breath. When she spoke, it was so quiet I barely heard her.

“If you're going to come… do it here.”

Her mouth opened. It wasn't a kiss or a graze. It was deliberate: she took me halfway in with a single movement. Heat exploded at the base of my spine. The pleasure was so intense that my hand fell to her hair. Not to push her. But to steady myself.

A deep sound rose from her throat, almost a moan. Her tongue moved with a precision that shattered any remaining resistance.

“Mmm…” her voice vibrated.

I tried to pull away. I couldn't. My hips thrust forward a bit more. She didn't resist. Her lips closed tighter. She sucked. The pressure drew a hoarse gasp from me that echoed off the bedroom walls.

“Ohh…”

Raquel pulled back slightly, licking, sucking, focusing on the tip; her hand kept moving.

She raised her gaze. With my cock in her mouth… her eyes bored into me. Lust. Dominance. Then she brought both hands to my ass. She seemed confident she could make me come like this: without her hands, without mine. Just her mouth. Just her tongue. My release there. Clear. Pure. Clean. Without staining. Without defiling that uniform that had to be returned.

I stayed motionless for an instant, holding her head with both hands. I felt the warmth of her hair between my fingers, the slight tremor running through her neck as her mouth kept devouring me. Her breathing mixed with mine in a ragged rhythm. I closed my eyes for a second, but immediately opened them again: I needed to watch. I needed to burn every detail into my memory.

Her head swayed back and forth in a hypnotic rhythm. Each time she sank deeper, a wet sound reached my ears, a slick noise that split me in two. When she pulled back, her tongue swirled around my glans with maddening precision. Her mouth enveloped me in a dense heat, a heat without nuance, only the certainty that I couldn't hold out much longer.

I looked down at her body. The white shirt clung to her torso, rising and falling with her ragged breathing. Each exhale traced a soft outline in the fabric, hinting at breasts that, though firm and ample, lacked the brazen fullness of Inés's. Her nipples showed faintly through the folds, less pronounced, more shy.

The tie shifted each time her head dipped. The skirt barely covered the tops of her thighs, riding up and down with every movement. She didn't need her hands. She didn't want them. Just her mouth, her tongue.

My hips began to match her rhythm. An unconscious impulse she accepted without complaint. I felt her open her throat wider, taking me in with a moan that vibrated through my belly. I let out a hoarse sound, a grunt I didn't recognize as my own. I found myself panting, pulse racing. Heat flooded me, climbed up my neck, made me dizzy.

I closed my eyes. But it was a mistake. Because then the image of another mouth, younger, even wetter, appeared behind my eyelids. Inés's mouth. Her tongue. Her breath. Her surrender. A spasm doubled me over Raquel, who didn't pull back an inch. And I knew I couldn't hold it back a second longer.

The spasm hit without warning. A brutal tremor that rose from my belly to my throat. My hips thrust forward with a clumsy, instinctive push that drove my cock even deeper into her mouth.

“Ahh…” I gasped, trembling as I gripped her head.

She didn't pull away. Her tongue pressed against my tip just as everything shattered. Pleasure exploded in a blinding flash.

“Ahhh…!” I writhed in ecstasy.

“Mmm…!” Raquel moaned, her mouth full.

My body shuddered in a wave of liquid heat. The first spurt shot out with such force that I felt her throat contract, swallowing by reflex.

“Ohh…!” I gasped.

Another spasm. Another thick throb. A second surge of cum poured into her mouth. I felt her shudder. Her lips tightened, trying to contain it. A brief moan escaped her throat, vibrating against my flesh.

“MmNnnh…!” A wet sound, almost pleading.

A third spurt came, slower, overflowing in a thick thread that slid down the corner of her lips. The heat made me dizzy. I leaned over her, panting like an animal.

“Ahh…! Fuck…” I murmured, not recognizing my own voice.

My hips thrust one last time in a desperate rocking motion. I felt her swallowing, her throat tensing, her tongue slick with my hot cum as I emptied myself.

“Mmm! Mhh!” Raquel let out two muffled moans. I knew she wasn't catching it all, that some was escaping her mouth.

One last full-body spasm and I went still, hands still tangled in her hair, chest heaving. A residual shudder ran down my spine. I felt her mouth gradually relax, her tongue licking gently, gathering the last tremors of my release.

“Ah-hh…” A long, liberated sigh escaped me in broken fragments as I felt one last echo of pleasure.

“Mmm…” she moaned, still not pulling away, sucking out the last remnants.

When she finally withdrew, she did so very slowly, first releasing her hands from my ass, then letting her lips make a soft wet sound against my tip. Which made me shudder again.

Instantly, I felt her exhale a hot breath over my reddened cock. Like a farewell. Then she subtly wiped her chin and lips with the back of her hand.

She had swallowed it all.

Or almost.

I looked down, trying to assess the damage, trying to figure out how much had escaped her mouth. I saw that a thick, almost creamy drop had fallen on the shirt, on the white fabric, right over one of her breasts. From that small pool, a timid trickle ran down the natural slope of her chest, soaking the white cotton and turning it translucent. Beside it, another thread slid along the seam, tracing an uneven line that vanished into the curve beneath her breast. The tie was even more stained: two drops had spread like dirty flowers, darkening the blue until it was nearly black.

Raquel lowered her gaze to her own torso. The way she studied the two trickles on the shirt carried a hint of deliberate exhibitionism. Her hands moved toward the area, her fingers hovering over the fabric without quite touching it, as if checking the size and thickness of the stains. But it was the pause that followed, that almost theatrical stillness, that made me suspect she had allowed it on purpose. That she could have contained everything but had let it drip, marking the uniform she'd claimed she didn't want to stain.

Then she lowered her gaze to the tie. She didn't touch it right away. First she seemed to evaluate the stain, its shape, its size. Only then did she slide her fingertip over the wet center, with a gesture that struck me as deliberately slow. Her pupils held an ambiguous gleam, a mixture of false modesty and satisfaction.

For an instant, I was certain everything had been calculated. That this small transgression—the two small trickles on the shirt and the two drops on the tie—had not been an accident, but a way of leaving evidence of what we had done.

Then, pulling back completely and moving even further away, she looked down at her skirt, checking if anything else of me had reached it. There didn't seem to be anything.

Her lips parted in an exaggeratedly theatrical sigh. Then, after checking the shirt and tie again, she looked up at me.

“What a mess…” she whispered. “We’re going to get in trouble…”


Thanks. I owe you one.

In other circumstances, other times, after the fantasy, after letting go, after the collapse, sanity and shame would arrive. In other circumstances, a guilt that devoured everything would surface. More mine than hers, more of a change in me than in her, but the separation would come, the averted gaze, the silences.

And perhaps I was heading down that path. Perhaps if she hadn't kept exerting her control, I would have started to feel and act ashamed, but she began dragging me along from the very first moment.

She didn't care about the transgression, or the breaking of barriers. She didn't care—nor did it pose any obstacle—that I had just come. As I watched her stand up, bring her hands firmly to my nape, and begin to kiss me, I wondered where that flame came from, that ardor, and I knew it came from the deepest and dirtiest place. When I buried my mouth, my nose, my face beneath her hair, against her neck, next to the collar of Inés's shirt, and the memory of her came flooding back—the car, the garage, her skin, her perfume, her uniform—I could no longer think. I could only surrender.

I let myself be swept along and let myself be kissed. I didn't know how to do anything else. I no longer had will. Or reproach. Or voice. She took me the way you take something you know is defenseless. That weapon defeated me. The memory of touch and smell. She knew it. I felt her warm breath mingle with mine. The salty brush of her sweat. Her firm, full lips, and that insistent way of drawing out my guilty desire.

I thought I couldn't go on. That after the collapse, after that shameless release that had spilled inside her mouth and overflowed to stain her shirt and tie, I wouldn't be able to react and continue. But the memory, the physical, palpable, tangible evocation of Inés, dragged me into freefall, left nothing in me capable of resistance or reply.

There was also a precise, exact moment that reactivated everything. It wasn't her kisses or her passion. It was the touch of something concrete. While she kissed me, I felt her body press against mine. Her chest against my torso. Her breathing quickening; the slight rustle of the uniform fabric she wore. Her shirt. Her skirt. Her tie. That tie I had stained, hanging between us. My hands, moved by an impulse I didn't think about, went to the origin of everything: my left hand rose blindly, with reverent slowness, and I placed it right on her right breast. Inés's shirt, now Raquel's, was warm, soaked with body and memory. The fabric was damp. My cum was still there. I felt it: a dense, viscous spot staining the white cotton and clinging to my fingers. It was the impossible mixture of flesh, fabric, and fluid. The feel of the nipple under the shirt was different from Inés's. Not smaller, or softer, but less haughty, less insolent.

That touch, half memory, half mark, aroused me. I felt the connection with Inés through her clothes. I remembered her purifying bath in the rain.

With that new stain, I was telling Inés, from a distance, that I was marking her again. That somehow, I was making her mine again.

My cock throbbed once. Then again. A weak pulse at first, like a residual echo of the previous explosion. But it came back. It hardened again. It grew heavy again. And she noticed.

Raquel lowered her hand without abandoning my mouth. But her lips no longer kissed: they licked, devoured, consumed. Our faces tilted; she kept holding my nape with one hand, while the other went down, between my legs, to my balls. She caressed them with her fingertips, with restrained tenderness, with controlled eagerness.

I closed my eyes. My breathing grew ragged. I didn't know if I was thinking about Inés or trying not to think about her. Perhaps I was just letting myself be dragged along. Perhaps I just wanted to stay like this indefinitely, eternally, feeling on my fingers the touch of Inés's shirt, Raquel's breast, and my own cum; feeling Raquel's kisses on my mouth, and her caresses on my balls, while my cock throbbed and rose centimeter by centimeter.

It wasn't just that succession of touches that gave me pleasure. The smell filled everything: perfume, sweat, cum, washed fabric, dirty fabric, arousal.

Her chest moved with the rhythm of her breathing. And that movement, that vibration under my hand, became an obsession. I squeezed with my fingers and palm. I squeezed right on the stain. I squeezed knowing the soaked fabric would press against her, that the cum trapped there would flatten against her skin. I wanted to feel everything. The shirt. Her warmth. The faint slide of moisture.

Raquel moaned into my mouth.

I responded with a lower, guttural moan. I felt ridiculous, defeated, but also exalted.

Her fingers pressed my balls with exacting tenderness. They weren't seeking pain, but permanence. They held me. They told me: “You're still here. You're going to stay here.” And I stayed. I surrendered to that shared pulse, to that shared panting.

The kisses became slow. Wetter. More intimate. And yet, there was something that didn't fit. Something that didn't quite add up. The lack of words. Her insistence. My bewilderment. I didn't understand anything and she offered no explanation. Why she knew everything. Why she had seen the video. Why she wore her uniform. I only knew it wasn't the time to ask and that something beyond my reach was playing out.

Raquel suddenly pulled away. She stopped kissing. She looked at me with wet, parted lips, glistening with saliva.

And then she headed toward the bed. She climbed onto it, positioned herself on her knees, her back to me.

The darkness wasn't dense. The contrast of light and shadow was clear. Just like in the garage.

Once again, a body wrapped in that same uniform offered itself to me.

It wasn't Inés.

It was Raquel.

It wasn't the garage.

It was the bed.

But the invitation was the same.

I stood frozen for a moment, feeling the pressure at the base of my cock, the tingling of a second erection I hadn't expected.

She said nothing.

She just offered herself.

With my fingers still sticky, my mouth still wet, I moved one step closer—barely one—and felt the warmth of her body reaching me from that strange position.

I climbed onto the bed. Behind her. Both of us kneeling. I moved closer. My chest against her back. My bare torso against Inés's shirt. I buried my face in her neck again, against her nape. The scent of Raquel's hair mixed with the scent of Inés's clothes. The combination was obscene: the hair anchored me to the present, the scent of the garment carried me to the past.

I wrapped my arms around her. My cock throbbed and pressed against the skirt.

My mind wanted to know. The question bounced around in my head: “How did you get her uniform?”

But my body only wanted to feel. Maybe to remember. Maybe, in the darkest and dirtiest part of me, I felt that fucking Raquel in Inés's uniform offered a kind of consolation, and at the same time a connection. As if I could reach Inés from a distance. As if she could feel me, think of me, sense that something was happening... even though she wasn't there.

I wanted to feel more. My fingers wanted to find the spot where I'd stained her. To feel that outrageous slickness on Inés's uniform in my hands again, but Raquel leaned forward, placing her hands on the bed. The offering was total, direct, urgent.

What came next was raw, crude desire. What Raquel was seeking in that moment, I didn't know.

I lifted Inés's skirt and gathered it at Raquel's waist. Before me, familiar buttocks—ones I wanted to belong to memory, so I looked away. I pulled down panties that freed a contained, withdrawn sex, not like Inés's. They peeled away from her pussy without urgency, with sticky slowness, making me shudder, sending my pulse racing.

Raquel didn't speak. Neither did I. And I felt myself in the present. I felt myself in the present when I positioned my cock. I felt myself in the present when I pushed, when I sank in, when I felt the heat, when the body I was entering trembled, when I felt the wet warmth of that familiar sex.

“Ahh...” Raquel gasped, feeling me enter her.

“Mmmm,” she purred, feeling full.

Feeling immense pleasure, on my knees behind her, I closed my eyes and leaned forward completely. My chest on her back. I was mounting her, my hips rocking back and forth. And then I did disappear from the present. Hunched over her, breathing in her back, the back of her shirt, the sweat, the texture... I fleetingly returned to that garage. My cock was sliding in and out of Inés's pussy. Each thrust was an outrage, each “Ahh...” the consecration of an achievement, the dark thrill of a fall. I felt the brush of the shirt against my chest, the mingled scent of her sweat and the faint perfume Inés had left there.

And I lost myself. I truly lost myself. I sank into her without thinking that it wasn't her. I sank into the memory as if the body receiving me, opening beneath me, were only an interface, a portal to the scene that consumed me.

With each thrust I thought I heard the grateful gasp of my student. With each stroke I thought I heard the shameful sliding of her shoes on the cement. With each rough thrust I thought I was reliving the exact moment when her pussy had opened for me. My eyes were closed, and in my mind I saw Inés's hands pressed against the wall, bathed in the artificial light of the garage.

I felt her wetness enveloping me. Her wet clothes. Her living flesh. And if Raquel shuddered, I interpreted it as her response. As if each contraction of that foreign body were the reply to a memory I clung to desperately. I was no longer pushing with my pelvis—I was pushing with the pain of absence. With the need to give meaning back to everything that had happened. And while the touch of the shirt remained there, rubbing between our bodies, marking a blurred boundary between what we were and what we had been, my fingers slid down to her waist and I squeezed her furiously, because I wanted more, because it wasn't enough, because every inch of flesh had to be penetrated by memory too. The rhythm became deeper, darker, slower. I didn't want to come. I didn't want to finish. I wanted to stay there, inside that body lending me its form to invoke another. I wanted it to last, wanted that fiction—which now felt more real than any certainty—to never fade.

My hands, autonomous, slow, as slow as my ragged breathing, slid from her waist forward, searching for something I couldn't name. I brushed the shirt again. The fabric had hot spots, cold spots, wet spots, tense spots. I wanted to touch right there. Right where I knew the warm stain was, the soaked fabric. Right where the semen that had overflowed from her mouth had slid down to soak the uniform that didn't belong to her. I found it, felt the ruined fabric and touched carefully, caressing with my fingertips, as if exploring a sacred remnant, as if I needed to make sure it was still there. And it was. Viscous, warm, mine. I moved my hand a little lower and felt the weight of her breast hanging inside the shirt. I grabbed it clumsily, hungrily. But it wasn't Inés. It wasn't the same roundness, nor the same heft, nor the same pride. It was a smaller breast, more contained, without that glorious defiance that hers had. I squeezed, hoping it would change, hoping it would show more power, more unbridled femininity, that it would overflow, but it didn't. And then I withdrew my hand. Without reproach, but with the frustration of someone who wakes in the middle of a perfect dream.

And it was in that gesture of withdrawal, in that silent goodbye to imagined voluptuousness, that I realized I could only move forward. I dug my fingers into her waist and moved my hips again with raw determination. I thrust into her with force, almost with rage, with the urgency of someone desperate to forget that they've forgotten. Each thrust was an invocation. Each slam of my hips was a plea. Inés, Inés, Inés. Raquel moaned, gasped incessant “Ahh” “Ahhh” “Ahhh,” yes, but it was background noise, an echo, music that didn't belong to me. The center was the rhythm, my cock sliding in and out of her, feeling her walls open, close, welcome me. And when I knew, I knew without question: I was coming. I was coming inside her. My balls tightened, my back arched. I felt the first jet explode like a liquid whip, deep, against the back of her pussy. Then another. And another. I filled her. Not for her, not for her sake. I filled her for what still ached. For what still made me tremble. I filled her with my eyes closed, my forehead nearly resting against the back of her shirt—Inés’s shirt. I felt my cum surge inside Raquel, invading that space, while I, hunched over, panting, empty, kept thinking about the garage, the rain, burying my face against the nape of Inés’s neck.

I didn’t move. I stayed there, inside her, kneeling, in silence, feeling my chest rise and fall against her back. My hips still pressed against her ass, my cock still buried inside her, throbbing in waves that grew softer, sadder. There was heat, yes, the heat of what had just happened, but also another kind of heat—drier, hollower—that crept up the back of my neck and made me close my eyes, not knowing if it was satisfaction or emptiness. Raquel didn’t move. She said nothing, not a word of reproach or complicity. Just that silence of hers, so dense it intimidated.

I was still inside. Literally inside. And yet, with each passing second I felt myself drifting further away. I felt the gap between her body and mine widening, as if something was withdrawing, as if everything that had been shared skin was beginning to cool. I thought about speaking, but I didn’t know what to say. I just breathed against her neck, still catching the faint perfume of her hair, the sweat lingering on her back and dampening the uniform shirt, and the scent of Inés’s clothes.

She finally moved. Very slowly. First a slight shift of her hips, then her hands, bracing better against the bed. I slipped out of her almost without meaning to, by gravity, by logic. My cock, warm and wet, fell between my legs. I saw a white thread escape from inside her, barely a whisper of cum descending slowly along the inside of her thigh.

The silence was still there. Thicker. Stronger.

I let myself fall to one side, defeated, chest heaving, forehead damp, as if what had happened had broken something inside me more than exhausted me. She lowered herself the rest of the way, her pelvis sinking until she lay fully on the bed. She didn’t turn around. She didn’t look at me. Her panties still bound her thighs. That one garment that was actually hers.

Then she rose in silence, and I heard her feet, her shoes—Inés’s shoes—moving away across the wooden floor.

I heard her walk to the bathroom. The door didn’t close all the way. I couldn’t help following the sound: first the click of the faucet, then water rushing urgently. From the sound of it, it was the sink, not the shower. The water came and went in bursts. I imagined her hands washing her face, maybe. I didn’t know if she was checking the inside of her thighs, wiping away what was left. My cum. I didn’t know if she was taking off the damp shirt, wet with her sweat and my cum—Inés’s shirt.

I couldn’t move. I stayed on the bed, lying on my back, arms spread, staring at the ceiling, at the thin crack crossing the corner. My cock, flaccid and damp, rested on my thigh. Sticky skin on my balls. I could smell myself. Her. Both of them. I didn’t understand anything, but the air wasn’t the same anymore. The temperature had changed.

I heard her walking down the hallway. Then the snap of a water bottle in the kitchen. A door opening. Sounds of a routine that now felt distant. And then she came back in.

Shoes, socks, skirt and shirt, but the tie had disappeared. The first two buttons were open, the collar undone. In that moment, she did look like she was wearing a costume. An unfair costume. Unequal. A desecration. A wanting without having that made her look wrong somehow. Her hair looked damper, her cheeks flushed. She didn’t seem affected. But she was different.

I sat up a little, expecting something.

And she said it, with unusual coldness:

“I want you to leave.”

It took me a few seconds to react. I looked at her in silence. My mouth opened, but I couldn’t form words. I wanted to ask, I wanted to know, I wanted to tell her I didn’t understand. But I was paralyzed. Her face offered nothing. No anger, no guilt, no irony. Just a calm that wasn’t calm—it was closure.

“What…?” I managed to say. But I already knew I wouldn’t get an answer.

Raquel had never been one to make scenes. She’d never played those games. Everything that had happened that night had been a shared delirium, a surrender without limits. I couldn’t believe her. I didn’t want to believe her. But I had nothing to grab onto, no ground to argue from.

I didn’t understand her. But I obeyed.

I dressed in silence, picking up my clothes from the floor. I felt the cold on my back, on my sweaty chest. Each garment returned me to my reality—the reality of someone no longer welcome.

When I crossed the living room, she didn't follow. Which I knew would happen exactly like that.

The door closed behind me with a dull thud.

Hours later, in my bed, my ceiling looked different. So did the night. I couldn't sleep. I didn't understand anything. The air smelled the same as always, but I no longer recognized it. I brought my hand to my face, traced my lips, my nose. Nothing was left there. But I was still in there somewhere. Or maybe outside.

I thought about her. About Inés. About the stained shirt, the mangled tie. About why Raquel knew everything—everything I hadn't told her.

I thought about how she'd thrown me out, and why. And I realized that almost from the first moment, I'd suspected something: she'd done it to avoid questions. A calculated performance to dodge answers, to drag out my agony and, in the process, make me feel even guiltier.

And then my phone vibrated on the nightstand.

It startled me. I grabbed it without thinking, with that instinctive fear of late-night messages. It wasn't Raquel. It wasn't from a saved number. No contact at all.

Someone had sent me a message.

Just one.

I read:

“Damn, you left her wide open for me. Thanks. I owe you one.”

I froze.

My heart rose to my throat. Then the heat followed, as if I'd been caught doing something. I sat up a little. The phone in my right hand felt heavy, like a gun just fired. I blinked. I thought I'd read it wrong. That it couldn't be that. That it couldn't be that message. But it was. I felt a cold knot in the pit of my stomach. And an even colder, sharper stab just below my collarbone. The silence of the house, that false calm, turned to noise.

Who? Why?

Who was it meant for? What was it about?

I leaned toward the screen. My mouth hung open. My tongue felt pasty, my throat dry.

I reread the message:

“Damn, you left her wide open for me. Thanks. I owe you one.”

There was no name. No contact. No photo.

But I knew.

I knew who it was.


A single answer.

There was no noise. Not even whispers. Just the scratch of pens across loose sheets and spiral notebooks. Barely the tap of a restless knee against a desk, the occasional sigh of exhaustion, boredom, or heat. Sometimes classrooms felt like that: a suspended world, a parenthesis in space and time where you had to fake an almost robotic emotional steadiness.

I was seated. I couldn't even remember how class had started. I didn't know if I'd explained anything, if I'd handed out the activity they were now working on with such strange dedication, or if the students were doing it from some earlier instruction. I felt outside time. As if the minutes weren't passing or didn't count. As if I'd entered a sealed space.

I wasn't speaking. They were writing.

And I hadn't spoken to Raquel. I hadn't called her. I hadn't texted her.

I hadn't responded to that message, and I hadn't received any more.

And I felt nothing. Just a dull numbness.

And that, in itself, was what disturbed me most.

Because for all those years with Raquel, I'd believed that if I ever lost her, if another man ever kissed her, undressed her, if someone else made her his… the sting, the burn of jealousy would destroy me instantly.

But it didn't hurt.

No rage. No jealousy. Not that mixture of panic and disgust you imagine on dark nights—fantasizing about the person you love in someone else's arms. What I'd felt reading that message hadn't been fury. It was something else. Something colder. More disturbing.

The absence of pain triggered questions. Raquel would have stayed in that bed. Waiting for him. She hadn't kicked me out to avoid answering everything she owed me, but because he was arriving, because he was already on his way. I wondered how she would have received him, whether she'd still be wearing the uniform, stained with me. Or whether that meant nothing to him. Whether it only excited her to wear it to humiliate me.

I'd left without understanding. Without asking for explanations. As if I wasn't owed any. And barely minutes later, Manu had walked through that same door. Without a shadow of doubt. Without guilt. Without shame.

That was the image that humiliated me most.

A seamless relay. As if she'd simply showered, aired things out a bit, and then welcomed him in. Maybe she hadn't even showered. Maybe he preferred it that way. That's what his message suggested. My trace still there. The bed still warm. His cock after mine.

None of it hurt the way I'd imagined jealousy would hurt. My pride didn't even burn. There was only a void. A clean, clinical void. As if someone had cut out my capacity to feel for her.

And that, in itself, was the most unsettling thing.

I looked at the class again. Everyone's heads were bent. Writing. They seemed docile. Immersed in another world.

A girl swept her hair to one side of her neck. Another uncrossed her legs. White shirts, ties, and navy blue skirts. Crude copies of Inés.

Inés.

Maybe that was it.

Maybe I couldn't feel everything twice over.

Maybe I couldn't feel pain, or jealousy, or unbearable uncertainty for two people at once. Maybe what I felt for Inés had displaced everything else.

I lowered my gaze. The phone was there. On silent, face up, in a corner of the desk. Sometimes it caught reflections, shadows. And then, suddenly, it actually lit up.

A pulse jumped in my neck, my shoulders.

I straightened without moving, just my back. I reached out. Took it.

It was her.

Raquel.

A message.

I read:

“Come on, let's have dinner tonight. The usual place.”

There was nothing else. No greeting. No question. As if nothing had happened. As if I didn't know. As if she didn't know that I knew. As if the relay of bodies meant nothing, or meant everything and we had to pretend otherwise. As if Manu hadn't written to me—perhaps from her bed, from that bed. As if that “I owe you one” hadn't demolished me inside.

It reeked of audacity. Not just the tone, but the way it tried to shrink the scandal down and fold it into habit. Routine. “Dinner at the usual place.”

I read it twice. My heart was pounding, but without direction, without purpose.

She knew everything. She knew he'd written to me. She knew I'd read it. She knew I hadn't responded. That I hadn't demanded answers—not from him, not from her. That I hadn't called her. That I hadn't gone looking for her.

And what was worse: she knew what that meant.

She knew it didn't hurt me. That it didn't burn. That she was no longer the one breaking me apart inside.

Raquel had always been smart. Not just intellectually, but instinctively. She knew how to read me even when I couldn't read myself. And she must have understood, with a single look, a single unreturned caress, that what I felt for Inés was pulling me away. Drying me up inside. That my wound was no longer her. That perhaps it never entirely had been.

And yet she was creating this. This tangled mess. For what?

She kept calling me to the usual place to keep me off-balance, to stir up more anxiety, more doubts, more questions than answers.

Or maybe she wanted me to tell her to go to hell. To react. To lash out at her and tear myself apart in the process.

But I didn't have the strength.

I couldn't hate her. And probably hadn't been able to love her either—for longer than I'd realized.

And then, suddenly, a memory surfaced—a precise phrase from Raquel, from the night before.

It reverberated through my whole body: the crisp diction, the exact tone:

“Do you want to know what I know Inés was feeling while you were fucking her?”

I swallowed hard. Looked away.

All at once I realized that, of all the questions, this was the one that overwhelmed me most.

How could Raquel possibly know that? Why would she?

I couldn't picture Raquel and Inés actually meeting. It was as if my subconscious had always constructed a reality where Raquel's only access to the uniform was through Manu.

But maybe that wasn't true.

And I knew, with a clarity that shook me, that even if I could only get one answer at that dinner, it had to be this one.


Control. Redemption. Punishment.

The study room had something of a greenhouse about it: glass-walled on two sides, hot year-round, so silent you could hear every tiny hum. The tables were arranged in long rows of six seats, with plastic chairs whose backs were too low for me. The rectangular ceiling lamps, always on at half power, floated like artificial clouds that still gave off too much light.

I was preparing a class for the next day. Nineteenth-century realist literature: Galdós, Doña Perfecta, anticlericalism, moral doubt as narrative engine. I was trying to jot down ideas for open-ended questions. I underlined sentences, searched for a powerful passage to read aloud. But I couldn’t focus.

Every two or three minutes I’d lift my head and scan the room. There were only two students in a corner, wearing earbuds.

I looked back at my notes, but I couldn’t concentrate. And in a way, I justified it to myself: how could I, with everything I was going through? With everything Raquel was throwing at me.

A few more minutes passed. I got up to look for a reference book in the cabinet at the back. That’s when I heard the door open, and then feet shuffling.

I recognized the sound immediately.

Javier.

I hadn’t made eye contact with him—let alone exchanged words—since what happened. Since the afternoon of the storm. Since I’d seen him through the windshield, standing there under his umbrella in the rain, watching every detail as Inés accepted my invitation to get in my car. I remembered his expression precisely: surprised and, at the same time, judgmental; distrustful, perhaps with a hint of envy, and a lingering sense of conflict. As if his envy cried out for revenge.

He’d seen everything perfectly: Inés walking toward my car, seemingly not caring that her uniform was getting soaked, that her hair was getting damp. Javier hadn’t missed a detail—her skirt rippling, her shirt clinging and dampening, her tie lifting in the wind. Lasciviousness, bewilderment, and envy.

And since then, silence.

I turned. I watched him from the corner of my eye. He moved slowly. He was tall, taller than me. Thin, but wiry. He always wore fitted shirts, sleeves carelessly rolled to the forearm, as if he needed to show just enough: lean muscle, taut skin, weathered complexion, veins that throbbed when he tensed. He walked with that slow ease of someone who doesn’t want to be noticed but doesn’t want to seem lesser either. His hair, very short, betrayed a hint of a bald spot he didn’t seem to accept yet. He wasn’t bald, but he was starting to be. There was something in that gesture of smoothing his sparse hair that betrayed an attempt at concealment, as if his pride didn’t yet know it was losing the battle.

He approached the water dispenser deliberately. He took a cup, filled it halfway, drank. He coughed slightly. A dry, deep, ingrained cough—the cough of a relentless smoker, the kind who leaves a trail through every room; especially the elevator, but also the locker room, almost anywhere. Then he turned toward me. His eyes, dark, weren’t inquisitive. Nor evasive.

We looked at each other. Just for a second.

A nod.

And nothing more.

A minimal greeting, and then he headed toward one of the empty tables. He dragged a chair clumsily; the screech was as unpleasant as he’d become to me lately.

I stayed by the shelves, leafing through a volume I quickly discarded.

I’d lost what little concentration I still had. My mind went to him, to his look under his umbrella, to that day in the locker room when he’d shown Inés’s photo to those idiots.

Suddenly, an absurd voice erupted inside me:

“Did it piss you off to see her get in my car, you bastard?”

My animosity surprised me, but I was convinced he’d told someone. That look hadn’t stayed silent. For a while now, I’d been weighing the idea that maybe he’d told Julia, the head of studies. Maybe even the principal. For a while now, I’d suspected that if they hadn’t called me to the office—at the very least to hear my side—it was because Inés had left.

In a way, her departure had destroyed me and saved me at the same time.

I sat back down. I passed by him. He was reviewing some papers. The glass of water sat to one side. He wasn’t looking, but I knew he’d sized me up.

I tried to concentrate. I forced myself to think about the next day’s class. But my life no longer allowed any respite, and so I underlined a passage where Don Inocencio questioned Doña Perfecta’s faith: “Perhaps it’s not truth you seek, but obedience.”

And the sentence hit me harder than expected.

Suddenly it didn’t seem to be about religion, but about me, about Inés. About Raquel. About everyone.

Maybe it wasn’t truth I was looking for. Maybe it was something else.

Control. Redemption. Punishment.

I remembered the role reversal with Raquel. The night had started with me in command, but then she’d taken control. A control she still held: summoning me, holding all the information.

I wondered if I really minded that.

I also wondered if, deep down, everything that happened with Blanca hadn’t begun with that first submission of mine.

I rubbed my face with both hands. My eyelids felt heavy. I pressed my lips together.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I slammed the folder shut.

And I left without looking at anyone.


She only agreed because of you.

It was a battle of egos. As if arriving late meant positioning yourself above the other person. Thirteen minutes late each—a technical tie.

The restaurant was half empty. Weeknight dinners didn't seem to be its strong suit. We both knew the place well, but our dates usually happened on weekends.

Raquel wasn't one to dress up too much, and I appreciated that. I'd never been with her to any event that required stepping up her wardrobe, but from what I'd seen in photos—weddings and various celebrations—I found her more attractive, prettier, in casual clothes than in formal dresses.

Flat shoes, dark pants, and a fitted short-sleeved green sweater. Her bust was clearly defined. Her graceful, slender body moved with the naturalness and confidence that comes from that perfect trifecta of comfort: the clothes, the place, the company. Her curly, coppery hair seemed a bit more tousled than usual, but her face showed no signs of a long or particularly hard day. The brightness in her eyes revealed liveliness and curiosity—the curiosity surprised me, because if anyone should have looked uneasy, it was me.

As pretty as I found her, as close as I felt to her, I wasn't dying of jealousy imagining her with Inés's boyfriend. And that unsettled me enough to make me question myself.

We ordered wine and food with relaxed automaticity. Banal conversations landed on the table like bland, quick appetizers: Julia and her revolutionary attempts; this or that class; that timid student who—what could have happened to her over the summer to transform her personality like that.

After a silence, while pouring her more wine, I fired:

“Your friend Manu texted me yesterday.”

Raquel didn't even blink. She brought the glass to her lips and looked at me while she drank.

“Was he with you at that moment?” I asked, pulling back a bit and crossing one leg over the other.

“No, he wasn't with me. Not that I know of, anyway.”

“But you know he texted me.”

“Yes.”

“You gave him my number.”

“Yes,” she replied, delicately bringing the napkin to her lips.

“I could ask you fifty questions, Raquel. Maybe it's better if you just tell me everything that's going on so we can get this over with…”

Raquel cleared her throat.

I suddenly got nervous. A drop of sweat trickled down my spine under my clothes. It really did seem like everything was about to come out.

“Look, Miguel,” she said in a neutral tone, as if she'd rehearsed it. “It's all simpler than you've probably been thinking… with that overthinking mind of yours…”

After saying that, she took another sip of her wine. I waited patiently.

“Okay. From the beginning. The guy… was there one day, and I knew your little Inés hadn't come out yet. I told him. He was surprised I knew about that connection… and we started talking. Remember I told you he looked like a medical student? Well, wouldn't you know it, I was right…”

“Congratulations, Raquel,” I said cynically.

She gave a half smile.

“Thanks. Thanks. And… anyway… We talked a bit and he started hitting on me.”

“Hitting on you.”

“Yes, that's right. What's wrong? You think I'm ready for the scrap heap, asshole?” she smiled.

“No, no. But come on. That he'd hit on you while waiting for his girlfriend… at the school exit… And what's the age difference? Fifteen years?”

“Well, you're one to talk about ages.”

“Well… it's different.”

“Yeah, sure… If the man is older it's different, right?” she asked, and I knew I had to steer the conversation elsewhere.

Fortunately, a waiter approached to set down the second appetizer, while Raquel wiped her lips with the napkin again and glanced at me sideways.

“Anyway. And…” she picked up again as soon as we were alone. “Well… I told him… Well, I don't know what I told him, but I gave him my number like, you've earned it for being so bold… And that very night he started texting me.”

I drank from my glass too.

“Anything else on that topic?” she asked with a hint of cockiness. “Whether I fucked him? No. The kid didn't put anything inside my illustrious body, though it's not like I don't want to.”

“Oh no? That's not what's implied by what he sent me last night.”

“I know what he sent you last night and it doesn't necessarily imply what you're saying. Though almost.”

“Almost what?” I pressed.

“That what you're saying almost happened, but no.”

“But your… state… he did… discover,” I said, remembering that “you left her wide open for me.”

“Yes, of course. That, yes. Are you going to dig in or what?” she asked, referring to the “wild mushroom and parmesan risotto.”

We took a short break. I didn't understand what she wanted from the guy, but I knew she wouldn't give me a straight answer.

“What's driving you crazy is the uniform thing,” she said suddenly.

“Pretty much everything is driving me crazy,” I confessed without hesitation.

“Especially her tits…” She smiled mischievously, startling me. “You think I don't notice the disappointment when you touch mine now?” she asked with a lingering smile, not accusatory. “I mean, I get it.”

“I think we're getting off track. The uniform,” I said.

“Look. We all know everything, Miguel. Except you. I don't have… direct contact with Inés… I don't want trouble. It hasn't even been two weeks since she left our school, something like that… I don't want trouble. Manu acts… like a go-between, but we all know everything.”

“And what is everything?” I asked. Suddenly I felt a hole in my stomach. I couldn't eat.

“Well, everything is that… the guy has this fantasy of Inés doing it with other guys… that she… chalk one up for yourself, Miguel… only agreed to do it with you… That Inés wanted to record it thinking it would piss him off… That it turned him on more than anything… What else…? Yeah… that the three of us, meaning Inés, Manu, and me… know that the uniform thing gets you hard… Well, actually it gets all you guys hard. Manu a little too…”

I swallowed hard. I uncrossed my legs.

Silence fell. Deep down, she knew I had a lot to process.

Surprised and dazed by the bombardment, I remembered one of the key questions: “How could Raquel know what Inés had felt with me?”

I asked her point-blank.

She answered:

“Chain of info, Miguel. She tells Manu and Manu tells me. You're like… the unwitting protagonist…”

“I see.”

“How could you not be, right? The fifty-something who fucks his student in a garage. If you didn't want to be the center of all this, you should've kept your little friend, or not-so-little friend, in your pants, right?”

Raquel was incapable of treating the subject with the seriousness it deserved.

“God, you're such a blockhead… Imagine if you knocked her up,” she said crudely.

“Raquel…” I protested.

“What? I know you pulled out… but we don't know if she's on the pill or anything. And she's eighteen. At that age, you look at her wrong and she ends up pregnant with twins.”

Another silence fell. My stomach felt clenched shut. I felt a lump in my throat, a wave of heat in my chest, and a slight tremor in my fingers. I shifted in my chair, uncomfortable, as if my clothes had suddenly become too tight.

“Okay, so now what?” I asked. She was the only one eating.

“Now what about what,” she countered.

“What was yesterday about? You kicking me out of your sister's place and him showing up to take over…” I said with more vehemence than even I expected.

Raquel looked at me with cynical detachment.

“Don't get mad… Don't tell me you're not coming out ahead.”

“I'm not mad.”

“Well, it seems like it.”

“Ahead in what? Why did you give him my number?”

“I gave it to him because you want him to have it.”

“Me?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes, Miguel, you. It's like the Blanca thing. You know damn well. You're dying for this shit… You just need someone to guide you a little.”

I was about to argue when another waiter appeared to clear our plates.

I was trying to sort things out in my mind, in my head, to make sense of what she was telling me.

My sexual encounter with Inés seemed to have had a ripple effect beyond my control. The original game between Inés and Manu seemed to have evolved into something else, one that now included Raquel.

“And the stalker? What's this about the stalker?” I asked.

“Ah… That's very funny,” she answered, though this time without smiling.

They brought us the second course. I stayed silent, organizing my next questions in my head.

I was about to speak, but she beat me to it:

“What? You're not going to leave me alone with your beloved 'sliced beef tenderloin with salt flakes and smashed potato'?” Raquel asked, repeating the exact name of that second course we almost always ordered to share.

“No. Don't worry. Why is the stalker thing so funny? Tell me,” I asked, and began serving myself.

“Because… Come on. Admit it. You've thought about going to spy on her, haven't you?”

I swallowed and glanced at her sideways again.

I didn't mind letting my guard down.

She saw right through me:

“You're a real piece of work. But the funny thing is you're not the only one. No. Seriously. Please tell me you didn't show up there, at her new school. Did you? The fifty-year-old stalker…”

“No…”

“No? Just barely, right? Every morning you wake up with your car keys burning a hole in your pocket,” she smiled.

“And what would be so funny about that?”

“What's funny is that you're not the only one.”

“I'm not? Who?” I asked.

“Mmmm… I'm keeping that to myself for now. It'll be more fun if you figure it out yourself.”

“I don't see anything funny about it.”

We looked at each other for a moment.

I knew I felt a sense of calm settling over me. Something positive. It was obvious that her statement about Inés having chosen me, even if only once, gave me a powerful sense of comfort.

That “she only accepted you” had been echoing in my head since Raquel said it.

“And what about you and me?” I asked suddenly. And instantly regretted it.

Raquel fell silent, for the first time.

I took a bite. She did too.

I knew her. I knew she would change the subject.

The silence grew heavier.

And then, she let it out.

“Anyway… you know what? In a way I'm just a messenger, can you believe it, for these kids.”

I looked up.

I knew she was about to drop a bombshell. Something new. Something decisive.

She cleared her throat and whispered:

“Well, I'll just tell you: do you want a date with Inés?”

I leaned back slightly.

I looked at her.

There was something playful in her expression. Also something sad.

“Are we here because you wanted to tell me everything, or just to pass along that question?”

“Does it matter?” she replied evasively, assembling a bite of skirt steak and crispy potatoes on her fork.


The beginning and end of my will.

My students nodded, some took notes, others simply pretended to pay attention. I spoke with a firm voice. But I wasn't there. Not entirely.

“And it's interesting, if you think about it, that the most lucid character, the most skeptical, the most modern even, is her—the old woman. The one everyone despises. The one who supposedly represents the old ways.”

I rested my hands on the desk and looked at them from there, my back slightly hunched.

“And you know what? In the end, when Calisto dies and everything falls apart, who do they blame? Her, of course. The procuress. The one pulling the strings. But... isn't she really the only one who's understood what's happening?”

The words I'd chosen for the question had come out too literary, a bit theatrical, but no one there seemed to be judging me.

There was a silence. A long one.

I didn't know if I was expecting a response or for them to mull it over. Or absolutely nothing.

And then I realized that perhaps my speech was directed at someone else.

I straightened up. Returned to my chair. Assigned a brief activity. A few minutes of silent reading. I brought a hand to my temple, then to my neck. Took a deep breath. There was something in the classroom that felt hostile. Or foreign. Or simply banal.

In recent days it had become impossible for me to read reality without symbolism. Everything had a second layer. A hidden allegory. A charge of meaning that permeated everything. As if what I'd lived through hadn't finished settling and kept projecting itself onto every detail.

Raquel was the old Celestina. Cynical, amusing, manipulative. Neither bad nor good. Simply inevitable. And now it was my turn to decide: did I keep playing the game? Did I accept the date she had tossed out so casually?

I had said the word “date,” but it wasn't really one. Or it was. Or worse still: it was something dirtier, less clear, harder to name.

“Do you want a date with Inés?” she had asked me. Just like that, as if offering a drink or a cigarette.

And now the question echoed inside me with a mixture of desire and caution.

My chest tensed at the memory of her. But it was no longer the same memory. She was no longer the girl who watched me from her desk. She was the woman I had touched with desire, who had let herself be seen, caressed, kissed, sucked, penetrated... The one who had let herself be watched, her breasts and nipples soaked under the rain, before leaving as if nothing had happened.

Inés, who, at the same time, seemed to be on another plane, controlling, proposing, with calculated composure. Her, or her boyfriend. Or both.

A student in the back raised her hand to ask me why Sempronio and Pármeno met such bad ends if they were also victims. I answered as best I could, gave instructions again for the next exercise, and looked at the clock.

There were still ten minutes left.

Ten minutes of pretense.

Ten minutes of pretending I was still a teacher, that this was my thing, that literature was what mattered.

When I left the classroom I went to the office, opened my laptop, and pretended to review assignments. Someone knocked on the door. A colleague asked me for a rubric. I told her I'd send it to her. I smiled. Feigned normalcy. Sat down again.

And then my phone vibrated.

It was a message.

Raquel.

I read:

“All set. Tonight at ten at my sister's place.”

It took me several seconds to react. I read the message three times. There was no greeting. No flourishes. Not even a little wink to soften things.

I stared at the screen as if it had suddenly become something alive, terrifying, irreparable.

The phone vibrated again.

And once more, the coldest version of Raquel appeared. As if this were all some murky, cold, strangely unpleasant pact.

I read:

“Uniform or not?”

My stomach clenched.

I barely managed to type:

“Fuck, Raquel...”

She was online, but she wasn't responding. As if she wanted to punish me, humiliate me.

I was looking at the screen but what I really saw was the street, that street, the entrance, the elevator, the door, the hallway.

And the keys Raquel had already given me.

And Inés.

I swallowed.

Raquel kept me hanging for almost five minutes. True, I wasn't asking anything in my message, but my unease was obvious.

Finally, my phone lit up and vibrated again.

With an erratic pulse and a cold sweat, I read:

“What do you want, Miguel? A candlelit dinner with an eighteen-year-old kid? This is what it is.”

My body contracted. There was no heat. No cold. Just that knot. That unease that precedes desire but looks too much like guilty arousal.

Raquel knew me. She knew what she was doing. She knew how to push me.

It wasn't the first time.

And deep down, she was right. Was I really expecting a poetic reunion? A conversation? Going out? Dinner?

It was what it was. Had been from the beginning. A game. Imbalance. Desire as a form of power. The thrill of the reprehensible, the forbidden. On her part. On mine.

I remembered the expression on Raquel's face when she had asked me:

“Do you want a date with Inés?”

There was no irony. No sarcasm. If anything, a trace of pain because she knew what I felt.

Pain, but she still did it. Still orchestrated it. Why?

One thing was certain: desire already possessed me. I couldn't say no.

Another certainty: I wasn't in control.

I hadn't even been in control when I uttered that long-ago “Inés, get out of the car.”

No, not even then. Not at all. I had never been in control. Never, from the first time I saw her. Inés Lizardi. Outside the school. Turning around and looking at me.

That look had been the beginning and end of my will.


Inés and devastation.

The night wasn't cold, but the extreme stillness and dense darkness wove together into something that chilled my body. Without a trace of wind, the tree branches along the street didn't move an inch. Just the occasional neighbor heading home or walking their dog, the sound of a trash bin opening and closing, a guy jogging at a weary pace.

I sat inside the car, lights off, the engine already cooling. I gripped the steering wheel with both hands. My fingers felt like someone else's. As if I couldn't quite move them. It was only the second time in a long while that I'd found myself there, but at the same time I felt trapped in an agonizing loop, as if forced into some ritual that wasn't my own.

I had accepted. I had said yes. I didn't know exactly when. I didn't remember writing it, or even thinking it through clearly. But there I was. Waiting. Doubting. Waiting for the exact time Raquel and I had agreed on. Though this time, the encounter wouldn't be with her.

It wasn't just desire. It was something more. Attraction, yes, but also reverence. A spell that had invaded every corner of my mind. It wasn't just her body—though it was—it was the way she looked at things. Her way of being. The precise calm with which she made everything I was tremble. It wasn't about sex. Not entirely. It was about her.

I took a deep breath.

It wasn't cold, but I was trembling.

Finally I opened the car door and got out. A gust of warm humidity hit me, almost summery, even though we were already several weeks into autumn. I crossed the street with measured steps, as if the asphalt might give way beneath my feet.

In front of the entrance, I slipped my hand into my right pants pocket. It took me a second to find them. I pulled them out and studied them under the faint light of the streetlamp. Three keys: mailbox, entrance, apartment. And the ornament: a small silver owl, somewhat worn, hanging like an amulet. I didn't know where it came from. I had never asked Raquel about it. It could have been a gift, a souvenir, or simply something she'd found in some drawer. I didn't even know if they were her sister's original keys or copies she had made.

A metallic noise startled me. The entrance door was opening from inside. A figure emerged. A man who politely wished me good evening as he passed.

I responded on autopilot, my voice neutral, and seized the moment to catch the door before it closed. It didn't seem right that such a small gesture should feel so final. But it did. I crossed the threshold. There was no turning back now.

And the smell hit me, suddenly familiar, though I had never felt safe there.

I climbed the seven steps to the elevator.

Without thinking.

Barely breathing.

The elevator was already waiting at the bottom. I felt as if everything was rushing forward faster than it should, faster than I could process, as if everything was pushing me, not letting me doubt, not allowing me to resist this madness. And the worst part was that I didn't feel entitled to stop it. Because this meeting was madness. Madness because it was so cold, so calculated, because I didn't understand my role: protagonist and at the same time a kind of puppet with no say in anything.

I stepped inside without looking at the mirror in the back. I didn't want to see myself again.

I pressed four. The door closed. The elevator began its ascent with a soft tremor, almost intimate. I felt my thighs tense, my fingers throb. I thought about turning back. I thought about all the doubts I'd had before. About the possibility of not going up. Of staying still, trapped between floors.

When the door opened, the hallway was dim. My footsteps made no sound. Everything was silence. The kind of silence that settles into places you know won't be the same on the way back.

I stopped in front of the door.

The peephole. The central knob—just for show. The small marks on the wood. Everything was the same.

I took out the keychain. The owl jingled softly.

I hesitated.

One last moment of doubt before the abyss.

I slid the key in. It turned smoothly. As if the door recognized me. As if it knew I was coming.

I pushed.

The apartment smelled of stale air and something else. A faint scent, sweet. I couldn't place it. Maybe perfume, maybe that new reed diffuser.

I moved forward quietly, as if I didn't want to wake something.

I closed the door gently. There was no light in the living room, nor beyond in the kitchen, but at the far end, where the hallway began, I could make out a dim glow that must have been coming from the bedroom doorway.

And then I knew.

I didn't think it, didn't suppose it. I knew. She was already there.

I had imagined the doorbell ringing. Me opening the door. The meeting in the doorway. What to say. What to feel. How to begin something that was permitted and forbidden at the same time. But Raquel had preempted all that by giving Inés another key.

My heart pounded in my throat. I took two steps. I stopped.

I was the one who was fully an adult. I had been there countless times. I could accept this murky offering or refuse it. But even so, I felt, as always, that I controlled nothing.

I moved forward.

Each step was an effort. Each stride, an uneasy heartbeat.

And suddenly I heard a sharp click—a switch. The yellowish light flooding the hallway went dark.

The door was ajar.

I paused in front of it.

I took a breath.

I pushed it open.

And I saw her.

My chest pounded.

I saw the white on top. The navy blue and her thighs below.

She was standing. Turned halfway. Next to the bed.

She was adjusting her tie.

Her long chestnut hair partially hid her face.

Suddenly, I felt everything. Everything at once. Everything I’d experienced with her. From the first encounter. The classroom. The school elevator. My car. The garage. Her scent. Her fragrance. Her perfume. Her. She struck me like a blow. All my senses went on alert. My heart exploded.

Inés Lizardi turned toward me.

She tucked her hair behind her ear, as she had so many times before.

She looked at me with her gray eyes… with that composure that only comes naturally.

The bedside lamp cast a faint glow behind her, as if projecting her silhouette.

Her uniform—requested through my silence—covered her body in that way I remembered so precisely.

Her face hit me with sharp clarity. Those features I had feared forgetting.

Her cheeks, slightly flushed, betrayed warmth, perhaps fatigue, but not urgency.

Her gaze held a strange calm, a dangerous calm.

She finished adjusting her tie at the top, beside the first buttoned button of her white shirt.

I tried to speak. But I barely managed to say her name…

“Inés…”

And I don’t know why. Maybe from intimidation, or perhaps because I felt pity. Pity for myself. For the situation. For us meeting like this. Because I didn’t want this. I didn’t want an encounter like this. I looked away, and my eyes landed on the bed. That bed Raquel and I had used so many times.

And then something began to take shape.

I felt like I was discovering it. Unmasking her.

Her.

All of them.

My heart was pounding. My temples pressed in around my head, squeezing. I frowned as I looked at the rumpled sheets.

I looked into her eyes, and again at the bed.

She said nothing, but the bed told me everything.

I saw her underwear.

There, rumpled, scattered.

My stomach clenched.

Her bra. Her panties. That off-white color. Bold yet delicate. Erotic yet feminine. They were there, tangled among the sheets, as if they had no value.

But they did. They had value for what they should have covered and didn’t, and above all, because they explained everything to me.

Manu and Inés had changed the game.

And I no longer knew if Raquel was using Manu to get to Inés… or if Manu was using Raquel to get to me. To raise the stakes. Because recording Inés hadn’t worked.

“But… what…” I stammered as I discovered the trap.

She didn’t respond. She didn’t need to. She just held my gaze with that mixture of calm and defiance so uniquely hers, as if she knew there was no need to speak, that her body spoke for her, that what I saw was enough.

She moved slightly, almost imperceptibly, to smooth her skirt with the palm of her hand. The gesture was minimal, but the effect was devastating. The navy blue fabric stretched taut over her firm, toned thighs revealed the exact curves of a young woman with a forbidden body—forbidden by age, by excess, and by its wrapping. Her tie hung straight over the closed buttons of her white shirt. A shirt I knew; that I remembered damp, soaked in the rain. A shirt that, not long ago, on another woman’s body… had been stained by my semen, stained with guilt.

Now, that same shirt, perfectly washed and ironed, covered her large, lush breasts—too exuberant for her to feign innocence. The bra that should have guarded them—that should have inhibited, contained that excess, or at least tried—lay on the bed; so once again, barely a thin layer of white cotton covered and molded itself to that sensual abundance.

Whether from arousal, femininity, or innate power, her nipples pressed sharply and obscenely against the fabric.

Her sexuality hit me the same way it had weeks before. Again that ruthless, illicit combination—the combination that had been the origin of everything, of that urgent meeting, of those voices, of those whispers, of that distant: “that girl… in that uniform… it can’t be.”

My gaze dropped, sliding down her figure. Navy blue socks to mid-calf. Dark but polished loafers. A uniform that on her was not a costume, but pure fetish.

After smoothing her skirt, she looked at me again. But I kept evaluating her body: the main trap from which all the others sprang. Again that body language. Again that unintentional assault on the senses. An unfair beauty and, at the same time, a punishment for herself. A beauty that was neither forced nor sought. There was no preparation, only naturalness. A canvas without effort, only pure inspiration. No smudges, no prior practice. Nothing was studied; everything flowed: how she wore the shirt, how she adjusted the tie, how she swept her hair to one side… How, beneath the white fabric, her large breasts strained the garment with a mixture of false innocence and involuntary obscenity. And on them—like a wordless confession—vast, soft, perfectly outlined areolas emerged as pink, flushed contours, revealing their presence even before you looked for them. There was no way not to see them. They were her open secret, her coded message; a provocative display.

I felt it instantly: arousal. Guilty arousal. As it always was with her.

And then Inés seemed to read it. There was no way she could have glimpsed my trembling, my cock throbbing, but still she knew. She knew, and she walked toward me.

Her scent. Her sweet, feminine perfume hit me.

I looked away. Again at the rumpled sheets. Again at that underwear that had long ago stopped covering her breasts or her sex.

She stopped just inches away. Her mouth so close to mine I could feel her breath. Sweet, warm, fruity. Her perfume rattled my chest. It wasn't new. It was the same. That scent that had intoxicated me in the garage. The one I still believed clung to my fingers.

I closed my eyes for a second. That was all it took for everything to blur together. Everything. The school, the car, the rain, her voice, her body, her voice again. Inés. Inés and devastation.

Then she lowered her head, very slowly, and rested it on my chest. Her cheek came to rest against my shirt. The gesture was strange, forced, perhaps planned. I felt her breathing. How she let herself just exist there. How she said nothing.

Frozen, on the verge of collapse, I was torn between calling out her ambush and touching her.

She sheltered against my chest while a flash of clarity struck me: I remembered the entrance, the greeting… I remembered the guy who had come out just as I was going in…

Manu.

Manu had crossed paths with me. Right there. A few minutes ago.

He knew.

I didn't.

That was the game. He was paying me back. Counterattacking. Responding.

Him with Raquel, after me.

Me with Inés, after him.

Inés seemed to be giving me time. Sheltered against my body. Time to understand. To process it. To accept it.

She had to be feeling my chest exploding, pounding against her cheek.

Something in me awakened. A hint of courage, or eagerness to confirm the destruction. My fingers sought her waist, then her hip. She didn't move.

I touched her shirt. I touched her skirt.

I dared to search.

I had to confirm it.

She knew I had to do it. And that's why she seemed to let me.

With both hands I slowly pulled her navy blue skirt up along the sides.

Just a little, enough to find out.

She anticipated me stopping, protesting with a small whimper—childish, sweet—a purr that told me this exposure was already enough.

My fingers trembled, but I dared, I searched between her thighs.

I wanted to know. I wanted to confirm the violation. The destruction.

My heart was leaping out of my chest. Drops of sweat ran down my back in endless rivers.

I exhaled through my mouth.

One of my hands found it.

Her thighs were burning.

My other hand went up. To her hair. To the nape of her neck. In a strange, feverish, sickeningly protective way.

I wasn't breathing. I was holding my breath.

I had to know.

I slid that hand higher, the one exploring the inside of her thighs.

And then she whispered:

“Stop. Don't do it…”

My heart clenched. My hand stopped when I could almost already feel the wet heat of her pussy.

“Why…?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“Because you already know how it is…” she answered.

That was her answer, acknowledging her state.

Revealing how Manu had used her.

Confessing how he had prepared her for me.


It was beautiful. And it was atrocious.

After saying that, Inés slowly pulled away from me and straightened her skirt. I thought she might look at me, but she didn't spare me a single glance—not complicit, not ambiguous. She didn't savor my surprise. She simply withdrew and walked three or four steps to the desk, positioned beside a window that looked out onto nothing but darkness.

Again, the dim light from the nightstand lamp bathed her silhouette, creating an almost magical backlight that passed through her white shirt but stopped at the dark uniform skirt, which allowed no transparency whatsoever. There on the table was her bag: dark and large, the one she carried to school, the one she always adjusted on her shoulder with maniacal precision. Inés began typing on her phone as if she were alone, as if I weren't there, as if weeks hadn't passed since what happened. Or rather, as if absolutely nothing had happened at all.

I felt disappointment then, rage, disillusionment. And I knew with certainty that I had imagined this reunion countless times, while she surely hadn't imagined it even once. And if she had, it wouldn't have been the way I did—it would have been wrapped up in that dirty game of hers.

Her hair partially hid her face. She kept looking down, typing and reading. A thought echoed in my head—“Are you giving your boyfriend a status report?”—but I said nothing.

The fabric of her shirt seemed to ripple slightly each time her fingers moved over the phone. From where I stood, I could smell everything about her—her full essence mixed with the lingering heat of her body. Her silhouette, still and absorbed, cast a shadow on the desk. A shadow that seemed more real than she did.

I couldn't help but walk toward the space she'd left open. Inés, sensing me, didn't flinch and let me position myself behind her.

I didn't know if I should dare. I didn't know what was allowed. I didn't know if there were rules. But while my mind tied itself in knots, my body acted, and my hands went to her waist, over the skirt. She didn't tremble at the touch, but she set the phone down on the table. She didn't tremble at the touch—perhaps because you don't tremble at the second one; perhaps because when the first has already enraptured you, the second can barely manage to stir you.

I pressed my chest to her back, and she let me press against her. My body acted without permission while my mind stopped asking what was allowed and reconsidered, with dismay, the humiliation of the game: the pain of being second, of possessing a body already used, already sweaty, already opened, already less sensitive—less inclined to shudder at each touch, each kiss, each caress. Possessing an absent body. A body still caught in the echoes of what had just happened rather than in the attempts of the present lover.

My body acted without permission, and so my face moved to her nape from behind. Then I inhaled her essence—sick, dirty—and felt the impact throughout my body. That smell was memory. It was sex. The sex we'd had in that dark garage. The scent of her skin, her perfume, the fragrance of her hair, the smell of her clothes, of that uniform that on her felt different: more subtle, more alive, more sexual.

That had an impact on my body—I felt my cock throb—and on my mind, which accused her.

Accused her with rage.

And then my mouth whispered:

“But what… what game are you playing…?”

She didn't respond.

She said nothing.

But her back straightened a bit more, and her face lowered slightly, as if offering me her neck.

My hand, still at her waist, tensed.

My forehead burned. My heart pounded like a threat, and my cock… my cock felt trapped, trapped in my clothes and trapped in her trap.

I raised my gaze over her shoulder. A small mirror hung on the wall, and through it our eyes met.

Again, my rage took over.

“Tell me,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, pressing my lips to her ear. “Did he just fuck you?”

She barely lowered her eyelids. Not a blink. Not a tremor.

“Do you dress like this for him too? With this shirt? With this tie? With this skirt?” I continued, barely moving, smelling her, touching her as if the contact would give me answers that weren't coming from her mouth.

And I knew she wouldn't answer. That she wouldn't grant me even that much. Not a single miserable certainty. That she would stay silent, letting me bleed out with the doubt of whether something—anything—was different with me.

And what was worse, not knowing if she dressed like this out of complicity with me, as a nod to the past, as mutual excitement, or to mock me in silence.

That doubt spurred my rage, and I formed in my mind an assertion so belligerent it would force her to reply.

My hand lowered a bit more, feeling the skirt from behind, tracing the curve of her ass. She let herself be touched, and then I whispered:

“I'm going to see it… Whether you want me to or not… I'm going to see how he left your pussy.”

The silence that followed was leaden. The words hung in the air like a threat, like a prophecy already fulfilled.

She didn't respond. But she tensed. Not from fear, not from shame, but the way a body tenses when it takes an unexpected blow. An unforeseen insurrection.

And I… I despised myself for saying it. But I didn't stop. Because it excited me too. Because something in me needed to destroy to discover.

Then she turned. She planted herself in front of me and held my gaze. Her breasts rose beneath the shirt, her breathing slow. There was no modesty. No defense. Only a silent acceptance of everything I saw. Of everything I knew.

Her eyes narrowed with infinite intelligence and malice, and she whispered:

“All right…”

And she did nothing more. She didn't step back, didn't move away, didn't shift her weight from one foot to the other. She just let her arms fall to her sides, and with that minimal gesture, the tie swung back to hang straight from the knot to the waist of her skirt, marking a perfect axis, a line dividing her body into two flawless hemispheres.

I hesitated. Because the sweet symmetry of that body struck me. Because beneath the shirt, the round contour of her breasts stretched the white cotton to its limit. The areolas, large, imposing, showed through the fabric with a shamelessness that didn't seem to seek provocation, but rather to assert her essence. And it wasn't just the breasts. It was the memory of the bra on the bed, abandoned next to the panties. The memory of the exact instant when I'd discovered everything. When I knew that beneath that skirt there was nothing else. Only her sex.

I felt my throat tighten and my pulse quicken. Shame told me this wasn't the moment. That I shouldn't. That this degraded me.

But desire screamed the opposite. It begged me to do it. To see. To know. To destroy the doubt, even if none existed.

Then, with both hands, I began to lift her skirt. Slowly. From the sides. With reverential, almost tender care. She didn't flinch. She kept looking at me, breathing with the calm of someone who doesn't need to pretend.

The skirt rolled up on itself, rising inch by inch up her smooth thighs. I still didn't look. I still didn't lower my eyes.

And suddenly I wanted to kiss her. The smallest kiss. A touch of redemption. Something that would let me see what I was about to see without falling apart completely.

I leaned in. My heart was exploding. I searched for her lips.

She welcomed me, and I felt the flush of her cheeks. I thought she would give me the kiss, but then she turned her face ever so slightly, with devastating softness, leaving my mouth near her cheek, breathing in her perfume, swallowing the humiliation.

I swallowed.

Her skirt was already gathered at her waist. It stayed up on its own.

She humiliated me above.

I wanted to see her humiliation below.

I stepped back half a pace and lowered my gaze.

And then, finally, I saw it.

Her sex, glistening and swollen, emerged between her legs like a profaned flower. There was no trace of innocence in that spectacle. The lips, reddened, fleshy, protruded as if the center of her pleasure had been brutally violated, as if the flesh itself remembered the shape of the cock that had inhabited it. They were wet, swollen, parted, as if still breathing from the previous assault; they hung open, shaped and deformed by the absence of the thick intrusion that had penetrated her. An opening that still seemed to pulse, as if her body refused to close completely.

It was a sex laid open, offered, marked. A sex that had not only been fucked, but inhabited. Dominated.

The pubic hair, dark, short, tangled and asymmetric, glistened with traces of wetness, as if the drops trapped in the curls were silent witnesses to the surrender. The mound rose firm, generous, and the skin around showed the damp redness of recent use, the sticky wetness that seeped past the surface.

In her entire pussy you could sense it, you could know it—the trace of having been opened, penetrated, forced into pleasure.

It was beautiful. And at the same time it was obscene. And it was atrocious.

I swallowed. My cock throbbed. My temples pounded.

I raised my eyes. She was looking at me.

She said nothing. She didn't cover herself. She didn't lower her gaze. She held mine as if in that exchange there was no shame, no guilt, but something much harder to hide: the pride of someone who knows she's desired by two men at once. In reality, by all men. And still, we pretended. We both pretended.

We pretended it hurt more than it should. That what we were seeing—that wet, undone thing—was a betrayal. Her betrayal of me. As if she weren't really his, Manu's. And I, a mere spectator.

And still my body believed it. Believed the betrayal. And it stirred with rage, holding back something more animal. And she kept her thighs open, her legs spread, as if offering me both a surrender and a punishment at once. As if saying: “Yes, I'm sorry… This is how he left me… This is how he left me for you.”


Even if it was too late.

She stepped back. Just a couple of steps, enough for her bare ass to meet the edge of the desk. She didn’t startle. She didn’t cover herself. She let her body perform that automatic halt, as if it had been calculated.

Her sex glistened with moisture. She made no effort to hide it, but she didn’t offer it either. It was simply there, like a wound that refuses to heal. That won’t restore itself, as if it didn’t want to. As if it remembered, and missed him. As if it still throbbed for him.

Entranced, stunned, I felt the humiliation. And at the same time, the pull. It was a trap. It was her game. But I followed. I took the necessary steps. The rage ached in my legs. The desire pounded in my temples. The humiliation lodged in my throat. I positioned myself in front of her again, face to face. Here, the intimidation was even greater. I dared to brush the hair from her face. Despite my anger, I wanted it to be a protective gesture. But my hands trembled. My fingers barely grazed her cheek. She didn’t pull away. She didn’t offer herself completely either. She simply endured the contact, the way one endures a gesture of no importance.

Our gazes met. She wasn’t the girl from my car, or maybe she was. She wasn’t the girl from the garage, or maybe she was. I simply knew her better each time and understood there was always something true and at the same time something deceptive.

I felt the need to kiss her, but I feared rejection. And her gaze wasn’t asking for my lips, or my tongue. What could that offer her after what she had just felt with another? I saw in her eyes the craving for me to humiliate myself… She wanted me to taste her… to taste that hollow space… to slide inside her and feel a warmth that wasn’t for me, the warmth of another; to fill her so she could notice how little she felt the intrusion. To fuck her while she thought of someone else, of what to tell him, of how to say that after him she felt nothing. That was the game: “I’m yours but I’m really not. You’re just an extra who comes to humiliate himself, to see that he’s arrived too late. That he’ll never truly have me. That he’ll never be first.”

Those thoughts only fueled my rage.

I grabbed her by the waist. I felt her warm skin beneath the shirt. I looked at her breasts under the fabric. And I felt the desire to open it. To undo the buttons one by one. To kiss her nipples, to mark her with saliva, to breathe her in there. To feel in my mouth, on my tongue, the magnificence of her breasts. But I didn’t know if I could. I didn’t know if I was allowed. I didn’t know if I was only permitted the most sexual and the most cruel—to enter, humiliate myself, and leave.

She finally moved. She placed her hands on my shoulders. We stared at each other. Her beauty was an assault, and, once again, a deception.

Intimidated, I lowered my gaze briefly. My eyes settled on the precise knot of her tie, and then on the whiteness, the formality, the regal, splendid perfection of that uniform.

A surge of boldness and clarity took hold of me.

I could fall into her trap. Into her game with her boyfriend. But first, I was going to fight.

“I haven’t asked you about your new school…” I paused briefly. “Do you turn heads there too?”

She didn’t respond.

I pictured us from the outside: her with her hands on my shoulders. Me with my hands on her waist. Me fully dressed. Her with her skirt bunched at her waist. Her pussy, spread wide, completely exposed.

And still. With her pussy like that. She still seemed to hold the power.

“What’s the uniform like? Surely not like this one… right?” I whispered.

She watched me. She watched me as if she knew where I was heading. She didn’t interrupt.

“What’s it like? A polo shirt, I imagine. No tie, probably. And the skirt… Nothing special, right? Not like this one.”

I was accusing her. Accusing her without fear of seeming obsessed. Because she knew. She knew the same thing I did. That this uniform, ours, from the school we had shared, placed her in a different dimension—more elevated, more hers, more sexual. And that everything had started there. Everything. That was the origin. That shirt. That skirt. That tie. Everything else had been a consequence.

“What? Nothing to say?” I was growing desperate.

“I’m not saying anything… because you know you’re right,” she answered, her voice soft yet firm.

I swallowed hard. I hesitated to press further, to ask her to elaborate, to tell me how she noticed that difference: in the looks, in herself, in her skin, when dressing, when walking; in what way she felt more sexual in one uniform than another. I wanted to ask if she also felt it in the touch. In the contact of that fine, white, immaculate shirt when she wore a bra, and the fabric slid between both layers—cotton over lace—without quite touching skin. And now, now that she wasn’t wearing one, now that her chest pressed directly against the fabric… was it different? Did she feel how the shirt grazed her nipples? How it caressed the edges of her areolas when she walked, when she sat, when she breathed?

I wanted to know if she noticed that difference. If she had looked at herself in the mirror and felt that this way, without a bra, with that fabric rubbing directly against her breasts, she became something else. Another version of herself. More obscene. Freer. Even, who knows, more honest.

And not only that. I wanted to ask if she noticed it below too. In the skirt. In the difference between that light, delicate, almost elegant fabric that caressed her ass when she walked, and the other one. The one from the new school. Which would surely be coarse, rough, without drape. A soulless skirt. It couldn’t be the same. It couldn’t feel the same to wear something rigid, childish, compared to this skirt of hers—ours—that obeyed the body. That folded gracefully, that clung without force, that whispered sexuality.

But I knew she wouldn't give me that gift. That she wouldn't say it out loud. Because saying it would make it real. And making it real would mean leaving me with it. And she wasn't willing to grant me even that much. She preferred that I figure it out on my own. That I suffer through it. That I suspect it with every gesture.

Inés held my gaze with that grave, vivacious gleam that always seemed to hover above the moment. She bent her elbows slightly and placed her palms on my chest. She touched me gently, without pressure, barely resting her fingers, as if testing the flesh beneath the fabric. And then she looked at me with feigned eagerness, almost theatrical. As if to say: “do it now.” As if, suddenly, she was in a hurry. In a hurry to finish her game. To consummate the deception. To drag me once again into her territory.

Then she brought her face closer. I held my breath. Now she was the one coming toward me. She kissed me on the cheek. Slowly. Deliberately. Long enough for the wetness to linger there, marked, warm. The exaggerated lingering and the tender sound told me it was fake, that it wasn't tenderness. That it wasn't affection. That it was a trap.

And it was.

Because immediately her lips sought mine. They brushed against me. And they conquered me. I kissed her. We kissed. It wasn't sweet. It wasn't clumsy. It was a slow, charged, wet kiss, like an underground current. She opened her lips just as mine arrived, not before. And she didn't offer them to me: she left them there. Barely parted. Moistened. Within my reach, but not entirely available.

I sought them. I felt the wetness of her mouth settle delicately on mine. The soft warmth of her breath. I brought one hand to her nape, held her with restrained tenderness, with trembling firmness, feeling the softness of her hair. I drew her face closer, tilted mine slightly, searching for an angle that would give me more.

My lips pressed against hers. I opened them a little more. And there was her tongue, warm, soft, barely emerging to meet me. It only grazed mine. Pulled away. Then returned. She let me graze it, lick it, barely catch it with the tip. She didn't push. She didn't guide. She only controlled the pace. Her saliva had the exact texture of sweet poison: thick, wet, seductive. It enveloped me and withdrew. It made me want more.

I was kissing her. Inés Lizardi. The girl who used to sit at that desk and watch me. I was kissing her, even though she didn't surrender completely. Even though it was all part of a lure.

Her head barely turned, tilting to open a different angle. I followed her. I felt her damp cheek against mine, the brush of her nose beside mine, the soft sounds of our mouths working slowly. There was panting, but no hurry. Her tongue was a warm touch, a thread of wet silk that didn't want to fully tangle. I pursued it, went deeper, pushed a little more with each touch, each press. I cornered her, drawing her in with my hand on her nape. And she allowed it, but without surrendering completely.

The smell of her skin filled my nose. Her warm, dense breath, infused with soft perfume and silent desire, mixed with mine. Inside, I felt the pain of knowing I was kissing someone who had already been kissed before. Like smelling a memory in the present. Like tasting a fruit that had been touched by other hands.

I knew it was a trap. I knew it from the first second, from that kiss that never fully surrendered, from her wet, measured lips that gave only just enough. I knew she wanted to ignite me. That she wanted me to lose myself in her, to make her mine, to take her and humiliate myself in doing so. To confront, viscerally, the certainty that I was arriving late. That someone else had arrived first. That another had already been there.

And yet it excited me.

I held her by the neck, by the nape. Not violently, but with a firmness that was half excitement and half rage. My fingers tangled in her hair, warm, damp, and drew her closer. With my other hand, I rested my palm on one of her breasts, over the shirt. I instantly felt the erotic power beneath the fabric. The thin material let me feel everything: the outline of her nipple, the real warmth of her flesh, the slight movement when she breathed. My hand trembled when I caressed, when I only brushed over the shirt to feel, there beneath, her tit and her nipple, so sometimes I squeezed a little, kneaded, to disguise my dizziness. When I squeezed, she panted lightly into my mouth with “Ahh…” sounds that entranced me, and I felt the firm fullness of what she concealed.

Meanwhile, the kiss continued: slow, sexual, wet. I sought her. She allowed me. But she didn't surrender. She barely grazed my tongue with hers, as if measuring my impulses, as if wanting to take me to the edge without letting me cross. And then, at another squeeze of my hand on her tit, she moaned. She let out an “Ahh-ahh!…” that was exaggerated, deep, put-on. One more provocation.

I didn't open my eyes. I kept kissing her, lost in her mouth, in her breath, in the measured wetness with which she let me in. And it was then that I felt her tie. By chance, with the hand that was groping her tit over the shirt. I pushed it aside clumsily, with the back of my hand, feeling its soft, ceremonial weight yielding with a whisper of silk. And then I wanted to take advantage of that gap, that space the tie gave me once pushed aside, and reach the central buttons of her shirt. The ones that closed her torso. The ones that kept what I was touching—something so sexual—from being exposed.

I groped blindly, feeling with my fingers, still with my mouth against hers. I found one of the buttons. Despite the fullness of her breasts, the fabric wasn't taut. It didn't cling or float: it simply sat in place, obedient to the body that commanded it. It was I who wasn't up to the task. I pulled at it carefully. It didn't give. I felt my knuckles trembling, my fingers slipping. I tried again. This time it released with a small click, dry, intimate. I felt the slight rustle of the fabric separating. She didn't move. She didn't react. She only kept her mouth on mine: kissing, pulling away… panting into me.

I went for the second one. Lower down. Another of the center buttons. My left hand, clumsy, almost numb, found the buttonhole, fumbled for the button, pushed it through. My fingers were sweating. The button resisted, as if challenging me. As if it knew what came next. When it finally gave way, the fabric parted just barely. Enough for me to notice, between kisses, a change in the air. A new warmth.

My hand moved lower. I wasn't looking. I couldn't look. I slid it through the opening, slowly. It grazed the fabric of the half-open shirt first. Then skin. Bare skin. Nothing between us. Real skin. Taut. Warm. Alive.

And then I touched her.

I touched her flesh. I touched her breast.

She let out a purr against my lips. A “Mmmm…” that felt real.

My whole hand slipped through the gap between those two buttons and caressed her bare breast. I traced the full contour. The curve. The swell. The nipple, erect and hard, impossible to ignore. It was damp. Maybe from being enclosed, from the heat. Maybe from the game. From what was happening. I didn't know. I couldn't know. I only felt it. Pulsing in my palm.

Her breast fit in my hand as if it had been waiting for me. But that wasn't true. I knew that. This flesh wasn't mine. This breast had already been touched. Kissed. Squeezed. And yet, there it was. Letting me in. Letting me touch.

My hand slipped through the opening, the back still grazing the shirt fabric while my palm found her bare skin. My fingers closed slowly, as if trying to capture something that could vanish at any moment. I squeezed it. I held it. I savored it. I ached from it. And I kept kissing her. Because I couldn't stop kissing her. Because her mouth was my only anchor.

Feeling my hand slip inside, feeling my fingers caress her breast, she moaned—“Mmmm!” “Ahhh…!”—sounds that, real or exaggerated, made my skin prickle.

I still didn't open my eyes. Her mouth stayed pressed to mine. Her lips damp, parting wider, yielding more. The gasps grew more frequent. More audible. More theatrical. As if Inés's body was starting to release what her composure still held back. I felt the warmth of her breath and the weight of her breast, filling my hand completely, pulsing, alive.

Slowly, still kissing her, I pushed my fingers further through the opening I'd created. The shirt, still tucked into her skirt and buttoned at the top, gave way in the middle—but only just. It didn't really resist, but seemed designed to delay the inevitable. The fabric grazed my knuckles, warm and clean, and yet it was maddening. I wanted more. More flesh. More contact.

Then, in a rush, my fingers stopped caressing and grabbed the shirt. I yanked it aside with a clumsy tug, more forcefully than I'd intended. The gesture was abrupt, impatient, born of pent-up desire. I heard a faint snap as the fabric strained at the seam. The opening widened. And she gasped.

“Aah…!”

A sharp, plaintive sound. Not a plea, not quite a complaint—more an instinctive reaction, a mix of shock and pleasure, something that came from the body without passing through the mind. A way of saying: “That was too much,” but without stopping it. Without pulling away.

I kept kissing her. I couldn't stop. I felt her tongue yield a bit more, her lips parting wider, wetter, less calculated now. And then, slowly, as if to make up for what I'd just done, as if my fingers could apologize, I slid my hand through the widened opening. I found the edge of her breast. I traced around it. And I freed it.

I drew it out completely.

I cupped it in my palm as if my hand had been waiting for this, as if that shirt had been designed to hold it… and to release it just like this. The fabric fell away, and her breast was exposed. Alive. Hot. Full. Pulsing.

My thumb traced over it with reverence. I felt the smoothness of her skin, the round curve, the hard nipple. I didn't need to look. I had it. I felt it filling my hand. It was mine, even if only for a few seconds. Even if it didn't truly belong to me. Real flesh in my palm. Flesh that had already belonged to another. But now, for this instant, was mine.

The direct contact, without fabric, without barriers, shook me inside. It was warm, soft, yielding. It had weight. It had life. And I kneaded it. Gently at first, then with more intent. I caressed the entire surface, tracing its exact shape, as if I needed to memorize it by touch alone. I ran my thumb over the areola, feeling its denser texture, its irregular edges. I touched the nipple. It was damp. Erect. I circled it. I pressed it gently. I felt it harden even more.

She gasped. She let out an “Ahhh…!” as she felt me squeeze her breast. A moan she didn't exaggerate. Or so it seemed. Her lips parted wider, her kisses slower but dirtier. Wetter. Her tongue no longer held back. It let me find it. It pushed forward at times, as if it needed something too. As if she was no longer entirely pretending. And suddenly, her hand moved.

The hand I had on the nape of her neck—she took it. Not roughly. With a firmness that left no room for doubt. She pulled it away from her neck. Gripped my wrist. And began to lower it. Slowly. A measured gesture. A guide. Not a plea. An order disguised as tenderness.

I lowered my hand. I didn't resist. She guided it lower. Down the center of her chest, over the open fabric, still warm. Down to her navel. And lower. We weren't kissing anymore. We were just breathing, close, damp, like two animals sniffing each other in the half-light. My hand, led by hers, crossed the threshold. And I understood.

That was her urgency. That was the trap.

She wanted me to feel it. To finally discover the state of her pussy. Now she wanted to show me the wreckage. The disorder. She wanted to counterattack, retake control. She wanted me to know, with my fingers, what my eyes had long since stopped looking at. The real state of that wet flesh, spread open, swollen by another.

She wanted me to understand by touching her. To know that this heat, this overflow, wasn't mine. That I'd arrived too late. That even if I thrust into her, even if I filled her, she would already be filled. That I didn't matter. That I was second.

And she was doing it, guiding me, because she knew that I, after feeling that humiliation, wouldn't be able to help myself. I would want to enter. I would want to fill her. I would want to reclaim ground from that other man. Even if it was too late. Even if it was in vain…

…Even if only to know what it feels like to enter…someone who has already been opened by another.


For her to win.

I didn’t know why I did it. Or maybe I did, but didn’t want to admit it. She had guided my hand until I was close… but I refused to confirm what she wanted. I pulled my hand away. I didn’t want to check. I didn’t want to feel the wreckage up close.

I don’t know if it was rebellion. A defense of my pride. A futile protest against this game that was never quite mine. Or if it was fear. Fear of touching, of feeling, of confirming that what lay before me didn’t belong to me. That her sex, still wet, had been taken by another. That I was showing up late because they had wanted it that way. That what she was giving me was a marked gift, already opened, already used.

She seemed to accept my refusal, and I stepped back. Then another step. Without saying anything. She didn’t react. She stayed there, standing, almost motionless, her shirt unbuttoned in the center—a lascivious reminder of what I myself had started. A waiting opening. An exuberant excess.

I moved my hands to my shirt. Slowly. Without fully looking at her. It wasn’t a rational decision. It was surrender. I undressed like someone giving up, like someone yielding to the inevitable but still wanting to do it on their own terms. I pulled off the garment and let it fall. Then, glancing sideways to see that she still hadn’t reacted, I kicked off my shoes and pushed down my pants along with my underwear. I felt shame, tension, despite the obvious, despite what she intended, despite the fact that her sex had been exposed for so long.

My erection sprang free with force. It did, without shame, without decorum.

Inés said nothing. Neither did I.

I sat on the edge of the bed. Legs slightly apart. I felt the warmth of the sheets. Perhaps even a trace of sweat. I felt like an intruder. And at the same time, more of a witness than ever to what had just happened there. If I leaned to one side and reached out, I could pick up the underwear another man had removed from her.

I breathed deeply. The light from the bedside lamp seemed to grow dimmer and dimmer. And it seemed to fall only on her, as if I didn’t matter. My eyes followed the trail of that light…

Inés was there. Standing. A few steps away. One leg slightly forward, her hip tilted with that insolent naturalness that never seemed learned on her. Her torso facing forward, as if offering—without wanting to, or wanting everything—an even more merciless view. And she didn’t cover herself. She didn’t try to fix her shirt or lower her skirt. She was exposed. But not defenseless. She displayed herself with the dangerous serenity of someone who knows exactly what effect she has.

The shirt was still tucked into the skirt at the bottom; at the top, the knot of the tie sealed the upper part like an untouched fortress. But two or three buttons—the ones in the center—had given way under my fingers, and through that irregular, trembling opening, an entire breast had emerged. Not peeking out: emerged. Like a declaration. A woman’s tit, emphatic, indisputable, rising from a body still too young. With the physical insolence of someone who shouldn’t be like this yet. With that guilty evidence that mixes the forbidden and the perfect.

I felt guilty for feeling that, and for observing, stunned, how it hadn’t slipped out but had overflowed. As if the fabric had lost the right to contain it. It was large. Unexpectedly large. With weight. With volume. With a perfect, defiant shape that fell slightly… but more outward than down. As if it obeyed not gravity, but desire and femininity. The nipple, rigid, dense, was taut. The areola, pink, generous and impossibly wide, occupied the entire front of the tit, merging with the skin so seamlessly you couldn’t see where the edge was, as if no precise border existed. Where it ended, the flesh lightened in a transition so gradual, so beautiful, it was dizzying to behold.

I had never seen areolas like that. Not on fully grown women, not on lovers I’d thought complete. There was something excessive about them, as if the body had concentrated all its promise of womanhood in that single point. As if it shouldn’t be there yet. As if the flowering had come early… and yet couldn’t have been more exact.

The other breast was still covered. But not gone. Its contour, its shadow, remained imprinted on the fabric, like a promise vibrating underneath, creating a relief that hinted at another brutality. The upper part of the shirt, still closed and reinforced by the tie, seemed to preserve a false dignity. As if her overflowing sexuality could deny itself with a couple of well-fastened buttons.

And that asymmetry was unbearable. One breast exposed, merciless, uncorrected. The other still wrapped, subdued, but vibrating. One claiming. The other holding back. And she, in the middle, motionless, saying nothing. Not covering herself. Not breaking the spell. As if she knew that all of it—the fall, the tie, the defeated shirt, the gleaming nipple, the shadow of the other—was enough to defeat me. To make me feel there was no turning back.

And her sex…

I wasn’t looking at it. But I felt it. It was there. Open. Wet. Visible. Offered. As if calling to me. As if compelling me.

It was a few seconds of admiration, of awe. A few seconds in which I thought I was only watching her… but I realized I was also acting. And she didn’t react to that either. She didn’t protest, or accuse me, or make any gesture of reassurance. I became aware of what I was doing… I was masturbating… though I hadn’t been conscious of starting.

My fingers wrapped around the shaft of my cock as if they had acted on their own, guided by the image before me. The sensation was brutal. Too much. As if that gesture, so private, so intimate, became sacrilege under her gaze. Because she was watching me. From above. In silence. Like someone who doesn’t give, but waits. Who examines. Who judges whether you’re worthy.

I did it without thinking. Without even wanting to. But there was my hand, moving slowly over myself, as if trying to calm an anxiety that couldn’t be extinguished. I felt the hardness, the pulsation, the tight skin with each stroke. I smelled it too: mine, hers, or at least because of her. A dense, primitive smell that permeated the air between us. And in the background, something worse: the humiliation of knowing she did nothing. That she didn’t need to do anything. Inés only moved her hands to her thighs, to her skirt, as if she feared the fabric itself might slip and cover her sex. As if she sensed that without holding it, the skirt would betray her. And it shouldn’t. It couldn’t. That open sex was for me. And I… I was touching myself in front of it. Like a servant. Like a defeated man.

Once she was certain her skirt wouldn't shift, that it would stay put, wouldn't fall, wouldn't cover her sex… she took a step. Then another.

Slow steps. Measured. I froze. My hand motionless, wrapped around a base that burned.

She was approaching. Not like someone seeking reconciliation. Not even to seduce. She approached like someone collecting a debt. Like someone who wanted to see up close what she'd provoked. As if she wanted to climb onto me, onto that hard cock, and just do it. Without asking permission. Just to show me who was in charge. What place I held. What humiliating role she'd chosen for me.

But she stopped mid-step. And did nothing. Said nothing. Just waited.

My heart was exploding. My cock was aching. The asymmetry—one breast exposed, one covered—was killing me. Her tilted gaze was melting me. Her exposed pussy was tearing me apart.

I stood up. I didn't know why. It wasn't a decision. It was an impulse.

We stood almost eye to eye. Her breathing was slow, but her chest—that single exposed breast—rose and fell with an irregular rhythm, as if her body were betraying what her gaze wanted to hide.

I brought my hand to her exposed breast with a slowness born not of caution, but devotion. My fingers began at the base, where flesh meets torso—that warm, forgotten zone that holds the true heat. I traced a slow semicircle, as if outlining its contour from within. I moved up the side, felt the skin grow taut, then softer, and descended the outer curve, where gravity fought firmness. I caressed the underside, where the breast rested on itself, dense, generous. She breathed deeper. Said nothing. Didn't move. But something in her abdomen contracted.

Then, with my fingertips, I climbed. I traced a clumsy but devoted spiral, and only then did I reach the areola. And then the nipple. Hard, erect, alert. And at the contact, it wasn't the nipple that shuddered—it was her. A slight tremor in her belly, a contained gasp. A hoarse, deep "Mmmm…" that wasn't meant to please me. It was a purr of power. Of someone receiving what she already knew she'd receive. Of someone burning, but in control.

And it was there. Right there. That I surrendered.

Not from weakness. Not from desire. Not from desperation.

But from something much darker: a fleeting need for her to win.

And I lowered my other hand.

I lowered one hand while the other stayed on her breast. I descended her thigh slowly. Not directly. I explored. Circled. My fingertips traced the outside, barely grazing the taut, smooth skin of her thigh. Then I moved up, along the front. The skin was hot. Taut. Trembling faintly, barely perceptible. I could feel her holding back. Not pressing her thighs together, but not offering them completely either. There was a living gap in her posture, an open crack, as if her body knew it was about to be touched… and wanted to know once and for all when.

My other hand, the one resting on her bare breast, hadn't stopped. Still there. Caressing. Cupping it at the base. Feeling the weight, the heat, the pulse. But it was the descending hand that now guided the rhythm of her breathing.

I brought it to the inside of her thigh. Slowly. First the warm contact of the inner flesh. Then a bolder touch, higher. Close. Very close. The skin grew thinner, more sensitive. And it was there, between that wet heat and that involuntary tremor, that the tip of my finger grazed something more.

“Aahhh…” Inés gasped into my mouth.

It wasn't a caress—it was the barest touch. One of her outer lips had let itself be found. It was there, protruding, soft, almost slack from being so open, so used. And yet hot. Alive. Trembling. She inhaled sharply, as if the air hurt. Her legs shuddered from within. As if her balance broke for a second.

She hunched slightly. Spread her legs a little and rested her forehead on my chest. Her hand found me and gripped my hip. It was her movement, her approach, that provoked the other contact: my cock, angled upward, brushed against her lower belly, right where the shirt, still buttoned at that height, stretched over her skin. I felt the tingle on my tip, already wet, flesh against fabric, and I let myself be pushed. A little. Just a little. An instinctive movement.

I didn't raise or lower my hand. Just kept it there. Savoring the moment before discovering how ready she truly was.

And then, without warning, I used my fingertips to tap.

Short. Sharp. Precise.

One tap. Another. Another.

“Ahh…! Ah…!” she gasped, feeling me.

And my cock surged at the sound of her… pressing harder against her uniform shirt as my fingers registered what they'd found: the flesh of her pussy, so wet, so soft, so absurdly open…

She was trembling.

Completely.

I felt the heat. The wetness. The opening.

And then, while stroking that swollen lip again, I whispered to her in my lowest, most broken, most depraved voice:

“How did he fuck you… to leave your pussy like this?”


To feel so I wouldn't have to feel.

She didn't respond.

But she didn't pull away.

Her fingers clenched on my hip. Her forehead, still resting below my collarbone, barely tilted, as if holding back a confession she didn't want to voice. And then, in a voice that wasn't trying to excite me but to show me how much I still had to learn, she murmured:

“He didn't do it to me the way you would…”

Nothing more.

Not one extra word. Just that blow: not the way you would.

And I felt the wound. And the desire. Because that phrase, so vague, so unspoken, left me breathless.

And I couldn't help it—I slid my fingers lower.

I said nothing.

I just lowered my fingers. A centimeter. Two. And caressed again. This time the other lip, just as full, just as soft, just as wet. But different. Hotter. Trembling more. As if this one had been left more wounded. Or more broken, or more neglected.

I didn't spread it. I didn't probe it. I only touched it with my fingertips. Softly. In slow circles. Precise. As if I could memorize its texture: that almost invisible groove, that warmth soaking the skin, that wetness that wouldn't stop. And she… she felt it.

She felt everything.

Her breathing deepened. Her body trembled, but she didn't run. She clung to me. To my hip. To my chest. To my breath. And I drank her in. Her scent. Her heat. Her silent surrender.

My cock, hard, stayed wedged between us. The tip grazed her buttoned shirt at her belly, and I no longer knew if the wetness was mine or hers. But I felt it. Soaking through. Sliding. The fabric was starting to give way where the head rested and rubbed.

Then, without raising my voice, my lips almost grazing her ear, I asked:

“What positions did he fuck you in?”

She didn't respond. But she didn't pull away.

I kept caressing. Slower. Dirtier. Lower.

“Did you get on top of him?”

And then, in a barely audible voice, almost defeated, she whispered:

“Yes…”

I swallowed hard. I wanted to pretend it didn't affect me, but I imagined her… riding that guy…

And she stayed pressed against my chest, my hip.

And I… I was still there. One of my fingers still played with her swollen lip, always soaked, growing warmer. I circled it. Touched it like I was studying an affront, an assault.

My other hand squeezed her breast a little harder. Not with violence, but with the hunger to feel all of it in my palm. Her nipple pressed into the center of my hand. I kneaded to feel its weight. Lifted it to feel its fullness.

And then, again, I spoke into her ear. Without moving.

“Did he fuck you on all fours?”

She hesitated for an instant. The trembling rose from her thighs, as if the memory had a body.

“Yes…”

Just that. A whisper that didn't ask for understanding. Only confirmation.

“And did you come like that?” I pressed, while my index finger descended, searched, probed without spreading her open yet.

“Yes… Ah…”

The answer escaped her with a gasp. Almost a moan. Her forehead stayed on my collarbone, but now it pressed lower. As if she were the one surrendering against me.

“How many times did you come?”

I felt a spasm in her belly.

“Mmm… I don't know…”

The head of my cock, wetter now, harder, rubbed against her shirt again. I didn't know if I was staining it or simply marking it. But I felt how the fabric was no longer fabric: it was her. Her heat, her scent, her surrender.

And then, my voice lower, deeper, more broken, I asked:

“How did he come…?”

She didn't respond. But she clung tighter to my hip, her fingers pressing into my skin.

“Did he come inside?”

Three seconds of silence.

“Yes…”

And then I slid my fingers lower.

I spread her with two and touched with the third. The longest finger. Direct. Precise. Right at her opening.

I felt a wetness and heat that left me breathless for an instant.

She gasped. Her legs bent further.

“Ahh…”

I didn't hold back:

“Inside here…? Right here inside… yes?”

She trembled all over.

“Here… in your little pussy…?” I murmured, disgusted, hungry, sickly protective.

She nodded slightly.

And said, without pride. Without shame. Without modesty.

“Yes…”

Then I pushed deeper.

My finger, buried, exploring, felt her sex open without resistance. It opened not for me, but because of what had already been done. Because of what he had left behind. Because of what she had accepted.

And I couldn’t bear it.

I slipped in another.

One more. My ring finger. More awkward. More cruel.

And her body allowed it. Swallowed it. Embraced it. Not with force, not with tension… but with that liquid looseness of someone who has already been invaded.

“Ahhh…” Inés moaned, broken, without raising her voice.

She bent her legs even more. Lowered her hips a little. As if she wanted to receive it better. As if she wanted to make clear she could handle that and more. That she’d done it before. That this kind of invasion was nothing new.

I felt her burning.

I felt her yielding, almost dripping.

The tips of my soaked fingers. My fingers trapped. And the smell… the smell filled everything.

“Did he fuck you like this…?” I whispered, on the verge of collapse. “Dressed like this…?”

She said no. Not with words. Not with her head. With a moan.

“No…” she moaned. “Not like this…”

“Then how? Did he fuck you naked?”

“No…”

She moaned. Louder. My fingers moved inside. Slowly. In circles. Back and forth. My thumb caressed the outside, without compassion, without tenderness.

“Not naked…” she whispered. “With my shoes… and socks…”

I snorted. With rage. With desire.

She pressed herself closer to me.

“And…” she moaned harder, “and the tie…”

Then I saw her. I imagined her. Fucked on all fours. On the bed. With her shoes on, her socks in place, and her tie hanging from her neck—not buttoning her shirt closed, but pressing directly against her skin, her throat… And taking that boy’s cock. Moaning, writhing, screaming… Him coming inside… maybe while pulling the tie back; maybe while spanking her ass; maybe while gloating about the soaked, gaping hole he was leaving for the next guy…

While I imagined it, my fingers kept moving inside. Slow. Advancing a little more each time. As if rage and arousal were driving me to explore deeper. She moaned. Her legs no longer trembled—they opened. Offered themselves. The opening burned, liquid, wide, as if she had no resistance left. As if she were telling me: “do it… but don’t ask.”

But I asked.

“And did you clean yourself…?”

She didn’t answer. Just moaned. A tense, shameful “ahh…”

“Or did it all drip out… everything he pumped into you?”

The tremor in her belly grew more pronounced. I felt my tip rubbing against her shirt at her abdomen, marking the fabric with thick, viscous precum.

“Where did it all go… everything he pumped into you?”

She moaned:

“Ah… I don’t know…”

“You don’t know…?”

I released her breast, which bounced free. I grabbed her by the neck, brushing against her damp hair.

And I whispered with barely contained rage:

“You don’t know if you cleaned yourself, or you don’t know where it went?”

I pulled back a little. Her forehead lifted from my chest. She raised her face. We looked at each other. We stared into each other’s eyes while two of my fingers were buried halfway inside her pussy.

“I… I don’t know.”

And then it happened.

My fingers drew a small circle inside her; I searched and found the inner wall of her sex. And then she moaned a shameful “Ahh-ah!”… and closed her eyes for an instant… And I felt her getting wet. Felt her wetting me. I felt her inner walls release something… As if, in that moment, what remained of what had happened… had just spilled onto me.

“What is this…?” I whispered to myself.

And I withdrew my fingers from her pussy…

My fingertips were soaked.

I imagined, once again, her pussy lips spread open.

I pulled back a little.

We looked at each other.

And I dared. I knew it. I knew she'd accept it.

That's what her eyes told me. The way she held me. The way her legs trembled.

Without tenderness, without modesty, my hand moved toward her… toward her parted mouth, toward her lower lip.

I did it slowly. Cruelly. Like a punishment.

She didn't blink.

She just looked at me.

Unmoving.

Steady.

With that impossible mix of surrender and defiance. As if to say: “Do what you have to do…”

I smeared her lip, ruining it, twisting it… with those two fingers soaked with her.

And she accepted it.

She didn't pull away.

Not a millimeter.

But she didn't respond either.

She just lowered her eyelids slowly, as if savoring the moment, as if she knew what was coming.

And suddenly a voice came out of me. I wasn't thinking anymore. A voice whispered:

“Did he fuck you better than me?”

And then she did it.

She brought one of her hands to mine, held it with firm gentleness… and without breaking eye contact, without lowering her gaze, without even blinking… she parted her lips, but hesitantly. As if savoring the gesture before the touch.

She caught one finger.

Just one, at first.

She met it with the tip of her tongue, enveloped it in her hot mouth, sealed it with her lips. I felt the heat. Her wetness mixing with her saliva. The barely perceptible tremor of her jaw. The exact pressure. The measured slowness.

Then, without looking away, without changing her expression, she went for the second.

And then the tips of both fingers were inside her mouth: submerged, hidden…

And she barely moved. She just sucked on them. Not hard. Not licking. Just sucking. As if cleaning something. As if undoing what had already been done.

And I felt the flesh. The heat. The pulse of her tongue sliding over my fingers. The saliva mixing with the rest. The feel of her insides soaking me again. My thighs burned. My chest burned watching her like that.

And then, again, a voice came out of me:

“Did you scream like a slut… here… while he was fucking you?”

She didn't respond.

She couldn't.

But her mouth didn't stop moving, sucking, licking, swallowing my wet fingers as if they were her sentence… or her trophy.

And then, with her eyes still fixed on mine, she nodded.

Once.

Twice.

Two slow movements of her neck.

Like someone confessing the unforgivable.

Like someone repeating it to humiliate me.

Her gesture told me yes, yes she had screamed, just moments ago, before I arrived. Yes, she had screamed like a slut while another man fucked her… creating the mess she now tasted on my fingers.

Inés pulled her mouth away. My fingers glistened. Her lips glistened. My cock kept soaking her shirt low on her torso. Her skirt was still bunched at her waist. One of her breasts was still exposed, free of her shirt.

And then I wiped myself clean. I wiped my soaked fingers—from her pussy, from her mouth—on her other breast, the one still hidden. On her shirt. She purred, aroused, and I left a wet, round, precise stain on the fabric, right over the areola. The nipple showed through immediately, hard, stretching the fabric. The fabric turned translucent, fused with her flesh. And it smelled. It smelled like her. Like sex. Like mingled fluids. Like what was left behind. The tie hung straight between both breasts; between the freed one and the covered one, now wet through the fabric…

She purred with impatient moans, squeezing my hip with her hand. She let me do it. She let herself be dirtied. She let me enjoy that affront, that degradation of her clothes… but at the same time I felt her impatience, her eagerness…

…I knew what she wanted.

She wanted to cut that game short… she wanted to take charge. She wanted me to finally humiliate myself. To be second. To feel the width, the stretch, the stale, lingering warmth…

And I let her do it. I let myself go, with her, backward. Toward the bed.

That's when, in a movement as swift as it was inexplicable, I saw her loosen something on her skirt. I didn't know if she'd undone a button or released a zipper; I only saw the fabric give way at her waist and slide with precision, gliding down her thighs as if falling on its own, obedient, submissive. And as the skirt disappeared, the shirt relaxed, breathed freely below, flowing loose and barely covering her sex, her hips, her ass.

I sat down, and she, after freeing her ankles from the skirt now pooled on the floor, climbed onto the bed, placing one knee beside my thigh, then the other. She moved closer slowly, smoothly. Her belly brushed mine. I felt her half-open shirt, wet, clinging between us. I felt her bare breast, her hard nipple pressing into my skin. And when I relaxed back, we sank down together. As if we both understood that was where everything had to continue.

I lay back, and she came with me. She spread her legs wider, and I felt the weight of her body on top of me. I couldn’t remember ever feeling her this close. Her scent was everywhere.

She straddled me.

I felt the heat. The touch. The rhythm of her breathing. Everything was building fast.

She kissed my cheek, as if to calm me.

My bare back slid against the sheets.

My hands went to her face, holding her still. My lips found hers. Her mouth opened. I felt her tongue.

Her hair fell across my face.

My cock throbbed free… close to her pussy…

She wanted to ride me. To feel me inside her. To finish the game.

She wanted me inside her. She wanted to feel me so she wouldn’t feel me. She wanted the invasion and, at the same time, to punish me by feeling nothing.

And I hesitated: surrender or rebel.

But my rebellion could be too cruel a punishment for her.


How not to succumb.

Inés leaned back and shifted a few inches until she sat upright, straddling my thighs. Her knees pressed firm against the bed, and her shirt seemed to cover everything again. The center buttons—the ones I'd clumsily undone earlier—barely revealed a sliver of skin, and the breast I'd freed was hidden once more, protected beneath the fabric. The tie hung straight between both breasts, reinforcing the illusion that she was still dressed, untouched, as if nothing had happened. But lower down, what I felt was something else entirely: the wet heat of her sex, so close, so alive, barely a hand's width from the base of my cock.

She looked down then. There. At my cock, erect, pointing toward my navel. She placed her hands on my abdomen—to support herself, or to dominate me. Her hips stayed still, but part of her bangs fell over one side of her face, disheveled, casual.

She reached up to pull back her hair and tuck it behind her ear.

And we looked at each other.

The yellowish light—hazy, thick—bathed her in an almost tangible glow, as if tracing her shape without striking her directly. It wasn't a spotlight; it was more like a wash of brightness that outlined her silhouette against the dimness.

I couldn't take my eyes off hers.

There was something new in them. It wasn't exactly desire—it was control. A Machiavellian calm, as if she enjoyed measuring each second, setting the rhythm of my humiliation. She seemed certain that her wetness, her opening, would be effective, precise, perfect, even if she delayed the final moment. Or at least she felt she gained more by prolonging it—the satisfaction of knowing she owned my submission, worth more than what she might lose as her sex slowly surrendered that vast wetness.

Her breathing was calm, contained. She gathered her hair with both hands, pulling it back, and her spine arched. That arch made her seem taller, more in command of the moment. Her torso straightened, and my gaze dropped: her breasts were covered by the shirt but not hidden. Everything about them showed through the fabric. Her nipples pressed out with precise hardness, stretching the cotton. The areolas, wide, traced clear pink circles beneath the garment. One of them looked damp where I'd left the mingled trace of my saliva and her own fluids, forming a wet, sexual stain that broke the symmetry.

My pulse raced. I couldn't look away. Each movement of her torso made the fabric shift just barely, brushing her skin, as if showing me just enough—a silent provocation that pinned me to the mattress.

“Should I take it off?” she whispered, her voice half mockery, half challenge. “Should I take off the shirt?”

I didn't respond.

I knew what she was after.

I knew she wanted to hear me say no. Wanted me to grovel, to confess my guilty, dirty weakness.

“Do you want me to take it off, Miguel?” she insisted, pronouncing my name cruelly, her lips barely parted, and brought her hands to the bottom of the shirt.

I shook my head, barely.

And then she brought her hands back to my belly and made a subtle movement while watching me: her hips rocked forward and back, her sex hovering near my cock. She did it twice. As if she were really riding me. As if she imagined it or craved it. As if something inside her were boiling over.

Until she went still again, straddling me, looking down from above.

“Why does it turn you on so much?” she asked suddenly, her whisper low and cutting.

I didn't know how to answer. Her question struck me with a strange mix of shame and arousal.

Her fingers moved again. Toward herself again. Without breaking her gaze from mine, she calmly unbuttoned the last two buttons of her shirt, the lowest ones. The fabric fell open a bit more, draping lightly over her thighs, but her breasts stayed covered.

I looked at her. And then at the edge of that translucent stain, the perfect curve that let me glimpse the areola. The fragrant stain of saliva and what her pussy had spilled onto my fingers. And she knew it. She knew I was looking there.

She leaned forward a bit more, pushing her hips forward again, but this time her sex almost brushed the base of my cock, almost breathed over my balls, which rested on the bed.

The tease was dirty, perverse.

“Why don't you tell me?” she whispered, with a calm that burned.

I didn't know if she wanted an answer or a surrender.

I didn't respond.

Not a gesture.

Not a word.

She looked away then, as if searching for something beyond my silence.

“It's like… this…” she finally murmured, her voice low, almost bewildered. “I don't understand… it's just clothes.”

I watched her lean slightly to one side, and suddenly her arm stretched across the bed, feeling for something among the sheets. She did it without dismounting. She stayed on top of me. I didn't take my eyes off her. Her movements were slow, deliberate, as if she knew my waiting was as painful as my desire or my curiosity.

And then she did it.

Something fell onto my chest.

Inés had dropped her panties.

I felt them on my skin: cold at first, with a silky touch that, as they warmed against my bare chest, seemed to cling like a wet sigh. The softness ran through me like a dirty, guilty tickle—exactly the effect she intended. And they obeyed my breathing instantly: rising and falling on my bare chest with a brief sway, rocked by my pulse.

She stared at me.

She didn't smile. She didn't speak. She just stared, as if the simple act of leaving me there, with her panties over my heart, was a declaration of absolute dominance.

And then, slowly, without taking her eyes off mine, she reached out toward me, toward my cock. And she touched me. I trembled. I sighed… She took hold of me with barely two or three fingers, slowly, and lifted my shaft. I looked down. The foreskin covered a bit more than half the head. Only the tip was exposed, glistening.

I longed for her to pull that skin back, pull it down, but she didn't.

I sighed. And my hands, almost by instinct, gripped her thighs, running over her soft skin, as if I wanted to anchor her to me while keeping my balance—even though I was lying down.

She was no longer looking at me, nor at what she was touching, but at those panties of hers still resting on my chest, rising and falling with each breath.

“Do it…” she whispered. “You’re dying to… go on.”

It was obvious what she meant.

“You’re all the same…” she added, almost contemptuously. “Little pigs.”

The words burned me.

They forced me to surrender.

Without thinking, while feeling her warm caresses at the base of my cock, I picked up her panties with one hand.

The silk slipped between my fingers like a living thread, bunched at first, then softer, loose and yielding, coating my skin with an almost obscene smoothness. I caressed the lace, sensing its invisible dampness, as if the fabric still held the exact shape of her pussy.

Only then did I bring them to my face.

The touch of silk against my lips, against my face, ran through me like a slow shiver… until the smell hit me. Her smell. Her wet pussy. Skin and desire mixed together. A thick, dense smell—something wild and obscene that stripped away any remaining shred of dignity. I closed my eyes as I inhaled, and instantly heard her breathing: a brief gasp, as if seeing me like this ignited her even more, or satisfied her a little more. I didn’t know how much was real arousal and how much was satisfaction from that power of hers—from that sense that everything was happening as it should.

I breathed in that scent of sex, of pussy, that wasn’t for me—it was from Inés’s arousal for another man—and the humiliating pleasure kept me from opening my eyes.

And then I felt it, finally—felt her fingers run over my cock with skill, carefully pulling back that skin. My hips arched upward at the pleasure, and I let out an “Oh…” that I buried in her panties.

Instantly, her hips moved too. Barely a gesture, but enough for her pussy, burning and wet, to brush against my shaft. I felt her pubic hair, soft yet prickly, grazing me. I didn’t know if that touch found her clit or if it was just the warm flesh of her lips burning against me. It was a slow, cruel friction that made me hold my breath.

I inhaled again. Deep. Shameless.

The smell of pussy filled my lungs: fresh heat, living wetness, the scent of something that wasn’t for me.

She gasped at the contact, at watching me inhale her panties. She leaned forward then, rubbing herself again—a back-and-forth that went from scattered touches to a dirty rhythm. I felt the fabric of her shirt brush my thighs, stirred by her movement. Her weight, straddling me, pinned me down. Each thrust was a silent question about how much I could endure without begging her to sink onto me.

I inhaled again, harder, shameless, while she rubbed herself over and over, forward and back, as if she wanted to mark me with her wetness.

And then I opened my eyes.

She was looking at me.

Her pupils shone, as if she were on the edge of something more than an orgasm. Something more important. More twisted. Dirtier.

Her mouth trembled, quivered.

“Find… the spot… the place…” she gasped, her voice seeming to break.

She said it without her hips stopping, without ceasing to trap my cock between her pussy and her fingers. Her hips continued that slow, humiliating, arousing back-and-forth, brushing my shaft, sliding with impeccable precision and rhythm.

Again, I knew exactly what she meant, what she intended. I pulled her panties from my face, used my other hand—felt them soft, ample. I turned them over. I looked at them. I searched for the exact spot, the part where her pussy had left its mark. I found it: a patch more rigid yet wetter, a mixture of residue, musk, texture, and slickness. A stain that marked the white silk with an overflowing femininity, too much for those delicate panties…

I brought them to my nose again. I inhaled with a hoarse, animal moan.

It was like breathing the very center of Inés, of Inés Lizardi as a woman, as a female—the secret, dirty core of her desire. The smell hit me, harsh and sweet, a mixture of burning skin and gathered wetness. Everything had settled there: warm, wet, shameful traces, like evidence of something too intimate, too secret. It was a glorious, obscene musk, impossible to fake. The smell of woman, of sex just lived, of arousal distilled in white silk.

“Mmhm…” I heard her murmur—whether shocked by how her pussy smelled through her panties, or grateful for the pleasure that relentless friction gave her. Or both.

“MhMmh…” she repeated with another aroused rumble, a gasp of approval. And then I looked at her, and what I saw left me breathless:

She had placed one hand behind her, palm flat on the bed. Her torso, slightly reclined, didn’t interrupt that back-and-forth motion: her hips kept moving, forward and back, rubbing, grinding her pussy against my cock, which stayed hard, held by her other hand. She was riding me as if she were fucking me, one hand behind her, torso tilted back, and from that angle, her shirt—held closed only by two buttons and the knot of her tie—fell open on one side. That dishevelment let one of her tits spill free, enormous, colossal; swollen, throbbing, bouncing to the rhythm of that filthy rocking. Her erect nipple, surrounded by the pink expanse of her areola, looked so imposing, so alive, it left me breathless.

“No…” she moaned then, without stopping her movement. “Mmh… Stop smelling…”

She leaned back a bit more. Her tie fell to one side too.

“Lick them… or suck… suck them…” she whispered, panting. “Like you made me suck…”

I froze. Only my heart moved, pounding. Her words echoed through my body. They shocked me into unease, as if she were too refined to command such a thing, as if she belonged to some aristocracy where those words weren’t spoken. And yet her voice had come out so soft, so pure, that those words hadn’t been obscene—they’d been clean, logical.

I had them right there, pressed against my face, my lips; warm, damp. And still I hesitated.

Not from shame. Not from revulsion. From something worse: because I wanted it too much.

I wanted to lick them like they were meat. Suck them dry. I wanted to inhale every trace, search with my tongue for every streak of fluid, of sweat, of worn skin. I wanted to humiliate myself.

But something in me still resisted. A thread of pride, or fear. As if doing it would confirm what I already knew: that I was hers. That I had crossed the line.

And that paralyzed me for a second. Just one.

Because she moved. She lowered her pelvis a bit more, ground her pussy harder against my trapped cock. That friction nearly emptied my will. Nearly broke me. Then she tilted her face slightly, her hair falling to one side. She looked at me with her gray, glassy eyes. I saw the flush in her cheeks. And I truly believed her arousal.

I obeyed. My hands trembled as I searched again for that crucial spot—where the silk looked both drier and wetter at once, where her pussy had opened and released its desire, its need…

I brought them toward me, slowly, mouth half-open. First my lips: they brushed the damp fabric, warm, alive. They stuck to it like a fresh wound. I felt the trapped heat, the thick moisture seeping from her center. And then I smelled it. Up close, real. Dense. Penetrating. A sour, acidic smell, slightly sweet, that filled my nose and dropped to my chest like a warning.

Only then did I stick out my tongue. I ran it over the fabric slowly, with pressure, as if I needed to confirm that what lay before me was real. The taste exploded. Salty, strong, with a bitter, bodily edge that left no room for anything else. It was pure sex. Pure body. Dried fluid, fresh fluid, old sweat. All concentrated there, as if she had come undone in one specific instant.

I sucked. Harder. I wanted more. More smell, more traces, more filth. I bit the edge slightly and felt the moisture seep onto my tongue. I swallowed. My mouth burned. My whole body begged me to surrender.

I did it while looking at her. I stuck out my tongue and dragged it in long strokes across the silk soaked with her pussy, looking into her eyes. She half-closed them and kept moving. Her pussy kept rubbing against me, grinding harder, and the friction between our sexes—her wetness and my hardness—made a muffled, wet, sticky sound. She said nothing. She just watched me. As if she wanted to burn the moment into memory.

I swallowed and stuck out my tongue again. And I could feel it gathering her purest essence. My cock throbbed then in a long, strong, urgent pulse. She noticed. And without stopping the movement of her pelvis, she stopped pinning it with two or three fingers… and grabbed it swiftly, closing her hand around my cock.

I gasped. I felt that hand grip me firmly. My cock, head fully exposed, was ready.

Her gaze, tearful, burning, told me it was enough, that it was time to punish me.

And I, who still thought I had the slightest chance of resisting… how could I do it with that smell stuck to my lips? How could I hold out while licking her damp panties, soaked from her freshly fucked pussy? What strength could I have left with that taste on my tongue… and with her sex on top of me, grinding, showing me an opening that wasn’t meant for me? There was no possible defense. Desire ravaged me from within. It defeated me. It left me exactly where she wanted: submissive, accepting their plan—the two of them.

And then she did it. She guided it. I was losing. The second one. The one who arrived late. The one who didn't matter. She guided it and her hips rose slightly. The tip of my cock brushed her open, wet flesh. I still had the fabric between my lips—I released it and it fell onto my neck, damp, heavy. She lowered her hips a little. I could see it. I looked down. I looked at her open pussy. Her lips parted. I was already preparing myself to feel everything and, at the same time, nothing. Already preparing for her to sink down and tell me with how soaked she was that I was only there as an unworthy part of her game with her boyfriend.

And she was about to impale herself, but first she embellished the gesture with a flourish: she used her free hand to lightly touch her shirt, right where it still covered her left breast. She didn't pull hard—she simply slid it to one side, as if drawing back a poorly placed curtain. And then she revealed it. Her other breast, lush, firm, full, emerged completely, finally freed.

Then she looked at me intently. Like someone in control of the show, or as if she knew she was the show. And while she held my gaze, she pressed her lips together slightly... and barely bit her lower one. It wasn't theatrical. It was slow, deliberate.

And then I felt it down below: the friction. But I knew she was doing it for herself. She rubbed the tip of my cock against her clit, and you could tell it was for her: not to humiliate me, not for Manu, not for the game. For herself.

“Mmmmh...” she writhed, feeling the pressure right there—the pressure she'd been seeking.

I looked up at her. She was euphoric. More than ever. Everything was going exactly as she wanted. I looked at her body, her torso: her shirt, held at the neck only by a button and the knot of the tie, hung open at the sides like a poorly gathered curtain. With each movement of her body—as she rubbed, as she leaned, as she rode me—the folds opened or closed, letting her breasts appear and disappear as if part of a secret choreography. They weren't fully exposed or fully covered: they offered themselves in turns, as if you could only see them when she wanted.

And I looked lower. Inés was gripping my cock firmly at the base. It was perfectly positioned. Like me. Like Inés. Vertical, pointing at the ceiling... pointing at her pussy...

...and she began to descend... Already burying it, sinking down...

“Uuffff...” she gasped, the sound somewhat theatrical, perhaps overacted—or rather, as if her excitement came more from what she was feeling for herself than for me...

I looked down. She was taking in the tip. The tip of my cock sliding into her pussy...

...And then a sound startled us.


A familiar dance, but different.

The sound came just as she was about to sink down. It wasn't loud. Wasn't violent. It was clear, precise. A short, continuous vibration. The sound of a cell phone. Hers.

She froze.

Her body, still suspended in the air, never completed its descent. She didn't pull away. She didn't impale herself. She did nothing. Just breathed, as if weighing something only she knew.

I couldn't move either. I watched her. The heat of her sex was still there, millimeters away. I felt it throbbing, open, wet, trembling against the tip of my cock. The moment should have been unfolding. And yet, it wasn't.

The sound continued. A rhythmic rattling. Her phone bouncing on the wood.

Inés remained motionless. Her hips frozen, my cockhead still grazing the heat of her sex, not yet inside. Her eyes, locked on mine, seemed torn between desire and something else. Five seconds. Six. The phone kept vibrating and shaking, as if someone on the other end were marking the rhythm of our breathing.

She squeezed her legs slightly against my sides, as if the sound had tightened something in her. She lowered her gaze toward me, and I saw a new gleam in her eyes. It wasn't anguish. It wasn't surprise. It was a kind of calculation, a fierce doubt, as if in that moment the game had changed hands.

“…Don't answer,” I thought to myself.

She remained still, feeling my hardness throbbing right at the entrance of her wetness. Her breathing became slower, deeper. Her breasts—one partially covered by the shirt, the other completely exposed—rose and fell as if the phone's buzzing were stripping away the control that had been total just a second ago.

Suddenly, she lifted her hips slightly, barely separating from me, breaking the contact. Her hand dropped to my abdomen, pressing firmly, while she turned her head, as if trying to locate the phone without letting go of me.

The rattling continued. The vibration was an infuriating din.

Then Inés pulled away from me with a brusque gesture, though not violent. Her knees slid across the bed, and without looking at me, she dropped down with a soft, almost feline movement. I watched her walk toward the table, barely three or four steps, still wearing her shoes, the navy blue socks covering her calves. With her back to me, her shirt half-covered her nakedness—only half, because it covered her ass… but something showed between her legs… below, underneath… her pussy… her protruding, open pussy… her two large, parted lips, glistening; a constant lure, a perpetual display of her lustful, obscene, crude, and yet beautiful state.

She leaned forward a bit and picked up her phone. From the bed, I caught that movement from the corner of my eye, because my gaze remained fixed on that wet gleam, on her protruding sex showing between the opening of her legs.

She gathered her hair with one hand, now as if there were no hurry, as if everything else could wait. Then, with a brief, almost automatic gesture, she scratched one buttock beneath the shirt. Two touches. Two touches, and her hand returned to her hair, lifting it a bit from behind, as if she wanted to cool her neck. The lower part of the shirt fell again and covered her buttock. It was a youthful, absent-minded, carefree gesture… but with something fascinating, seductive about it.

And it was the most trivial things that were the most lethal. The most erotically unbearable.

The most unself-conscious things were what made her most different. Most sexual.

The phone had stopped ringing. She held it with one hand, while the other lifted her hair listlessly, as if she needed air on her neck. The gesture left her neck exposed, tense and smooth. She looked at the screen for a few seconds, as if reading something. As if deciding something.

And then she released her hair and it fell with weight and volume onto her back, onto her shirt… and she turned around.

She didn't look at me directly, but her eyes passed over mine. A light, measured glance, as if only checking that I was still there. Then, slowly, unhurried, she brought the phone to her ear, as if she were the one making the call.

Standing upright, with the shirt fastened and closed at the top, her breasts were covered again. As always when she stood this way, the tie fell straight, formal, as if nothing were happening, and the voluptuousness of her breasts and the hardness of her nipples showed through the white fabric. Lower down, her pussy was always on display. And she, as always, showed it as if it were normal. As if it were normal to have that pussy, and as if it were normal to have it in that state. Or perhaps she displayed it that way, with that naturalness and lack of shame, because having it like that had nothing to do with me.

“Let's see… what… Tell me,” she whispered into the phone once someone picked up on the other end. She ran her fingers through her bangs with her free hand, repositioning her hair again, almost obsessively, since it was already in place. The movement made one of her breasts appear again beneath the shirt, and I could see almost all of it: that erotic grandeur complete, with its wide, pink areola contrasting against the pure white of the garment. Though I only saw it for a fleeting instant.

Then she raised one shoulder slightly, trapping the phone between her shoulder and ear, and looked distractedly at the floor. That gesture freed both her hands, and she began to unbutton the shirt cuffs, calmly: first one, then the other. She did it without hurry, with a strange slowness, almost ritualistic.

Once she released the button on each cuff, she stretched her arms downward in a peculiar gesture, as if measuring the exact length of the sleeves, which, no longer fastened at her wrists, fell to her knuckles. She did this while listening.

And then she began rolling up her sleeves to her elbows. First one arm, then the other.

There was tenderness in the gesture, a deliberate pace full of sweetness and self-absorption. Barely ten seconds. Ten seconds in which her movements enveloped me, calmed me.

Until everything exploded, because she whispered into the phone:

“No, no… He’s already gone.”

Suddenly, I didn’t understand a thing.

After a pause, she whispered again:

“Yes. He’s here.”

I still didn’t understand. But my heart began to pound. And I shifted on the bed, raising myself up a little.

She wasn’t looking at me. And then she began taking off her shoes.

She placed the toe of one shoe against the heel of the other and pushed down—a light, subtle, but effective motion. Her foot slipped free. Then she repeated the movement with the other shoe. She did it with the same casual skill, as if she always did it that way.

Then she nodded at the phone:

“Mmh-Mh.”

A barely audible hum, contained. A wordless confirmation.

And she began to walk. In socks. Without a sound.

She was leaving the room.

She walked out holding the phone in one hand and smoothing her hair again with the other. The shirt parted a little with each step, moved with her, rippled at the sides. But with her back to me, I couldn’t see how much of her breasts it left exposed; what I did see—and always saw—was her open pussy… peeking out from below, between her legs: two folds, pink yet dark, always parted, always glistening.

I didn’t sit up.

I couldn’t.

I only turned my face slightly, following her with my eyes as she disappeared down the hallway.

And I don’t know why, but in that moment, watching her walk away with the white shirt rippling at her sides, Blanca came to mind. The image was almost the same: a girl in uniform walking through that same apartment. I had seen her so many times like that… But everything was different. Very different. With Inés, everything seemed to carry a different weight. A different gravity. Because it was her. Regardless of her macabre game.

Then I heard a slight creak. In the distance.

Something plastic, a recognizable sound.

A bottle.

I pictured her in the kitchen, drinking from a water bottle. I figured she must have left her things there. A backpack or a bag. And that she’d changed there. Maybe that bag held her other uniform, the bland one she wore at her new school.

I heard her talking in the distance. But I couldn’t make out what she was saying. My heart kept pounding.

I didn’t know what was happening. Whether she was following directives. Whether it was over. Whether, for whatever reason, Manu had decided it was enough. Or maybe it was her, rebelling against the game.

I strained to listen and could hear her footsteps, even though she was walking in socks.

And then she appeared again in the doorway, unhurried. In one hand she held her phone pressed to her ear, in the other a water bottle, half full.

She walked toward the bed. Toward me. Close, very close. She seemed to hesitate, almost offered it to me, but finally set it on the nightstand, next to the lamp.

“It’s fine…” she whispered into the phone.

And she climbed onto the bed. Looking at me…

She was mounting me again. Straddling me. Placing her knees on either side of my hips, resting her weight lightly on my thighs.

I looked into her eyes. That burning gaze again.

I felt her heat. Her scent.

“Wait… Let’s see how we do this,” she said into the phone.

And then… she moved the phone slightly away from her ear and looked down at me, without tenderness, but with that calm of hers that sometimes seemed like compassion. Her hips barely moved, as if she were swaying over me without quite meaning to.

“Come on,” she whispered to me, barely parting her lips. Then she brought the phone back to her ear. “Slide down. Slide down.”

I understood instantly. A shiver ran through me. I knew what she intended. She wanted me to slide beneath her. Sinking lower. Moving away from the headboard.

She didn’t say it with impatience. Or with contempt. Not even with desire. She said it like someone giving an order she knows will be immediately obeyed. Perhaps it was even an order dictated by someone else.

And then she barely straightened up, just enough to advance her knees.

The weight shifted forward, and her thighs began moving along either side of my belly, my chest.

Her knees crept along either side of my body, marking the path of her hips… toward my face.

Her sex was approaching. Slowly. With that warm, wet scent I already knew… and that disarmed me.

Her body. Her pelvis. Her pussy… approaching my face, my mouth.

I obeyed, sliding my back down, barely lowering my neck, letting my head sink deeper into the mattress…

…trying to line up my mouth with her sex.

And then, she said into the phone:

“He's going to eat me out… Yes.”

I gasped. With her pussy close. With her knees on either side of my head…

“Okay… I won't hang up…” Inés whispered into the phone, then lowered one hand and caressed my hair.

I shuddered. It wasn't a caress. It was control.

From below, I looked up at her. From above, she looked down at me.

“I won't hang up… I won't hang up… Don't worry,” she spoke into the phone again, and released my hair, and brought her free hand down to her sex, placing her fingertips on the skin surrounding her pussy… pulling everything upward, as if tugging it slightly… so that her clit emerged in front of me, and her lips parted…

I caught her scent. Saw the shine… Sensed the opening.

If only she lowered her hips a little…

…if only I raised my face toward her…

…and stuck out my tongue…

…I could eat her pussy.


The old man and the finger.

I felt her weight settle more decisively over my mouth. Her pussy covered me—wet, warm, throbbing. Blocked, intimidated, I didn't know where to begin.

Inés Lizardi's pussy—my student's—hovering over my mouth, demanding, commanding…

I inhaled her scent: a salty, musky, damp aroma that filled my chest like a poison, calling back some earlier ruin.

My jaw loosened. My tongue trembled. I didn't move it yet. I exhaled without meaning to, purely overwhelmed, there in that pink, glistening, radiant, dewy hollow.

My hands wrapped around her hips and moved to her ass, anchoring her body completely. I touched skin, flesh, as I slipped my fingers under her shirt where it hung down in back. The firmness and uniformity of her ass contrasted with the irregularity of a pussy where every inch was both whole and part; every crevice, every fold, utterly singular.

“Yes… of course I'm here… you pest…” I heard Inés say from above, speaking into the phone. “It's just that he seems to be thinking about it,” she continued.

She was speaking to him, about me, in my presence. Humiliating me.

I raised my gaze, stunned. But I couldn't see her face. Only her smooth belly, barely arched toward me, the curve of her navel and the loose ends of her shirt, which hung open like curtains about to close. Above me, like a pendulum, the tip of her tie swayed. Higher up, I sensed the outline of her breasts peeking from beneath the folds of white fabric, barely covered. They moved slightly with each word. As if they too were breathing, as if they too were listening.

And me down there, reduced to gaze, to utensil, to mute presence.

She held herself over my lips, commanding my motionless submission.

“Maybe he's scared…” she whispered, with that cadence of hers that could be tenderness or mockery.

I swallowed hard. I had never felt her so lewd. Exuberant woman. Mischievous girl. What was she? Who owned that body and that pussy whose heat was rising, as if its scent grew thicker and more acidic? Every word she said seemed to activate it, make it sweat more. As if her arousal didn't come from what I could do with my tongue, but from her own voice.

I finally stirred, not out of rebellion, but out of pure helplessness. She, as if she had foreseen it, slid her pelvis forward a little more…

…and then it happened:

Her pussy… her clit… pressed against my lips.

It blinded me. Disoriented me.

My fingers sank into her ass. She purred:

“Mmm…”

Her pubic hair brushed my nose…

“Now… He's going to do it now…” she announced to Manu, commanded me.

And then, I did it. I loosened my jaw again… parted my mouth… relaxed my lips… and extended my tongue…

My tongue, which touched her for the first time with an almost absurd timidity, as if unsure whether to graze or surrender. The first contact was enough to understand that nothing about her was soft: she was wet, yes, but not with that watery, docile wetness one expects. It was dense, thick. The first drops—or flows, or slickness—invaded me as if soaking me from within. And there, between the fleshy lips that covered her and the hidden folds my tongue barely managed to caress, there was something more: a temperature. A vibration. An aqueous tremor that opened like a wild flower, only to close again with a spasm. Her taste hit me. A taste with nuances. Of woman, of female, first, and then a different aftertaste struck me, perhaps foreign. A residue of another, maybe. A fresh wound, or old, or simply hers.

I held her with my hands on her ass, but she didn't move. Her pussy did. It vibrated, clenched, throbbed. On the second lick, the hollow between her lips seemed to widen, and my tongue, now braver, ventured inside, seeking the most intimate wetness, that which not only lubricates but seems to breathe. I felt swallowed, absorbed. It wasn't me licking her, but her welcoming me. Her guiding me, from above, without saying anything, until she said it. A soft moan, first. A deeply sensual “HuUmm…” and then a slight tug of my hair, clumsy but firm, forcing me to keep my face there, pressed, buried. My nose was getting soaked. My lips were sticking. My tongue curved and extended, savoring every ridge. My cock bounced alone against my belly, rigid, useless, out of reach.

“Mmm… Now yes… Ah-yes…” she whimpered, and I couldn't tell if it was to the phone or to herself. I felt her thighs tense slightly against my cheeks. “Like that, like that, like that…” and each “like that” was a soft tap of her pelvis against my mouth, as if her body accompanied what my tongue still didn't quite understand. Then she lowered a little more, and it was her clit that sank completely between my lips. It was hard, erect, throbbing. I licked it with adoration, with care, with fear, with desire.

Her hand was still in my hair, but I no longer existed. Not as a subject, not as a man. I was tongue, I was nose, I was instrument. She drew me in, not only physically, but morally, psychologically. I licked her because I couldn't not do it, because her body compelled me, but also because her voice, her power, her way of looming over me, turned me into that.

“Mmm… Yes… He's eating me out…” she panted into the phone, up there above me.

And I, eyes closed, ran my tongue over her swollen clit in firm, slow strokes.

“Mmm… He eats pussy so well, yes…” she confirmed to her boyfriend, humiliating me and stroking my ego at the same time.

My tongue stiffened, tracing tight circles over her clit. She reacted with a slight tremor in her thighs, a deeper gasp. And she kept talking.

“Mmm… Ah! Mm… Yes… He's so old…” she moaned with a strange viciousness, her fingers pressing harder into my scalp, and I felt those words sting like a shiver in my gut.

Their game. Their fetish. The two of them. An older man.

I opened my mouth wider, licking from bottom to top, sliding my tongue between her folds, seeking the deepest taste.

“Yes… he was my teacher…” her voice turned rough, as if feeding on my shame.

That word “teacher” turned them on; it humiliated me.

But I kept going. Kept licking. Her pussy melted on my lips. Each thrust of my tongue drew a longer sigh from her.

“Ahh… Yes… He eats me so well…” she moaned into the phone.

I licked. Lapped. Sucked. Moved my head up and down, drenching myself in her burning pussy.

“Mmm… Ah… Yes… Of course he looked at me… He looked at me in class… with those piggy little eyes…”

Her words blamed me, degraded me… and my response was to lick more, suck more… move my head from side to side now, smearing my lips with her sex.

“Ah… Yes…! Yes… He does it so well…” she panted.

And my cock throbbed on its own, out of her reach, hard, rising from my belly in involuntary spasms. I kept licking with more determination, trapping her clit between my lips and sucking hard. Her taste grew more intense, saltier, as if her arousal made her juices thicker.

And she continued:

“Mmm… Ah…! God…! I don't know… He's over forty… for sure… He even has gray hairs…” she paused to moan louder. “On his balls…”

I squeezed my eyes tighter. My cheeks burned. But I kept going. I sank deeper, grazing her entrance with the tip of my tongue, letting my nose press against her from below. I slid my tongue in a diagonal rhythm, working through her wetness as if trying to carve a new path into her. She lowered her hips and left me breathing in her scent.

“Yes… like that…” her words were now broken gasps. “The old man is… eating my pussy…”

And that's exactly what I was doing—devouring her, fusing her sex with my tongue.

“Mmm… It's big, yes…” she whispered then, and instantly I felt it: her hand was no longer in my hair… it was there now, on the other side of our bodies, on my cock.

Somehow she had reached her hand back while riding my face and grabbed my cock in a strange but precise twist of her body.

Everything was accelerating now, because one of my hands wanted to explore too… and it traveled along one of her buttocks… toward the very center of her ass… and I felt, with the pad of my middle finger… the tight pucker of her hole.

“Mmm… ow!” she protested, surprised, her complaint almost childish.

Then I felt her fingers close more firmly around my cock. And instantly she jerked me, down and up. The pull was rough, decisive; I felt my cock throb and harden even more in her hand. Despite the surprise and pleasure, my tongue didn't stop; it stayed buried in her wetness, drinking from her while my finger, obsessed, traced tiny circles over the tight ring of her ass.

“Mmm… No…” her protest was a brief purr, muffled, as if she didn't want to give me the pleasure of hearing it.

“Stop. Not there…” she insisted.

But she didn't pull away. She barely adjusted herself, as if giving me room to keep going, and at the same time squeezed her hand tighter around me, stroking in a slow, lazy rhythm that made my cock slide against her palm. The combination was unbearable: her taste in my mouth, the heat of her ass against my finger, and that measured pressure coursing through my entire body.

“Mmm. Nothing… He's doing things he shouldn't…” she panted to her boyfriend on the phone, telling him but not really telling him, playing with him too.

She began to writhe on my face, not to escape, but to trap me better, as if her pussy were seeking my tongue with each sway of her hips.

“No… Mm… Not there…” she moaned, her voice broken and wet, while my finger pressed in firmer circles against her tight ring, feeling how the heat concentrated there, how that puckered knot clenched and barely yielded.

And she was jerking me off with a rhythm that grew more insistent, her hand squeezing on each downstroke, then rising slowly to grip me tight at the base again. The tip of my cock must have been gleaming by now, throbbing with each tug, and the friction of her palm had me gasping against her clit.

“Mmm. No… Take your little finger out…” she whispered, pretending to scold me, but she didn't pull away… And then she let a broken moan escape into the phone:

“Mmm… Nothing… just… Ah!, he has a finger… where he shouldn't…”

Her words to Manu blended with the spasms of her pussy over my mouth. The wetness soaked my chin, and every time her clit brushed my tongue, her hand on my cock moved faster, gripped firmer, as if she wanted us both to explode at the same time.

Her movements over my mouth grew more erratic, as if her pleasure couldn't decide between my tongue or my finger.

“No… Ah! Seriously,” she gasped. “Ta-ke your fin-ger out…” she whispered, but she said it slower, in breathless bursts, as if each syllable wrung a moan from her.

I didn't obey, and my tongue chased her with each roll of her hips, grazing her clit and dipping to the burning hollow that pressed against me. My finger had already crossed the threshold, sinking halfway into her ass: a ring of rough, tight heat clenched around me furiously, resisting yet pulsing around my fingertip at the same time, as if her own body didn't know whether to push me out or swallow me deeper. I felt her humiliation in that dry tremor, in that childish complaint that couldn't erase the involuntary spasm with which her ass embraced me. She was the one saying “no,” and yet she arched over my mouth, her asshole taking my finger while her hand punished my cock, milking it in a wet, fierce rhythm that pulled a harder throb from me with each stroke.

“Mmm… yes…” she said to Manu then, her voice breaking. “He has a finger… Mhm…!, in my ass…” she whimpered, and her body trembled over mine, and I felt her pussy dilate, felt her asshole clench against my finger in an involuntary contraction. My cock bounced in her hand, so hard it felt ready to explode. I wanted to push deeper with my tongue, deeper with my finger… I wanted to let myself go…

But then she pulled away, just like that.

The cold air hit my face, her wetness still gleaming on my mouth, her warmth suddenly gone.

She pushed my hand away firmly. My finger slipped out of her ass. I felt her tightening, closing around nothing as my finger withdrew.

She didn't let out a single whimper, not a sigh, at that tearing sensation, that sudden emptiness.

Her voice simply returned to the phone, calm, and said:

“I'll tell you later.”

And I felt her phone land beside me on the bed.


Animal.

She crawled downward with deliberate slowness, her body sliding over mine like a warm sheet—covering me, then uncovering me as she descended. Shirt, tie, hair. She and all her elements caressed my face, my neck, my chest, my abdomen. The sharpest sensation was her breasts brushing my torso as they passed, suspended, swaying as she made her way toward my belly. She never quite rested on me; she hovered over my skin, leaving the echo of her heat and the dizzying presence of her sex, which settled exactly on my thighs, straddling them, freeing my cock—erect, throbbing, trembling alone in the air.

She straightened and looked at me. Up there again. She adjusted herself over me, her hands resting briefly on my abdomen.

Once again mounting me without mounting me, once again: that burning gaze, that dominant movement, and that loaded question:

“You’re very clever, aren’t you?”

She was obviously referring to my unauthorized intrusion into her ass, my attempted rebellion.

While I relived it to the point of almost feeling again the tight, burning grip of that opening around my finger, I witnessed her next dance: she gathered up her already rolled sleeves as if wanting to cinch them tighter at the elbows, tilted her face with that infuriating femininity that disarmed, and with a calculated gesture, swept her hair back, letting it fall down her back. Then her fingers went to the only button still fastened, lingered there deliberately, and suddenly undid it with minimal but devastating violence. The tie loosened at her neck; she worked it free, hesitated an instant, then pulled it over her head in one swift motion, tossing it aside as if shedding an annoyance…

…And then, without looking at me but knowing I wasn’t missing a detail, she pulled at the sides of the shirt and threw it open, with lascivious indifference, as if saying “come on, I’ll let you see them again,” and the fabric parted like a curtain. Her breasts burst free with the force of a wave: large, full, pendulous yet taut, swaying with the same movement that had revealed them. Her erect, pink nipples seemed to point at me like an accusing finger. She let them show not as an offering, but as an obscene exhibition, conscious of the power they held over me. The sight of the wild expanse of her areolas, not just surrounding her nipples but covering almost the entire front of her tits, made my cock bounce, striking my navel and rising again, seeking her attention. The sheer size of her tits kept her shirt open effortlessly, by their own weight.

And, as if wanting to double the punishment, she rocked her hips forward and back over my thighs, moving as if she were riding me, as if she were fucking me, but she was fucking the air, mocking my hard cock just inches from her. I swallowed, trapped between the vision of her breasts and the wet gleam of her open pussy. And then, my voice a broken thread, barely a whisper, I managed to say:

“And you two… with your little game… what?”

She tilted her head with provocative slowness, her eyes never leaving mine. She had swept her hair back again with a distracted hand, as if clearing her line of sight before striking.

“Does it seem like a little game to you?”

She said it flatly. No smile, no reproach. A phrase left hanging, tense, like her body. Like her clit, gleaming beside my thighs without touching me. Like her tits, firm, heavy, the pink of her areolas contrasting with the whiteness of her shirt.

I didn’t know what to say. I opened my lips, but only exhaled a doubt, a kind of mute apology. Inés noticed. She always noticed.

“You don’t look like you think it’s a… little game…”

She said it with a strange cadence, as if savoring the word. Her fingers slid to her nape and she gathered her hair into a messy, imperfect bun, perhaps to cool a sweaty neck, skin that glistened; one of those buns that leave loose strands everywhere; her facial beauty became stark, undeniable.

“And what do I look like?” I managed to say. My voice was deeper than usual.

Her hips tilted slightly, forward and back; again that sway caught between settling deeper onto me and threatening to fuck the air. Her tits swayed with the motion, leaving a tremor suspended between us, while my cock, bouncing alone, didn’t understand conversations.

“You have the face… you always have with me…”

She didn’t explain further. She stayed there, watching me, as if that phrase were the answer to everything. Then, with an intimate gesture, she released the bun, let her hair fall, and her body descended. She placed her hands on the bed on either side of my head, and her face drew close to mine with shameless slowness. Her breath brushed my lips. My cock—still there, alone, erect, soaked, moving on its own—was crushed between our bodies.

And then she kissed me, but the kiss was barely a contained, wet, fleeting touch. An invitation disguised as tenderness. The contact of her lips on mine lasted barely a second before her tongue made its way through—sweet and hot, exploratory, insinuating—caressing me first with studied timidity, then with measured boldness. Her tongue didn’t seek to merge with mine, but to inspect it, dominate it, mark its territory.

Then she pulled away, not quite breaking the distance, and began to crawl over me with the deceptive softness of a dangerous animal. Her body descended slowly, enveloping me as it went. There was no hurry, no need. Only an invisible, absolute power driving her to cover me inch by inch. The white shirt remained unbuttoned, hanging loose, partly covering her body like a sacred cape. The edges of the fabric brushed my neck, my chin, then vanished as her breasts—heavy, firm, warm—hung suspended over my face.

I felt the heat and weight without them quite touching me. The sweet smell of her skin, the faint perfume mingling with fresh sweat, and the slight tremor of her nipples, barely brushing my cheeks. An electric vertigo shot through me head to toe. I couldn’t see. I could only smell, breathe, and listen. And then I did it: I clumsily pushed the shirt aside, peeling it back as if unwrapping a gift, exposing the living, opulent flesh that loomed over me.

My tongue slipped out on its own. First a clumsy kiss in the valley between her breasts, then a long, almost desperate lick—like trying to lap at a source of power. She didn't move. She just offered me more. My mouth found one of her nipples and captured it. I circled it with my lips, sucked it, savored it, felt how hard it was. I sucked eagerly, every pull of my mouth making noise, every wet pass of my tongue leaving her skin glistening—as if I were trying to erase every previous mark with my saliva. I bit down with measured intensity, waiting for her reaction.

“Mmh…” she moaned—not with pleasure, not with pain. With power. A placid, serene purr. As if confirming she was in control. And she pressed my face harder against her torso, as if forcing me to lose myself in her tits, to drown between them. I sucked them, licked them, devoured them with a mix of hunger and submission. I drank her in. I felt the soft brush of the shirt still against one side of my face, as if its presence made her partial nakedness all the more obvious. The fabric, as if it had a will of its own, kept covering part of her chest, and I pushed it away again and again—annoyed, anxious, fingers tense, breath panting. I didn't want anything between my tongue and her skin. Just flesh and saliva.

My cock, soaked, bounced on its own between our bodies, throbbing with absurd autonomy, as if my entire body pulsed from that one point.

The size of her breasts stunned me. They overwhelmed me. It was impossible to take them in with my mouth. I sucked hard, noisily, clumsily. I swallowed saliva, swallowed skin. I lost myself in curves, in the different textures of the same tit. The smooth part on top, the soft skin sloping toward the side, the huge areola pressing against my lips, the hardness of her nipples—and above all the weight, the heft, yet at the same time the delicacy, the sweet femininity of skin so smooth, so young.

The sucking became obsessive, desperate. The nipple slid between my lips, dripping, and saliva escaped from the corner of my mouth as if I couldn't handle any more. I felt my body arch on its own, as if I were going to come just from sucking her tits like this. Then she whimpered—not loud, not theatrical, but with a pleasure that seemed grudgingly admitted:

“Mmm… Like that… yes… like that…”

Her acceptance spurred me on. That sliver of pleasure, that “like that… yes…” she whimpered—it didn't calm me. It unleashed me. I sucked harder, out of control, making noise, feeling saliva slide down. The nipple danced between my lips—shiny, hard, increasingly soaked—and saliva dripped from the corner of my mouth as if I couldn't handle so much. I licked her all over, without order, hungrily, drooling, shameless. With both hands I squeezed her tits to lift them, to press them harder against my face, as if by having them closer I could possess them. They were hot, alive, tense. She didn't move, just let me do it. I returned to the same nipple again and again—captured it, sucked it, released it with an obscene sound, took it again, savored it as if each time were the last.

With all the commotion, the white fabric—damp with sweat and friction—closed again with a slight movement of her body. As if the swaying had made the shirt cross again, covering my mouth at the most desperate moment. And then I licked. Without thinking. I licked fabric. I licked the shirt as if it were still her skin. I realized it a second later, embarrassed, and pushed it away clumsily, urgently, like someone discovering they were kissing the veil instead of the body. My tongue, however, remained wet, warm, with her scent, with her perfume, and my cock gave a violent jerk, as if the humiliation excited it too.

“Mmm… Like that…” she moaned again at another desperate bite, and then her hand returned to my head. Not to push me away, not to guide me. Just to hold me. She sank her fingers into my hair with a firm, silent gesture. She held me there, devouring her. And she let it happen. She let me. She said nothing. She simply maintained her weight, her presence, her superiority. She offered me her tits and I sucked, unable to refuse. She commanded me, infantilized me, brutalized me, simplified me. She reduced me to the most basic, the most animal. And that drive, that need… made me bite… this time harder.

“Ah…!” she cried out, more surprised than hurt. And I felt the heat flush through my body and the taste of her nipple on my tongue.

She sat up then, without abruptness, without anger. Her torso pulled away from my face, leaving me marked by her scent, by the taste of her skin and the lingering warmth of her body. I breathed deeply, as if trying to keep her inside me. The shirt remained open, pushed to the sides like a half-drawn veil, and her nipples, erect, looked reddened and shiny, wet with saliva and marked by the assault of my mouth.

She positioned herself over me again with that naturalness of hers. On top again, above me again, the shirt displaced by the sheer size of her tits, which now bore the traces of what I had just done to her: smeared areolas, marked flesh, inflamed nipples.

My chest rose and fell with deep breaths. My cock kept bouncing free, spilling precum onto my abdomen.

I had already accepted losing. Accepted that she would take me inside her and feel nothing.

And then she whispered:

“Come on, touch yourself… And let's finish.”


A broken adult.

Perhaps it was weariness. Fed up with me. Tired of all that dominance.

In any case, it was a cold, sharp order.

She was setting an ending for me. A different one. And I didn't know if it was even crueler than the one she'd originally given her boyfriend.

Without thinking, without looking at my hand, no longer feeling shame. Like someone signing their surrender.

I obeyed.

My fingers dropped naturally to my cock and wrapped around it. I felt the hardness, the wetness, the concentrated heat radiating from it. Harder than ever, more neglected than ever. The skin slid easily, up and down, making that hollow, almost clinical sound, that "click, click, click," like a metronome of my defeat.

I looked at her. I couldn't help but look at her. Her knees, planted on the bed on either side of my legs. Her thighs, tense, spread. Her pussy glistening. Her pubic hair matted. Her shirt open, both breasts exposed; one of them still especially marked, with a reddish irritation where I had devoured it. Her face expressed nothing clear. Perhaps a trace of tiredness, but in her eyes there was a waiting, a kind of distant patience. Slight. Perhaps cruel.

Even as pleasure built, the taste of her still lingered in my mouth. The mixture of my saliva and her skin. The sharp press of her nipple against my tongue. The weight of her power on my lips. I remembered her torso moving over me like a living wave, impossible to contain, and that memory set me ablaze. I stroked myself without pretense, faster, more aware of my own urgency. I couldn't stop anymore. I didn't want to stop.

My hand slid with irregular rhythm, wet, faster and faster. I heard the "click, click, click" of wet skin rubbing the tip. Sometimes a brief moan escaped me, stifled. A "Mh," short, masculine, shameless. My belly was all heat and contraction. And my hand no longer moved by choice. It was an instrument. She, the reason.

And then I looked at her again.

She was still there, in the same position. Nothing had changed, and yet there were subtle differences. Her knees still planted, her torso straight, her shirt hanging open. Her marked breast rose and fell with that serene breathing, as if nothing were happening. Her lips parted, not in pleasure, but in attention. As if she were observing me without looking at me. As if she were reading my body from the outside. A wetness in her gaze, a shine in her eyes. She said nothing. She did nothing. She simply was. And that was more than the actions of all the others.

Suddenly I felt a torrent of pleasure. I looked down at my cock. The head went from pink to purple. I felt on the verge of exploding. I didn't have to think for that, or remember.

Just look at her.

Yes, I was going to come. I was going to finish alone, all over myself. Pathetically. Like a punishment.

But then, she broke her silence.

And whispered:

“Let's see. The ass thing. Why did you do that to me?”

My hand stopped for an instant.

I looked at her. Her tone wasn't accusatory. Just… curious. Neutral. Cold. As if she weren't talking about her body, but about something else.

“Does that turn you on?” she asked.

My cock throbbed in my hand, as if it had its own opinion on the matter.

I didn't answer. I couldn't. What to say. What to whisper without idolizing her more.

I surrendered. I couldn't talk anymore. I couldn't play anymore.

I half-closed my eyes… and kept touching myself. My hand wrapped around the hot flesh, sliding with more pressure. As soon as I pulled the skin back once, the pleasure surged again.

I was a few strokes away from exploding.

I felt the fierce urgency of my cock about to burst.

I didn't want to stop looking at her, but I couldn't fully focus either. I saw spots of light, saw her torso blurred, the slow sway of her left breast still glistening. Her thighs, open. Her pussy, there, marked, wet, pink, undone, beautiful.

And my hand, moving up and down, faster, more desperate.

I closed my eyes a bit more. I only let in enough light to hold onto what was essential. And then I thought I saw something. Or so it seemed.

She hadn't moved abruptly. She wasn't looking at me. She wasn't speaking. But something had changed.

Her hip tilted slightly, like someone seeking support or comfort. One of her arms disappeared behind her. The angle of her shoulder changed. And her neck too. Her hair covered part of her face, but her mouth was open. Barely. As if exhaling an intimate heat.

I saw the faint tension in her thighs. A contraction that wasn't about posture. And I saw her hip tremble, barely. A subtle oscillation. Not from balance, but from friction. As if something were rubbing inside her.

The gesture was intimate. Silent. She wasn't doing it to provoke me. She wasn't putting on a show.

It was… for her.

I wondered if she was doing it. If she was really doing it. If she was slipping her finger into her ass, there, right in front of me, in that silence of surrender. Without inviting me. Without looking at me.

My mind couldn't accept it. But my body could. It believed. It wanted.

And in that ambiguity, the pleasure multiplied. I was going to come. I was going to come watching her… touching her ass… watching her slip a finger inside.

I was going to come to that murky, almost unreal image, as if it were a dream I wouldn't know how to remember afterward.

I kept watching her through half-closed eyes, as if that made the gesture more real. As if the blur confirmed the truth. As if what couldn't be seen clearly was more certain.

She wasn't looking at me. Her face had turned slightly. I couldn't tell if her eyes were closed or if she was watching me from the corner of her eye. But her expression… was heavy. Focused. Like someone listening to something deep inside.

And then…

A whisper.

“Come…”

I didn't know if she'd really said it. I didn't know if I'd imagined it, if it had been her voice or my own inside my head. But I didn't open my eyes any wider. I didn't want to. I couldn't.

I just listened to her.

And I kept going.

My hand, wet, slick with precum, stroked my cock with a new rhythm, more urgent, more punishing. It hurt from so much pleasure. It hurt from so much friction. And she didn't move. She didn't look at me. She didn't speak to me. She just stayed there, like a sculpture that sweated, that breathed, that pulsed.

And then she did it. She went further.

She shifted her hips subtly backward. As if settling down more. As if trying to sink deeper. As if what gripped her finger craved more depth.

I could barely breathe. I felt my stomach tense, my abs contract with each stroke of my hand. I wasn't just touching my cock anymore—I was touching my soul. My body was burning.

And then she said it again. Clearer now. Lower. Slower. Colder.

“Come on. Come.”

It was an order. An unyielding command. Like a trigger. Like an invisible whip lashing my entire body. My hand sped up even more, no longer trying to feel, only wanting to get there.

To overflow. To explode.

And then I saw everything.

Her pussy glistened.

Her tits trembled.

Her shirt hung open, disheveled, like a frame around what she was.

Her hips kept up that slight sway, as if she were fucking her own finger with her ass.

And then it happened.

A gasp. Not a moan. A raw gasp. An “Ah-ah…” plaintive, short, wet, as if the air escaped her unexpectedly as the finger slid in.

I didn't see her hand. But I knew what she was doing. Her hips barely sank, as if settling completely onto something. The gesture was minimal, but brutal. That gasp was enough for me to imagine everything: the tight entrance, the burn, the friction inside. Her finger invading her ass. Her ass opening, her hips adjusting…

And her face. That unhinged face, without shame, without control. Her lips parted, her brow slightly furrowed, as if the pleasure wouldn't let her think, only exist. And that ambiguity of hers… it killed me. Not knowing if this was her first time, if she enjoyed feeling herself this way, if she'd explored herself like this before, if she cared that I was witnessing such intimacy.

Her wrist, from behind, was barely a hint of a curve. But the posture said everything. She was riding her own finger. Fucking herself with it like someone who needed that pressure point. Like someone who, instead of ending what we were doing, wanted to push everything further.

And then she really started doing it. She wasn't just putting it in. She was fucking it. Her hips moved, sinking lower, rising higher, like someone settling in and pushing, pushing again. The movement wasn't wide, but it was constant. Precise. Determined. Her body sought a rhythm, a friction, a pleasure all her own. She gasped with her mouth open, shameless, as if the pleasure had seized her from within, catching her off guard.

“Ahh… ahh… ngh… ahhh…”

Her gasps sounded wet, but more than anything, bewildered, as if she'd been ambushed by a pleasure she couldn't explain or expect. Her ass seemed to swallow her finger. Her pussy glistened, spread open. And her tits swayed with each movement, traces of my saliva still on her nipples, like dirty witnesses to what we'd already done.

After an unrestrained “Ahhh…!” her neck arched and her head fell backward, overcome by a spasm. Another “Ahh…” followed, softer, more intimate, but just as uninhibited, gasped toward the ceiling. She did it as if surrendering completely, as if in that act of fucking her own ass she'd found the exact center of her pleasure. Her mouth open, her eyelids heavy, her cheeks seized by a sudden, violent flush. Her hips didn't stop. They rose and fell on her finger, oblivious to me, oblivious to everything. But she wasn't…

…And I was masturbating.

Watching her.

Like an animal. Like a broken man.

Like someone on the very edge of his damnation.

I watched her, not just stunned. On fire.

The pleasure was building. I was close. So close now. I was going to spill all over myself. I was going to explode… I was going to explode in orgasm watching Inés Lizardi fuck her own finger… in the ass… There, mounted on top of me… in socks and with her uniform shirt open… throwing her head back, grinding her hips down onto her finger, sinking deeper… and moaning those “Ah…!”, “Ahhh!” from the pleasure of a finger inside her, or maybe two by now, in her ass… I was going to explode, to spill… to come… watching her like that… with her pussy spread open and her ass filled…

…when a vibration, a tremor, electronic, strong, shook the bed.

We both froze.

And again: a rhythmic vibration, harsh, robotic.

Her phone.

Her phone… buzzing beside us, on the bed.

A message. Or a call.

A buzz. Two. Three. Four.

Incessant.

She lifted her head, but didn’t turn. Didn’t move. Didn’t pull her hand away.

But the moment shattered.

I stopped my hand…

…and a white drop emerged from the tip of my cock, running quickly down the head until it hit my thumb. Burning. But without pleasure. A failed spurt of accumulated need. For a moment I thought it signaled an involuntary orgasm. But nothing else came out, and the hardness remained. A punishment with no release.

The phone kept rattling.

Then she, unhurried, withdrew her hand from between her buttocks. Her finger slid out slowly, with a slight tremor, as if her body still didn’t want to let it go. Then she leaned her body slightly back, and with a simple movement, lifted her thighs from my sides. She didn’t touch me. Didn’t brush against me. She dismounted with slow elegance.

The vibration continued a few more seconds, until she, without looking at me, picked up the phone and answered.


A double-edged dagger.

Her lazy nonchalance as she turned away from me cut through me like a knife.

Then, the calm of her voice:

“Yeah, tell me.”

Nothing more. No rush. No tremor. None of the breath I still had caught in my throat.

I glanced at her sideways. Close by, at an angle to me, sitting on the bed with her back straight, as if she'd recovered in an instant that docile schoolgirl composure of hers—when just seconds ago she'd been fucking herself with an invisible finger. Her posture closed her shirt, concealed her chest, and yet her pussy was still there, resting on the sheet, wet, trembling, like a secret laid bare, without decorum or modesty. Her hair, fallen forward, covered part of her face, and in an automatic gesture, though slightly clumsy, she swept it back with her free hand. I watched her brush her forehead clear with the naturalness of someone pushing bangs aside in class, and that gesture, that indifference, struck me.

“Yeah, we're still here.”

The phrase hit me like a whip. “We're still here.” The check-in with her boyfriend. The humiliating update that drowned me in shame.

I got off the bed. I had to get away. If I stayed one more second, I would have torn her from that phone, pushed her against the sheets, taken her like a man who couldn't stand one more game. I felt the rage of desire buried in my skin, burning like a fire with no outlet.

I turned. Gave her my back. And I heard:

“Yeah. Yeah…”

I didn't want to dwell on feeling like a mere instrument for her entertainment. Standing, I reached for the plastic bottle on the nightstand. I yanked off the cap and drank.

The water tasted hot. Disgustingly hot. As if it had been boiling under the sun. As if it were liquid metal that relieved nothing. I swallowed and swallowed, and each sip didn't calm me—it burned me. It dried my throat even more, as if each drop were gasoline poured on the fire in my belly.

I still felt the throbbing in my cock, hard, vibrating on its own, as if it wanted to scream. My thumb, still wet from that white drop, burned—a memory clinging to my skin. And behind me, her voice.

“Yeah, yeah. Okay.”

Neutral. Serene. As if everything that had just happened—what we had done, what she had shown me, what she had denied me—had never existed.

I squeezed the bottle until I heard the plastic creak. The water ran down my chin, soaked my neck, trickled down to my chest. I didn't care. It was liquid heat on top of more heat. It was liquid fury on top of a rage I no longer knew how to contain.

Then I heard her move, slide across the bed.

I wanted to turn around. I wanted to face her. But I couldn't. I stayed frozen, back rigid, neck tense, lips pressed in a grimace of rage and defeat.

“Nooo… You're crazy…” she whispered, almost amused.

That irritated me.

Even more.

And then I did turn.

I looked at her.

She had moved to the edge of the bed. Sitting cross-legged, waiting, with her hair swept back and her wet pussy pressed against the sheet…

And me, standing there with a bottle of warm water in my hand, drinking down my own impotence like a punishment.

“Yeah. Yeah. I'll tell you later,” she whispered as I set the bottle on the nightstand.

I heard her smile—audible, as if the gesture had taken form in the air.

I stood in front of her.

But this time I didn't look at her. I looked at myself.

What kind of fascination. What kind of arousal could be gripping me that my cock remained completely erect, hard, flushed… after all that time without touching it.

Not only did it stay upright and rigid, but it throbbed, quivering in the air as if it had its own pulse. And from its tip hung a thread of precum, long, thick, swaying like a grotesque pendulum that seemed to represent my arousal, my desperation, my rage.

“Mmm… No. I wish…” Inés said on the phone, and then I did look at her.

She had uncrossed her legs. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, lower than me, and for once I felt that strange power of the position: me above, her below. The shirt, bunched up and open, created a wide, messy gap through which half a breast showed: the pink areola, the stiff nipple, while the other breast remained covered beneath the fabric. That asymmetry devastated me more than if she had undressed completely; the existence, though battered and incomplete, of the uniform forced me to remember who she was and why everything had started.

The dim light of the room outlined the sweat on her neck, the heat clinging to her skin, and the damp strands falling across her forehead reinforced that youthful air that contrasted with the depth of her voice as she spoke. Her socks remained impeccable, fitted almost to her knees, clean, navy blue, intact, as if they were the only thing that hadn't yielded to the disorder.

“Hang up the phone,” I told her.

She raised her chin.

She looked at me with a neutral, almost indolent expression. She had no intention of obeying.

I moved closer. My eyes fell on her mouth. Perfect. Pink. Lips precisely outlined, with a cupid's bow that seemed hand-drawn, taut, impeccable. A mouth I wanted only to claim, to devour, to erase from it any word that wasn't meant for me.

“Hang up the fucking phone…” I said, my voice dry and broken.

She didn't look away. Her torso didn't lean back, didn't give an inch.

“He's in the kitchen,” she answered calmly into the phone. “Drinking water, I think. Resting a bit…”

I swallowed.

“Yeah… He's getting old…” she said into her phone, looking at me.

Bile rose in my throat. Rage drilled through my chest. I wanted to sink my cock into that mouth that humiliated me with every word, but it was too high, out of reach, like some inaccessible altar. I moved closer. Her breath grazed me. My cock brushed the neckline of her shirt, warm, drenched in her heat.

And she, as if it were nothing, with that grave tone that controlled everything, whispered into the phone:

“Well… if you want to jerk off… Suit yourself.”

And then, with her free hand, without taking her eyes off me, she opened her shirt.

First one side.

Then the other.

The gesture had something presumptuous about it, a slow arrogance, and yet it held an almost magical lightness, as if the fabric obeyed her fingers a tenth of a second before contact was made. And then her breasts were revealed, enormous, powerful, flowing down the center of her torso until they settled with just the right gravity. Her areolas, wide and sensual, marked a soft contrast against her pale skin; her nipples, always hard, defiant, seemed like two exact points of exquisite symmetry. There was a subtle perfection in the way her breasts fell, barely tilted downward and to the sides, as if asking, as if demanding, that something—or someone—fill the space between them. Two living masses, vibrating, that made her entire body a devastating lure.

“You imagine that to jerk off to? You're messed up…” she said, as if it were nothing, as if she hadn't just exposed herself to me with brutal eroticism. She said it to him, with a calm that was pure mockery.

She dominated us both.

I couldn't take it anymore.

I leaned over her, over that arrogant opening, and guided my cock to the exact center of her symmetry.

She didn't flinch.

I continued, resting my cock between her breasts, in that space that seemed to beg to be filled, and I felt the immediate warmth of her skin close the circle. The tip brushed her sternum, barely sinking into the deep valley, and the mere pressure of those two enormous masses against the sides of my shaft tore a gasp from me.

Inés raised her face, but not toward me: she lifted it to the ceiling, denying me her eyes and offering me, instead, the mute obedience of her body. She let her head fall back with a carefree air, as if everything happening were inevitable, as if she were letting me have my way without effort. That silent, deceptive surrender disarmed me more than any explicit gesture.

The heat of her tits was thick, damp, clinging. The soft friction of her skin contrasted with the firmness of their weight pressing against me. Her areolas, so wide, seemed to dilate in the air, and her nipples, hard, made me imagine what it would feel like to have my tip sliding against them, fusing in unbearable contact.

I couldn't contain myself. My hands went to her by pure instinct, pushing aside one side of her shirt—that fabric that always, at the slightest lapse, tried to close again, as if wanting to protect her. Her breast was suddenly exposed, and there, on the smooth skin, the wet marks from when I'd bitten it were still visible: a reddened ring, a shine of saliva that had dried on her areola. That memory branded on her flesh immediately brought back the fury and excitement.

Each palm claimed her tits, filling my hands with their exuberant volume. They were heavy, vibrating, yielding to the heat of my fingers as if they'd been waiting for me. I pressed them inward, toward my cock, until it nearly disappeared between them. The first contact tore a gasp from me: the damp heat of her skin enveloped me entirely, suffocating, overwhelming, sending a jolt through my body that made my legs tremble.

Then Inés barely tilted her face, phone still in hand, and whispered:

“Mmm… I can hear you panting…” She smiled with accusing reproach. “You pig…”

Her words spilled toward the phone, but they hit me too, as if she'd said them directly in my ear. She turned me into the same animal she was describing to him, into the living proof of her words. She didn't move. She let herself be used with distant coldness, as if lending her body without getting involved, as if what was happening didn't affect her at all.

And then I thrust.

The tip of my cock sank into that channel of warm, perfect flesh, and the friction of her breasts pressed against me sent a spasm through me that tore the air from my lungs. And I pushed again, and again, watching my head emerge at the top only to disappear below again, bathed in precum that slicked her tits and made them wetter, more slippery, more indecent.

The heat of her skin wrapped around me completely, as if the world had vanished and only the narrow tunnel between her breasts remained—that luxurious, filthy valley devouring me without mercy. Each thrust lifted her tits toward me, making them bounce against my hands, shudder against my stomach, sway with obscene gravity, and in my palms I felt the delicate roughness of her areolas, the insistent rub of her hard nipples, as if they were scratching me from inside the soft heat of her flesh.

She kept her chin raised, her neck stretched, her hair spilling back. Her expression wasn't surrender or resistance, but something worse: the haughty indifference of someone who knows she rules without needing to move. Her enormous breasts obeyed my hands; but it was her voice, her phrase still floating, that possessed me completely.

I moaned, and hated myself for it. But I also thrust harder, with more rage, more hunger, rubbing my cock against the valley of her tits as if trying to carve my way into some new kind of sex, as if the burning flesh of her chest were the only place I could empty myself.

“Yeah… he's back…” she whispered into the phone, impossibly calm.

I thrust harder, with more rage, making my head peek out at the top to slam almost against her collarbone before sinking back down, buried in flesh. My fingers squeezed the sides of her breasts hard, forcing them toward the center until I felt her skin give way—with a rage I didn't fully understand. They were too big for her, too much for such a young body, almost obscene in their unfairness. I blamed her for having them. I blamed her because having them made me feel this way. And the more I squeezed, the fiercer the pressure in the middle grew; that suffocating burn of her breasts tightening around my cock, which didn't shrink it—on the contrary: I felt it even bigger, spilling over the cleft, as if everything—my cock and her tits—became gigantic in that unbearable friction.

“No… Yes. He's looking at me,” she said, without trembling, without stammering, while I shook her torso… while I fucked her tits.

And what she said hit me too. That “he's looking at me” pierced me like a spear. Because it was true: I couldn't take my eyes off her tits. I watched them sway, close around me, crush my cock and open again, as if her body had been born for this game. She raised her chin a little more, and that tiny gesture made me thrust deeper, clumsier, trying to drown myself in the hot cleft formed by her breasts.

“Let's see what I let him do… We'll see.”

The venom of those words made me growl. I thrust hard, higher up, so the tip struck the upper part of her chest, almost her collarbone, and slid wet downward, leaving a shiny trail on her skin. The contact with her sweat was viscous, electric, a new sensation that mixed with the clearer, more transparent wetness of my precum, which gave off a faint, salty smell. Drops slid from my head with each thrust, falling erratically, sometimes on one breast, sometimes on the other, like marks branding her skin. The quantity surprised me: it seemed inexhaustible, as if my body were pushing out more than it could hold. My balls slapped against her belly with each thrust, as if I wanted to tattoo my fury there, at the very base of her body.

“Does that turn you on…?” she whispered into the phone, her voice full of power.

The air left me. I kept fucking her tits, but it was no longer mechanical back-and-forth: I slid my cock in circles, rubbing against the valley, staining her skin with my wetness, grazing every curve of her breasts with vicious intent. The friction changed, wetter, dirtier, and each stroke tore a gasp from me that she could hear, that maybe he could hear too, like a chorus of shared humiliation.

She wasn't looking at me. She kept her chin raised, her lips barely parted, as if none of this cost her anything, as if it were just a matter of waiting and letting me have my way. And I, trapped between her tits, moved faster, hungrier, unable to stop.

“Don't come, okay…?” she said suddenly, into the phone.

The phrase pierced me. Again that poisonous ambiguity, that double-edged blade: it could be meant for him, for me, or for both of us. And I understood it in my body, in the rage of my flesh about to explode.

But then I stopped. Panting, frustrated, tired of thrusting into an impassive body. I pulled away, breathing like an animal, and saw the viscous trail of my precum in the center of her breasts, shiny, marking the cleft like a thread of useless possession.

“Dude, seriously, I can hear you panting like crazy. Are you doing it on purpose?” she said, with that tone of light reproach that seemed written for me too. As she spoke, with insulting calm, she covered her tits with her shirt, closing it slightly, hiding with casual deliberation what I had just attacked like a man possessed.

I couldn't stand it. It was as if she wanted to deny me her body right after letting me use it; that indifference was her cruelest way of dominating me. I didn't understand myself, but I did it: my hand, trembling, found the opening. I pulled one side of the fabric, opened it clumsily, pulse burning, and exposed one of her breasts again. The nipple appeared suddenly, hard, tense, as if it had always been calling me.

I didn't settle for looking at it: I wanted to take it, mark it, seal it. That naked flesh, that erect point, was a challenge that set me on fire. There were no gaps or subtleties; it was there, whole, offering itself. I turned my hip and guided the tip of my cock to it, marked it with my head, like signing something that was mine and never would be. I felt the wet softness of her areola yield under the pressure, the erect nipple resist like a living stone. A thick drop of precum welled up and spread over that small peak, making it glisten. I smeared more. I coated that nipple, pressing with my head… The drop that had landed on her nipple ended up running down her pink areola with a desperation that was pure anguish.

She let out a low, contained "Mmm…"—barely a murmur. I couldn't tell if it was real, if it came from genuine pleasure, if it was a gift meant to excite her boyfriend, or me, or both of us. That ambiguous sound disarmed me: it could have been a moan, it could have been an act, it could have been everything, or nothing.

That sound was still burning against my skin when she spoke again, into the phone:

“Well, he's looking at me with… well… kind of like how he used to look at me in class…”

That phrase hit me harder than a direct insult.

It hit me because maybe there was some truth to it.

I felt a mix of rage and dejection. I couldn't take it anymore.

I grabbed my cock with one hand while the other flew toward her, trembling… until I buried it in her hair, closed my fingers around her nape, and pulled her down. I felt the damp heat of her hair tangling between my knuckles, the slight resistance of her neck, and her chin tilting—more from inertia than surrender—toward my cock.

I was guiding her there because I needed to see her feel something. I imagined her mouth full, her lips parted around me, her eyelids finally closing in defeat. I knew that in that moment she would fall silent, that her voice would lose its venom, and that the weight of my cock inside her mouth would force her to yield… even if only for an instant.

I guided her until her lips were a breath away from my tip. Perfect. Pink. Gleaming in the dim light of the room. I barely pushed with my hips, and the tip grazed her closed lips. A wet, electric, fleeting caress that tore an animal groan from me.

She didn't pull away, but she didn't surrender either. She let herself be guided just enough, as if to remind me that even bent over, even with my hand gripping her nape, she was still the one in control.

That instant, that fleeting contact between my cock and her inaccessible mouth, had been worse than the cruelest denial: it was the suspended promise of a pleasure that was destroying me from within.

I guided her again, more urgently, until her lips were once more a breath away from my tip. And then I pushed with my hips… lifted my whole body toward her mouth… and then yes: I felt them. Unmistakable. Warm. Soft. The distinct, wet contact of her mouth grazing the tip of my cock like an involuntary caress. It was a jolt that shot through me completely, a burning certainty that made me gasp into the thick air of the room.

Her lips yielded a bit more, seeming to open for me. The head pressed against that warm, wet seam. The heat of her breath around me, the slippery touch of her mouth marking me, the unmistakable wetness of her saliva clinging to my skin. I could almost feel it. I looked down and watched her… the tip of my cock, hard, huge, grazing her lips. And before it happened, I imagined it: Inés Lizardi's mouth sinking all the way down, swallowing me, closing her eyes, finally feeling me… abandoning the game with her boyfriend to surrender to me…

But it was a mirage. An unresolved longing that split me in two… because against my hand, at her nape, I felt the resistance immediately. Her neck tensed, pulled back firmly, refusing. There was no abruptness, but there was a contained force that stopped me.

I loosened the pressure of my fingers. She pulled her head back, then removed my hand from her nape with a curt, simple, definitive gesture.

And raising her face again, phone in hand, looking at me, she said:

“Okay, that position and we're done. Bye.”


Another's position and the open call.

Hearing that phrase was like feeling an abyss open in my chest. It hadn't been a shout or an insult: it had been something much worse. A neutral acceptance, directed by someone else, that pierced through me, reducing me even further to nothing.

“In that position and we're done.” There was no room for me in those words. Her dry goodbye, that “ciao,” had sounded like a deadbolt sliding shut—an inevitable ending, orchestrated, one-sided.

I felt dizzy, unmoored. The air burned in my throat, as if I were still drinking that hot water. I couldn't speak. I couldn't move.

But she could. She always could.

She hung up the phone and placed it on the bed, face down, with unbearable calm. She left it within reach, as if she wanted it to remain present. An invisible witness to the game. A humiliating reminder that I was there by someone else's decision.

And I expected her to look at me, to say something, but no. What she did was push me away with a light touch on my abdomen—dry, without tenderness. It wasn't violence; it was something worse: indifference. The pressure of her hand left a cold hollow in my body. She stood, shook her hair with a practiced gesture, like someone shaking off dust, and climbed onto the bed. Her knees sank into the sheets, and with a brief, calculated turn, she turned her back to me.

The movement was graceful, almost feline. A slight twist of her waist was enough for the shirt to shift, revealing once again the side curve of a breast, a hint of nipple that seemed to mock me each time it appeared and disappeared beneath the fabric. She barely adjusted it, settling it with that insulting calm that made my temples throb.

Then she positioned herself.

Yes. She positioned herself.

Her movements were light. And mocking.

Above all, mocking.

And I remembered my words, spoken a few minutes earlier, my question, when I still believed I was in control. When I still believed I could make her uncomfortable, that I could harass her, that I could intimidate her:

“Did he fuck you on all fours?”

I remembered it because now she was reenacting it. Her position. Their position. Me, just the next one. The copy that came after, to do the same but feel less. To discover the reality of a pussy already used. To play her game. To become an afterthought. To be part of a story she'd tell him: “He fucked me like you asked and I barely felt anything.”

On her hands and knees on the bed, her back turned completely to me, she arched her torso slightly, settling into that position. That position of total surrender. That position that in any other woman would be humiliating for her—in Inés, it was humiliating for me.

Her feet and calves still covered by the dark socks of her uniform. The lower part of her white shirt fell over her buttocks like an unwelcome curtain.

And then I asked myself in silence:

“Why me?”

That question hung suspended in my mind while Inés, Inés Lizardi, as if she knew where I was looking, and with cruel calm, reached back and gathered the lower part of her shirt, folding it over her waist. The gesture was devastating: suddenly, her ass was exposed, taut, firm, and between her thighs the wet vision of her sex opened up—glistening, hanging, open… offered like an impossible landscape.

My cheeks burned. The heat rose from my neck, flooding my head. I didn't want to look, but I did. I didn't want to desire her like this, in this obedience to someone else, but I was already lost.

She said nothing. She remained motionless, braced on her hands again, her hair falling in a cascade to one side. She brushed it aside with a leisurely gesture, as if she wanted me to see, as if even the slightest adjustment of her hair was part of her show.

I wanted to flee. I wanted to get out of there, get dressed, shout at her that it was over, that I wasn't part of this farce. But I didn't move. I couldn't.

The shirt, open, fell along the sides of her torso and framed the arched line of her back, barely bunching over her exposed hips. From my angle I couldn't see her breasts, but I imagined them hanging free, almost grazing the sheets, taut, swaying with each breath in a secret rhythm that poisoned me.

And I kept telling myself I didn't want to be complicit in this. That this back wasn't for me, that this body wasn't for me. Not like this. Not in a position that belonged to someone else. By someone else's order. And yet, it was. Because my eyes couldn't stop traveling over her. The arch of her waist. The buttocks on offer, the taut skin, the wet sex glistening between the folds of her flesh. Everything was there, open, exposed, calling to me.

Why had they chosen me? Because I'd been her teacher? Because of the obscene gap between my age and hers? To flip a false hierarchy on its head? Once again, I traced questions without answers in my mind.

My chest ached. My breathing came ragged.

And then, without realizing it, I acted—and instantly, the guilt: my hand had moved. It was already there. Wrapped around my cock, hard, throbbing, huge, against my sweaty palm.

My body didn't understand questions, motivations, complaints, pride.

I felt a tremor in my legs… And then, a dull impulse… that I felt, absurdly but truly… from deep within. An impulse that made me move forward, seek.

I moved closer, but I didn't touch her. I stayed back, standing, masturbating, my eyes fixed on her open pussy, on that unbearable vision.

My hands burned, my pulse a whip in my veins. She barely moved—a slight adjustment of her knees—and the view became even clearer: wet lips, glistening, parted just enough. It was a sight that wrecked me.

I wanted her to tremble. To turn toward me. I wanted that body to feel what I was feeling. But no—she was there, serene, cold, burning only in appearance, only on the surface. And I, meanwhile, was melting inside my own skin.

“Why is this so hard for me? Why does it hurt so much?” I asked myself again…

…but I did have an answer to that: because for me, she wasn't just a body. And it wasn't love. But perhaps adoration. Tenderness, sometimes. I couldn't believe that body was giving itself to me like this… that that pussy was giving itself to me like this…

…The body of that girl who had looked at me on the street, who had spoken to me in the elevator, who raised and lowered the blinds in my classroom whenever I told her to, creating that half-light that forced me to look at her.

Inés adjusted her knees. She spread them a little wider. Her pussy pulsed.

I stroked myself watching her, telling myself I adored her, and I felt false, guilty, as if I were deceiving myself.

That space she was giving me… forced me to fill it.

I climbed onto the bed.

I climbed onto the bed, on my knees, behind her. And I let out a heavy breath.

The heat hit me head-on. Her sex, open, wet, young, presented itself just inches from me, exposed like an abyss of living flesh. Her inner lips, smooth and reddish, quivered with her breathing. They parted with a pulse of their own, as if waiting for me, demanding my invasion.

My cock, weathered, rough, the skin taut and veined, pointed directly at that forbidden cleft. I felt pain, a dull stab rising from my balls to the base of my belly—the ache of too much blood pooled there. And at the same time, a fierce arousal: the contrast was unbearable. What I had between my legs seemed too coarse, too worn for that young pussy, fresh, wet like a fruit just split open.

That clash of realities devastated me: my hardened flesh, marked by years, wanting to enter hers—still inviolably young, soft, gleaming.

And then my gaze shifted. I saw a faint glow, a slight reflection on the sheets. The phone. Her phone. Part of the screen seemed to catch the light. It was there, face down, beside her. Within my reach.

Without her noticing, I reached out, touched it… and turned it over.

The impact froze my stomach.

On the screen, in large letters, I read a name: “Manu.”

Below, the counter: minutes and seconds still running.

She hadn't hung up.

Inés hadn't hung up that call.

It had been a farce.

Everything was still going. He was still listening.

Bile rose to my throat. A buzzing pierced my head. Sweat soaked my forehead. And then, right at that moment, Inés purred. An overacted voice, fake—it felt like she was spitting her falseness in my face:

“Come on… Miguel… put it in me already…”

My blood burned. A stagnant, rancid fury built up in my chest. I put the phone back exactly as it was. My hand trembled.

Then I pulled the skin of my cock back with a rough tug. The head, reddened, throbbing, glistened—coated completely in a thick liquid: a film of precum, thick, shimmering.

And then, with both hands, I gathered more of the bottom of her shirt, folding it over her waist to see her entire ass, open, resplendent. The movement was subtle, measured; the fabric obeyed my touch, her buttocks gleaming in the backlight…

Her pussy pulsed between her thighs. The lips of her sex looked uneven: one pushed aside, the other partially covering her opening. And they jutted out so prominently, they almost begged for my fingertips to part them.

“Come on… Miguel…” she insisted, shifting her body slightly.

Her phrase. Her tone.

I felt that nothing was for me. That everything was for him.

My breathing became a growl…

And then, up there, on my knees, behind her, I whispered:

“Shhh. Be quiet… and spread your legs a little more.”

If she wanted a show for her boyfriend… I was going to give it to him.


Our opening in the show.

I couldn't see her face, tilted forward as it was, but I could sense her delight at my command—it gave substance, weight, added spice to her game with her boyfriend. She barely let a few seconds pass before she began to move: she spread her legs a little wider with a ceremonious, solemn, slow gesture. I heard the rustle of her knees against the sheets. Her hips lowered slightly and I couldn't help it: I dropped my gaze… there.

Her pussy opened before me, wet, glistening, the inner lips spread like reddish wings, pulsing with a slick rhythm that beckoned me to invade. My temples throbbed and a dull ache gripped my groin. I felt I couldn't wait any longer. My cock surged forward with a sharp jerk, as if launching on its own to bury itself in that flesh.

But then, suddenly, I heard my own voice. The recent memory of that veiled threat—about how if she wanted a show with her boyfriend, I was going to give it to her.

I swallowed.

And my voice came out deep, from somewhere inside, dry.

“Look at me,” I ordered.

She didn't turn immediately. First there was a silence that pierced me, as if she wanted to prolong the wait until it became unbearable. Her straight back remained still, barely rising and falling with her breathing. The white shirt, bunched at her waist, exposed her buttocks and hung loose at the sides; the open collar drooped toward one shoulder, as if even the fabric were complicit in her carelessness, in a false disorder, but she controlled everything.

Then, with insulting slowness, she turned her head. Part of her hair brushed her cheek, and a damp strand stuck near the corner of her lips—a strand she tried to brush away with a slight tilt of her neck. When that wasn't enough, she used one hand, which she then placed back on the bed.

It was then that her bright gray eyes locked onto mine. A brutal collision, a whip crack in the air.

She held my gaze with an expression not only serene and calculated, but tinged with satisfaction, because I—supposedly without realizing it, without knowing the latest trap—was actively participating in her game. The useful fool who gets emboldened and gives orders out of pure excitement, not knowing her boyfriend was enjoying it on the other end of a call that was still open. That's what she thought.

Again her beauty shattered something in my chest. Again I wondered why me. Again I didn't know if what she was offering was a blessing or a humiliating punishment.

Because the truth was unbearable: my obsession had no mirror. There was nothing in her for me. There never had been.

On that rainy afternoon she had only been playing a role. Even that farewell, which I had felt was tender, had been a masquerade.

I wondered how I could have been so foolish. As if the fact that she had asked me in the garage to record her hadn't been proof enough. I thought all this while gripping my cock with one hand, tense, aiming at her pussy.

Then I watched her eyes descend slowly, her eyelashes lowering in measured increments, traveling the path from my chest to my belly.

From her position, she couldn't see what I was holding, but she knew its state, my state. She already knew my glans was soaked, throbbing between my fingers.

And then, while the echoes of my anguish still lingered—from not understanding how I could have been so gullible—she whispered, overacting, exaggerated:

“Come on… Put it in me…”

My blood ran cold.

“What…” I whispered, shaken.

She feigned ardor, uncontainable excitement, and insisted:

“Come… on… fuck… me…”

I knew it instantly. It was a performance. A show for him, for the other one, on the other end of the phone. A mockery that kept escalating.

Rage exploded in my chest. And then I wondered how far she was willing to go to satisfy her fantasy with her boyfriend. How far she would comply, even if it was degrading, so that in the end he and she would win…

How far she was willing to go so that the end result would be me, her former professor, that older man, that man with gray hairs on his balls… humiliating myself and burying myself in a pussy already used… already wrecked…

And then, without knowing why I chose that particular command… I whispered with a growl:

“First… touch yourself…”

I felt the impact in my body.

But not in her.

Still turned toward me. Still looking at me. She barely shifted, and blinked.

Then she swayed her hips slightly, a minimal motion, hinting at the heat of her open pussy, and let her gaze drop again.

My jaw tensed. My pulse throbbed in the cock I held with my right hand.

“Come on,” I repeated, deeper, drier. “Touch yourself… and I'll put it in now.”

Then yes. Then she obeyed. Her face turned forward and her hand descended with insulting slowness, solemn again, as if obeying were also part of her show. Her arm slid beneath her body, slipping deftly, and her hand made its way between her thighs… seeking her wet cleft. Then two or three fingers stretched out to reach the glistening wetness at her crotch. And immediately I heard it: the fake moan, too loud, too false, resonating through the room like an invented echo.

“Ahh… yes…” she exhaled, as if just the touch of her fingers was enough to open the heavens.

The “Ahh” might have been believable. The “yes” was a show. A show for him.

I swallowed.

I despised her.

I despised her, but even knowing it was fake, I got hard.

I got hard because my eyes were lost in the way she touched herself. In how her fingers sank between her thighs and parted the wet flesh of her sex. In how her inner lips, reddish, separated with each stroke, glistening under the light, marking an ever-deepening cleft. The pad of her index finger slid and left behind a viscous, shiny trail that mixed with the stroke of her middle finger, rubbing in small circles, dripping fabricated pleasure. Her fingers didn't just move—they spread, smeared, worked that wetness until it gleamed. And I, even knowing it was theater, was consumed by every movement.

Inés Lizardi, that student who couldn't wear that uniform because it was too much, because she was too sexual… was masturbating, on all fours… in front of me… with her shirt open and her socks still on, reminding me, always, who she was, and why we were there.

How to bear it. How not to fall into her trap.

She moaned again, faking it, too loud, as if the sound didn't come from her flesh but from the demands of the phone call still going on the bed.

“Ahhh… ahhhn… yesss…” she breathed, with a cadence that was pure exaggeration.

I was jerking off behind her, the skin of my cock sliding under my palm, throbbing, flushed. The heat rose up my thighs, hit me at the base of my belly, but at the same time my eyes couldn't stop roaming over every inch of her.

The shirt fell open to the sides, bunched up over her arched waist, framing her back like a twisted veil. Each breath made her shoulder blades quiver, each fake moan made her torso vibrate. I imagined her breasts free, hanging down, almost grazing the sheets, swaying in an invisible rhythm. Her hair, fallen to one side, stuck in damp strands to her neck, to her collarbone, as if even her hair was part of her fraudulent performance.

I moved a little closer. And I touched her. My free hand rested on one of her ass cheeks, soft and firm at the same time, tense from the position. I caressed it first with the pads of my fingers, like testing warm marble, and then with my whole palm, cupping the curve that rose and fell in a perfect arc. My other hand stayed on my cock, squeezing, sliding up and down in an irregular rhythm.

She moaned again, louder, exaggerating to the point of absurdity:

“Ahhhhn… ohhhhn… yesss, like that… like that…”

I knew it was a lie, but that sound penetrated me anyway. It slipped into my veins, clung to my skin. My hand, on her ass, slid toward the center, caressing the crease, the exact line that separated one cheek from the other. The heat there was different, more enclosed, damper. The skin was sweating, clinging to my fingertips as if grateful for the contact.

I kept caressing her. First, slow; barely a touch, just the warm contact of my fingers in that sealed cleft above the chaos, the raw opening that spread further down: the throbbing pussy where she was touching herself. My index finger then sought that “closed button”—that anus I had already explored and so had she, that tiny entrance that now seemed to contract with each fake gasp.

I stared at it, barely breathing. A tense wrinkle, a fold that seemed to deny and promise at the same time.

She, meanwhile, continued her show. Her fingers on her sex slid with a wetness I could hear from where I stood—a bright, dirty “slch, slch, slch” that accompanied each exaggerated “ahhhn” she threw forward, as if speaking to the air. I jerked off harder, feeling the flushed tip burn, while my other hand caressed her anus gently, circling it, tracing tiny circles on the skin.

The contrast split me in two: my cock, weathered, hard, rough, throbbing in my hand like iron, and that anus, young, untouched, still closed like a secret.

I abandoned that caress on her most sacred texture and brought my finger to my lips. I moistened it slowly, with thick saliva, until it glistened. Then I placed the pad back on that button and caressed it. Her skin barely yielded, like a petal receiving water.

She moaned louder.

“Ahhhhnnn… ahhh yes… mmmhhn…”

It was excessive, fake. I knew it. But it ignited me anyway.

In my head, everything went still. Time bent like hot glass. I thought about Manu on the other end of the call, listening. Maybe, or surely, with a hand on his cock. Knowing that everything was following their agreed plan. Everything, or almost everything, because my finger kept wetting that entrance, circling it, caressing it in circles that pressed harder each time. I wasn't penetrating. Just probing, probing and probing, until the skin opened a millimeter, just enough for the idea of entering to feel real.

“This would be my small victory,” I thought. It didn't matter if Manu heard the gasps, it didn't matter if she was faking for him. There, at that exact point, that closed anus trembling under my finger—she was mine. Only mine. To invade her there again. To see if she would complain. If she would say it. If she would speak, again, what I was doing to her… or if she would keep that secret, keeping me in that forbidden corner.

My throat burned. The heat of her ass scorched my palm. My cock throbbed harder than ever in my other hand—enormous, painful, as if it could no longer contain itself. She arched her back a little more, moaned with an “Aahhhhnnnnnn…” that almost sounded convincing, and I, with my slick finger, kept caressing that button, that circle of skin now surrendering to my insistence.

“Mmmhhhnn… ohhhhnn…” she purred, staring straight ahead, as if I didn’t exist, as if she were performing for an invisible audience.

And I, behind her, in a world gone still, one hand gripping my cock and the other caressing her slick hole, feeling that this moment was mine.

The touch became pressure. My fingertip, slick with saliva, pressed more firmly. The skin yielded just barely, as if breathing beneath my touch. And then, suddenly, I felt it: she opened.

A millimeter. The faintest tremor. But it opened.

I pushed deeper, and the flesh surrendered, surrounding my finger with an indescribable warmth, a dense heat that seemed to absorb me. The ring clenched with a spasm, tightening around my finger, snug, textured, like a mouth that doesn’t want to swallow but swallows anyway.

“Ahhhnnn… ahhhhnnn!” she moaned, louder than before.

But that cry wasn’t quite like the others. Something vibrated differently in her throat.

I kept pushing. Millimeter by millimeter, with a dull pulse that made my blood boil, until half my finger was buried inside her. The tightness surrounded me, squeezed me like a rough, intimate embrace, a sensation so intense it made me moan too.

“Godddd…” I gasped, my voice coming out broken.

She arched, one hand clawing at the sheet, the other rubbing her soaked pussy, hair falling over her face, ass thrust back and up, as if expecting more. And she moaned again:

“Ohhhhnnn… mmmhhhnnn… yessss…”

The “yes” still sounded fake. But that first cry… that first “Ohhhhnnn”… had cut through me differently. As if, in that second, it had been real.

She yielded with an ease that surprised me, more docile than the first time I’d invaded her there. And I realized then that I was taking advantage of the damage she’d done to herself before… when she’d fucked her own ass with her finger in front of me. That memory mixed with the present vision and made everything dirtier, more devastating, more exciting. Because now I truly saw it: I saw my finger there, pushing in, making its way, stretching that tight ring that was no longer so sealed. Before, when I’d done it, it had been touch alone, and intuition, shadows, imagination… when she’d done it. But now I was doing it to her and seeing it: pure certainty, a clear image, obscene—my finger there, buried inside her.

“Ahhnnn… mmhhhnnn,” she moaned, writhing, making me doubt.

My right hand kept stroking violently, the skin of my cock sliding in a dirty, glistening rhythm. The left, with a finger buried in her ass, moved in slow, clumsy circles, pushing in and barely withdrawing, savoring the slick contrast between her tightness and my invasion.

The heat of her traveled up to my shoulder. The friction scraped the skin of my finger.

Everything was different. The other time had been blind groping in the dark; this was a clear, cruel invasion in full light.

An invasion without complaint, silent, grateful.

An invasion that awed me, that overwhelmed me.

And I insisted.

A little more.

And a little deeper inside…

I felt I possessed her in a different way, a secret way, as if finally something was mine alone.

She whimpered, yes, with that scandalous purring meant for her boyfriend.

“Ahhhhnn… ahhhhnn… ohhhhhnn!” she gasped out, breathless.

But this time she said nothing. She didn’t tell Manu what I was doing to her. She didn’t put that forbidden penetration into words. Her lips didn’t say “he’s putting his finger in my ass.” Only moans. Only noise.

And that comforted me. It set me on fire.

The idea consumed me: Manu was listening, but he didn’t know. It was my small victory. Our crack in the performance.

I shifted slightly, and I felt how she—how her entire body, skewered on my finger—tensed. And I leaned forward, panting, forehead beaded with sweat, cock throbbing in my hand, finger buried in her tight ass, and I murmured, not knowing if I was really saying it or imagining it, if my lips were forming the words or if it was only a silent scream in my head:

“It’ll be our secret…”

The phrase hung there, thick, like smoke. I didn’t know if she’d heard it. I barely knew if I’d actually said it.

The only real thing was my finger, buried inside her. The heat of her insides surrounding me. Her fingers rubbing her pussy… her moans echoing:

“Aahhhhnnn… mmmhhhnnn… ohhhhnnn… yessss…”

And my gasp, bursting from my chest, my heart pounding with fury.

My “Ohhh…” My small victory.

Because there, in that suspended moment, I felt like I was winning.

That this corner was mine.

Mine.

Only mine.

And it was because this time, she gave it to me in silence: without complaint, without words, without sharing it with him.


The diamond and the drop.

At first I felt it in the air: a dense, strange silence. Her moans faded little by little, like a blizzard dying down in the middle of the night. The echo of her pleasure—more or less feigned—cut short, leaving the room suspended in a heavy void.

Her hand, the one that had been moving between her thighs, stopped. She pulled it away from her wet sex and planted it firmly on the bed again, back on all fours. The other hand, the one that had remained clean, rose calmly to her hair, brushing the strands from her face with a slow, almost listless gesture.

She did it like it was nothing. As if she didn't have half my index finger inside her ass.

I stayed motionless, breath suspended, my cock throbbing in my hand and my fingertip buried in her tight heat. Everything stopped.

Then she turned her face. The damp strands parted from her cheek and her gray eyes hit me full force. It was another brutal shock: she gazed at me calmly, as if time didn't weigh on her. Then, without breaking eye contact, she bit her lower lip.

With my finger inside her ass, I braced myself for the reproach, the complaint, the mockery. I expected it. I feared it.

But it didn't come.

What came was a subtle, controlled movement: she pushed her body backward, little by little. Millimeter by millimeter. Her anus pressed toward me with implacable pressure, swallowing my finger as if it were the only thing she'd been waiting for.

And then, finally: a faint sound.

“Ahhh…”

Inés moaned—from the shock, from the tension… from feeling my finger almost all the way inside.

And the heat engulfed me completely. The rough tightness closed around my knuckle with a wet spasm, like a mouth that refuses yet swallows at the same time. I felt her advance, devour me. Each millimeter sent a jolt through my arm, my chest, my balls aching with tension.

The flesh opened for me, docile, easier than ever, as if her body had prepared itself beforehand. The ring surrendered, yielding to the pressure, wrapping my finger in throbbing warmth, as if it wanted to suffocate and embrace me at once.

I moaned. I gasped.

Mostly from the thrill of knowing she was doing it to herself. Not me.

Her ass arched backward and my finger sank in to the base.

“Ahh… Mmm…” she gasped again.

And my chest heaved, sweat coating my torso like a dense mist; my cock swelled in my hand with an unreal pulse. I couldn't understand it. How could she? How was she capable of doing that without breaking? The show continued, but that surrender was real.

And in that instant—her breath held, her back rigid, her cheeks flushed, the collar of her shirt stuck to her skin with sweat—she turned her head a little more, looked at me again, and time froze in that exchange of gazes, in that silent revelation that she had let me in there because she'd wanted to, because she'd chosen it.

And she whispered, her tone low and intimate, different from everything before:

“Take it out…”

I stayed still, paralyzed. There was no anger or reproach in her voice—just a strange, dry calm.

I obeyed. With a slow, trembling movement, I began to withdraw my finger from inside her. I felt the friction, the dense pressure closing like a wet knot, as if that wrinkled ring refused to let me go. Her anus, pink at the edges, trembled with a tiny spasm, a pulsing closure that squeezed me until the last instant. It was as if it bit me as it let me escape.

When I pulled free completely, I watched the opening gather in on itself, closing into a rough, dark fold that pulsed before coming to rest, as if it still held me inside. She barely trembled—a shudder that ran through her arched hips, a subtle writhing that betrayed she'd felt it, though she said nothing, not even the faintest gasp.

The touch of her burning skin pulled me along to the very end, and I was left empty, the viscous wetness glistening on my fingertip.

She kept looking at me. Both of us motionless.

And suddenly, the performance returned. The farce came back to her throat.

“Mmm… God… Miguel…” she moaned, drawing out the sound shamelessly. “That's it… God… put it in me already…”

As she said it, one of her hands went to her breasts, which hung enormous and heavy from her torso. From my angle I couldn't see exactly what she was doing, but the stillness of her elbow made me think it wasn't caresses… that what she was doing was simply grasping a breast, holding it, squeezing it, to feel its heft.

It wasn't pleasure she was after—it was spectacle.

The groping of her tit was show for herself. The moan and the phrase, show for him.

And her voice echoed through the room, exaggerated, fake, for Manu, who was listening on the other end of the line.

And I, facing her theater, my finger still wet from her ass, felt bile and desire rise together in my throat.

And then another phrase, even harder, even harsher, breathed out in three puffs of air as she looked at me, her head turned, her hips raised:

“Mmm…”

“Come on.”

“Fuck me…”

Her demand tore through me. Her tone hit me like a blow. My body locked in a motionless spasm. The air wouldn’t move, and then my body trembled in a way that didn’t even feel like mine. Sweat ran down my forehead and saliva thickened in my mouth.

My gaze stayed fixed on her, on her rigid neck, on her disheveled hair, on her glassy eyes.

I couldn’t keep looking. I had to look away.

And I let my eyes drift downward.

There it was. Her pussy. I saw it like someone peering over a precipice: unable to look away, horror and fascination mingling.

It was a ruined pussy. Open. The last bout, her calculated masturbation, had left it like a glistening wound, throbbing in the open air. The damp hair flattened against the skin; the outer lips swollen, red; the inner ones like burst petals, spread to the sides, revealing that wet cleft that beckoned my defeat.

And I knew. I knew my surrender lay there, that her pussy already held me even before I touched it, even before I invaded it. It was as if she had already fucked me, as if my cum had already entered and then been expelled from that hollow… and was still warming its walls.

My cock burned in my hand. Each surge of blood made it pulse with pain, as if it wanted to tear itself free from me.

She pushed her hips back a little, and perhaps from the movement, a drop—tiny, precise, cruel—emerged from her glistening opening and slid toward the inside of her thigh. A drop that came from her pussy and began to shine like mercury on her smooth skin.

I swallowed again. I watched the drop descend slowly, as if all the time in the world had stopped so I could witness that journey. A drop born from her, released from that impossible pussy, sliding down her thigh with the calm of a written destiny.

And then I imagined it: my cock plunging inside her and her silence as punishment. I saw her motionless, surrendered without convulsion, without gasping. I saw her mouth closed, her face still, her humiliation transformed into my condemnation. Because I knew. Because I had understood from the first instant: if I entered her, she wouldn’t moan. That would be my penance. To invade her and not wring a single sound from her.

Her game. My humiliation.

My throat burned as I experienced that vision.

I wanted to look at her, but I couldn’t.

I turned my head and found the navy blue tie on the sheets, wrinkled, stripped of any elegance, like a dead tongue. Beside it, the enormous bra, cups open toward the ceiling, as if proudly displaying the hollows where her tits had been. And closer, at the edge of the mattress, the white panties.

The panties.

I saw them glowing with a strange light, as if they had their own radiance. I remembered them in my mouth, damp with her wetness and my saliva, that first time I had smelled them and pressed them to my lips… And now they were there, perfect, laid out on the wrinkled canvas of the bed, as if they were still watching me.

The phone, face down, lay next to them. Silent. And yet I knew Manu was there, holding his breath on the other end, ear pressed to the speaker, desperate to hear the silent sound of my defeat. The nonexistent moan of his girlfriend, who only truly moaned for him.

I tore my gaze away from all that and returned to her pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. That drop kept descending, slow, shameless, approaching the curve behind her knee. It was like a signature, an autograph from her body on her skin.

I jerked off watching her. My hand pumped furiously, with a tremor I could no longer contain. My flesh burned, and each stroke tore a spasm from my back.

And then, without thinking, without planning it, my other hand reached out.

I grabbed them.

Inés’s white panties.

The silk burned my fingers like sacred cloth. I crumpled them in my fist, remembered their sour perfume of sex and saliva, and brought them to the damp crease where her thigh met her pelvis, there where the trail of the drop shone brightest, near her open pussy.

The drop descended lower, but above, the wetness was denser, more alive.

I couldn’t help it—I soaked it up with them, with her panties, erasing the gleam.

The stain spread across the fabric, a damp circle that seemed to multiply their value, that seemed to transform them into something else. Into a relic. Into an absolute fetish.

She whimpered. A short, surprised sound, a mix of complaint and mockery.

“Mmm… come on, bastard… what are you doing?” she whispered with a strange cadence.

And then, louder, harder:

“Fuck me already…”

Her tone cut through me like a lash.

I kept rubbing the panties against her thigh, slowly, almost worshiping her, while my other hand never stopped stroking. The contrast was unbearable: one hand surrendered, cleaning, caring, preserving; the other brutal, clenched, tearing at my cock with an animal rhythm.

Inés turned her head slightly, not quite looking at me.

Her lips parted.

“Mmm…” she moaned again, brazenly, but less aggressively. “Seriously… What are you doing… just fuck me already…”

The echo of her voice bounced off the walls, staged, calculated. Again for him, for Manu, for the invisible witness.

Rage mixed with lust rose in my throat.

I stroked myself violently, punishing my cock with fury, while the white fabric kept drinking her wetness. The stain spread, grayish, across the silk.

My eyes darted: from her wet pussy to her stained panties, from her clenched ass to the tie on the bed, from the phone to the empty bra. Everything was part of the same scene, a tableau of my surrender.

And then the unexpected happened: her pussy—I saw it pulse. A tiny contraction, a wet tremor that opened and closed her lips like a living diamond shape, precise, drawn just for me. It was an overwhelming hollow, impossible to look at without shuddering: a ready opening, slick, shaped like what I was, as if I’d already been there, as if it had always been waiting for me. Heat shot up to my chest like a whip crack. And that’s when I saw it: another drop, thick, glistening… but this one hung from the swollen edge of one of her lips, a liquid weight wanting to break free…

…A drop that vibrated with each pulse, trembled with Inés’s breathing, resisted as if wanting to prolong the torture. I stood hypnotized. And finally, with a viscous flash, the drop gave way, stretched into a transparent thread, and fell. Time split in two in that instant. I watched it hit the sheet between her knees and stain it with a dark, wet circle that spread instantly, as if it had been an ejaculation, as if the bed itself had received before me what I couldn’t give her. That was too much: seeing her open into an enormous hollow and watching her wetness mark the sheet with a muted splash.

Her pussy, dripping…

…Her pussy that was pure sex, spilling in front of me, claiming me, demanding everything.

That was too much.

My whole body trembled in a spasm, as if I were cold, as if my knees couldn’t hold me up.

And then I knew: I was going to do it.

She had defeated me.

I was going to sink into her…


The punishment.

I was going to sink into her…

I couldn't hold back anymore...

I pitched forward with a tremor I couldn't control, gripped my cock with my wet hand and guided it toward that pulsing slit…

But I missed.

Clumsy, blind with desire, the head veered to one side and what I found wasn't the entrance but an edge: a reddened, swollen lip that yielded under the pressure.

I was desperate. Trembling. The contact wasn't clean or perfect—it was clumsy, desperate, dirty. But she felt it. The jolt of her hips betrayed her, a brief pulse that rippled through her ass and tensed her thighs.

“Mmm… Come on…” she protested, pitching her face forward, her voice cracked with urgency.

I had crushed that enormous lip without meaning to, wrinkled it against her sex, and the sight hit me harder than any penetration could have. The swollen skin had folded under my head like a soaked petal, and I'd felt her wetness spread over it—viscous, hot—enveloping the tip in a sideways caress even more intimate than the entrance itself. The wrinkled flesh had clung to the crown for an instant before releasing, leaving a glistening thread between that lip and my cock, a thread that stretched until it snapped.

I tried again. The tip, the blind pressure. But the wetness made it slip and the head slid along the edge again, sinking sideways, wrinkling the other lip now, crushing it against the slit, making it tremble. The contact was even more obscene: the flesh parted slightly, let me graze the inner edge, but wouldn't let me enter. I felt the soft, wet resistance caress my head like a tongue sliding sideways.

My chest burned. It was my clumsiness, but at the same time it felt like she was playing with me through her own sex, as if her lips had conspired to humiliate me, forcing me to rub against them before I could line up.

Her lip, large and folded, finally slipped free from my head with a wet sound, leaving the tip soaked. Another thick thread hung between that enormous pink lip and my cock, quivering for a second in the air.

I stayed still, panting, watching the tip of my cock shine as if it had been bathed in her flesh. It throbbed, slippery, pointing toward her again, trembling in the air. It had been pure clumsiness, but there was no escape now: I knew the next thrust wouldn't miss.

Instantly, as she tensed her hips again—almost by accident—her sex opened wider, the diamond shape taking form, and the purple head of my cock finally found its place, pointing exactly where it should.

Inés knew it. She pushed her body slightly back, seeking the precise, definitive thrust.

I swallowed again, a knot scraping my throat.

And I saw the future in a flash: I'd enter her and hear nothing. I'd enter her and feel Manu smiling on the other side, celebrating my defeat. I'd enter her and see her face raised, still, proud, without a moan, without a shudder.

That would be my punishment.

And still, I brought the tip closer.

I wasn't holding her by the hip, wasn't steadying her—maybe that's why I'd missed on my first two attempts. With one hand I gripped my cock, and with the other I squeezed her panties hard, as if I needed to feel her there too: the soft silk in my hand, the memory of the delicacy I was about to profane.

The fluid still glistened on her thigh, her pussy lay open and breathing, and my cock burned against that wetness.

She raised her face even higher and her hair swayed, proud, defiant. She hadn't looked at me for a while now. She didn't need to. She knew what was going to happen.

She knew I was going to do it.

I moaned.

Not from pleasure, not yet. I moaned from pure craving.

The tip barely slid, grazing.

And then I looked away again.

The phone. Manu. The tie. The bra. The wet panties in my fist.

The entire scene wrapped around me like a sentence.

And my cock, trembling at the entrance to her pussy, knew the next movement would be the end.

And yet, I didn't do it.

I didn't push. I didn't thrust into her. I didn't allow myself that punishment.

Instead, I squeezed the panties harder in my hand, as if tearing them between my fingers could rip out the guilt, and I let the tip move clumsily, caressing the wet edge, grazing that cavity that breathed for me. I didn't enter. Or maybe I did: just enough to feel the first suction, barely half the tip, her thick fluid painting the head, varnishing it with her heat.

“Mmm…” she whimpered, feeling me at the entrance.

Maybe it was pleasure. Maybe desperation.

And then I began to coat myself with her. Again and again. I dragged my cock through the pulsing slit, furrowing through the center of her open lips, feeling myself soak without invading her, feeling that wetness wrap around me like forbidden oil.

I couldn't help letting out a grunt. The sound came out ragged, like an animal:

“Oooh-hnh.”

That moan had come out hoarse, loaded with rage and shame. As I made it, I'd moved the tip in a precise circle over her sex, soaking myself with her fluid… through every crevice, drenching myself in her with one precise turn.

“Mmmm. Bastard…” she protested, her voice cracked and strained, caught between insult and plea. “What… are you doing?”

The impatience spilling from her throat couldn’t mask the tremor running through her. She arched a little more, offering herself, trying to line up her pussy just right, and yet she didn’t push back to take me inside. She could have—a simple roll of her hips and I would have been in. But no. She stayed rigid, firm, as if everything depended on me.

I was panting, rubbing my cock against her entrance, coating myself with her wetness. The head dipped into her folds, nestled in them, soaked in her thick slickness.

“Put it in me… fuck…” she moaned, louder now, no longer hiding it. “Put it in me already!”

That hadn’t been a show for her boyfriend… it had been raw fury meant for me.

Her voice hit me, but I didn’t give in. I kept rubbing, coating myself, feeling each stroke leave a glistening trail on my head, the wetness building, the panties in my fist soaking even more with sweat from my palm.

She was getting desperate. She huffed, over and over—“Fuck… Mmm… Bastard…! Come on…”—protesting in broken phrases. But still, she didn’t take the step. She didn’t push her hips back to take what I was offering.

Because that wasn’t what she wanted.

What she wanted was for me to lose control. To slam into her, to take her with fury, and after my roar… to be left mute, ashamed, in the face of her silence.

After another circular motion, I pulled back a bit, and my head slid out of her coated like never before—a violet gleam, wet and oily, that struck me as if I carried her entire essence spilled on the tip.

She didn’t protest with words, but she let out a huff of indignation, of desperation.

Then I pulled back a bit more and let her panties fall. My fist opened and the scrap of white silk slid down until it hit the phone lying face down. They lay there together, silent witnesses.

“Why don’t you call your boyfriend again…?” I whispered, my voice a hoarse, trembling thread. “So he can hear you fuck.”

I didn’t know where I’d found the strength to say that.

She turned her face toward me, cheeks burning, overwhelmed.

“Bastard…” she panted. “Just put it in me already…”

My blood boiled hearing her talk like that. Feeling her be this way. I felt like I didn’t know her, and that was probably true.

Despite how much it tore at me that we were talking to each other this way, I kept provoking.

“Call him,” I insisted, swallowing. “If that’s what turns you both on… I’m fine with it.”

“Fuck!” she protested, more vehement now. “Just put it in me already!”

Her fury mixed with pleading. Her insults with craving. It wasn’t theater—it was desperation.

“Come on,” I told her, cruel. “Let him hear you.”

“No…!” she protested, tossing her hair. “You fuck me! Now!”

I released my cock then and looked into her eyes. Without breaking eye contact, I gathered the bottom of her shirt with both hands and pulled it forward, sliding it up her back in a ceremonious gesture I’d learned from her, until her ass was completely bare again. The collar of her shirt, dragged by the movement, slipped forward, covering past her neck, almost half her cheek, until the white fabric brushed her lips.

“Okay…” I murmured, feigning composure. “Okay. I’ll fuck you now.”

The moment had arrived.

When I’d told myself that if she wanted a show, she was going to get one, I hadn’t been lying.

And above all, when I’d foreseen that my rebellion might be too cruel a punishment for her… I knew exactly what I meant.

I looked down at the rawness, the sex of it: her exposed ass, her pussy spread wide, my cock gleaming like never before. Then a bit higher: her shirt covering her back, her uniform shirt. My student. Like this. Before me. Drops of sweat made the fabric transparent, tracing a path down her spine—a trail revealing that her skin was sweating, burning, that she didn’t fully control her body. After looking at her, the act, the solemnity I’d copied from her: my open hand settled on her back, I felt her sweat, her heat, her damp skin through the fabric, and I pressed gently. I was guiding her. Taming her. She knew it. She knew it was the moment. She obeyed. She surrendered. Her head, which had been raised forward, began to descend, and her back to yield: she lowered her torso, resting not her hands now but her elbows on the bed. Her ass rose, perfect. Her pussy offered itself to me even more, at a more exposed angle, more obscene.

If her back was sweating enough to soak through her shirt, sweat was dripping down my forehead and armpits. I was burning up—from arousal, rage, and nerves—so much that I felt I couldn’t hold myself up on my knees alone. So I moved, rose, planted the soles of my feet against the mattress, spread my legs wide and bent my knees, raising my body. My feet were on either side of her arched body; she below, fixed, offered. The position changed everything: I was no longer promising a horizontal thrust from behind. I would come down on her from above, with all my body weight, thighs tense and feet planted firm on the bed; I would push down as if I wanted to drive her into the sheets.

She, now a victim of my ceremonial calm as I had always been of hers, tensed her back.

“Come on… Now…” she panted, her head between her elbows, her face, her mouth, down, almost grazing the bed. “For god's sake, put it in me already…”

This was it. It was going to happen.

The hand I had used to overpower her, to lower her torso, now served as support: I placed it in the very center of her back, firm, holding her against the bed, pressing her down, trapped within the frame of my legs. With the other I aimed. My cock felt like pure power, an imposing thickness, almost unfamiliar even to me. Her hips, her ass, her waist rose beneath my body. And I felt the heat of her open pussy just below, throbbing, waiting.

It was going to happen.

I lowered my body a bit, bending my knees more. The posture was crude, vulgar, animal.

I aimed… and the head slid again against her wet sex, caressing the entrance, aligning.

“Mmm…” she purred in anticipation, and her whole body tensed, ready.

And I was going to sink in.

It was going to happen.

I was going to thrust.

I was going to take her.

And then, when she expected the inevitable, when her boyfriend expected the moan and the silence… I shifted the tip of my cock just a few centimeters…

… but this time not to miss…

… I shifted the tip precisely, deliberately…

… a few centimeters higher…

A firm, dry thrust.

It wasn't her pussy that received me.

“AHHhh…!! Mmmm…! WHAAAAT!?” Inés protested… screaming… with a broken, incredulous cry.

My student. Inés Lizardi…

… Protested as she felt my cock pressing, firm, hard…

… against her puckered ring, against her pink bud…

… against her asshole…

… her asshole, which tensed, which tried not to open, fighting for her, resisting in a dry spasm.

“AHHHhhh…!!! MMmm!! WHAAAAT!? WHAT ARE YOU DOING!!”

The moan she let out wasn't the one her boyfriend expected. Nor the one she expected herself. It was something else. Raw, inhuman, half pain, half shock, with a real, naked tremor that tore through her throat.

But I didn't stop…

And that was my rebellion.

… And I sank in, bearing down with all my weight, as if I wanted to pierce through her entirely…

My heels firm against the sheet, my thighs tense, my body descending.

The mattress creaked with a dull, mechanical sound, groaning in protest.

And her body, rigid, didn't tremble, because it couldn't even…

“AHHhh…!! WHAAAAT!? WHAT ARE YOU DOING!!” she insisted, her voice a complaint, a protest.

And I let my body drop another millimeter. The tip fought against her closed asshole.

“Shhh… easy, Inés… better this way…” I whispered, sinking in more slowly, driving each word home.

“Ahhh… What…! WHAT ARE YOU… DOING TO ME!!” she protested, tense, unable to contain the tremor in her throat and the tension in her body.

“Shhh… easy. Better this way… your pussy wasn't going to let us feel anything… not you… not me,” I provoked, almost with spite… for everything they had put me through.

And yet I said it ashamed. Ashamed of myself. Because I was overwhelmed…

Overwhelmed by so many hours of humiliation, rage, and desire.


Unspeakable secret.

…But that rage, humiliation, and desire hadn't stopped me from scheming in response. Nothing had been accidental: first, the violation of her ass with my finger, without seeing it; then, the second, which I'd watched in stunned disbelief; and finally coating myself with her wetness, so my cock would be slick with her.

That she'd also slipped her finger there had been a gift, not just visually. A marvelous coincidence that had wreaked havoc on that private place… and one I intended to benefit from now…

“Ahhhhhh!” She writhed at the pressure, but didn't pull away.

Despite the preparation, the first centimeter was a wall. Though slippery, soaked, the thickness of my head was a disproportionate battering ram against the tight ring blocking its path: hard, clenched, like a mouth refusing to swallow.

The penetration—or the attempt—from above must have looked grotesque from the outside: my hand pressing her back, my aging body, my thin legs, my hard cock guided by my other hand… and that girl with her ass raised, elbows planted, pussy open but neglected, gripping the sheets with trembling fingers, mouth half-open against the bed… and a burning shaft trying to violate her ass.

My naked body, fifty years old.

Hers, adorned with the shirt and socks of her school uniform… eighteen.

They'd wanted to play with that contrast, to enjoy it… and the game had blown up in their faces.

Her boyfriend, on the other end of the line, must be torn by now between hanging up and calling her back to stop everything, or staying on, a sick witness to the debacle.

“Ahhhhhh! WHAT… ARE… YOU… DOING…!” she repeated, seeming frozen, for the first time understanding nothing—not what I was doing, and above all, not why her body wasn't fleeing.

My soaked head pressed harder, slid against the resistance, and the friction ripped a gasp from me—a mix of pressure and ecstasy.

“AHHH-hhh!” Inés screamed. And it wasn't a pretty scream—it was a broken shriek, her voice cracking, as if something more than her throat was being torn.

“Ohh…” I huffed, more serene, more focused, bearing the mature responsibility of opening her without causing damage.

“Mmmm… GO-OD… BUT…” Inés whimpered, clutching the sheets, bunching them in her fists and letting go again, as if that desperate rhythm was her way of venting the tension.

And I pushed again. And I huffed again. There, on top of her…

And then…

It happened.

The lock tore in a hot spasm. The tension of the ring, which until then had been an impossible wall, gave way with a silent snap, a throb of broken, surrendered flesh. The edge opened barely, just enough for half the crown of my cock to sink in. It was a brutal shock: the pressure of her body fighting me and, at the same time, swallowing me.

“AHHH-hhh!” she screamed, a mix of terror and tenderness.

“Ufff,” I huffed, excitement and anguish mingling.

I was impaling her.

I was skewering her.

It was beautiful and it was horrible.

It was adoration and resentment at once.

And I advanced.

I advanced while she kept screaming, her fingers clutching the sheets.

I advanced, watching her shirt fall, sliding down her back, the collar fabric brushing her cheek, her half-open mouth against the bed letting saliva spill out, already dampening the sheet…

“Mmm… Ahhh…! Ahhh…! BAS-TARD…!” she protested, but she didn't move, kept her hips firm, her ass still, allowing the violation.

She didn't move.

She didn't pull away.

And I thought that perhaps she was starting to enjoy her own punishment. Or perhaps her body was deciding for her. Perhaps there was already excitement, even pleasure: physical, from feeling me there; mental, from choosing not to pull away. Or perhaps she was still frozen, and what kept her still was simply the inability to flee.

“Ufff…” I huffed again, unconcerned that my moans sounded obscene, unpleasant… even repugnant.

Millimeter by millimeter, like pushing red-hot iron against a wet lock. Each increment was crackling resistance, a narrow pressure squeezing my tip until I moaned.

And suddenly, the lock yielded further. A broken knot. The edge opened barely, just enough to bury myself deeper. I felt it stretching to receive me, refusing and yielding at the same time.

I advanced further, almost burying the entire head, then hit a second knot. It tensed, squeezed me, as if trying to expel me and swallow me at once.

She screamed with each advance.

“AHH! AHHHhhh! FU-UCK!”

Every syllable I heard from her struck like a blow, filling me with desire and guilt.

But I kept going.

I pressed my lips together. I pushed. My cock slid deeper inside…

The head… completely…

That tip… embedded in her ass…

“AHHHHH! GO-OOOOD!” her cry, her lament.

“Ufff,” my umpteenth heavy breath.

And then I withdrew my hand from my cock… and from her back…

Our bodies were one… united by that tip of my cock embedded in her ass.

I felt her entire body vibrate beneath mine, as if a current were shaking her.

Her firm ass, my tense thighs.

The mattress trembled and creaked harshly with each millimeter I conquered.

And there, still for an instant, I felt her completely: her heat squeezing me, her tightness closing around my flesh, the sensation of pushing life itself into a forbidden place. I sensed her with more precision than ever despite no contact of torsos, of skin—only united by that burning point; my cock opening her, her body swallowing my tip; the shared panting of two bodies locked in an unspeakable secret.

It was sex. Anal sex. But anal sex is more about domination than sex.

And that's what I felt.

And that's what she felt, there beneath me, motionless, with the tip of my cock embedded… violating her, humiliating her… punishing her for a game that perhaps she, deep down, also knew was unfair.

My gaze went to her half-open mouth, drooling; to the nervous tic of her fingers clenching the sheet; to the enormous bra, flipped over, empty, showing the void her breasts had left; to the silky, wrinkled panties next to the phone; to the tie, fallen on the bed, its knot still tight, rigid, as if it still held the shape of her neck…

…And I wondered what remained of the impeccable, untouchable girl; of the uniformed schoolgirl who every morning appeared perfect, her skirt covering her ass with impossible delicacy and elegance; her pristine white shirt buttoned all the way up and her tie knotted with precision. Now that same uniform was the trophy of my rage: the sweaty shirt, no longer so dazzling, stuck to her back, the collar slipped forward, brushing her cheek like a white gag. It was all a reminder of what she had been… and what she was becoming.

And then it happened.

The spark that set everything ablaze.

A purr from Inés:

“MmMmmm… Go-oood…”

Impaled, beneath my body. Still.

But I knew she was going to say something more. To protest, to reply, perhaps to hurl an insult…

While I shifted my gaze from my cock embedded between her cheeks… to her face resting against the bed…

…Inés Lizardi whimpered:

“Mmmm… God…! Pull it out… pull it out… or shove it all the way in…! But don't leave it there, fuck…!”


As she just…

Something in me broke. It wasn't just the content, but the tone, the harshness of her voice and her face there, against the sheet. She always seemed to want more, always demanding a little more from me. To take her to the edge; an edge that wasn't an ending, but just the threshold of the next limit. The Inés Lizardi from school had disappeared: the one who had looked at me that first time on the street, the one who raised the classroom blinds, the one who had spoken to me in the elevator. Even the one from the garage, that rainy afternoon. She wasn't the same. Or maybe it was me, who had invented her.

Then I thought: maybe no one had been there before. Maybe someone had. I'd probably never know. And yet, the idea tore at me. Just imagining it set me on fire: the possibility of opening a lock that had never surrendered. The fantasy of being the first to sink into that closed, forbidden place.

I wondered what she was thinking in that instant, what her boyfriend was thinking on the other end of the line, holding his breath. They had set the trap of the open, used cavity, of that wet pussy prepared for me to fall into helplessly. And yet, I had taken another path: that of the closed cavity. Virgin? Maybe. Maybe not. The doubt comforted me, because it was my plan, my only possible rebellion. And even so, in the heat of it all, I also felt a pang of pity: for her, for me, for what I was doing to her body and mine.

“Mmmm… Come on…!” she protested, her voice a whimper…

…And she moved.

She moved, for the first time since I had started taking her from behind.

She moved… and not to escape.

She moved… toward me… upward.

She moved to decide for me, to tell me with a gesture which of the two options—“take it out or put it all in”—she was choosing.

She moved and I felt her coming toward me… felt her asshole squeeze me like a fist, rough, relentless, with a new internal fold, hers, that swallowed more of my wet cock, at its widest part, as if she knew that once past that point… everything would be possible.

I moaned and she gasped a strange “Ahh!” as if she went almost immediately from pain to relief; right at that moment, at the point of greatest width and difficulty.

And I placed my hand on her back again, on the sweaty shirt; and the other returned to my cock, gripping it by the shaft, to keep it straight, steady, perfect for what was being asked of it.

“Ahh…!” Inés gasped again and I decided to let go…

Let go, stop thinking. Surrender to that improvisation, to that brutality that I still couldn't tell was more adoration, excitement, rage, or reprisal.

“Oh…” I grunted, and briefly closed my eyes, and that was the signal, the beginning of the change.

I was giving myself over to that madness.

And then, I was the one who pushed.

It wasn't a full thrust, it couldn't be yet. Half my cock was still outside, but what was inside was an exquisite torment: her asshole squeezing me like a burning ring, rough, tight. Every tiny advance made me feel the impossible opening just a crack more.

“Ahhhhnnn!” Inés moaned, broken, feeling another sharp stab of pain, and burying her face against the sheet.

I huffed above her.

“Ohh…”

My cruel thrust. Her plaintive moan. My dirty huff.

“Ahhh…! God…!” she panted, drooling on the sheet, down below, with her hair covering part of her face and spread across the bed; with her shirt slipped down, covering her neck, her jaw, and almost to her lips.

“Ahhh…! Mmmmm!!” she moaned, more undone, while I buried myself, while I conquered that hole that wasn't for me, and perhaps for no one.

“Ohh,” I grunted, sinking in, watching that closed button become an invaded tunnel, buried by a strange, invasive, relentless thickness of flesh.

“Crrrk! Squeak…” the box spring complained, a metallic lament, forced to support our bodies: one sinking into another, one pressing on another. A bed that couldn't understand how that girl, who until recently had commanded, controlled everything, now let herself be taken like this… raising her ass to be invaded more and more, wrinkling her sheets and letting saliva escape onto them.

“God…! You're break-ing me…” Inés moaned then, with a voice that came out strangely sweet, returning to me, for a fraction of a second, the Inés I thought I knew.

But it was only a mirage.

I didn't respond. I only huffed, panted, feeling her asshole grip me, resisting and yielding at the same time. The heat there was unbearable, a wet tightness that squeezed me.

Then I heard her whimper, breathless:

“Mmm… talk to me… tell me… what you're doing to me…”

I tensed. My breath caught. But I couldn't answer.

I pushed a little more…

I felt her tightness, but she was yielding. Yielding little by little. My cock slid inside her almost easily now. The hardest part seemed to be over.

More than half my cock was inside her.

The sight of her like that, impaled, made my chest tighten.

“Ahhhhhhhh…!” she moaned, a long, drawn-out sound, her face turned to the side against the bed.

“Ufff,” I panted, and then she insisted:

“Mmmm! What are you doing to me…? Tell me…! God…!”

I trembled again, but this time I dared to speak.

“I'm… I'm putting it in you…” I gasped, breathless, my throat tight.

“Mmm…! Where?” she whispered, tense, pushing me to say it.

I pressed my lips together, my hips sinking deeper, and swallowed.

“In… in your ass,” I panted, embarrassed, but unable to hold back now.

“Ahh…! Mh! Yes…?” she insisted, and her body arched beneath mine, making me feel even deeper inside, more trapped.

“Yes… like this… I'm putting it in you,” I gasped hoarsely, savoring the invasion, sinking another millimeter deeper.

“In… my ass…?” she moaned.

“Yes… Inés… in your ass… I'm putting it in your ass…” I gasped, and my chest tightened with an overwhelming mix of arousal and shame.

“Ñiiiiiiiiic…” the box spring protested again, witness to our madness, witness to how she—even as I fucked her in the ass—was manipulating me, forcing me to shame myself…

…She was in control again.

“Like this… does this turn you on…? With my uniform shirt on…?”

“Yes… Mmm… Fuck…” I groaned, the pleasure overwhelming, feeling her like this, my cock buried almost to the hilt.

And I pushed a little more, wanting to subdue her, to end her game.

“Ahhhhhh…! God…! You brute…!! Mmmm…!!” she whimpered as my cock pressed deeper into her ass… and I couldn't tell if it was a protest or her way of begging for more.

“Ufff…” I panted.

“Ñiiic…” the bed creaked again.

“Yes… like this…” I repeated, panting, eyes half-closed, this time without her demanding I speak. My hand pressed against the center of her back, pushing down on the damp fabric of her white shirt, dark with sweat.

“Ahhh…! Mmm…! Had you imagined it like this…?” Her voice was a sob and a taunt at once. “Had you imagined fucking me like this…?”

The box spring creaked with another long “ñiiiic,” keeping time with my thrust, and I panted, unable to respond anymore except with my body.

She was forcing me to talk, to narrate what was happening. And every word she demanded was a lash across my body.

I pushed a little more. I felt her tightness. She writhed and gasped an “Ah!”—a short but unbearably authentic moan.

“Mmm… tell me… Tell me again… what… are you doing to me?” she insisted, her voice a tense thread, somewhere between a moan and a plea.

“I'm… fucking you…” I whispered hoarsely, my body sinking another millimeter into hers.

“Where?”

“In your ass…” I gasped, my forehead soaked with sweat.

“Say it again…” she whispered, rolling her hips, clenching around me.

“In your ass…” I repeated, teeth clenched.

“And how, Miguel?” Her fingers clenched the sheet, her face turned to the side, the shirt clinging to her skin.

“I… I don't know…” I panted, my breath ragged.

“Tell me, Miguel…” she moaned. “Tell me I turn you on like this… in my shirt… in uniform…”

I closed my eyes, defeated.

“Yes…” I panted. “You turn me on… Fuck. Like this… With your shirt on… with your uniform…”

“Mmmm…!” she purred, rolling her hips subtly, savoring my invasion and my confession.

The bed creaked then—creak… creak—accusatory, bearing witness to my shameful admission.

Burning and furious at having been forced to reveal my guilty fetish… I pushed harder… The resistance gave way in a hot spasm, and suddenly I sank deep enough to bury myself almost to the hilt.

“Ahhhhhnnn…! Fuck!” Inés moaned, her voice breaking into two ragged breaths.

But I didn’t stop. I pushed again with an animal grunt. A long, sustained thrust…

One millimeter, then another, and another, and another.

“Ahhhhh…!” she nearly screamed as she felt the invasion reach its end…

“Uuuuffff,” I panted, hearing the unpleasant “creeeak” of the box spring…

…and then I felt it:

Another sensation. New. Revealing.

“Ahhhhh!” Inés writhed, making my hair stand on end as I felt my hips finally press flush against her ass.

I opened my eyes wide.

I looked down.

I was inside. Completely inside.

I had buried my entire cock in her ass.

She lay with her lips pressed to the bed, panting in short, ragged breaths—“uf,” “uf,” “uf”—sounds that spoke more of shock than pleasure.

A bedspring snapped with an abrupt “craank.”

And then, stunning me… she closed her eyes.

Closed her eyes and slipped an arm beneath her body.

And I suspected she would use that hand to touch herself, to give herself pleasure… pleasure in that most exposed and neglected opening.

Her arm moved toward the juncture of her thighs. Toward her sex. And I knew then—yes, she would do exactly that.

But then I felt another touch, strange, pleasurable…

Her fingers. Her fingers on my balls.

Caressing me… Pushing…

Pressing that heavy, dangling sac… against her open pussy…

My balls, hanging over her wet pussy, covering that soaked entrance I had rejected.

She pressed that swaying sac… against her pussy.

She did it with three or four fingers while my entire cock was buried in her ass.

“Mmm… move… God… move!” she moaned, her voice breaking, her hand pushing, rubbing my balls against her pussy.

“Ufff…” I grunted, buried completely in her ass, the box spring creaking beneath us.

“Come on… bastard… fuck my ass…” she panted harder, tense. “Fuck me… like… Javier just fucked me…”


Two doors.

Javier.

Javier, not Manu.

Javier.

The name pierced through me—sharp, succinct, impossible—right in the middle of the filthiest moan to escape her throat. That name rang in my ears, louder than the creaking bed, harsher than her gasps.

“Ja... vier?” My voice came out broken, an incredulous whisper, an involuntary question.

“Mmm... Yes,” she purred without turning around, her asshole pulsing against me.

“Weren’t... weren’t you just with your boyfriend?” I choked out between gasps.

“Mmm... no...” she murmured, serious, with deceptive innocence, still rubbing my balls against her wet pussy with her long, delicate fingers.

Rage.

Humiliation.

Pain.

Even something like a surge of hatred, a jolt of contempt.

I wanted to pull away, tear her off me...

But my body didn’t obey. My hips stayed locked against hers.

The heat of her ass, her sweaty cheeks, kept me prisoner, glued to her.

And Inés, as if nothing had happened, kept her body tense, embedded in me, her hand still rubbing my balls against her open sex.

Javier, that son of a bitch Javier, my wretched colleague, that man my age, tall, thin, with his receding hairline, his uneasy gaze, his crooked smile.

Also her teacher...

...inside her...

“Ahhh...” Inés writhed in a spasm of pleasure, my cock inside her ass, still caressing my hanging balls, knowing... savoring... the impact that name had on me.

I knew it hadn’t been a mistake, that the confession hadn’t slipped out. I also knew she’d said it at the moment of maximum humiliation for me.

And I knew I had to accept it was true.

So my mind raced, trying to understand what was happening, what it meant.

But my body, on autopilot, wanted to keep going, to surrender, to silence her... tame her...

My hands went to her waist, gripping her firmly.

She let out a soft gasp, a long “ahhh-hh,” and released my balls to bring her hand forward again: elbows back on the bed.

And then I remembered what Raquel had hinted at but never revealed—that someone was spying on Inés at her new school. It was obvious. That man was Javier... And his persistence, his sick obsession, similar yet different from mine... had paid off with the ultimate prize: Manu inviting him to be part of this madness.

My hands dug deeper into her waist, pulling her back, forcing her to take even more of me, to swallow every millimeter of my cock.

“Ahh...!” Inés moaned again as she felt me.

And then it happened: I pulled back just slightly... and pushed. Barely two centimeters... but enough that it wasn’t just being inside her... but a measured thrust... a back-and-forth... my cock sliding inside her ass...

“Mmmm... Ahh...! Yes...” she moaned, restrained but ecstatic, her face buried in the sheet.

I remembered then that fleeting encounter in the building entrance. I’d thought it was Manu, crossing paths with me, handing off the baton. But maybe it had been no one. Just some neighbor who had no idea he’d play a part in my confusion.

The handoff.

The handoff had been with Javier.

My body still didn’t care about my mind’s collapse; my thrusts picked up rhythm and length. I pulled my cock back four or five centimeters, balls slapping against her soaked sex, opened by another—by that bastard Javier—then filled her completely again. The box spring kept time with its metallic creak, its “niiic, niiiic”: a filthy metronome.

“Ahhh... God... Yes! Give it to me like that...” Inés sighed, her elbows sliding forward, sinking deeper into the mattress, her back arching, her ass raised to take me more easily.

I saw her then, in my mind’s eye. A couple of hours earlier. Mounting Javier’s gaunt body, riding him with that same smug ease she now displayed for me. Her ass bouncing, her huge breasts bouncing, within reach of his veiny hands, her hair plastered with sweat against her face. I saw him gripping her hips, just as I was doing now, with sick, possessive clumsiness... Licking his lips. Unable to believe what he was fucking.

Javier, who’d shown off Inés’s photo in that locker room, who’d fantasized about having her... actually doing it. Fucking her... finally.

I pushed harder. The in-and-out stopped being tentative and became a rhythm. A piston punishing her tightness. I pulled out half my cock and drove back in. That sliding was pleasure and pure suspicion all at once. Because I wondered—and the thought tore me in two—whether Javier had also been there, behind, in her ass, before me, barely a couple of hours earlier...

“Creak… creak… creak!” The bedsprings' rhythm turned fierce, like metallic applause, like relentless mockery.

“Ahhh… ahhh… ahhh!” Her moans were like blows themselves, syncopated with each thrust.

And my mind flew back: it had been Javier who'd fucked her wearing the tie, socks, and shoes; I was doing it in the shirt. Between the two of us, without knowing it, we'd dressed her completely, completing the uniform piece by piece. Two men, two teachers, sick fetishists obsessed with her uniform, taking turns on the same young body, burying our worn cocks in that student's purity.

I leaned over her then, letting some of my weight fall, and brushed a damp lock from her face. I didn't know why I was doing it. It was as if I still needed to find her tender side—perhaps one I'd invented.

Then I straightened up again and pulled the hem of her shirt back, stretching it slightly. I slowed the pace to a languid in-and-out that let me feel every fold of her asshole rubbing against my shaft.

“Ahhh… mmm…” she let out through clenched teeth, with a ragged gasp. “Like that… mmm… yes… slow…”

Her voice snapped me back to reality: she wasn't that sweet girl, but a woman who reverted to overacting for her boyfriend the moment she got the chance—and who wasn't going to stop demanding more.

I gripped her waist again, digging my fingers into her skin…

…and pushed. I pushed and let out a “humm” of pure pleasure as I closed my eyes.

“Ahh! Yes…! Mmm! Yesss…!” She writhed at the cruder thrust, delivered without the slightest affection.

And then, with my eyes closed, I imagined her on all fours with Javier, just as she'd confessed he'd fucked her that afternoon. Her body arched over the same bed, him driving into her pussy, his bony hips pounding against her, his ragged breath hot on her neck. I saw him fucking her the way I was fucking her, the two of us interchangeable, my disgrace merged with his delight.

My body responded with violence: I thrust deeper, a rough back-and-forth seeking to erase the image, obliterate it with raw flesh. My cock going in, coming out, the dark shaft glistening wet each time it emerged, disappearing again into her depths.

“Ahhhhhhh…!” she screamed, her hair whipping across the sheets.

I didn't know if Javier had also taken her from behind. I didn't know if he'd spread her open the same way, if his cock had also claimed that forbidden entrance. But one thing was certain: her pussy, wide open, soaked, throbbing… was like that because of him.

And still, I continued. A slow in-and-out that quickened with each gasp from her. Her breathing became a dirty, ecstatic purr.

“Ahhh…! God…! Yes…! Break me…! Break me…!” she gasped, her voice wrecked, provoking me, as if none of this was devastation but a show she was putting on for everyone: for the memory of an absent Javier, for me in my defeat, and for her boyfriend on the other end of that call.

Her “Break me” echoed in my mind, and my arousal was uncontrollable. My cock began sliding in and out with too much ease. Her asshole had opened, surrendered, and a suspicion pierced me like a dagger.

“He fucked you here too… didn't he?” I asked, hoarse, my voice cracking, digging my fingers into her waist.

I had to know.

I had to know. It felt like my life hung on that answer, like everything else would collapse if she didn't confess.

She let out a long gasp, as if the question excited her even more.

“Ahhh… Mmm…! What does it matter…?” she whispered with malice, arching her ass harder against me, clenching around me in a rough spasm.

“Tell me!” I growled, thrusting deep, almost feral.

“Aaaah!! Mmm…!!” she whimpered. “Mmm, what does it matter… Come on… keep going…”

And then an immense rage surged through my body.

And I stopped.

Inside her.

With my cock buried to the hilt between her ass cheeks, deep in her asshole.

And I dug my fingers harder into her waist, leaving marks on her skin like vengeful burns.

And then, on an impulse I didn't even understand, I pulled my hips back. Slow. Degrading. I felt her rough, tight asshole resist letting me go, each fold scraping my shaft, sucking at me in reverse, wanting to keep me inside. She let out a sharp whimper, an “ahhhhhnnn!” caught between complaint and relief, her ass cheeks trembling against me. The pressure gave way centimeter by centimeter, and with each millimeter torn from her body, my throat tightened with pure morbid pleasure. My glans, swollen huge, emerged bathed in her inner wetness, gleaming with her most intimate juices, throbbing free. And finally, when I pulled out completely, her hole lay exposed—reddened, fleshy, trembling, pulsing like a racing heart, contracting in spasms trying to reclaim the lost invasion. A clenched ring that opened and closed, throbbing, convulsing, tremulous, pleading and ashamed at once, while my cock, slick and veined, stood rigid, wet, tense, burning from having been buried inside her.

“Aaaahhh…! Mmm…! No…” Inés protested in an almost shrill moan, her body clenching as she felt my cock slide out of her.

I pulled away from her waist then. I straightened up, placed a hand on her back to steady myself, and kept moving backward across the bed until I finally lowered my feet to the floor.

Standing behind her, next to the bed, my chest burning. I gazed down at her, her ass still raised, her anus still contracting, wet and throbbing.

The rage still sat in my throat.

“Turn over,” I ordered, my voice dry.

“Mmmm… No…” she murmured, as if trying to tempt me. “Put it in… God… Again…”

“Turn over…” I repeated, rougher and harsher this time.

She let out a huff, a sigh heavy with reproach, and began to obey. First she drew her arms in, then turned her torso in a sinuous movement, while the shirt—surprisingly white, clean, almost untouched despite the sweat on her back—opened and closed in waves. At times it covered her breasts, at times it left them bare, revealing the pink areolas and hard nipples that hit me with visceral force. Her heavy breasts swayed until they were fully exposed. Then she planted her feet on the bed and kept her legs slightly bent and spread, the wet gleam of her sex visible between them, framed by the dark tangle of her pubic hair—it left me breathless. The turn ended when she propped herself on her elbows, arching her torso, mouth half-open, face raised toward me. Her gaze, fixed and insolent, had the defiant calm of someone who obeys because she's decided to obey.

I swallowed, my gaze fixed on the spectacle she composed so effortlessly, as if she knew every detail of her new posture was a dagger aimed at me.

I leaned in and placed my hands on her knees, feeling skin and sock beneath my fingers. I lifted them slightly, shifted my grip to the front of her knees. Her legs, hot and vibrant under my palms, tensed when I pulled them upward. This time I lifted them off the mattress entirely, the soles of her feet suspended in the air, knees bent and spread wide, forcing her to stay arched before me—offered, with no escape. She let out a sharp gasp.

And then I saw it.

Her pussy open, wet, swollen, dripping from being used. Her pink lips throbbed, parted, glistening with a wet sheen that left me breathless. Lower down, her reddened anus contracted in brief spasms, seeming to close and open as if still searching for me.

Two holes exposed, offered, throbbing before me.

My eyes burned, my throat burned. The sight was too much.

“Tell me…” I panted, hands gripping the front of her knees, forcing her to keep her legs spread in front of me. “Tell me honestly if he fucked you from behind.”

I wasn't ashamed to seem desperate. She breathed deeply, her chest rising and falling, one breast partially covered by the shirt, the other completely exposed. She said nothing.

Her silence was a knife.

Her posture—reclined, face up, looking at me—an unbearable display.

The heat of her thighs in my hands forced me to hold her open, and my eyes went from one hole to the other: the wet pussy, the throbbing anus. Both seemed to call to me.

She lowered her gaze for a second, as if she could read my doubts. Her silence was more eloquent than any words.

I didn't know which hole to take.

My cockhead throbbed in front of her, red, wet, angled downward like a pendulum seeking its destination. I brought it closer just a little and the heat rising from her sex caressed me. She breathed harder, fingers clenching the sheets.

“Mmm…” was all that came from her mouth, an ambivalent murmur, half plea, half mockery.

My eyes kept going from her open pussy to the clenched anus, from that visible wetness to the wrinkled ring that contracted and closed. Two doors: one regaining its seal, the other always open.

“Answer me…” I growled, my cock already grazing the entrance to her pussy.

She closed her eyes, arched her back, and let out another moan. But she didn't speak.

And I was still there, with both doors open before me, certain that no answer would save me.

And then I looked away, just for an instant.

The phone was there. Half covered by her white, damp panties.

I felt a punch to my gut. A temptation that, if I gave in, would change everything.

First I wanted to make sure the call was still going.

I reached out, grabbed the silky garment, and pulled it away clumsily. Then I placed it on her torso, right on her bare chest, in the gap left by her half-open shirt.

The phone lay exposed. Face down. I turned it over.

The screen glowed. The timer kept running.

My lungs seized. I looked at her. She said nothing. She just breathed hard, mouth half-open, elbows planted behind her, hair partially stuck to her face, falling toward her back.

I brought the phone closer to me.

I heard breathing.

His breathing. Her boyfriend's. Manu's. While he watched her.

She didn't even blink when I let on that I knew he was listening to us.

She didn't tremble when she knew I was going to speak to him.

And then, while Inés kept her legs raised and spread…

…While she showed me her asshole and her pussy…

I cleared my throat and said into the phone:

“Come on, kid… you choose.”


And Yet, Inés Lizardi

The phone breathed. An awkward silence stretched so long that for a moment I thought he'd hung up.

“What…?” was all he managed to say. Manu's voice sounded bewildered, trailing off.

I didn't answer.

I looked at her.

Inés, on her back, elbows dug into the bed, face tilted up toward me. The white shirt fell open over her chest like a curtain pulled aside carelessly, half-covering one breast and leaving the other exposed, the nipple stiff, pointing at the ceiling. Between that bare breast and the covered one, her delicate panties lay in disarray.

Her mouth hung half-open, moist, wordless. Her eyes, fixed on me, held no fear—only calm, insolence.

I kept listening to Manu's breathing.

And for some strange reason, I was enjoying it.

Until his voice filtered through the speaker again, deeper.

“What… what are you saying?” he stammered.

“I'm telling you to decide… where I put it in her,” I said, swallowing hard.

Silence fell.

Manu took his time responding again.

With one hand I held the phone, with the other I kept her spread open: my palm gripping the front of one knee. She held the other leg herself, flexed and tense, as if she knew what I was asking. Between them, the spectacle was brutal: her pussy, pink and wet, throbbing; lower down, her asshole reddened, clenched, contracting in brief spasms, as if still demanding me inside.

And then, again, his voice.

But everything changed.

As if he'd adapted. As if he'd accepted that the game was shifting.

His voice, more confident now.

He told me without commanding. He proposed without requesting.

And he kept talking.

I watched her while he laid it out. No more hesitation.

He knew how we were positioned. He hadn't missed a single detail of what had happened. He knew his girlfriend lay on her back in front of me.

He knew I'd just been inside her ass.

He could picture the state of both her openings.

He could picture the look his girlfriend was giving me.

And he wasn't confessing a fantasy. He was narrating what needed to happen, describing it as if it were the only logical thing.

His voice kept cutting into me like a knife: long, dense, sharp, the words linking together without pause, as if he'd been holding this back for a long time. A speech that wasn't for Inés—she couldn't hear it, couldn't carry it out. It was only for me.

What he said hollowed me out and set me on fire at the same time.

Left me devastated and aroused.

“What do you think? You up for this last part too?” That was what echoed in me before I clenched my jaw, closed my eyes for an instant, and pulled the phone from my ear.

I almost hung up.

My chest was pounding.

I looked at Inés… she looked at me.

I set the phone on the bed beside her; the timer kept running.

I took a deep breath, as if that air alone could hold me together.

When I first heard Manu's words, I'd thought the thrill would be in disobeying—taking control of the game and doing the exact opposite. But I quickly realized: there was nothing more devastating than obeying. Obeying burned me and absolved me at the same time. And that idea shook me more than any fantasy of rebellion.

I looked at her again. Her white shirt was still half-open, a twisted fold hiding one breast while the pink areola of the other peeked out, damp with sweat. Between her breasts, her panties still lay there—a scrap of wet fabric interrupting the harmony of her exposed body. I reached out and corrected the asymmetry: pushed aside the sticky fabric and spread the shirt open until both breasts were exposed, heavy, trembling with her ragged breathing. A bead of sweat slid down her neck, vanishing into her collarbone, gleaming in the dim light. She held my gaze, steady, calm, as if she knew exactly what was coming; and in that calm was a challenge, a silent provocation that cut through me more than any word could. Her mouth, half-open, seemed to be waiting for something more than air.

Her mouth.

Maybe she knew. Maybe that's why she was almost asking for it with that exact parting of her lips.

My hand found the white silk lying between her breasts. I gathered it with my fingers—still damp, still warm from her sex—and squeezed it in my fist.

“Open your mouth,” I ordered, abrupt.

She held my gaze. Her chest rose and fell, the open shirt and the backlight from the lamp offering a clear, almost magical view of her full breasts—two soft slopes crowning her torso, natural, beautiful.

“Open your mouth,” I repeated, harsher this time.

I didn't hesitate any longer. Her lips parted, the gap became temptation, a hot breath escaped. I shoved her panties inside until the silk molded like a damp gag. Her first moan became a muffled murmur, a "mmhhhnnnn" that shot through my whole body. Three, five, ten seconds staring at each other. Staring at each other like that… And then the fabric began to vibrate with each of her exhalations, held in place by her saliva.

And then I saw her differently. Her gaze had changed: no longer insolent or haughty, but more docile, more expectant, more yielding. Almost submissive. Her eyes glistened with a slow, wet blink, as if the gag had silenced her defiance too.

I looked down. Between her spread legs, her sex looked like a flower at the peak of bloom, trembling under the light. It pulsed, pink, wet, throbbing as if hungry for what I still hadn't given it. My cock stayed hard, straight, soaked—as if it had waited for this moment with more loyalty than I had myself.

I pulled my hand away from her leg, but she didn't lower them. She kept them in the air, raised, spread, holding them up on her own, offering herself with no way out. I gripped my cock with my free hand, aiming at the center of that wet offering.

“I'm going in your pussy… okay?” I whispered, hoarse, panting.

She looked at me with eyes nearly tearful, lashes heavy with moisture, as if a tear were about to fall—a tear of longing, of uncertainty. And she nodded. Barely a gesture, trembling, accompanied by a muffled murmur behind the gag:

“Mmhhnn… mmhhnn…”

That sound pierced me, as did the sight of her panties wedged in her mouth. They didn't fit completely: the edges peeked out at the corners, tracing a thread of saliva that had settled along the curve of her jaw. They were white, yes, but not as white as the shirt: the dampened silk contrasted with the pristine gleam of the fabric still covering her shoulders and forearms, parting at the sides of her breasts…

…And as I gazed at her like that, I found myself bracing not to feel, to accept the emptiness.

Everything had changed. I didn't feel like an instrument anymore, but an accomplice. That someone had been there before—Javier, no less—didn't make it less humiliating, or maybe it did… Or precisely so, and that was what made it exciting.

The moment had arrived.

The moment to let myself be defeated. For the trap set for one to be consummated as a sordid game for four.

I no longer felt like a victim. No one was being humiliated there. Or maybe she was.

But it was a controlled humiliation, like a detonation… like a supervised explosion.

Me, standing before her as she lay on her back on the bed, legs raised… offering me those two unequal entrances…

I had already entered one…

Now it was my turn to claim the second.

The open one. The used one.

I leaned forward, gripped the base of my cock, and rested the head at her entrance. The contrast hit me immediately: my cock, hard, veiny, soaked, throbbed with each heartbeat; and before it, her pink flesh trembled, wet, gleaming as if dilating to absorb me. The heat enveloped me the moment I brushed the lips of her pussy: a dirty heat, almost offensive—the heat of a body already opened, used, surrendered to another before me.

I pushed barely an inch. The squelch was obscene, a wet sound that ran down my spine. Her lips opened without resistance, soft, slack, slippery. Her body shuddered, a brief tremor that shook her thighs and made her whimper behind the gag—a tender, childlike "mmhhnn…" with misty eyes. My tip was trapped in a viscous embrace that seemed less to grip than to absorb me, as if the hollow claimed me, too easy, too yielding.

And I understood the game. The dark thrill of sinking into that used pussy.

The dark thrill of coming after another man, who wasn't even her boyfriend… just another. Nothing more.

And then her gaze, her eyes dropping, and a purr… begged me for it.

“Mmhhnn…”

Inés, Inés Lizardi, with her panties in her mouth, her legs raised and spread wide, the head of my cock inside her body… was asking me… was begging me…

…to fill her…

…to make her feel everything and nothing at once.

I placed my hands on the bed, on either side of her body…

…and I let myself go…

I sank.

I buried myself:

“Mmmmmmhhnn…!!!” she whimpered into her panties.

“OOOOOHHHH…!!” I groaned, closing my eyes, burying my cock in Inés Lizardi's pussy.

All the way.

Balls deep.

And I felt, and we felt, everything and nothing at once.

The impact was brutal and empty at the same time. There was no tightness; in its place was a wide, dilated heat that enveloped me without squeezing, that swallowed me with the slack softness of a body too open. I felt the viscous friction of her folds, wet, sliding along my shaft like an unbearable absence: it wasn't pressure, it was surrender—but a surrender that came before me...

…And my cock throbbed—hard, veiny, soaked—yet it knew it was a late intruder. She whimpered beneath the panties gagging her, soft “mmhhhnnn, mmhhhnnn” sounds that were a muffled purr blending with the wet slap of our bodies locking together. Her breathing was hot and rhythmic, carrying the smell of sweat and sex, of freshly used skin, of an animal heat that clouded my mind. The box spring creaked, my chest swelled, burning with feeling it all—her heat, her scent, her trembling—and yet feeling almost nothing.

And in the midst of that collision—both empty and full—it hit me that Manu was listening. That her gasp, that moan muffled in the damp fabric…and that snort of mine had traveled through the phone and slipped into his ears, making him a participant in our filthy breathing, in an invasion as complete as it was insubstantial.

And then I began to move. I moved, I fucked her, and I didn’t know if I was seeking more or less. Whether I wanted to feel something or nothing. I started a slow, viscous rhythm, as if my cock were splashing in a warm puddle. I slid in and out with obscene fluidity, without resistance, as if Inés’s pussy accepted me reluctantly, as if its only purpose were to mock a useless friction. Each thrust was soft, wet, endless; each withdrawal left me exposed to the air for an instant before I plunged back into that surrendered heat.

And when I pulled out completely and pushed back in…how wide open her pussy was became more flagrant, more obscene…almost unforgivable.

And in those moments, she whimpered a “mmhhhnnn,” announcing she felt full, but with an undertone of insufficiency, of listlessness, of dissatisfaction.

And I imagined what she must think of herself, feeling nothing because another had already fucked her. That she felt nothing because her pussy had already been invaded, used, defiled.

We looked at each other. She, on her back, with teary eyes, the panties filling her mouth. I, on top, holding her gaze and the rhythm. And then, with a dry throat, I asked her:

“Do you feel anything, huh? Or do you feel nothing?”

She didn’t respond. She only whimpered an absurd “hmmmmnnn” beneath the gag, neither affirming nor denying, while her fingers gripped the wrinkled sheet tighter, clenching the fabric as if seeking there the resistance I couldn’t find inside her.

I kept thrusting into her, slower now, savoring that loose, insulting friction.

“How did Javier leave your pussy…?” I panted, with a deeper thrust. “How did he leave it like this…?”

And after that, silence. And then a “hmmmmmff,” almost ridiculous, drowned in the white silk.

“What did he do to you?” I insisted, my breathing ragged. “How many positions did he fuck you in?”

The box spring answered for her then, with its metallic complaint, with a “niiic…niiic…” that accompanied my thrusts.

“How many hours did he fuck you, huh?” I let out, more heated, with an angry snort as I buried myself to the hilt again.

“OHH…!” I gasped.

“MmMMmhhhhnnNNnn!!” she moaned behind the gag, a longer sound, something that didn’t pretend to be an answer, just a simple exhalation.

“Where did he come, huh? Did he come inside…?” I asked, ecstatic…and I imagined him writhing, snorting in her ear as he filled her, as he filled her tight, exquisite pussy, the original, the proper one, not the dilated, ruined copy I was invading.

“MmMMmhhhhnn!” Inés moaned, and I wanted to read whether she was nodding, whether she was confirming my suspicion, but her neck didn’t move, leaving me in doubt; and her fingers dug into the sheet, her hands clenched, unable to touch me, to grip anything else. The only contact was there: my cock sliding in and out of her open, wet, surrendered pussy, the only point of union between our bodies.

I abandoned myself then to an increasingly urgent, increasingly obscene rhythm: my cock slid in and out soaked, dripping with her juices, gliding as if her entire interior were designed to dirty me. Her muffled moans, her “mhhmmm…” “mhhhnnnn,” overlapped with my “ohhh…” “ohhhhhh,” until they formed a single dirty, animal noise that filled the room. Sometimes I pulled out completely and saw her: her pussy open, throbbing, with the damp hair stuck, tangled, a pussy so dilated it seemed impossible. And that vision devastated me because it was her, Inés, the impeccable student, the one with the spotless uniform, the one with the white shirt and fitted tie, the one who just recently had walked the hallways with distant elegance, with a grace so untouchable it left you breathless. I couldn’t believe I had her like this: used, offered. And as I fucked her, brutal images came to me: Javier fucking her standing against the wall, Javier mounting her, Javier taking her on all fours, pulling her tie backward, tearing at her skin, her neck, panting just like me now…but feeling more, feeling more for having been first…

“Mhhmmm…! Mmhhhnnnn!” Inés kept moaning while the creaking of the box spring marked the rhythm of my reverie with grating, unpleasant “niiic, niiic” sounds that turned that fuck into something even dirtier. And then I couldn’t take it anymore: I leaned over her, let my weight drop and brought my face close to hers, seeking that mouth that was no longer hers, but a secret hidden behind the silk. The white gag brushed my nose first, damp, soaked, with the acrid smell of her saliva; then I felt the softness of the fabric against my lips, a warm, drooling touch that ignited me like a blow. I kissed her like that, through the drenched panties, pressing until I felt my lips sink into hers, separated only by that layer of slippery silk. Her gaze drilled into me up close, fixed, shining with tears that wouldn’t fall; and in that exchange I understood the brutal impact of having her like this: open, offered, invaded, and at the same time sealed, silenced. The silk trembled between us with each gasp, transmitting the vibration of her mouth like a mute murmur, a drowned babble. Hot drool seeped from the corner and soaked my chin, and I licked it helplessly, as if by tasting it I could finally reach direct contact with her. That impossible kiss contained everything: the humiliation, the submission, the atrocious desire, all turned into a single wet tremor between my mouth and hers.

I fucked her like that: my pelvis rocking back and forth, my pale ass driving into her, just as Javier's must have done not long before, with the same excitement, the same fury. My cock slid in sometimes straight, sometimes at an angle, searching for a friction that wasn't there, and the wet sound of her pussy was shameful and telling. So much so that, burning and blinded by it, I finally pulled my mouth away and, stroking her hair, whispered in her ear:

“How many cocks fit in here…? How many fit… huh… Inés…?”

“Mhhmmmmmm…!!!” she moaned—I couldn't tell if it was protest or surrender.

Her moan hung vibrating against the fabric, and I, burning, froze mid-thrust. Then I remembered Manu's words. The third order. That was what was devouring me from within.

I leaned toward her ear, breath catching:

“Now we're really going to feel it… Especially you…” I whispered, hoarse, barely audible.

I pulled back a little. She looked up at me, eyes shining, almost tearful…

…and then a sharp, innocent “mmhhnnnn” escaped from behind her panties.

She understood. She sensed it.

She accepted it.

I pulled back further, withdrawing from her. My cock slid out hard, flushed, glistening, burning, soaked with her—with clear wetness and something else… thicker, more tangible… more whitish…

But if I thought that visual impact had left me breathless…

…what destroyed me more was what happened next… what she did next.

Because no matter how much she knew what was coming, no matter how much she might have suspected what else her boyfriend had proposed… she never would have imagined she'd show it like that, offer it like that:

Because suddenly she lowered her hands, slowly but decisively, from the sheet to her thighs, then slid them further. Her long fingers gripped the curves of her own ass and pulled, stretching, spreading them apart, as if inviting me to look at what no one should see. Her legs, already raised, bent further, thighs nearly touching her torso, but splayed open in the air, held by her own strength, trembling with effort and surrender. And I, standing before her, saw everything: above, her open pussy, glistening, dripping and slick with each movement; her pink lips throbbing, raw from use; and just below, her anus, clenched tight, reddened, yet offered like a second prize, like a shameless secret she tensed and relaxed with her own fingers.

That gesture pierced me. It wasn't just that she let me see it—it was that she was giving it to me, presenting it to me, as if the third order no longer came from Manu, or from me, but from her, who had decided to place it there, in front of my soaked cock, so I would take her—but not like before—so I would take it for real, so I would fuck her ass for real.

I stood motionless, frozen by that impossible vision. My lungs couldn't find air. Inés, on her back, spread open, hands gripping her own ass, stretching the skin with her slender fingers, showing me, showing herself. Her legs trembled in the air, bent against her chest, the navy blue socks hugging her calves—a reminder of my fetish, as if it were one more provocation, one more taunt. Above, her pussy offered itself dilated, wet, dripping; below, her anus contracted, pulsing in brief spasms, as if resisting yet calling to me at the same time. An obscene duality: the open and the closed, both holes exposed in the same frame, under the yellowish light that made them even more carnal.

I leaned in, gripped my cock by the base—hard, veiny, glistening—and guided it downward. The head first grazed her flooded sex, as if wanting to soak up more. She trembled with a subtle “hmmnn” as she felt my flesh again at the entrance of her wrecked hole; but in a slow movement, I slid my cock downward, leaving a wet trail until it stopped right there: against the wrinkled ring, closed, the point where everything was going to break again. She moaned another muffled “mhhhnnn!” behind her panties, and her eyes, clouded, never left mine… as I pressed the tip against her anus…

…and…

…began to press.

And I saw everything at once, like a blow: her open pussy, glistening, dripping; her fingers digging into her own ass, stretching the skin to offer it to me; her enormous breasts, taut, swaying with each breath; and a thick drop of saliva running slowly from the corner of her mouth, trailing down her neck, wetting the white of her shirt collar. From that instant I knew it wasn't going to be like the first time. It wasn't going to give way inch by inch, with the slow torture of before, but in longer, more humiliating, more drawn-out waves.

I pressed harder, and she snorted against the fabric—a harsh, ridiculous “fffhhhmmm!!” The air, trapped in her throat, exploded through her nose in hot bursts, mixing with the muffled murmur of the gag, a double panting—dirty and animal. I pushed a little more and another “hhhnnnfff!” escaped her throat, vibrating in the wet silk clenched between her teeth. My hips advanced and her sounds followed one after another, broken gasps marking the rhythm of my advance: “mmhhfff…!” “nnnhhhfff…!” “aahhhhnnnn!” Each thrust a bellow. Each inch I claimed a snort. Bestial huffs accompanying my cock as it entered, wave after wave, into a lock that surrendered.

And I watched her open—not just from her fingers stretching her ass, but from the insistence of my cock, rock hard, yearning to feel the touch, the roughness, the tightness; everything her pussy had denied it.

Until there was no more resistance, and my hips surged forward… and a final “HHHmmmNNNnnn!!” erupted from her silk-gagged mouth—a long, sustained wail, equal parts pleasure and shock, as that tight ring gave way and my hips slammed against her ass. My entire cock was buried, soaked, gripped by the rough tightness of her ass. I closed my eyes and let out a hoarse “Ooohhh!!” while she arched and released a muffled, animal moan. I was inside. All the way. Balls deep. And the untouchable schoolgirl I remembered sitting elegantly at her desk in my classroom no longer existed: all that remained was this girl spread open, invaded, legs raised, ass cheeks spread by her own hands, panties hanging from her mouth, eyes squeezed shut with tears of shock and pleasure—panting in front of me as if the world had shrunk to nothing but the craving for the next thrust.

I began to move inside her, first with short, shallow strokes, then with a cruder rhythm. The friction was raw, coarse. She panted beneath the gag, forcing out grotesque huffs: “hhhnnnff…!” “mmhhfff…!” “hhhhnnn!”—sounds that vibrated through the silk and burst from her nose, hot and inevitable. The sight destroyed me: seeing her there, legs raised, her own fingers still gripping her ass cheeks, forcing herself to stay spread wider. Her enormous breasts shook uncontrollably, her open white shirt revealing the glow of her skin, another thick strand of drool sliding down her neck to disappear into the sweat between her breasts, and lower down, her pussy spread wide, its lips splayed like two reddened, twisted petals, reminding me with each thrust that this was the hole to fill—but we had wanted more, we had wanted to plunge into the deepest, most shameless, most immoral depths.

And I pushed, burying myself until I felt her folds squeeze around me. Each thrust was flesh, heat, brutality; each look from her was an abyss I sank into deeper than her own ass. And I found myself wishing she wouldn’t stop, that those ridiculous huffs, those “mmhhfff!!” “mmhhfff…!” “hhhhnnn!” muffled by her drool-soaked panties would keep marking the rhythm of what she received, what I gave her.

The bed’s “squeak” “squeak” also marked the rhythm, thundering once more: metallic, screeching, mocking. And I buried myself in her ass with all my weight, until something inside me snapped. The rage, the excitement, Manu’s voice still echoing in my ear… it all merged into a single devastating impulse. I yanked my cock out, soaked and dirty, leaving her asshole clenched and trembling in empty spasms. She trembled and protested with an accusatory “HHHhhnnnn!!!” but I didn’t stop: I aimed a little higher and, with a grunt torn from deep in my gut… I leaned in… I lunged… and buried myself in her pussy.

“Mmmhhhuuuaaannnnnnn!!!” Inés screamed into her panties—an endless, ragged moan, equal parts pain, relief, and surrender.

The impact was insane. Inés arched her whole body, fingers still gripping her ass cheeks. The bed exploded in a longer “squeeeeeeeak!” as if the iron were protesting on her behalf. The wetness devoured everything, her soft, dripping flesh sucking me in as if it had been waiting for me. The splash was obscene, a wet slap that shot through me all the way to the back of my neck.

I buried myself to the hilt, until I felt my balls press flat against her soaked sex, and in that instant I understood:

What was exciting wasn’t one hole or the other—it was the alternation.

And our eyes met amid the brutality. She didn’t look away, didn’t remove her fingers: she kept stretching her ass cheeks apart. She wasn’t ashamed. And I imagined her asshole hadn’t closed again, that it was still there, dilated, trembling, clenched, hungry, demanding to be invaded again… a perfect circle, carnal and dark; and as I thought this, I pulled out and buried myself inside her again.

“Mmmmhhh…!” she panted through the gag as she felt me bottom out.

And again my cock slid back and forth, and again the splash was a hollow, watery, shameful echo. Her sex, dilated and wrecked, wrapped around me without squeezing, and my thrusts fell into an almost absurd rhythm, fast and dirty: in and out, in and out, with a viscous sound that filled the room. She huffed into the panties, pitiful “mmhhhnn… ffhhhnn…” sounds, but there was no scream anymore, no tension—just a shared emptiness. Neither of us felt anything. Not her, spread open to the point of absurdity. Not me, buried in a hole so surrendered that the only thing exciting me was the certainty that it had belonged to someone else before me.

That useless in-and-out exasperated me. The “squeak! squeak!” of the bedsprings and her “mmhnn…! mmhhnn…!” were empty, mocking whimpers, as if accusing me of being incapable of making either of us feel anything. And I got angry. I dug my hands into her waist and began thrusting furiously, driving and withdrawing my cock at full speed, as if sheer brutality could wring out a sensation that refused to come. The splash was obscene, a viscous “shhlck!, shhlck!, shhlck!” that drove me crazy with its emptiness. She responded with three short huffs, synchronized with my thrusts: “Mhm…! mhm…! mhm…!” hoarse and muffled behind the wet fabric. They sounded more like animal grunts of protest than pleasure. And yet, neither of us felt anything. Her pussy was too open, too surrendered, too used. I huffed “ohh…! ohh…! ohhh!” into the air, but it was a lie; there was no tightness, no resistance, nothing but a useless, overflowing hole that only confirmed Javier had been there before me. The rage rose in me like vomit, forcing me to pull out with a wet jerk and, without thinking, lower the angle and aim again at that reddened, throbbing ring that called to me. And there I sought to recover what had been lost.

And the change was immediate. The moment I pressed the tip against her flushed hole, it gave way with a new willingness, as if her body had been waiting for me there.

I drove in with one thrust, halfway to the hilt:

“MMMMHHHmhhhhnnn…!!” Inés let out a sound that wasn't a muffled scream but something drier, dirtier, overlapping with the wet noise of my flesh pushing into her ass—a slick “plp” that set me on fire and froze my blood at the same time.

“Mmmhhhhnnn…!!” she moaned, feeling me inside her ass again, her eyes flying open—wide, bright, wet. Then another moan, deeper, different, escaped against the panties:

“MMMMmmhhhhnnn!!!”—a tearful, grateful moan.

Her gaze said it all, locked on mine: “Yes, there! There I can feel you!” Her chest heaved with a new rhythm, her huge tits quivering in the open shirt, and I understood without words. I thrust into her again and another moan answered me, a “Mmmhhhhnnn…!!” that wasn't protest but welcome—joyful surrender.

Depending on which hole I filled, she drooled either frustrated huffs or grateful moans into her panties.

And then I let loose. I pounded into her with fury, a ferocious rhythm that made the bed creak beneath us—a metallic, rhythmic “ñiiic… ñiiic… ñiiic…!!” like obscene applause. She stopped holding her cheeks apart; her hands flew to grip my ass, nails digging in, pulling me deeper with a desperation that set me ablaze.

I huffed shameless, surrendered, animal sounds into the air—“Ohhh! Oooohhh! Ufffhh!”—and she responded beneath the soaked fabric:

“Mmmhhhnnn…!! Mmddhhaammeee…!! Mmmhhhhnnmóóóresh…!!!”

Her garbled, filthy, but unmistakable babbling wrecked me.

She was begging for more.

Beneath those panties… her distorted, ridiculous moans drooling under the silk… were shattered pleas, overflowing with pleasure, as if she couldn't contain the thrill of feeling her ass taken again and again so brutally.

And for several minutes, everything narrowed to that impossible friction: my cock sliding in and out of her ass, never all the way, always keeping part of me inside to hold her open; the slick, rough drag of her insides contrasting with her sweet, soft scent; her uniform shirt plastered to her torso with sweat, her huge tits swinging with each wild thrust; her sweaty belly smelling of sex and thick heat; my breath panting over her like an animal lost in its prey. Each of her gasps was a grotesque huff, an obscene plea—“Mhhnnhhh!! Mmhhnmóóósh…!! Mmdhhammee…!! Mmmhhhhnnmóóósh…!!”—drooling, vibrating against the fabric of her bitten panties, while I watched my cock vanish into that stretched ring and emerge coated in thick shine. Her nails dug into my ass, clawing as if she wanted to melt into me, and everything became an obscene delirium, a rhythm that drilled through my chest, because I couldn't understand how I felt such pleasure and, at the same time, such bewilderment at having reached this peak of devastation.

The sight of her ass stretched around my cock below, and the gaping hollow of her pussy above, made me feel like I was about to come every second. I felt I couldn't take any more, that every fiber of me was about to burst—wherever I looked, everything set me on fire. I almost whispered, “How is your pussy so open?” But I stayed quiet. My eyes dropped lower: my cock buried halfway in her ass, shining and taut, gripped by that rough ring that seemed to suck me in. Another question caught in my throat: “How do you let yourself get fucked in the ass like this…?” But I didn't say that either.

She whimpered against her soaked panties, a muffled chorus of “mmhhhnnn…!!” and “mmhhf…!!” vibrating against the fabric. Burning, I cupped her breasts, pressed them together, squeezed them hard, feeling her taut nipples brush against me as I dipped my face to her neck.

She arched beneath my spent body—a wreck, but a beautiful wreck, reduced to flesh and trembling. Her lush curves writhed beneath me, grateful for the brutality drilling her ass. There, yes: in that tightness, in that rough surrender, we found the edge of her undoing. The pressure was so intense my vision blurred; the feeling that I was about to come surged from my balls to my throat.

And in a frenzy, I pulled out of her ass with a wet snap and aimed at her pussy, wanting to switch, wanting to trick the orgasm. I thrust inside again and felt almost nothing—just an open, soft hole with no resistance. She whimpered beneath the panties, a broken “mmhhhnnn…!!”—more lament than pleasure. I pulled out again, panting, lost, my cock glistening, throbbing, dripping.

Our eyes met, and she, with the white silk gag in her mouth, reached for her shirt with surprising calm: first closing one side to cover half a breast, then the other, as if wanting to dress—or at least cover herself—in the middle of the devastation. I trembled, and from the tip of my cock—red, swollen—a thick white drop emerged, sliding slowly down the head, then down the shaft, as if my cock too had decided it couldn't take any more.

I wanted to come in her ass, inside her ass... but I knew I wouldn't have time...

...I knew I was going to come—it was inevitable now—and she knew it too. She stared at me, eyes glistening, holding the two sides of her shirt together over her chest with one hand. And just as my fingers closed around my cock to stroke myself inches from her body, she shuddered, understanding there was no turning back: I was going to come on her...

And then her other hand began to descend... slowly, toward her sex, and when her fingers touched her wet pussy, her body jolted again—an electric arc running up her entire spine; her legs trembled in the air, convulsing in small, ridiculous shivers. She turned her face to one side, still holding the panties in her mouth, and a “Mmmmhhhhh...” vibrated against the soaked fabric.

Then, with her face turned toward the sheet, tracing circles with three fingertips over her protruding peak, over her swollen clit... she let out another moan—broken, drooling, like a command and a plea at once:

“Mmhhgg... cuhhmm...”

Her muffled voice wrecked me. I saw her arched back, areolas and nipples showing through the white fabric of her shirt, navy blue socks taut on her raised calves, fingers scraping her clit and working her wet lips with expert pressure—and I let out an uncontrollable gasp, a harsh, abandoned “Ohh...!”

And she, rubbing herself frantically, trembling in spasms, eyes teary and mouth drooling over her panties and the sheet... insisted:

“Mmhhgg...! Cuhhmm...! Baahstuhhrd!!”

And then I came undone. Barely two strokes of my hand on my cock and a torrent of pleasure exploded from my swollen head. I felt the power of the release even before it hit. I looked down, saw the state of my cock, and knew this would be excessive, humiliating, difficult for that girl panting before me to handle...

...I knew it from the first flash of pleasure, from the first shot that erupted violently—a burning lash that exploded against her chest and spread across the white fabric she was trying to hold; the cum soaked her uniform shirt instantly, drenching it until it clung to her areolas, which showed obscenely through the fabric. Feeling the burning impact soak through to her tit, she writhed in a spasm and whimpered a “Mmhhmm!!”—surprise and arousal mingled...

The next jet shot even farther, and as it flew I gasped a surrendered “ooohhh,” while she arched her legs in the air in ridiculous spasms, her rubbing turning frantic. The impact could be heard on her turned face: skin, flesh, cheek, jaw; fabric, the collar of her shirt—everything sprayed in one long lash, top to bottom, stark white; her whole face trembled, her mouth too, almost as if she were sucking her soaked panties and swallowing saliva, letting out a wet purr as she felt that hot stream on the side of her face.

The third exploded on her torso too, on her shirt, on her other tit—thicker, more grayish, more furious, dirtier, marking the peak of her nipple beneath the fabric—and she sobbed a “Mmmm!” “Mmhhyehhss...!! Stahhinn meee...!!” drooling, while ridiculous tremors shook her entire body... Another burst hit the back of the hand holding her shirt closed, splattering her knuckles... and that hand trembled instantly at the impact, and she squeezed her eyes shut, and she rubbed her pussy, made it vibrate, explode, drip; and she writhed, and I was already wondering if she was coming as she snorted like an animal, watching that disaster, that canvas growing rawer, more obscene.

And when I thought the next lash would be weaker, I felt another surge of pleasure; I snorted a hoarse “Ahh... ohh!” I didn't recognize, and exploded again, shooting far. The jet flew straight to her gagged mouth, hitting the corner of her lips where she drooled on the panties. The silk was violated, and this time she didn't just tremble—she froze, while a white trickle overflowed from the corner of her lips, falling slowly down her chin. Eyes closed, she whimpered a “Mhhmmnnh!!” that vibrated in the wet silk... and another shot, unexpected, exploded nearby, right on the collar of her shirt, at the first button. The impact left a round, thick stain that spread toward the fold like a white flower opening on the fabric. She trembled all over: a shudder of shame and pleasure ran through her chest, her legs clenched in the air, she inhaled sharply, her stained chest swelled, and she gasped a “Mhhhnnnhhhgghhh!!” “Baahstuhhrd!!”—arousal and reproach mingled.

“Oh... fuck...” I groaned, savoring the last surges of pleasure and the rest of my release—more disorderly now, more random, more scattered, weaker spurts that stained her belly and mound, marking the lower part of her shirt, spraying her navel, smearing her wet pubic hair. While she, mouth flooded with saliva, maybe feeling my cum dripping from her panties into her mouth... writhed again with “Mmhhnh!!” “Mhhmmnnh!!” “Mhhmmnnh!!”—extravagant, eccentric purrs... almost hysterical...

I opened my eyes wider then. And gazed at her, breathless. Everything pulsed: the white stains freshly stamped on her shirt seemed alive, expanding like grotesque rivers over the cotton; her hardened areolas, showing through more visible than ever under the soaked fabric, throbbed as if marking their own pulse; on one of her tits there wasn't just a simple streak, but an enormous, dense, whitish blotch—a thick, almost rigid puddle that stuck the fabric to her entire areola, revealing the enormous pinkish circumference, soaked through, drenched. Her wet mound, framed by glistening hair, gleamed under the light, still streaked with my last splashes. Even on the back of one hand—the one holding her shirt together—pearly remnants remained, forcing her to keep her fingers tense.

The other hand, miraculously clean, rose to her mouth. Slowly, deliberately, she removed the soaked panties, pulled them from between her lips, and let them fall onto the mattress. Her head tilted to the side, her wet lips, the thread of saliva she swallowed as she freed herself—it was a devastating sight.

I withdrew slowly, still panting, and stood in front of her. My cock hung wet, glistening along every vein, while I guiltily indulged in the sight I was leaving behind: her stained torso, her spread sex, her marked neck.

She, however, moved with a calm that disarmed me.

She lowered her legs delicately, let them rest on the bed, and sat up with a measured, almost elegant movement, as if none of this had dragged her into indecency. And that gesture set everything in motion: rivers of semen slid down her belly and branched into grotesque paths; a solitary drop fell from her navel. Her sweaty mane fell forward, dark and heavy, in strands that framed her flushed cheeks.

She gripped the shirt by the sides. She opened and closed it slightly, rubbing the damp fabric against her chest. A sticky mess had formed there—shirt, semen, areola, and nipple all fused together, an obscene amalgam that peeled away and flattened again with each movement of her hand. It wasn't she who was lost in that sight: it was me, forced to watch as she thrust it upon me with a calm, almost indifferent gesture.

Her serenity amazed me. My cock had spread her pussy, degraded her ass—I had come on her torso, her tits, her uniform…

…And yet, Inés Lizardi composed herself as if nothing had happened, as if neither the semen, nor the sweat, nor the frustration of an unfinished orgasm could strip away that innate elegance.

But the most shocking part, the most devastating, came next.

And then, while she held her shirt by both sides, as if unsure whether to close it, she looked up… and met my eyes.

And silence fell.

A flash of defiance and tenderness shone in her eyes.

And she whispered:

“He told you to do everything, didn't he?”


The weight of the irreversible.

I didn't respond. I stood there mute, frozen in front of her, as if my words had dissolved in the thick air of the room. I looked at her. Her face was still beautiful. It even held a kind of cruel charm, heightened by the contrast with what had just happened: her damp cheekbones, the sweat plastering dark strands to her forehead, her reddened lips glistening with the saliva that had soaked that silk gag, bitten and sucked between gasps. And below, the stained shirt, splattered with semen in an irregular map of whitish marks that defiled it.

A thick river ran down from the peak of one of her breasts, sliding toward her abdomen, dividing into glistening furrows that marked her like an inevitable accident. Her fingers held the garment suspended, neither open nor closed.

I gazed at her and couldn't tear my eyes from her open sex, still wet, gleaming in the shadows: the ruined lips, folded, pink, like living proof of what we had just done. I couldn't see her asshole now that she'd lowered her legs. And she didn't seem to feel any discomfort, which stirred my suspicions again.

Only then, after that trembling contemplation, did I whisper, barely audible, as if the word burned in my throat.

“Yes…”

She said nothing. Still seated, she calmly leaned to one side, picked up the tie that lay on the bed, and placed it on her bare thigh, all while holding my gaze with unbearable serenity. Then, with measured movements, she began to button her shirt.

The first button joined the fabric over the lower part of her belly, trapping a trickle of semen still descending, leaving a damp bulge that spread across the white fabric. The second covered her navel, and I watched the whitish liquid seep to the sides, darkening the fabric with its moisture. The third began to cover the lower curve of her breasts, which gleamed with stains. The fourth was going to be the worst: I knew it even before her fingers closed it, because right there the fabric would tighten over the most flagrant stain. And so it was. The tight button forced the shirt to flatten against her nipple, and the thick puddle revealed itself in all its rawness: a compact stain that traced the hard relief of her areola beneath the damp cotton. The river running down from there disappeared into the valley and seemed to extend the stain downward. The fifth button left her breasts practically hidden, though the transparency was so stark it brutally betrayed the pink outline of her areolas and nipples.

The fabric clung to her skin like an indecent veil, and one of her hands—the one closing the buttons—still had its back stained with white, viscous semen. Then she dealt with the stain I'd left on the underside of her jaw: she raised the shirt collar and pressed it against that spot, dragging the damp fabric calmly until the mark was gone. And then I remembered I'd also hit her panties and her lips, but I saw no trace: I figured she'd wiped it away skillfully the instant she'd removed the silk from her mouth, quick and precise.

She paused for a moment, lowered her gaze to herself, and without any show of modesty or haste, slowly unrolled the sleeves she'd rolled up to her elbows. The fabric descended clean, intact, unstained, until it covered her forearms. Then she adjusted each cuff with the calm of a ritual, closing the wrist buttons one by one, as if she weren't framing a devastated, saturated canvas.

Only then did she return to her torso, moving to the sixth button, the one at the collar, closing it with a strange docility, and then picked up the tie from her thigh. She barely raised her chin, let the tie slide over her head, and began to cinch it around her neck.

It was at that moment, while she finished adjusting the knot, that I lowered my gaze to myself. Standing in front of her as she remained seated, I saw my cock still swollen, reddened; from the tip hung a thread of semen, swaying. The skin partially covered the glistening head of an exhausted cock, hanging heavy.

When I looked at her again, the tie was already perfect. The knot impeccable, straight, crisp, exactly as it would be at school. But the shirt, splattered with damp stains, betrayed her with its canvas of marks and wet transparencies.

And then, holding my gaze, she stood up.

She stepped barely half a pace closer, enough for her damp breath to brush my face, and whispered:

“Shall we go then?”

I didn't know if I nodded or shook my head. I didn't know if my throat managed to articulate a word or if I only choked in silence. The only thing I understood was that she, as so many times before, had already decided.

She turned calmly, leaned toward the bed, and picked up the phone. Her finger touched the screen with calm precision, and her voice came out clear, without a tremor.

“Hey, you there?” she said to Manu.

I stepped back. Gave her space. She turned toward me.

The fabric of her skirt tangled around my bare feet, a soft brush that forced me to step back a bit more until I found solid footing again. She nodded and said:

“Hmmn. Yeah.”

I couldn't believe what we were about to do.

“Yeah, well, I'll hang up, okay?” she said, quickly switching the phone to her other hand. The freed hand—the one I'd stained—she brought to the back of one thigh, wiping away that thick viscosity with a quick brush.

Her movement was so graceful, youthful, and even almost tender that my chest tightened again, and I found myself wondering once more if she really wanted this, if I really wanted this, if we were really going to do this crazy thing.

“Yeah, I'm giving it to him so he can record,” she clarified, raising her hand to her hair, pausing at the crown of her head, then letting her fingers slide through and sweep it back.

And then everything happened at once: she rattled off a “yeah, yeah, okay, bye,” hung up, and held out her phone to me.

I took it from her like an automaton.

I did it without saying anything. I just held it, fingers tense, feeling the warmth of her touch still on the case. She—a study in absurd contradictions, her tie perfectly knotted over a shirt soaked with sweat and cum—looked me in the eye for an instant, then turned toward the hallway and started walking.

I swallowed.

I felt like the phone would slip from my hands the moment I took a step.

“Wait, wait…” she said, and I looked at her. She came back and grabbed one of her dark loafers resting next to the skirt on the floor. She leaned forward just slightly; her tie hung almost vertical. She lifted one leg and slid her foot into the first shoe. She flexed her knee gently and, with one finger, pushed behind the heel until the shoe closed cleanly over the sock. She repeated the same motion with the other foot, just as brief, just as precise. And the contrast cut through me: that clean, mechanical purity of movement against the brutal sight of her naked, spread-open pussy beneath the soaked shirt, which revealed one of her tits with obscene rawness.

I sighed.

But no air came.

“Let’s go,” I heard her say, and she walked past me.

I had no choice but to follow her, as I had so many times before. The hallway stretched out before us and she claimed it first, setting the pace.

She walked tall, without hesitation, as if the disaster she wore didn’t weigh on her at all. The soaked fabric of her shirt must have rubbed against her with each step, especially against that breast now almost completely visible, where the cool air mixed with the heat from the bedroom and the warm pool of cum still clinging to her skin. She moved like that, her bare, exposed pussy jutting from her body, though I couldn’t see it. I couldn’t see her ass either—the cheeks she’d spread so I could take her there—or the dark hole I’d claimed, now hidden beneath the shirt.

We’d left the shadows behind, and now the golden light of the hallway revealed every detail. Inés, as if sensing my gaze on her back, flipped her hair forward with a brief, almost petulant gesture. The dampness from her hair had seeped into the fabric, soaking the upper back of her shirt and leaving a dark stain on the white cloth. It struck me—that way she had of never stopping being herself: her uniform defiled, reeking of everything I’d spilled on her, walking toward that indecent act… and still, she was herself.

And I followed her, the phone burning in my hand, my palm damp, as if I were carrying the evidence of an irreparable crime.

The silence in the hallway carried the weight of something irreversible and filled everything. Only the tap of her newly donned shoes, the echo of my ragged breathing, and the electric hum of the lamp above us broke that stillness. In the midst of that emptiness, my chest pounded like it was about to explode. I couldn’t understand how she could walk so calmly, how she could hold onto that flawless composure.

I, on the other hand, felt like I was having a heart attack, my throat clenched shut, not knowing if I was obeying out of desire, fear, or surrender. I didn’t know why I was doing this or if I’d be able to see it through. Each step behind her was a racing pulse, an impossible mix of adoration, vertigo, and a humiliation I couldn’t say who it was meant for.

The hallway ended and the bathroom greeted us with cold white light. The mirror at the far end threw back an impossible reflection: her, somehow composed in a ruined uniform, her shirt stained beyond decency while her tie remained impeccable, standing tall in her unbroken poise; me, behind her, naked, tense beyond bearing, holding the phone and knowing that device held the channel of my obedience and the trigger for her undoing.


From the neck down.

She went in first, me behind her. The humid air smelled of limestone and soap. Everything looked immaculate, like a room rarely used. The space was large, tiled halfway up the walls. A circular mirror hung above the sink. To the right, the toilet and a wide rectangular shower base, half-enclosed by a transparent glass panel. The floor, warm and polished, felt smooth against the soles of my feet. I'd barely crossed the threshold and already felt the room had swallowed us whole.

I found the switch and pressed it. Both the ceiling light and the mirror light came on at once. The brightness was brutal—a flash that illuminated everything: the smooth tiles, the spotless ceramic, and the reflection of my torso in the mirror. My absurd, adult, worn nakedness.

Intimidated by that accusatory glare, I immediately reached for the switch, flicked it off, and said:

“Won't this work?”

“Work how?” Inés asked, barely turning.

“With the hallway light.”

She shook her head calmly.

“I don't think so… not for recording. It won't show up well.”

A thick silence fell. I looked at her: her enormous breasts under the shirt, one of them completely soaked through, the wet cotton transparent against her areola; my cock, hanging there, felt more naked than ever—and not just because it actually was.

She looked away and asked:

“Can't you turn on just the mirror light?”

I followed her gaze and nodded:

“Yeah… I think so.”

I searched for the secondary switch while, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her moving slowly toward the shower.

I found the light switch next to the glass, and a click pulled us out of the dimness into something softer: a contained glow concentrated in the white strip that bathed the mirror and fell at an angle over us.

I turned toward her.

Inés already had one hand on the glass panel, fingers spread, stepping up the six inches from the floor to the shower base. I swallowed. I heard the soles of her loafers profane the pristine white ceramic—the faint echo of a sacrilege.

Once inside, she turned and looked straight at me.

Standing there in her shirt, tie, and shoes, inside that white rectangular space, she asked in a sweet voice:

“Is it unlocked?”

I gasped, clumsy and breathless, looking anywhere but her face: at her taut breasts, translucent behind her soaked shirt, at her impeccable tie hanging down the center, at her pussy peeking out between thighs half-covered by the hem of her shirt.

“What…?” I stammered.

“My phone, what else,” she replied dryly.

“Oh…” I murmured, lowering my gaze to the screen. There I saw the grid of app icons.

I took a deep breath, feeling suffocated.

“Yes, it's unlocked.”

“Well, come on, get closer and start recording.”

As she said it, I caught from the corner of my eye her body stepping back barely a pace, as if to make room for me. Then I watched her torso descend slowly until she was squatting inside the shower, knees apart, the shirt falling over her thighs.

I took three steps toward her, stiff and nervous, as if each one cost me a lifetime. My heart pounded in my chest, racing, and I felt my legs trembling. I didn't dare look at her. I doubted everything: whether I should approach, whether I should record, whether I should step into that shower, whether I should even still be there.

“This time record for real, okay?” she said, a reference to my rebellion in that garage. And I felt that was already so far away—that, and the Inés Lizardi I'd invented for myself. “Are you recording yet?” she asked immediately, serene, pressing me.

I swallowed.

“Yes…” I lied at first, just as my trembling finger tapped the camera icon. Then I touched the one marked “video” and, finally, the red button in the center. The seconds counter started ticking at the top, relentless, and the screen vibrated in my unsteady hand.

She whispered then, without looking at me:

“If he didn't tell you, I'm telling you. Only from the neck down, okay? If you get my face, I'll kill you.”

The words pierced me. Overwhelmed me. The tone was serene, even tender, but the content was stark, unbearable. How could she speak so calmly about what she was describing? How could she say it with such composure? And I didn't know whether to nod, promise, or flee. Her directive diminished me even further, put me back in my place: the one who obeys, the one who records, the one who decides nothing.

I finally raised my eyes, turned the phone toward her, and started recording. The frame burned in my hands: Inés, squatting inside the white shower, knees apart, the shirt clinging to her damp skin, the navy blue tie hanging straight down the center of her torso… almost to her crotch.

And just when I thought I couldn't take any more, that I couldn't feel any more anticipation and arousal, Inés decided to take me to another level of torment. One of her hands slid slowly down toward her sex; she watched herself there, parting the lips of her pussy with her fingertips until she found her clit, which emerged pink and swollen, enormous, sublime. She slid her fingers over it, and the slickness of her wetness made a soft, devastating sound.

And she closed her eyes.

She closed her eyes and raised her face slightly toward me.

And as she began rubbing nimbly with two fingertips against her peak, she whispered:

“Wait, okay? Give me a moment before you start… mhmm… because otherwise I won't have time… Mh…! You already left me hanging before.”


A Humiliated Altar.

And those words destroyed me more than her gesture. It wasn't just that she was touching herself in front of me, it wasn't just that she was demanding I record it: it was that she was counting down for me, announcing that a precise moment would come when I would have to do what I'd never imagined I could do. She was going to decide when. And I, trembling, could only wait for that moment, the phone vibrating in my hand.

00:00:24

That was the number burning at the top of the screen when I dared to look again. The image glowed on the screen: Inés, squatting in the white shower basin, her knees spread wide, her thighs tense. The shirt clinging like a second damp skin, the navy blue tie hanging straight, impeccable, in contrast to the disaster of stains surrounding it. And lower, the very center of her body: her sex, alive, open, caressed with precision by the tips of her slender fingers.

00:00:31

The red number advanced and I felt as if it were marking the beats of my pulse, as if it were my own heart beating in there, trapped. My fingers barely held the phone: they trembled, slipped, and every second I feared I would drop it.

00:00:35

I was taking in her image, her movements, in duplicate.

With my eyes: Inés squatting, her shoes on the gleaming ceramic, watching as she stopped leaning on the glass door and that free hand descended slowly. First she gathered the bottom of the shirt, lifted it just barely, as if wanting to expose herself even more; then, eyes closed, she brought it directly to her most drenched breast. She squeezed there, over the soaked fabric that made the pink areola completely transparent in all its rawness, and the gesture drew a surrendered "mmm" from her, while her other hand continued rubbing her wet sex with hypnotic precision.

And through the screen: the same lustful body, the same extravagant, sexual movement, but everything reduced to framing, to proof, to stolen memory.

And I didn't know what devastated me more: seeing her directly, smelling her, feeling the damp heat of her open sex; or seeing her on the screen, transformed into an untouchable, inaccessible figure.

00:00:46

Her chin raised, her eyelids heavy, almost closed, her breathing ragged. She was gasping soft "ahhh…"s, while one hand kept plunging swiftly between her legs: parting folds, finding sensitive spots, pressing where her body ignited. The other, freer, was squeezing her damp breast through the fabric, kneading it in a quick gesture, then rising to her hair, tossing her mane back with a brief movement, then feeling her other breast over her shirt, feeling herself there again, gasping another "ahhhhh," longer, her eyes staying closed, as if she needed nothing more than to feel herself, to feel her femininity, in her pussy, in her breast, in her upturned face, in her thick mane… to already be close to coming.

My heart was pounding in my chest. I swallowed. The air still smelled of lime, of soap, of cleanliness, but also of sweat and sex. The contrast ignited me: the neatness of the bathroom and the filth we'd brought from the bedroom. Hers, and mine too, because my cock couldn't help but swell again, take shape, though I knew I had to fight my arousal to fulfill my task.

00:01:12

My eyes jumped from the screen to reality. Seeing it duplicated tore the air from my lungs.

Inés tilted her head to one side, parted her lips, and the gasp came out clearer:

“Mmm… Ahh…!”

Her fingers worked at full speed in short, exact circles. Her other hand squeezed her breast harder, almost twisting it under the damp fabric. Her moans, her "ahh!, ahhh!"s, overlapped with the wet sounds of her sex. I heard everything. I recorded everything.

My heart was going to explode.

00:01:39

Suddenly she opened her eyes. But she didn't fix them on me—she directed them toward what was filming her. Glassy, burning, they seemed to recognize that the frame, not me, was the true recipient. The intensity of that gaze disarmed me more than any moan. I felt myself disappear, felt that I was neither man nor lover nor witness: I was only the support for a device, the useless extension of a phone capturing for another what I would never have.

And in that instant the rhythm changed. The hand that until then had only drawn circles over her clit slid downward and plunged a finger inside her. Her eyes fell shut as she exhaled an "Ahhhh-aah!!", incredibly pure. Her sex received her, wet, open, and the soaked sound could be heard, a wet whisper expressing the invasion. And her other hand descended too, and while one slid slowly inside her, the other rubbed over the exposed button, over her clit, increasingly tense and prominent.

“Ahhh…! Mmmm…!” she writhed, overwhelmed by the pleasure she was giving herself, and offered, for herself and for him, another flutter of eyelids as plaintive as it was exquisite.

The contrast was devastating: one finger plunging in, another accelerating. And her lips parted again in a moan that didn't seek my approval, but the recording:

“Mmmhh…!! A-aAhhhnh…!!!”

00:02:24

The shirt clung to her tits like a second skin, utterly surrendered. Her areolas, pink and swollen, showed through the sweat-and-cum-soaked fabric with obscene clarity; her hardened nipples seemed ready to pierce the cotton—I couldn't fathom how they pressed against it so sharply. And though her hands were buried in her sex, rubbing with hypnotic violence, the motion of her arms and the arching of her torso made her breasts quiver beneath the shirt, rippling the damp fabric in tiny waves, shuddering in rhythmic pulses.

Her jaw fell open in brief spasms; then she furrowed her brow, pressed her lips together in a convulsive whimper, and finally let out a few whimpering “Ahh…!!” “Ahh-ahnh!!”—as if pleasure were tearing her apart from within.

00:02:51

I gasped, swallowed hard, unable to catch my breath. I couldn't tell if I was watching her directly or through the screen—in both versions she was the same sublime excess. Her hands worked relentlessly, one buried in her sex, the other rubbing her clit with her fingertips; her hair, swept back in a proud gesture, left her face completely exposed, ready for her orgasm to write itself across her features. A bead of sweat trailed down from her temple, her skin glistened, and her neck, held high, made the knot of her tie look even more rigid.

And then she looked at me again, eyes half-closed and wet. Her mouth hung open, her breathing ragged. And she said, almost gasping, her voice trembling with exhaustion:

“Ahh… c-come clo-ser…”

I hesitated. The edge of the shower floor rose barely an inch, but to me it seemed like a wall—the line I wasn't supposed to cross. I swallowed, trembling, and yet I lifted my foot. The contact was warm, slippery, and I felt something break inside me as I stepped into that white rectangle. The angle changed: nothing remained to distract my eyes; there was only her body, folded in on itself, filling everything.

And there, suddenly, everything seemed to intensify: her breasts looked larger, the shirt more soaked through, the areolas pinker, the nipples harder and more pronounced beneath the fabric, the lips of her sex fuller and slicker, her finger sinking deeper, her clit thicker, more alive, more swollen. It was as if every detail had magnified itself just for me, to consume my vision entirely.

The sight cut right through me: not even when I was inside her had I felt her so devastatingly sexual. Not even when I'd had her surrendered beneath me. That distance was precisely right, perfectly calibrated to feel her, to admire her, to be overwhelmed by her power and sexuality.

And then she moaned louder, mouth half-open, neck straining beneath her tie.

“Aaahhh!! Mmmhh…!! Oh!! Al-most… I'm…”

And I trembled. Gasped. I no longer knew if I was breathing. The hand holding my phone clenched until it hurt. And I asked myself, without a voice, if I'd be capable.

A moment of emptiness opened up inside me. It wasn't fear of humiliation or filth—it was the vertigo of obeying all the way through, of breaking at the dreaded point. I felt the urgency that had built up, but I feared my body might deny me permission—out of nerves, excitement, the weight of responsibility—as if my very nature were rebelling against the obscenity of the command.

The command. Her command. Because I knew her order was coming… that she would want everything at once…

“Ahh…!! Ohh…!! God…!!!” She writhed, rubbing herself, eyes closing as she tilted her head back, and I knew it was imminent.

“Ahhh!! MMMMmmm!!” she whimpered, ravaging her pussy with both hands, and her body trembled, pitching forward as she surrendered to pleasure… ending up on her knees before me.

“Ahhh… AHHH-aahh!!” She arched backward, neck straining, and her tits bounced beneath the damp shirt, shaken by the frantic motion of her arms.

And then, in one sudden motion, she grabbed her tie and flung it back over her shoulder. The last remnant of composure she had left vanished in that haughty gesture; and with her torso now exposed, I felt it—a demand, a brutal permission to defile her.

“Ohhh… god…!!” she gasped, both hands back on her sex, and she opened her eyes for an instant—glassy, staring at the camera, not at me—while her hardened nipples strained against the soaked cotton even more violently.

“Aahhh… yes… yesss…!” She leaned further forward, thighs trembling, her swift fingers rubbing her swollen clit with abandon.

“Mmmmhhhhh!! Ahhhhhh!!!!” She nearly screamed, her lips pursing in a tiny spasm, her jaw trembling…

…and I knew.

“Ahhhhhh!! God… I'm coming…!! I'm coming now…!!” she screamed, fingers clenching on her clit… coming undone…

…melting…

“GOD…!!

I'M GOING TO COME…

DO IT!!

DO IT NOW!!” she screamed, and I trembled, and my free hand went to my cock, barely lifting it, shaking under the weight of urgency, and I thought I couldn’t… that my nature, my modesty, or my instinct would band together to refuse… but I began to feel a torrent that wasn’t pleasure but unbearable relief, wrenched from the deepest part of me…

…and I closed my eyes for an instant, and the pressure was unbearable… and without ever stopping the recording…

I exploded…

I freed myself.

I let go…

And a hot, yellow, violent stream struck her full on the chest, nearly knocking her back with its force just as her body convulsed in orgasm. She trembled, shook, and from her lips burst an uncontainable cry—“Oh, fuck… God!!!”—a mix of raw pleasure and surprise, as if she’d expected the arc of my piss to descend in a gentle, manageable curve and instead met a straight, powerful, head-on assault.

But her fingers clenched around her clit didn’t stop; on the contrary, they moved faster, pressing in short circles, sinking into her wet flesh with frantic violence, and from her mouth burst broken moans—“Ahhh!!!” “Ahhhh…!!!” “Mmmmhh!!!”—devastating and obscene. I could barely focus: the screen vibrated in my hand, my vision blurred, and I feared the stream would spiral out of control, reaching her contorted face or her parted mouth, which gasped “Ah!!” “God!!” “fu-ck!!”—again a mix of pleasure and overwhelm, of feeling that shower was too much, too copious, too intense…

…And the color struck me, the power, the indecency, the immorality… the golden liquid drenched her chest in an implacable, cruel, humiliating way. It wasn’t like staining her with cum: this was madness, real madness, a shower that flooded and overwhelmed her completely. The white shirt didn’t become transparent but yellowish; it didn’t display her, it colored her with contempt; her breasts weren’t hinted at under the fabric—they were revealed, outlined, dripping, heavy, yellowish, like two enormous bells, hanging, steaming… degraded by an implacable stream. She was coming, raising her face, frowning, closing her eyes and gasping “Ahh!!” “MMMMhhh!!” “GO-OD!!”, while I watched her areolas, wide and pink, and her stiff nipples bristle under the white fabric that was already yellow; burning and steaming nipples, protesting the shower, trembling and dripping that golden liquid that drenched them relentlessly.

And the heat became suffocating, almost unbearable: that liquid didn’t just stain her, it scalded her, made her drip… My hand stayed firm on my cock, guiding the stream with nervous clumsiness: I directed it toward the strip of buttons on her shirt, exposed now that the tie was thrown back over her shoulder, and that strip turned yellow, warping under the moisture. That full, frontal view was what she’d sought with that proud gesture: nothing covered her breasts anymore, nothing protected what in school had been an image of discipline and modesty.

And then I moved the stream toward one breast and then the other, bathing them in turns, punishing them with alternating waves of liquid heat. Each hot strike tore a new moan from her—“Mmmhh…!! Oohhh…!! Yesss!!!”—making it seem she was no longer coming to the rhythm of her fingers but to the beat of my aim, all accompanied by the humiliating sound, the insistent patter of piss on soaked fabric—a harsh “shhhrrhh,” as if the fabric protested as it surrendered, as if the cotton moaned as it yielded under the liquid pressure. Then I aimed at her erect nipples, which strained against the fabric and shook under the discharge, and she, kneeling, arched with her head thrown back, suddenly screaming “Ahhh!!! Mmmm!! God!!”, and then a wild “Ahh!! Bastard…!! you’re leaving me a fucking mess…!!!” that pierced my chest…

…but I continued…

…and I continued, and I saw how, under her soaked shirt, her drenched breasts spilled forward and to the sides, overflowing; the white fabric, surrendered, had been dyed a dirty yellow that highlighted even more the wide pink of her areolas and the towering stiffness of her nipples. Everything mixed in an obscene contrast of stained white, pulsing pink, and humiliating gold that turned her breasts into a cruel yet strangely beautiful vision… and that power shone, bristling, separating, as if each breast sought that shower independently, each one claiming its share of the stream, its ration of punishment; and everything in them demanded reverence, admiration… and yet, at that moment they received the hot contempt of my urine: a humiliated altar, an exaltation of femininity humiliated like this, subjected to the dirtiest degradation. And then she exploded—“AHH!!!”, “KEEP GOING!!”, “POUR IT ALL OVER ME…!!”, “GOD!!”—while I watched her come, working her pussy with both hands, and saw her enormous breasts shaking between her tense arms.

The stream wasn't uniform; it came in steady bursts that erupted with varying force, as if the sphincter itself contracted and released in uneven pulses. Each surge launched the liquid with a brief whistle, a spattering that shifted the direction and sound of the stream—sometimes denser and heavier, other times sharper and more scattered—marking a humiliating rhythm against her skin and shirt, a resonant drumming that mixed with her “AHH!!!” “KEEP GOING!!” “AHH!!!” “AHH!!!” that aroused me and drove me to keep drenching her…

…And each nipple stood erect, hard and soaked; each areola seemed to dilate, swelling under the heat and moisture, growing wider and flushing a brilliant pink; and every curve of her breasts lay flooded, dripping, humiliated beneath that hot, pungent layer. The saturation was so complete that the fabric itself seemed to dissolve, as if each fiber had surrendered to the weight and warmth of the liquid. Where there were seams, buttons, rigid strips, everything was outlined with cruel precision, tracing fastenings and contours; in contrast, the smooth front of the fabric had nearly vanished into a pathetic transparency that barely veiled her breasts and abdomen. What completed the impression was the sound of all that liquid splashing against the floor, a constant echo reverberating off the tile walls, as if the entire bathroom were participating in her humiliation.

Her orgasm was fading, and the force of my stream dropped, now tracing a tired arc, but then she opened her eyes… in silence… and everything became more intimate, dirtier… And I couldn't tell if she was looking at me or at the phone recording her… and her silence made the sound of my piss against the fabric of her shirt sharper, more distinct…

She no longer moaned, no longer writhed—she stared without blinking as she brought her hands to her thighs, uncovering her sex… and the yellowish water kept streaming down her torso. The liquid ran through the folds of the fabric, forming rivulets that traced each curve, and in the white light of the bathroom her skin gleamed beneath the ruined fabric with a yellowish glow, somewhere between divine and grotesque. She didn't cover herself, didn't pull back an inch, accepted everything I kept pouring out. Her breasts seemed to hold up her surrendered shirt, letting the stream keep marking it. I panted, no longer able to tell whether what I saw was flesh or fabric, chest or liquid, because everything had merged into a single humiliating vision. The only sound was the insistent dripping on the ceramic and the splashing rushing toward the drain, while she remained upright, soaked, her torso transformed into a yellowish, transparent canvas, watching me in silence as if the power, even now, remained hers…

…and then the force weakened further, and the stream, now less steady, dropped toward her tense thighs. It wasn't intentional, but when the liquid struck one of those thighs it also caught her right hand. The hot impact made her jerk it away in a sudden motion, while the stream unexpectedly regained some force, reaching the sleeve of her shirt, yellowing and soaking her forearm and the white cuff, from which heavy drops began to drip. I trembled, trying to correct my aim, but when the stream lost strength again, it dropped helplessly… and ended up hitting her sex dead-on. It wasn't a graze: it was a direct drenching over her parted lips, a baptism as unexpected as it was degrading that made her shudder with a spasmodic “Ah-ah…!!” caught somewhere between shock and confusion, followed by a stifled “ummhhh…” as if she refused to acknowledge what she felt. The golden liquid mixed with the wet gleam of her arousal, varnishing each fold, tangling in her pubic hair until it became an even more glistening thicket. She trembled again, shaken, and as her swollen lips soaked in that impure mixture, torn between rage and lust, convinced I was doing it on purpose, she snorted:

“Fuck, you pig…”

But she didn't withdraw, didn't pull away, didn't cover herself with her hands. She stayed kneeling but upright, one hand hanging limp, the soaked sleeve rendering her arm visible through the fabric, the other planted firmly on her thigh, accepting the piss on her sex without resistance. The stream slid over her parted lips and fell in hot trickles, mixing with the wet traces of her orgasm… and if she felt pleasure from that crude, liquid caress, she suppressed it, maintaining a serious expression, even proud despite the terrible degradation… And the liquid sliding from her pussy became a murky current that cascaded down toward the white floor.

The pressure waned, and the stream dwindled to a weak, irregular trickle that no longer reached her.

One by one, the last drops struck the floor in that narrow space between us, creating resonant echoes that we both heard and felt as the final signature of that madness.

And then she lowered her gaze to look at herself and, in an accusing whisper, said:

“You bastard… you really enjoyed yourself…”


Purging herself.

The bathroom had become saturated with an acrid, dense smell—a mixture of ammonia, heat, and sex—hitting me like an obscene perfume. Her last words still echoed in my head, but I also remembered others, more lustful, more outlandish, words I knew in that moment I would never forget.

My vision blurred, clouding with each breath, and in that dizziness the smell became even more unbearable: a sour vapor, almost metallic, that numbed my senses and reminded me of what I had just done—what I never could have imagined doing.

I blinked. The phone was still in my hand. I looked at the screen and saw the counter ticking upward in red, though I couldn't register what it showed: maybe five, six, or seven minutes.

I figured I had probably pissed on her for more than half a minute.

What I had just done felt almost unreal, yet grotesque at the same time—an interminable stretch that had been not pleasure but pure degradation: a cruel bath that had left the air thick with its smell, my head heavy with guilt, and her body and uniform ruined in the most immoral, obscene, and vile way.

“You got it all on video, right?” she said, her voice barely a whisper, sounding genuinely overwhelmed this time.

And no wonder. Before me, kneeling, was the complete picture: her devastated body, the finished work of degradation. The shirt, once the immaculate symbol of her schoolgirl neatness, had turned yellowish, transparent, marked at the seams, buttons, and nipples. The soaking was absolute; thick drops ran in rivulets down her thighs and dripped to the floor, tracing a map of glistening humiliation.

“Yes… I think so,” I answered.

“You think, or did you actually get it?”

“Yes, yes. It's good,” I said, and stopped the recording.

She stood up slowly. The shirt dripped, heavy, misshapen; the tie, twisted backward and hanging uselessly over her shoulder, seemed to have been spared, though that didn't absolve us. She barely glanced at me and said:

“Come on, put the phone over there… on the sink, and stop looking at me. You can go now.”

I didn't feel anger at the way she spoke to me; there was no room for pride or protest. I accepted it: I was defeated, shaken by the madness we had just been through, reduced to a spectator with no right to demand anything.

I was still panting. The sticky heat crept up my skin; I felt drops on my thighs and the acrid vapor on my face. I realized I was stained too, the insides of my thighs damp and my feet splattered, as if my own shame had caught up with me. I wanted to obey but couldn't help looking at her for an instant: she stood before me, her socks soaked and plastered to her calves, her knees glistening with urine, her shoes spattered with drops that slid down to the tile.

And then, without wanting to witness it, I did—witnessed it in all its rawness—as two heavy yellow drops fell from her exposed sex, one after the other, sliding from her outer lips before splashing against the white floor with a wet, final sound.

…And when I raised my eyes, I saw the collar of her shirt: the fabric was wet, yellowish, though her skin remained untouched. I understood that I had obeyed right up to the edge—that by mere centimeters I had not disobeyed her order not to piss on her face.

Finally I obeyed: I stepped off that white ledge—which surely understood nothing—one foot, then the other, and walked the short two meters to the sink, leaving the phone there beside the faucet. I was about to leave, but I couldn't help looking at her again: standing upright, dripping, her areolas visible through the yellowish fabric and her thighs stained, she looked like a broken statue, a toppled and desecrated altar. And then I heard her whisper, not knowing I was listening, a soft “my God…”—sweet, almost childlike—as she stared at herself in bewilderment. She didn't know how to handle herself, didn't even know how to begin taking off the shirt. She held her arms out straight, rigid, awkward, as if that hot garment clinging to her skin were an enemy impossible to peel away. And I knew that although I had recorded everything—had done it for her and for someone else—the most indelible recording remained in my own eyes, condemned never to forget that vision.

Then, from where I stood seeing her in profile, I watched her loosen the knot of her tie. She pulled it down, then forward, then lifted it over her head with a weary motion and let it drop into the shower basin.

And she looked at herself again, examined herself, and sighed once more, incredulous, whispering to herself:

“What a fucking piss bath, dude…”

I didn't react. I just watched her. Even though I knew I shouldn't.

Her hands moved then to the top button of her shirt; she undid it with practiced ease, her fingers sliding over the soaked cotton. After that button came the next, then another, and another, until the entire row of buttons gave way. The fabric, clinging to her skin with its damp touch and acrid smell, finally peeled away with a muffled sound, and the bathroom air seemed to hang suspended for an instant. Her breasts emerged then, enormous, heavy, with drops still sliding down them, gleaming yellowish under the white light. The wide pink of her areolas pulsed against the golden humiliation of the urine. Her nipples, erect and tense, stood trembling at the crest of the heavy curve of her breasts. The shirt bunched in matted folds under her arms and at her waist, like a surrendered wrapping that could no longer contain the obscene grandeur of that body. It was like watching a goddess shed her own defeat, tear off the soaked uniform and reveal the naked truth of her defiled body.

I kept watching her: she lowered her gaze to her wrists and struggled with the soaked buttons at her cuffs, unbuttoning them slowly, freeing her tense wrists. And it was in that very gesture, while she was still working at them, that she turned toward me—shirt open, breasts free, her colossal areolas, her nipples quivering against the thick air…

She said:

“Are you kidding me?”

I swallowed hard. I couldn’t stop looking at her.

And she insisted, her tone dry, her voice tired but firm:

“Dude, seriously… just go already, enough…”

I stayed still for one more second. In profile, she took my exit as a given and turned her attention back to herself, trying to peel off the shirt, forcing the fabric to slide down her back. But the fabric clung stubbornly to her skin, coming away in fits and starts. Her breasts, completely exposed, bounced with the restless movement of her torso, marked by the indecent contrast between the golden, foreign, pungent sheen and the vivid, exquisite pink that was hers alone. The tie lay in the shower tray like a worthless remnant. That vision, brief and final, stayed with me as I turned away.

And I finally left…

I stepped out into the hallway. And I felt something like pain, but it wasn’t pain; nor was it regret. It was something else: a dull weight, a rumbling that passed through me as if I’d been run over by someone else’s madness, yet still left me defeated, vanquished by having discovered—finally, truly—that Inés Lizardi.

I walked to the bedroom and found my clothes scattered about, not even remembering when I’d undressed. Everything beyond what had happened in that bathroom was a distant fog to me.

And then I heard it: the shower water falling, constant, relentless. For some strange reason, that sound calmed me a little, as if the cleansing she’d begun could somehow purify what I carried with me too.

I dressed slowly, clumsily, while around me lay the remains of the disaster: the sheets damp with sweat, her skirt crumpled on the floor, her silky panties, which had traveled from mouth to mouth; and the bra, large, with generous cups now empty, that another man—not me—had removed from her.

The faucet would shut off sometimes, but would turn on again right away, like a detonation firing and stopping.

I supposed she was doing everything she could to wash herself clean of me, and of Javier, and perhaps of Manu, and perhaps of herself too.

And with my pulse racing, I got ready to leave that bedroom. To flee.

And I realized my chest hadn’t stopped pounding for hours.

I walked down the hallway.

The water kept running.

She kept washing herself…

…and I left.

I left that house.


A Lie and Two Truths.

Her touch. Her scent. Her gasps. Her orgasm. Mine. My semen. The golden shower. Her drenched shirt, her glistening thighs. Her shoes on the shower floor. Her pussy. Her asshole. Her body. Her trembling. But above all, her gaze.

Her gaze when this happened or that happened. A look of apathy, another of astonishment. Her gaze of pleasure. Her gaze of dominance. Her banal gaze, indifferent, no matter what madness we were perpetrating. Her gaze. I closed my eyes and saw her. I saw her standing at a traffic light. I saw her when I closed my eyes in bed. I saw her when I blinked. I saw her, felt her inside me, when I taught class at school.

Voices, silhouettes, shadows, bodies. Bodies and uniforms. Every neatly tied knot brought back a gesture of hers; every misaligned button, a pang. The sound of soles on the terrazzo hit me like proof: there was the beginning and the end. The long hallway smelled of bleach and chalk; the fluorescent lights hummed, the floor gleamed coldly. Groups of girls passed by talking in low voices, backpacks brushing the walls, notebooks pressed to their chests, white shirts and ties that didn't restore order but made it impossible. I didn't look at anyone. And I didn't desire anyone. My discomfort wasn't sexual. It was something else.

I turned right and another corridor offered the same catalog of whites and navy blues. My heartbeat rose to my throat. Inés wasn't there, but she was everywhere: in a skirt caressing a thigh, in a taut shirt button, in the straight edge of a collar, in the disciplined line of a sleeve. The memory wasn't an image—it was a geometry.

I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket—four, five times—and I didn't need to take it out to know who it was. I was avoiding her. Avoiding Raquel.

Avoiding Raquel and avoiding Javier.

The door to the study room appeared like a lifeline in the middle of a shipwreck. I pushed through without looking around. Inside, the air smelled of paper, graphite, enforced silence. A clock ticked the seconds with an uncomfortable loudness. I chose a table against the wall, one of the farthest from the entrance, with the childish hope of becoming invisible. I sat down. I placed my phone face down, as if that would make it stop existing. I took a deep breath. At the table in front, someone turned pages with excessive care. In the back, a small cough. Outside, very far away, a muffled bell.

I thought about Raquel. Days without answering her calls, without responding to her messages. But I read them. And I remembered something she'd said before my encounter with Inés: “It's like the thing with Blanca. You know it full well. You're dying for this shit… You just need someone to guide you a little.” I kept turning that phrase over because maybe it was true. Once again an instrument for a game, once again obeying with guilt and excitement. On that fateful night with Blanca, I had descended into my own hells, following Raquel's instructions. But Raquel hadn't told the whole truth. Or at least one of her truths had blown up:

“Inés only said yes to you.”

Lie.

Javier. Fucking Javier.

How was it possible? Javier's existence in that arrangement made me feel like nothing, subterranean. If being an instrument for Inés and her boyfriend's fantasies was dark enough, participating after Javier's turn was beyond pathetic.

I took out some sheets of paper, set down a book. I wanted to prepare a class for the next day, though I knew it would be impossible. I turned the phone over. I saw a message from Raquel. The umpteenth one. I didn't know what she knew about what had happened, though she probably knew quite a bit. Still, her messages were light in tone, even joking.

I knew, for the first time in years, that I was no longer in love with her. I even suspected that the whole scheme might have been a window of opportunity. A way to push me away. Or at least to not have me there, so close, so attentive, putting so much pressure on a marriage that never ended and probably never would.

I heard the sound of the door behind me. The sound was clear, distinct. A teacher's footsteps. And I felt the air shift, the muffled noise. I swallowed the way you do when you know. Yes. That it's your turn. That the spotlight is on you. Javier passed by me and headed toward one of the bookshelves. I leaned back, rested against the plastic chair, which creaked.

Incipient baldness. Thin legs. Lean body, wiry, despite his fifty years. Plaid shirt with rolled-up sleeves, a smell of mustiness, of aged skin, of stale air, of the rancid, unkempt apartment of a divorcé. I cleared my throat without meaning to make noise. My throat closed up. I didn't want to imagine his body thrusting, entering… Inés. I didn't want to. I averted my gaze to several sheets I spread across the table as if creating a mural and took out another book: El camino, by Delibes. I forced myself to read, to prepare something. Anything. I wrote: “Learning as loss.” I underlined at random. “The passage from ignorance to guilt.”

I was thinking, or trying to. Nothing came. I looked at him sideways, planted in front of the bookshelf. From the side, I couldn't see his expression, but I imagined it triumphant. More upright. More confident.

“Son of a bitch…” I mouthed, only to myself.

I wrote again: “the weight of environment on moral formation.” I stopped. Everything brought me back to the same thing. Environment. Morality. Formation. The decisions you think you make, but that actually obey another voice. A guide. A game.

Out of the corner of my eye, I looked at him again. My temple was exploding. I felt my pulse there.

If I knew about his participation in that… he surely knew about mine.

I swallowed. I turned the phone over. I looked at the screen. Another message from Raquel. I didn't open it. I went back to the book. Tried to go back. Delibes. School. The world that opens before you. Daniel, the Mochuelo. His friend, the Moñigo. Tenderness in defeat. A few tables ahead, someone turned a page.

And then I heard footsteps. I tensed. My heart pounded like a drum in my throat. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him. Coming back. Toward me. Heading my way. Javier.

Thump. One.

Thump. Two.

Thump. Three.

His steps struck heel-first, with the cadence of someone who knows exactly where he’s going. “Let him pass,” I prayed. “Let him pass…” Thump. Thump. He was getting closer. Slow, steady. It was like hearing punishment approach.

And he passed. Walked right by. I exhaled as he moved away. I felt the fleeting relief of someone who dodges an accident by inches. I let myself sigh, closed my eyes for a second.

And then I heard it. Two quick steps. Behind me. At my back. Then the touch. Someone touching me. Him. I shuddered. A heavy hand settled on my shoulder, near the nape of my neck. I tensed.

And then, two sharp taps on my shoulder, and hot, unpleasant breath. A hoarse, thick, ashen voice. And a whisper that struck me like a claw:

“I fucked her in the ass too…”

THE END.

Thank you for joining me on these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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