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I'm Miguel.

Forty-nine years old as of yesterday. No big deal. Twenty-one years throwing my life away at that godforsaken school. My writing career, dead before it ever had a chance to be born.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror on the second floor of that building and could barely recognize myself. I wasn’t the old geezer staring back at me. And I knew I wasn’t aging badly at all, but that wasn’t the point. The point was I felt like I was twenty. Maybe not twenty—I wouldn’t want to exaggerate—but no more than twenty-eight. The dark circles weren’t bad, the wrinkles weren’t bad, not a trace of baldness, for which I thanked my father, but those damn gray hairs. What had always been a beard that would’ve been the envy of every hipster was now a salt-and-pepper mess that had started on the lower part of my jaw and ended up taking over almost everything. And my hair was losing the battle too. Lately, it was more gray than dark.

September seventeenth, Friday. Start of the school year. Another one. I’d already given up. I knew I would die there. A slow death. You start by getting pissed off when they don’t pay attention to you, then you get even more indignant when you see kids showing up who wouldn’t have made it this far in a thousand years back in the day. But the real tragedy is when you realize you don’t care anymore. That’s when a teacher starts to die.

I died the day I asked my students and not one of them, at eighteen years old, could name five measly books. But I didn’t die because of that fact—I died because I couldn’t have cared less.

Literature teacher in high school. World Literature, according to the umpteenth Education Law and the umpteenth curriculum, which changed every fifteen minutes. Spanish Language teacher for the teenagers a few grades below. Tutoring, academic support, or Language reinforcement, depending on the latest terminology, plus various library duties. It wasn’t a bad life. Not if tedium appeals to you.

Two unfinished novels. One of them finished by my ex-wife. Thank God she never got anywhere with it, just made a fool of herself shopping it around. Some articles in the press dating back almost to the last century. Weekly writing routines that didn’t even last until Thursday. Ideas scattered on sheets across my study desk. A notebook and pencil next to the nightstand, in case the muses visited me in my dreams, like in that Argentine movie, the one with that line: “you said perpetual.” I had the perpetual sentence.

Something vibrated in my pocket. The damn phone. The phone and kids—that’s a whole other issue. I pulled out my cell. Raquel had sent me a message. Raquel, the History teacher. Quite a piece of work.

I read:

“Do you remember Blanca? Miguel, dude, shit’s about to hit the fan.”

I felt a stab in my stomach. Or lower. Something between guilt and excitement. Blanca. I shouldn’t think about her. I’d forbidden myself from it.

What Raquel and I had done with Blanca… without the girl knowing… What a school year that was. I’d never felt dirtier or more disgusted with myself, but we couldn’t stop. That bitch Raquel would rope me in, and I couldn’t say no.

“Another one? Similar?” I finally wrote back to Raquel, already leaving the bathroom.

“Similar? You’re tripping, Miguel. More. Way more. All hell is going to break loose.”

I stopped in the middle of the hallway. Swallowed hard. But I feigned composure.

“You’re exaggerating…” I typed, but I knew Raquel. She was a schemer, but she never talked just to hear herself talk.


The Stir.

I put away my phone and continued on my way, but immediately sensed something… Something strange. You could feel it in the air. In the murmurs. In the whispers. A subtle agitation. Something unsettling lurked around every corner. Hushed conversations that stopped as I passed. Evasive glances. Stray words. I thought that perhaps, even if Raquel hadn’t tipped me off, I would have suspected something anyway.

Ten o’clock sharp, and I walked into the Second Year of Bachillerato, Group B classroom.

Little angels, they all sat down instantly. Always so good on the first day: “This is going to be my year.” “I’m going to stay on top of everything.” By next Friday the desks would be in disarray, the first homework assignments eaten by the neighbor’s dog, and the answer to any basic question wouldn’t be “I don’t know” or “I didn’t feel like studying it,” but: “I just can’t get it…” I hated that phrase. “I just can’t get it.” How are you going to get it, you dimwit, if you haven’t even read it?

I scanned my students. Almost all of them good-for-nothings. Slackers. Few were any different. Half-baked boys with that air of false superiority of those who think they already know everything, and insufferable girls, each more conceited than the last. Students—male, female, and whatever else they’re calling themselves these days. I was already dreading the first progressive debate I’d have to mediate.

There was Alejandro, ringleader of the class clowns, leaning back in his chair with his half-smile. Next to him, Laura, who wouldn’t look up from her phone until she saw me standing in her row. And in the back row, inevitably, David “Man, what a drag,” with his expression of pure boredom and his unmistakable ability to respond to everything with a shrug. There were also a few who actually wanted to do something with their lives: Andrea, who already had her immaculate binder open and ready, and Mario, bright-eyed, poor kid, always full of enthusiasm.

I sighed. This was going to be a long year. A very, very long year.

“All right,” I said, leaning against the desk. “From the looks of it, most of us already know each other. My name is Miguel Rodríguez. You can call me Miguel Rodríguez or just Miguel. Not Don Miguel—I’m not seventy years old.”

A few weak laughs. Easy crowd. I went on:

“I’ll be your homeroom teacher this year, lucky me, and as you already know, today we’re going to do practically nothing. I’ll hand out the schedules, explain how my class will work, and then you can head home to recover from all that effort.”

Some laughs. Fewer this time. Many hadn’t even caught the irony. I didn’t care.

I handed out the schedules, gave the usual spiel about the syllabus and required readings, and had them all introduce themselves with first and last names—partly to kill time, partly to spot the new students, of whom there were only three. Then came a little speech to put the fear of God in them, which in senior year, with university entrance exams in June, was easy—no, beyond easy, as Paula in the front row would say. I called her, obviously only to myself, “Paula Beyond Easy.” She always sat next to “José Literally,” not because that was his last name, but because for him everything was “Literally.” The year before, he’d driven me crazy: “Miguel, I totally aced this exam. Literally.” “We’re getting out an hour early because the Philosophy teacher is absent. Literally.” Obviously, he had no clue what the word or the expression actually meant.

I glanced at the clock. Twenty minutes in. More than enough. Monday would be the hard part. I was about to wrap things up when a student, “Manuel It’s-Just-That,” started asking absurd questions of unfathomable stupidity:

“These books listed here… Do we have to read all of them…? It’s just that… we’re not going to have time.”

“Don’t worry, Manuel. Everyone before you has managed, and last I checked, days still have twenty-four hours.”

“It’s just that… if we could read them in class, that would be better…”

Laughter and a whispered “shut up, bro, you’re being annoying” from the back.

“It’s just that…”

And then another one chimed in. Strange, because on the first day everyone—not just me—wants to bolt.

I could already hear noise in the hallway, on the other side of the door. My class seemed to be the only one still held hostage. Three or four more minutes and I’d had enough. I had to raise my voice, leave absurd questions unanswered, and put an end to the damn introductory session.

Folders slammed shut. Noise. Chaos.

I let them all file out. As I always do. And just as the stragglers were heading for the door, I heard Javier’s voice—the Economics teacher—as he leaned in from the entrance.

“Miguel, emergency meeting in the teachers’ lounge,” he said, his voice low, and after making sure I’d heard him, he disappeared into the crowd of kids.

I raised an eyebrow. Surprise meetings weren’t common, and even less so on the first day of school. Without rushing, but with growing curiosity, I gathered my things and left the classroom.

I walked down the long hallway, weaving past scattered groups of students. I turned right, passed the elevators, administration, the library, the counselor’s office, and reached the teachers’ lounge. The door was closed. Two quick knocks and I walked in. The meeting had already started without me.

I was surprised by the turnout: ten or twelve teachers and the top brass—the principal, with his eternal expression of false serenity, and beside him, the assistant principal. Among the faculty was Raquel, who held my gaze for barely a second before looking away, with that characteristic gesture of narrowing her eyes—not from nearsightedness, but from mischief. Her curly, coppery, almost auburn hair fell down her back, and her fitted lime-green short-sleeved sweater lit up her freckled face. Forty never looked so good. There was no way she could go unnoticed.

“...it's a delicate case,” the principal was saying. “That's why we thought it best to inform you before it starts affecting things around here.”

Throat clearing. General discomfort. Everyone seated at a long, wide table except Javier and me.

“It's a delicate matter. I'm asking everyone to please handle it professionally,” Juan Luis, the principal, continued, always so irritatingly concerned with appearances.

Raquel looked at me again. And I could read her lips as they silently mouthed a clear: “I-told-you-so.”

I frowned. It didn't take a genius: her hint, everyone's uncomfortable expressions, the term “delicate case.” It seemed obvious that this meeting had only one item on the agenda: the new student. The one who was going to cause “the shitstorm of the century.”

I heard a murmur to my left. Javier was leaning forward and speaking in a low voice with Ernesto, the Philosophy teacher.

“Lizardi... that's an Italian surname, isn't it?” Javier whispered, with his raspy smoker's voice.

“I'd say it's Basque,” Ernesto replied, scratching his bald head.

And then Rafael, the Art teacher, who looked the most agitated, interrupted loudly:

“Let's see... How do I put this. Juan Luis is right... Let's see. We have to be careful with these issues. But we have to... address them... Let's see,” Rafael stumbled along. “Let's see. I just came from... I mean, I'm the homeroom teacher for that group. Second year of Bachillerato, Group B. And... it just can't go on. For the students and for the teachers too.”

“Oh, please...” Mari Carmen, the Math teacher, sighed, implying this was an exaggeration.

“No. Let's see. I just came from there,” Rafael continued. “And it's not... Let's see how to put this. That... That girl... Inés Lizardi... it's not... It's like what happened with Blanca Martínez, but worse. And I already said it... when did that thing with Blanca happen? Three years ago? I said it at the time. That it can't... That this can't go on... That there are girls who... at this age... It's just... It's the uniform... This can't go on. It's just. Look. I'm saying it. I'm sorry, Juan Luis. I'm saying it. That's how it is. That Inés Lizardi... I just came from class with them... That... I mean... That girl in uniform looks like she walked out of a porn movie,” he said, and immediately there was a prolonged, collective “Ohhh...” like the echo from the stands when the ball hits the crossbar. And more throat clearing. A cough. Several people squirming in their seats and another “Oh, please” from Mari Carmen. I swallowed hard.

I looked at those seated around the table. No one would meet anyone else's eyes.

“The problem is the skirt,” said Fernando, the Physics teacher, a chubby man with thick glasses who always wore plaid shirts. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, running his hand over the four hairs still clinging to the sides of his head, flushed and guilty as if he were fourteen and his mother had caught him masturbating.

“I passed her in the hallway and the problem is the white shirt,” Laura, the Biology teacher, interjected—a woman in her early thirties, the youngest and quite no-nonsense, with a tight bun and glasses. She clicked her tongue and crossed her arms, her gaze fixed on the table with a hint of discomfort. “It's the shirt,” she continued, “it hugs her chest too much.”

I was thinking it couldn't be that bad... or could it? Despite not having seen her, I couldn't help comparing her to Blanca. No, she couldn't be as womanly as Blanca.

“The shirt... and the little tie... and the little skirt...” Rafael got worked up, though with flushed cheeks. “I already told you... I told you when Blanca Martínez... That these uniforms at these ages...”

“This guy watches too much porn...” Mari Carmen whispered then, leaning toward Laura.

“Well... You haven't seen her...” the Biology teacher whispered back.

“You're all exaggerating...” Mari Carmen commented.

“When you see her, let me know...” Laura replied, clearly siding with Rafael.

“Well, maybe we should consider banning uniforms in Bachillerato again,” Ernesto proposed, a short guy as gray as cement. He cleared his throat after saying it, as if wanting to make sure his tone sounded neutral and clinical.

“That was already discussed when Blanca Martínez enrolled,” the head of studies recalled, shaking her head. “And nothing came of it. It's a private school and they have to wear uniforms. And it's what the parents want... And if some girls develop earlier... well...” she said, and it seemed she was going to continue, but her sentence hung there, unfinished.

“When the Blanca thing happened, we were told—aside from the bit about the parents—that the rules couldn't be changed mid-year,” Rosa, the English teacher, pointed out, a small, nervous woman who always spoke too quickly. She adjusted her sweater sleeves as if trying to hide her hands.

“Well, I don't think this is exactly mid-year,” Rafael countered.

“Maybe... when the cold weather comes... and she has to wear a jacket, the shirt problem will sort itself out, won't it?” Ángel, the Physical Education teacher, ventured, a stocky guy with a perpetual tan. He smiled, but the smile quickly faded.

“Yeah, sure,” the Technology teacher chimed in for the first time, a man in his mid-fifties with a beer belly. He gave a humorless laugh and scratched his chin in three quick strokes. “But come spring, we'll be right back where we started. And that doesn't solve the skirt issue,” he said, his gaze wandering aimlessly across the table.

People were already stifling their coughs, which made the silences even more uncomfortable.

“Maybe... I don't know... we could review her enrollment, something in her registration, look for some procedural defect...” Andrés suggested cautiously. He was a guy with the most unsettling expression, who always seemed to be taking mental notes.

“But how can we do that to the girl?” protested Lorena, the Chemistry teacher, with her bohemian air and disheveled blonde hair.

The meeting dragged on in an endless loop. Laura kept whispering to Mari Carmen: “You just haven't seen her.” And Montse nodded, siding with the biologist.

It seemed like only two or three of us still hadn't had the privilege of encountering Inés. Rafael kept repeating “little skirt and little tie,” his face growing redder, as if he were hooked on his own discomfort.

Neither Raquel nor I said a word. I knew this was unsolvable—what did they think they were going to do? Make the girls kneel and punish anyone whose skirt didn't reach the floor, like fifty years ago? Send out a memo out of nowhere banning uniforms? And on what grounds—that a girl was too hot?

The ball was in Juan Luis's court—the principal—and Julia's, the head of studies. The meeting ended without reaching any conclusion, which was the same as saying there'd be another meeting soon to discuss the exact same thing. I wouldn't be surprised if it was Monday.

I left the meeting without saying goodbye to anyone. It wasn't rudeness, though it might seem that way. Over the years I'd learned that the less you invited unnecessary conversations, the better. And at school, everything was an unnecessary conversation. Besides, I had no interest in prolonging small talk with any of my colleagues. Even less so with Raquel. In public, we avoided any show of familiarity. She knew how to play it cool, and I was right there with her. But at that moment, the last thing I wanted was to get trapped in one of her games of half-smiles and double meanings. Especially given the topic at hand.

I quickened my pace as soon as I crossed the threshold of the teachers' lounge. If I didn't get held up, with a bit of luck I could swing by my place to grab my things and head to the municipal pool to swim some laps before the aqua gym ladies took over the water. At one o'clock sharp, they claimed the whole pool.

I walked out determined to forget, but even though I tried to avoid it, even though I wanted to feel above my colleagues, even though I wanted to flee from everything that reminded me of Blanca, I couldn't stop my mind from drifting back to the meeting. Inés Lizardi. That name had lodged itself in my head, spinning like a muffled drill. Could she really be all that? Maybe they'd gotten carried away by hysteria, by that tendency to exaggerate we all shared when something made us uncomfortable. It couldn't be that much. She couldn't be that much of a woman.

She was going to be my student. I'd known it since Rafael uttered the words: “Second Year of Bachillerato, Group B.” What I didn't know was the exact schedule—which days and what times—though I had it tucked under my arm. “I'll check it later,” I told myself.

The hot morning air seemed to shimmer as I crossed the school lobby. I undid a button on my shirt, feeling the sticky humidity clinging to the fabric. There was something about that moment of the day, that transition from the air-conditioned dimness inside to the hazy brightness outside, that always left me disoriented. As if the light, the noise of cars on the street, the scattered voices of students still lingering around, all hit me at once. I quickened my pace. I didn't want to linger. I had a clear objective: get through the door, get in the car, and get out of there without stopping to talk to anyone. But then an idea, a premonition, slipped into my mind with the speed of an underground current: what if I ran into her? What if I saw her?

It wasn't a rational thought, nor even something I was consciously seeking. It was more like a latent sensation, an unease that had started with Raquel's messages and had taken root since the meeting. Since the whispered comments, the halting phrases, the way they avoided each other's eyes while talking about her.

My own steps began to feel slower. Something inside me resisted just walking out like that, without checking, without seeing for myself. Because if one thing was clear after so many years at that school, it was that gossip could inflate any anecdote into a scandal. And again: “Maybe they're exaggerating. Maybe it's not that big a deal.”

But there was also the other possibility. The one that pulsed beneath everything said, unsaid, insinuated in uncomfortable glances. The possibility that yes, Inés Lizardi was everything they said and more. That the uniform, on her, wasn't just a garment but a kind of indecent artifice, a costume that amplified to an almost unbelievable degree something already excessive in itself. That she had that disturbing quality, that devastating presence Blanca had once had.

And though I wouldn't admit it, though I wanted to pretend otherwise, my body had already decided for me. My pulse quickened. A slight tingling on my skin, a strange flutter in my chest every time I spotted a skirt in the middle distance.

I went out through the small garden. I passed through the gate that separated it from the sidewalk.

I looked one way, and there were no more legs, no more navy blue skirts, no more white shirts, no more uniforms.

The awkward moment had passed.

And then I looked the other way. And then I saw her.


Her. Inés.

It happened in an instant. The traffic in the distance, the scattered murmurs of students leaving school, the warm September air filtering through, hitting my face. The smell: a mixture of freshly cut grass and shimmering asphalt. And then, her. No more than twelve feet from me, half-turned, absorbed in her phone. Maybe waiting for someone. Inés Lizardi, no question.

I froze. Immediate, instinctive. As if my body had suddenly refused to go any further.

It couldn't be.

I'd heard the unspoken descriptions, the veiled comments, the uncomfortable laughter, but nothing had prepared me for what stood before me. She wasn't a girl. She wasn't even a young woman. She was something else. I had to give Rafael credit instantly… it wasn't just beauty, it was sexuality; his conjecture, his comparison to a porn film, wasn't an exaggeration—it was spot-on.

I didn't like what I felt. It wasn't exactly guilt. It was something I was feeling and, at the same time, something I didn't feel I had any right to feel.

She turned slightly. I still couldn't see her face, but I could see the curves. She was femininity exaggerated, distorted, excessive. The school uniform looked like a cruel joke on her body. The dark, neat, impeccable loafers gave way to long, shapely pale legs wrapped in navy blue socks that reached almost to her knees. The skirt, that same navy blue, fell barely to mid-thigh, floating with her slightest movement. The white long-sleeved shirt, fitted in all the right places, outlined a bust that didn't belong to anyone her age, that didn't belong at this school; it was substantial but not excessive; firm yet yielding; lifted yet falling with perfect grace.

This wasn't right. I knew it. It was me—my gaze, my way of stopping, of scrutinizing her as if I had any right to. I liked to think I was a man with self-control, with clear boundaries, with my moral compass intact. But this was an impossible test.

She turned. She brushed part of her thick bangs back behind her ear. She didn't do it the way my students did. She did it the way a woman does.

I saw her face.

Clear skin, luminous, unadorned. Dark chestnut hair, loose, falling past the middle of her back with a softness that seemed to belie the solidity of her body. And her eyes. A honey color that shone with more life than the most vivid green or blue. They weren't the eyes of a girl her age. There was no trace of naivety in them, only a cryptic gleam—the gaze of someone who has already figured out something the rest of us still don't know.

And then it happened. I didn't expect it. A small turn. Everything was happening faster than I could process. Her eyes landed on mine. My heart stopped. Me. Caught. Staring. One second. Two. She won. I swallowed hard. My mouth, dry. My neck tensed. I was the one who gave in—I looked away. She, victorious, went back to her phone. Barely enough time for my heart to start beating again. I let out a breath. Then sighed, remembering how she'd looked at me with that unsettling calm, as if nothing could surprise her.

She turned a little more, now almost with her back to me. Giving and taking away. There was a confidence in her body language, in her pose—the confidence of someone who knows they're not starting from the same place as everyone else.

I had to snap out of the trance, but my car was parked in her direction. The sidewalk wasn't too wide. I gathered my courage. I couldn't just stand there, frozen. I started walking. Four, five, six steps. To look or not to look. A sidelong glance was always an option. A bad one, but an option. Seven, eight steps. I fell into the trap. A sideways glance as I passed her, a moment she chose—casual or not—to turn around again. Face to face, a tenth of a second. My eyes landing somewhere between the pale skin of her neck, her navy blue tie, and her breasts, barely contained under the white shirt. Whether she looked at me, I didn't know, and that's what I was thinking as I passed her completely—which was when her scent hit me, like a delayed effect, like thunder after lightning: a soft perfume, barely perceptible, a silky aroma with a clean undertone, almost innocent. Almost.

I felt like the world around me was the one moving, crossing paths with my steps. I was weighed down by having seen something I shouldn't have seen—by the certainty that none of this was normal.

I reached my car and sat there, catching my breath. The slam of the door sealed me into a silent capsule.

I tried to calm down. I'd mentally mocked all those pathetic, overdramatic fools slouched around that table. I'd seen the way some of them had avoided saying her name. And I, in my supposed equilibrium, had felt above all that commotion. Poor scared idiots. “Damn, Rafael from art—what a horny bastard.” The reality was different: one look at her had been enough for me to fall just as hard as the rest of them.

I couldn't help it. I berated myself: “Damn it, Miguel, you're pushing fifty, she's a kid, don't be a dirty old man,” I told myself. But I couldn't help it. I wasn't looking at her with the eyes of a fifty-year-old, or a thirty-year-old, or a twenty-year-old. I was looking at her as a person, as a man. Because inside, we're all ageless. I replayed what I'd experienced, the different angles. Her gaze. Her turn. Her body under the uniform. I remembered more: maybe five foot nine, almost my height. The slenderness of her body walked the tightrope between delicacy and power. Her lips had a perfect fullness, healthy, lush; sculpted with precision, neither too soft nor too aggressive, caught at that exact point between innocence and provocation.

I felt trapped in something I didn't understand—something that, at the same time, stirred memories. And then something vibrated in my pocket. Something that pulled me back to reality.

Raquel, again. A message.

“Don't run away, rascal,” I read on my phone screen.

I started typing a response and noticed my pulse was erratic. I cursed myself. And I felt bad.

“I was in a hurry. Heading to the pool,” I finally managed to send.

“Yeah… Listen… I'll stop by your place tonight and we can talk…” I read shortly after.

I hesitated. I looked around. There I sat, parked. A hundred feet from the school entrance. It was obvious how things would end after “talking.”

I typed: “What about Eduardo?” but then deleted it. It wasn't the time to bring up her husband again.

Finally, I sent:

“I can't tonight. Tomorrow's better.”

“Liar…” Raquel wrote back, catching my bluff, and I responded with a shrugging emoji.

“Well, if I come tomorrow I'm staying over, since the tall one won't be around,” appeared on my screen.

That made me happy. I couldn't deny it. And maybe that little bit of satisfaction made me want to give her something, to play along a little.

“Ok. By the way, I just ran into her,” I sent to Raquel.

“Really? You just saw her? Inés?” came the instant reply.

“Yeah.”

“And???”

“Well… Holy shit…” I sent, and started the car.


Her. Raquel.

The cigarette smoldered in the ashtray on the nightstand, its ember dying in the dimness of my bedroom. Raquel lay beside me, her skin still warm, sticky with sweat, her breathing slowly settling back to normal. A sheet barely covered one leg, and her copper hair spilled across my pillow like it belonged there.

She traced her fingers over my palm, drawing slow, distracted circles. An intimate gesture, but weightless. As if it meant nothing. As if it had no right to.

She was waiting. Pretending she wasn't, but waiting.

She spoke when the silence grew too heavy.

“So…” she murmured, with that playful lilt I knew all too well. “Are you going to tell me how it went?”

I didn't need to ask what she meant.

“I already told you…” I said, glancing at her sideways. At her scattered freckles. At her flawless skin. At her pale eyes.

“Yes, but I want you to tell me again. Properly this time,” she insisted, squeezing my wrist and giving it a shake, as if she could force it out of me.

I sighed. I knew she wouldn't let it go. Maybe part of me wanted to tell it again too.

“Let's see…” I said, settling into the pillow. “The funny thing is it was… unexpected. I was leaving school, and there she was. Maybe twelve feet away. Half-turned, absorbed in her phone. The uniform on her…” I paused, searching for the words. “It was too much.”

Raquel laughed, her hand flying gracefully to her mouth.

“What are you laughing at?”

“The way you're telling it—like it's a novel. Like you wrote it yourself. My little frustrated writer…”

It didn't bother me. Though coming from anyone else, it wouldn't have amused me in the slightest.

After her laughter faded, a smile lingered on her lips. Meanwhile, almost imperceptibly, her fingers slid across my stomach—unhurried, wandering.

“Okay. So… too much?” she asked, wanting to get back to my story.

“Yeah… I don't know how to explain it,” I continued, staring up at the ceiling, and I let myself get into it, turning my story into something novelistic. “It was like the uniform was designed to accentuate what was already impossible to ignore. The skirt… short, but not indecent, not like the girls who hike theirs up. On her it seemed like it couldn't be any other way. The shirt… fitted perfectly, hugging her chest in a way that…”

Raquel cut me off with another short laugh, glancing down for a moment.

“…That showed off her tits, basically,” she said with a smirk.

“Yes… and no…” I said, hesitating, and swallowed. “It's not that. It's not that simple or vulgar. And it wasn't just a uniform on a pretty body. It was the drape and fall of the fabric… It was a posture. An involuntary pose, but special. A presence. I don't know how to explain it…”

“You're explaining it pretty well…” she whispered, leaning closer, and her praise spurred me on.

“It's just… she didn't look like a student at all. And I don't just mean she didn't look her age… It was like she was dressed up as a schoolgirl, like she was playing at being something she wasn't.”

“Yeah… It's just that she's… I already told you I freaked out in the hallway.” Raquel blinked, thoughtful, then narrowed her eyes at me. “I don't think I need to clarify that I'm zero percent lesbian, but… can you imagine if one day she shows up like… like some of them do… with an extra button undone?” she asked, knowing the school was pretty lax about that sort of thing—not everyone wore ties, and they turned a blind eye to it.

“Yeah… I don't know. It's not like she needs it,” I answered, picturing how I remembered Inés: shirt tucked into her skirt, buttoned all the way up, tie cinched tight. “I don't know…” I licked my lips. “Cleavage doesn't really suit her anyway. It was. I don't know. The way everything fit her, the way the fabric stretched in certain places… Nothing more was needed.”

“Well. Go on. And her nipples? Did they show…?” she teased, catching me off guard with a mischievous smile.

“What? Nah… no way…” I said, then swallowed, imagining what I would have felt if they had.

“Mmm…” Raquel bit her lower lip, amused. “And her ass?”

“Well… Perfect. High. Firm. Right where it should be,” I said, sighing, not hiding the shift in my voice.

Raquel slid her hand over my stomach, her fingertips drifting up and down lazily, as if she still wasn't sure whether she wanted to touch me again or not. I tensed slightly, but I was the one who continued:

“And her face… Her expression was different from the rest too. She didn't seem surprised, or nervous. She looked at me. It wasn't a fleeting glance, or sizing me up. She held my gaze. And I was the one who looked away first.”

“Hmm… How interesting… Keep going,” Raquel whispered, hamming it up, and ran her tongue over her lips. Her fingers slid a little lower, caressing my pubic hair.

I swallowed. Trembled a little. But I continued:

“When I passed her, I caught her perfume,” I said, my voice lower. “It wasn’t strong, barely perceptible. But it was the kind of scent that stays with you. Clean, soft… Almost innocent.”

Raquel chuckled.

“Almost…” she repeated with a wicked edge, and her hand made its move.

I sighed softly when her palm closed over me, over my cock, with the slowness of someone who knows there’s no rush. It was a languid, patient caress—the kind that isn’t after a quick finish but savors the process, the control, the provocation.

“Keep going,” she whispered.

I closed my eyes for an instant, trying to hold on to my train of thought.

“When I got to the car I felt… strange. Like I’d just seen something I shouldn’t have seen. Something that shouldn’t have been there. I sat down, took a breath, and then my phone vibrated. And it was you.”

Raquel smiled.

“And what did you feel then?” she asked, without letting go, shifting on the bed, settling in while continuing her slow game with my cock and my nerves.

“That I had to get her out of my head,” I admitted, my voice a little rougher. “That I shouldn’t think about it.”

“But you did think about it… And I’m sure you haven’t stopped thinking about it since yesterday…” she declared.

I didn’t respond.

She leaned in then, kissing my neck, barely a brush of lips. The soft sound echoed through the bedroom.

“She’s way more than Blanca, isn’t she?” she asked.

“Fuck. Way more…” I answered.

Silence fell. Her mouth rested against my neck. Her hand wrapped around my cock.

I felt her breathing. Her full breasts, soft but insistent, pressing against my chest. Her coppery hair, curly, disheveled, caressing my skin.

“You know what? Turns out you are going to get a birthday present after all,” she murmured.

After saying that, she let go of me. My cock fell limp to one side. She sat for an instant, staring at me, as if she wanted to read me, as if she wanted to know exactly what I was thinking. Then she got up from the bed, unhurried, letting the sheet slide from her body. She walked to the door, naked, with the ease of someone who knows they’re being watched. She stopped barely a second before leaving the room and gave me another look I couldn’t decipher.

Then the door closed halfway, and I was left alone.

The silence didn’t last. From beyond the bedroom door, a noise. Rummaging. Something heavy being dragged. I recognized it instantly. Her small suitcase. The same one she’d brought to spend the night. Raquel usually showed up at my place with a simple cloth bag, barely a change of clothes, but that time… that time had been different.

I sat up a little. Strained to listen.

More sounds. Zippers. Garments sliding. Something falling to the floor.

I frowned.

The minutes passed, bringing more noises—a quick trip to the bathroom, the soft rustle of clothes settling onto skin.

And then the door opened.

The dim light from the hallway outlined her silhouette against the darkness.

She appeared.

Raquel. My redhead. My lover.

But it wasn’t her. Or not entirely.

The school uniform.

It hadn’t been used in more than two years. Not since Blanca.

And yet, there it was. The same navy blue knee socks. The same white long-sleeved shirt. The same tie. The same skirt. Even the impeccable loafers.

Everything the same.

Same as Blanca. Same as Inés.

But it wasn’t Blanca. Nor was it Inés.

It was Raquel.

And something in me tensed. A shiver ran down the back of my neck. A knot formed in my stomach.

I didn’t know what to feel.


The Fantasy.

Raquel, standing there dressed as them, framed in the doorway, her gaze almost begging me to show astonishment, excitement… but I couldn’t go back to that. And I knew immediately I had to stop it, stop her, but I also didn’t want to have a conflict with Raquel—not right then, not in the intimacy of my bedroom, in the sanctuary of our refuge.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing…” I answered.

“Good?”

“Yes, yes. Good,” I responded, my mind a fucking mess, not knowing if I wanted to sound approving or if I should already be hinting that I didn’t want to go back to those performances.

But Raquel didn’t move. Not yet. She stayed there, still, as if waiting for me to say something more. Something that would validate her choice, her effort. As if I needed to put into words what she was doing.

But I said nothing.

She sighed, barely perceptibly, and then she walked. Not with the feline confidence of other times, but with a strange mix of caution and provocation. Testing the waters. As if she wasn’t sure whether her game pleased me or made me uncomfortable.

Her first step was slow, measured. The loafers made a soft noise on the wood, but the sound was enough to electrify the air in the bedroom. The skirt barely swayed, brushing the tops of her thighs, and the shirt, though fully buttoned, was more provocative than if it had been open.

It was the uniform. It was her. It was the fantasy that had given us so many nights of madness. But it couldn’t be.

A trace of light from the hallway slipped through the door and cast an amber glow on her hair. Her curls framed her face with a softness that contrasted with the way she looked at me. Expectant. Analyzing me.

She took another step. Then another. The skirt didn’t sway much—it wasn’t that kind of fabric—but it moved with just the right grace, following the rhythm of her hips. The tie, snugly knotted, marked the center of her chest, drawing the eye without meaning to.

Every detail of the uniform seemed studied. Precise to the millimeter. As if she had spent time in front of the mirror, not just moments ago in my bathroom, but before, at her place, making sure everything was in its place. That the skirt wasn’t positioned to look either too short or too long. That the shirt sleeves hit exactly at her wrists. The fabric perfectly pressed and pristine, almost as if it were alive.

But something didn’t fit.

It wasn’t just that I no longer wanted the game. It was her. Raquel. A Raquel whose build, hair, and even certain gestures might resemble Blanca, but bore no resemblance to Inés.

She stopped a few feet from the bed. Her lips curved into a restrained smile, somewhat forced, almost imperceptible. She wet her lips with the tip of her tongue before speaking.

“Well?” she asked, in that voice of hers—deep and mischievous. But there was a different nuance. An attempt at lightness that didn’t quite match the tension in her gaze.

I didn’t respond immediately. She raised her eyebrows, demanding more from me:

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” she insisted.

I swallowed hard. I wanted to tell her to stop, to take that off, to go back to being Raquel, just Raquel. But I didn’t want to argue. Not right then. Not there.

“No… Well… It’s just been a while since this… You caught me… a bit… off guard… That’s all,” I answered, like a coward.

I didn’t know if she’d believed me or not, but she took one last step and sat on the bed, close to me. I was still naked, reclined with my back against the headboard.

But I knew immediately she hadn’t bought my lie, because she didn’t pounce like she would have years ago. Instead, she wanted to feel me out, test me:

“You didn’t answer what I asked before…” she whispered.

“When? What?”

“When you told me the first time. Before we fucked. When I asked what you’d been thinking about her… in this last… day and a half, since you saw her…”

“Well… I’ve barely thought about it.”

“Come on…” she protested, showing for the first time that she was dissatisfied with my attitude. She said it without taking her eyes off me, turning more toward me, leaning with one hand on the bed on the other side of my legs.

“I don’t know what you want me to say. That she’s… incredibly hot. That she’s a fucking insane… I was going to say girl… Woman… That there’s going to be trouble at school… that yes, that… with that… this,” I said, raising my eyes to her, “uniform… she looks like something out of a porn movie… And that… I checked and I have her group on Wednesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays… And that… I’ve wondered where the hell a… specimen… like that came from… Should I go on?”

“Yes. Go on.”

“Well… the meeting seemed like utter bullshit to me. That… if she’s hot and the students and even the teachers… are going to… get worked up from time to time… well, we’ll just have to deal with it… Jerk off when you get home and move on.”

“A jerk-off session you didn’t have…” she whispered.

“No, I didn’t,” I answered.

“Still…” she said softly, and one of her hands moved to caress the inside of my thighs.

“Stop…” I whispered immediately, more abruptly than I'd intended.

“Come on… What the hell is wrong with you? Relax a little…” she countered, her words harsh but her tone soft.

I looked at her. Her eyes locked on mine. Her freckles mature, yet playful. Her thick, copper hair falling to the middle of her back. The light from the hallway collided with the glow from the nightstand lamp; where the two met on the white shirt of Raquel's uniform, the interplay of backlighting revealed a suggestive silhouette—soft and natural—that showed she wasn't wearing a bra.

At my silence, she acted. Her hand advanced. She caressed my balls. I flinched, which didn't embarrass me, and then I spread my legs slightly, letting the air reach the sweat gathered there. And she looked right at that spot.

“When we first started hooking up… they were tighter,” she said with a smile, toying with them, stretching my sensitive skin a bit.

“Yeah, right… Like at forty-five my balls would still be riding high like I was twenty.”

“I swear they were…” she said, smiling again as she kept caressing me, making me shiver with a sensation that wasn't quite sexual yet.

Another silence. We looked at each other. She leaned further over me. Her tie fell to brush my thighs, sending another tingle through me.

“Well… Back to the subject. You were telling me you still hadn't jerked off…”

“Raquel…” I whispered in protest.

But she wouldn't take no for an answer. After a few seconds' pause, she continued:

“Close your eyes,” she ordered, her hand still caressing my balls.

“What…?”

“Come on. Close them. We're going to play 'yes or no,' remember?”

“Of course I remember.”

“Then come on. Close them,” she said firmly.

Reluctantly, I complied. I closed my eyes. A simple gesture, not irrevocable. It allowed her to take control of the situation, as she had so many times before, but this time with a different rhythm, with surgical precision in every word and every movement. She wasn't stupid—in fact, she was damn smart—and she'd known from the moment she opened the door and saw my face that something in me was resisting going back to this.

Her fingers withdrew. My balls got a moment's relief. Another tingle as her tie brushed my thighs. And then her hand, warm, slid smoothly over my skin, settling with a mastery that felt both familiar and unsettling. Raquel gripped my cock at the base. With my eyes closed, the intensity of my sensations spiked; I couldn't help but let out a troubled groan.

“First question,” she whispered. “Is Inés… Lizardi…? Damn… even her name is exotic… Is Inés Lizardi hotter than me?”

I smiled, keeping my eyes closed. I couldn't help it. Raquel had always enjoyed the calculated cruelty of these games, pressing me in just the right places, making me trip over my own words.

“Yes,” I said, no drama, no hesitation.

I could almost hear her smile, tinged with irony.

“Bastard…”

“You know she is…”

“Shhh…! Just yes or no.”

Her hand continued, no longer just feeling me out, but gripping me with the conviction of someone who knows she doesn't need permission. She squeezed gently, gauging my body's response. I couldn't deny she was succeeding. That she was awakening something in me that, until a moment ago, I'd wanted to avoid. My hardness grew in rhythm with her caresses and her questions.

“If you were her age… and she wasn't your student… obviously… would you want to… fuck her?” she asked, dragging out the words with perverse deliberation.

I took a deep breath. There was no point denying the obvious.

“Fuck, of course.”

“Shhh…! Just yes or no, dummy,” she scolded with playful authority.

“Okay. Yes. Yes.”

And then her hand began wrapping around the girth of my cock with purpose. Her delicate fingers encircled that shaft as it stirred back to life. After a few seconds, she made the first stroke: up and down. Once. And stopped. Just like that. I couldn't see it, but I could feel and imagine it: my cock swelling in her hand, already reaching full hardness, the head exposed by that single stroke.

Silence. More silence. And her hand motionless. As if she wanted my cock to swell without being stroked. And then. Again. Her hand gripping. The skin sliding down and up. And again. I trembled. And rewarded her with a soft gasp.

She was stroking me with exquisite, calculated, almost instructive calm. As if she wanted to educate me in the art of my own guilt, as if she were proving to me with each movement that she knew my mind better than I knew it myself. She knew exactly which buttons to push, which whispers to plant in my head to make everything blur together, to dissolve the boundary between sensation and thought.

But then, to my surprise, she went too fast:

“Tell me… Have you imagined it? Have you imagined her?”

“Raquel…” I protested.

“Just yes or no.”

I swallowed. I felt her fingers sliding, gauging how hard I was, alternating slow caresses with pauses that made me tremble.

“No.”

“Liar…” she murmured.

And more silence. And me with my eyes closed. And her hand stroking me up and down.

And then I felt movement. And I cheated. I cracked my eyes open for just an instant. She was shifting position without letting go of me, settling beside me while still holding my cock. Then one of her legs draped over mine. And then, lying on her side facing me, her whisper tickling somewhere between my ear and my neck, she said:

“I think you did… And that’s why you blew me off yesterday… Because you wanted to jerk off… maybe more than once… here… in this bed… like a dirty little pig…”

I couldn’t help smiling inside, but then her thumb began gliding over the head of my cock, spreading the wetness that was welling up again, a slick drop she used to lubricate the whole swollen tip. The touch, the sensation, was overwhelming, shuddering, unbearable. I gasped.

“Did you blow me off so you could jerk off—maybe more than once—thinking about Inés Lizardi… yes or no…?” she breathed into my ear again, a faint whisper that made me shudder.

“No…” I whimpered.

“Liar…”

And again, the cadence, the relentless rhythm. And the pleasure. Raquel was stroking me firmly. My cock surrendered to her. I was gasping erratically. Her hand sliding up and down. The wet sound of her stroking me was almost hypnotic. And she dropped the subject of Inés for a moment and focused on my body, in her own way:

“Ooh… look how big this is getting… isn’t it?” she teased in my ear. “You’d never guess I just fucked you… How long ago? Twenty minutes?”

“Ugh…” I moaned, eyes closed, feeling her hand speed up.

“Better enjoy it now… because when you’re fifty… something tells me… this often… we won’t be able to do this…” she breathed in my ear, giving me no respite.

“Ugh…” I gasped again.

“I mean… If it weren’t for these little white hairs on your chest… you could pass for twenty…” she teased, mocking me again.

“Mmm…” I stifled a moan as a wave of pleasure hit me from her expert touch.

And then, without missing a stroke, hiking her leg up higher over mine and whispering in my ear, she pressed on:

“Did you think about her last night?”

“Mm… Okay… Yes…”

“But you didn’t jerk off…”

“No…”

“And do you want to think about her now?” she asked suddenly.

“No…” I answered in a tense whisper, feeling the pleasure but also the discomfort creeping up my spine.

“Why not?” Raquel paused briefly and then exhaled through her nose. “Wait, no. That’s not a yes-or-no question,” she corrected, and her hand, which until that moment had been stroking me with a steady rhythm, went slack, as if her mind had drifted somewhere else.

Silence fell. A long one. Only her breathing near my ear and the increasingly erratic slide of her hand over my skin. A suspended moment in which I, eyes closed and cock hard, felt everything that was happening hanging by a thread.

And then she insisted:

“You don’t want to think about her…”

“No…” I murmured, though doubt flickered somewhere in my head.

“You don’t want to fantasize that I’m her…”

“No…” I repeated, clinging to barbed wire.

“You don’t want to fuck me like this… with this on…”

My throat closed for an instant. The air in the room felt denser, heavier. I had to stop this. Now.

“No…” I let out with a nervous gasp.

Raquel went still. Her hand motionless on my cock, the warmth of her body still close to mine. And then her tone changed. Lower. More uncertain.

“Is it because of Eduardo…? Because of when he found the uniform in the closet…?”

I don’t know why, but that set me off. I snapped my eyes open and cut her off:

“No, for God's sake, Raquel… That's not why.”

She pulled away. She let go of me as if she'd been shocked and sat up in bed, looking at me with her brow furrowed.

“Miguel, dude. When you get like this, you're impossible…” she blurted out, but there was something more than anger in her voice. There was frustration. A stab of shame she was trying to disguise as rage.

“Raquel…”

“What?” She exhaled hard and got off the bed on the far side, not looking at me, fumbling with her skirt.

“I don't get why you're acting like this.”

“Fuck, how else am I supposed to act when you're blowing me off?”

“I'm not blowing you off, it's just… playing this game… again…”

“You'd do it with Blanca but not with her?” she asked, coming around the bed. “What's the deal? Is she too hot for you? Right… it's harder to pretend I'm her…?”

“It has nothing to do with that. You're really spinning this into something,” I said, sitting up and getting to my feet, moving toward her, but slowly, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of chasing her.

“What do you mean, spinning? What are you talking about? I'm the one putting on a show here… wearing this,” she said, now almost face to face with me.

“I didn't ask you to put it on… Or say we needed it…”

“No… We don't need anything. But hey, for vanilla sex and small talk, I've got a husband, you know?” Raquel shot back, and that landed like an atomic bomb. My pulse spiked. Rage flooded through me. I saw in her face that she regretted it instantly.

We stood in silence. My chest rose and fell. My skin burned.

She pretended she hadn't crossed the line. But she had.

We were like this because of her. She was the one living a double life. She was the one who had promised countless times that she'd soon close one chapter to start the next with me.

We stared at each other.

She had too much pride and I loved her too much.

“Do I look ridiculous? Do you think I look ridiculous?” she asked, catching me off guard.

“No…”

“I don't look ridiculous… wearing this?” she insisted.

“No, not at all…” I said, and I wasn't lying.

“Then tell me why you don't want to.”

“You tell me why playing this game is so important,” I countered.

“You want to know?” she said, taking half a step toward me, our mouths almost touching.

“Yes.”

“Because no one has ever fucked me… the way you did when you imagined you were fucking Blanca.”

I swallowed hard.

“But fine. It's okay. I respect your decision… I'll take this off…” she said, bringing her hands to the tie. “I'll take this off and we'll fuck, just like that, no games, naked, like chimpanzees.”

I smiled inwardly. She'd said it in a genuinely comic way, incapable of not being funny even in the most unbearably tense moments.

“That's it. Male chimpanzee. Come on. Let's fuck naked. Not a single word during the act. We don't have the vocabulary or the brains to fantasize. Just Neanderthal grunts,” she said, feigning seriousness, pulling the tie over her head and starting to unbutton the uniform shirt.

Her cleavage appeared. Her freckles lit me up. My pulse was still racing, but no longer from anger—from something else.

I cursed myself. Once again, I couldn't deny it. I was fucking in love with her.


The pigs—and me?

Exhaustion weighed heavy in my thighs and lower back as I peeled off my sweat-soaked shirt. Forty-nine years take their toll, and the thrashing Marcos and Montero—or Romero (I could never remember what the hell his name was, or their names were, Marcos's partner)—had given us left me wiped out. I was already half-joking, half-serious, thinking about telling Javier that the next time they needed a fourth for their damn padel game, he shouldn't even think of calling me.

“We should have mixed up the pairs,” said Javier, my equally outmatched partner and Economics professor, tossing his paddle into his bag.

“We suggested that in the first set... and you didn't want to...” Marcos replied, laughing—the son of a retired professor and fifteen years younger than us. The bastard had barely broken a sweat.

I sat down on the bench with the towel around my neck and closed my eyes for a moment. I was exhausted. Then I felt Javier's gaze on me, and when I opened my eyes, there was his half-smile.

“You didn't say anything at the meeting,” he said in a whisper only I could hear. He was referring, obviously, to the meeting two days ago—the one with a single item on the agenda: Inés Lizardi.

I shrugged.

“What was I supposed to say...?” I replied, with the cynical distance I kept with all the faculty except Raquel.

Javier didn't push it, but his smile widened by a fraction.

I stayed seated while the others went through their locker room ritual: untying shoes, stripping off damp clothes, checking their phones, commenting on various plays. And then, while I sat there in a mental fog, my muscles half-dead, I saw Javier approach Marcos and Montero—or Romero—who were getting undressed before heading to the showers.

I heard him talking with them, and something in his tone had changed. A different kind of enthusiasm, a more relaxed camaraderie. He was laughing with them like they were lifelong friends. Then I heard Marcos's voice rising above the noise of the lockers and gym bags:

“Let's see, let's see... is she really that hot? Got a photo?”

I suspected it instantly. Or rather, I knew. Because even though I hadn't been paying attention to their chatter, one word Javier had said kept bouncing around in my head: “student.” And at the start of this school year, there was only one.

It surprised me. I didn't have much contact with him, but I'd considered him a more serious man, more upstanding. “Fucking blabbermouth,” I thought.

It seemed absolutely pathetic. Javier, in his mid-forties, trying to score points with them—for what?—getting tangled up in some game of male bonding.

I could have stayed in my own world, ignored that pettiness, but some instinct made me turn my head just in time to see Javier showing his phone to Marcos.

My stomach tightened.

I stood up, taking my time, but certain I had to get closer. By the time I got there, Marcos was blown away by what he was seeing on the screen.

“Damn...” he murmured, with a crooked smile. “She's fucking hot.”

“Let me see,” said Montero—or Romero—and Marcos passed him the phone with a disgusting smile.

“Where'd you get the photo?” I asked, fixing my eyes on Javier.

“Jesus, Miguel, the yearbook photos. They took them Friday afternoon. Uploaded them to the school website yesterday.”

“Yesterday?” I asked, frowning. “But the photos are taken and uploaded at Christmas...”

Javier snorted, shaking his head like I was some clueless rookie.

“Damn, man, you're out of the loop...” He smiled. “For two years now they've been doing them on the first day of school. The mothers complained that when they took them at Christmas, the girls came out pale as ghosts, looking terrible... So they decided to do it the first day, when they still have that summer tan.”

While he talked, Marcos and Montero—or Romero—held onto the phone. The conversation had faded into the background. They were completely focused on the photo. I turned slightly and saw them. Naked, cocks hanging, carefree. Marcos was well-endowed... And then, just as my eyes had taken in that impressive equipment, while he kept his gaze fixed on the phone, I caught a glimpse—with crude, sexual clarity—of a slight spasm in that dark cock. Like a mini throb. A twitch. Barely a second, but enough to notice his body reacting, aroused, to what he was seeing.

“Damn...” he murmured. “I'd fuck her every which way... Jesus.”

The comment hit me in the gut. I couldn't help but look again and confirm that his cock had tensed even more. His eyes stayed fixed on the image. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed, practically licking his lips, with animal desire.

I felt a chill. My head was buzzing. The image of them, naked, commenting on Inés's body with total impunity, stirred up a mixture of nausea and... something else. Something I didn't want to name.

“Holy shit, I mean look at those tits, right?” said Romero—or Montero—and I couldn't take it anymore.

“Okay, let’s dial it back a bit,” I said, trying to sound firm, but my voice came out too weak.

Marcos turned the phone toward me.

“Damn, Miguel, have you seen her? You teach this girl?” he asked, looking at me with a half-smile, like we were sharing a dirty secret.

I couldn’t help but look. There was Inés, from the waist up, in her uniform. Her long chestnut hair falling forward, over one side of her neck, covering one breast, reaching almost to her waist, leaving the other side exposed, covered only by the white, gleaming shirt; a full, ample breast, fuller than I’d noticed in person, straining against the fabric, even pushing the tie to one side… Her lips subtly parted, relaxed, fleshy; sexual without trying to be. Her face looked serious, restrained. Her gaze fixed but enigmatic, absent and present at once, almost cold; but above all the gaze of an adult, of a woman.

I felt a pressure in my chest. And then I managed to say:

“Yes, yes. I’ve seen her… and I’ll be teaching her.”

I said it with an affected tone, but Marcos didn’t even seem to hear me.

Montero let out a short laugh. Marcos looked at the photo again, shaking his head.

And then things took an even uglier turn:

“She’s begging to get fucked until she can’t take anymore,” said Marcos’s friend.

“Damn, just look at that little mouth, perfect for taking it all without a peep,” the other one commented.

“I’d pound her so hard I’d send her home with her legs shaking…” they continued.

“And that little tie? Is she asking to be tied up with it…?”

“Hey! Hey!” I raised my voice then, outraged at them, and even more at that idiot Javier, who not only didn’t stop this but kept that subtle smile on his face.

“Let’s dial it back, huh! Damn!” I said immediately after, with an even more forceful tone.

Javier finally reacted and grabbed his phone back. They fell silent, but still had the nerve to exchange knowing smiles while they gathered their shampoo bottles and towels.

Rage gnawed at me. What a bunch of idiots. The air was thick with tension and I couldn’t stop thinking that I’d fallen short. That I should have stopped them sooner, and more aggressively, with a vehemence to match their bullshit.

The three of them filed out, their flip-flops slapping toward the shower area. I, still barely undressed, sat back down on the bench next to my locker.

And then, sitting there, listening to the sound of water falling in the distance and their voices muffled by the tiles, like a bolt of lightning, like a fleeting, involuntary vision, an image appeared in my mind, and then another: first the image of Inés’s photo, and then the memory of that bounce, that throb of that idiot Marcos’s cock.

And suddenly, unwillingly but unable to stop it, the two images, the two concepts, converged. They converged into a fantastical, dreamlike vision: Marcos and Inés. Right there. On the central bench of that locker room. The one in front of me. Marcos on top of her. His large, strong, naked body over hers—lying on her back, voluptuous but more delicate, dressed in the uniform, yielding to the assault…

… His hand braced next to her face, the other guiding his massive cock, aiming, aiming toward her sex… to enter her. And one last look. From him to her… and from her to me! She was looking at me, her face turned toward me; an unreadable gaze, somewhere between confused and surrendered, asking my permission or begging me to stop it. And then, her eyes dropping, and his thrust. A sharp “Hum!” grunted by that bastard Marcos, and the faint, defeated “Ahh…” from Inés. Her body sliding along the bench, pushed by him… his cock now inside her. Inés with her shirt half-open, her full breast exposed, the tie hanging to one side… And Marcos’s cock, hard and throbbing, driving into her…

I shook my head. A cold sweat ran down my back. What the hell was I thinking?

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees, trying to control my breathing. But the image was still there, insistent, throbbing, indelible. I didn’t need to close my eyes to see it:

Marcos’s friend came out of the shower, wet, muscular, his skin gleaming under the warm light of the locker room. He stopped when he saw Marcos fucking her right there on the bench. And then the bastard untied his towel, let it drop to the floor, and, completely naked, approached… and with feigned tenderness, brushed Inés’s hair from her face, then bent his knees… leaned over her… and, laughing with his friend, shoved his half-hard cock into her mouth…

… And Inés accepted it, panting; moaning with that idiot’s cock in her mouth… and closed her eyes, forgetting about me. She moved her neck, devouring that bastard’s cock, while her legs wrapped around Marcos’s body. Her back rubbed against the bench, shaken, impaled by one, her mouth filled by the other. Her shirt grew damp from the steam hanging in the thick air, her breasts bouncing and swaying with each thrust. Marcos’s ass drove down in long strokes; his enormous cock nearly sliding out completely before filling her again. And I felt a dark heat in my belly, a dirty pressure in my groin, like an echo of what was happening there… And the “Mmmm!” “Mmmm!” “Mmmm!” from Inés, her impossibly erotic moans, muffled endlessly by Marcos’s friend’s cock, echoing off the walls of that locker room that reeked of men, of sweat, of filth…

“What a bunch of pigs…” I thought.

“And me?”


Eduardo and the Encounter.

I hated Mondays in a way I couldn't put into words. It wasn't just playing into a cliché, some superficial pet peeve or an exaggeration to share in the teachers' lounge. I truly hated them. And that Monday was the first of the school year, which made it the worst of all.

It crushed me like a tombstone. A weight of tons that had immobilized me since the night before, with the clock advancing mercilessly toward the same sentence as always. After weeks of relative calm, I had to face that pack of idiots again, their stupid laughter, their bored faces or, even worse, their expressions of thinking they had a fucking clue about anything. I could already see the scene before it happened: the looks they'd exchange when I explained anything, the weary gestures, the poorly disguised whispers.

The gradual transition—the faculty and coordination meetings beforehand, the department meetings with schedule adjustments, the introductory class the previous Friday—didn't soften the blow.

At least the matter of Inés was set aside until Wednesday. I didn't have class with her, and I hadn't dwelt on—nor did I intend to—the unpleasant feeling that the locker room incident had left me with: the disgusting comments from Marcos and Montero or Romero, Javier's complicit silence (no less than one of her teachers), and my own sick imagination, like some disturbed person, conjuring up absolute atrocities.

Burying all of that was my priority. Burying it under reinforced concrete.

But when one door closes, a window opens, and Raquel had called me the night before. I'd noticed she was acting incredibly strange, hesitant, as if she'd been on the verge of apologizing several times—very unusual for her—about that phrase of hers, that thing about: “For just fucking and making small talk, I already have a husband.” Openly apologizing wasn't her style, but neither was this kind of tentative probing, not even the tone she'd used. And much less what came after: making plans with me for the medium term.

After hanging up, I'd been left feeling uncertain, pensive, but it wasn't the first time—or perhaps even the tenth—that Raquel had dropped indirect hints about wanting to make that change in her life. There had even been attempts at separation before, always coming to nothing. Eduardo, whom I knew little more than by sight, who had a pleasant and discreet demeanor, and who I wouldn't rule out suspected something… or even had his own affairs on the side… traveled constantly for his work as an International Consultant. Their marriage had really been a disaster from the beginning. More than ten years of progressive collapse. They had no children, and I'd never asked why.

To top off the mindfuck, Raquel had ended the phone conversation with: “Well… we'll talk about all this calmly in person tomorrow.”

That “all this” could mean a lot or nothing at all.

I arrived at school half an hour early, forced by the need to stop by the study hall and do at least minimal prep for the first class, since afterward I had library duty and would prepare the rest of the morning's classes there.

There was hardly anyone in the hallways. The morning, though early, was bright, even sunny, and that lifted my spirits slightly. But it didn't last long—hearing the echo of my footsteps felt unpleasantly familiar, as if the vacation had never existed, as if it had been an immediate cut and paste; the same emptiness as always, the feeling of being trapped in an endless cycle. The nausea of the inevitable.

I pressed the elevator button, watching the screen that showed the floors. It came down, the doors opened, and I stepped in. I was about to press the button for the third and top floor, to head to my destination, when I heard footsteps approaching.

And then it happened.

Without warning. No anesthesia. A white blur, pristine. Passing right in front of me.

Inés Lizardi.

Upright, poised. Walking past.

My chest tightened. And tightened even more when, suddenly, she stopped.

She stopped, even though her initial intention had clearly been to walk on by… She stopped and looked at me with her lively, honey-colored eyes. And then, in a voice that was sweet, feminine but not childish, she spoke—to me:

“Is the main office on the ground floor… or where is it?”

I froze. Shock mixed with bewilderment. I hadn't expected her voice. I hadn't expected any of what was happening. The long legs, the skirt sitting just right. The shirt, the skirt, the hair, the breasts, the lips… Her gaze… My throat tightened, but I had to speak.

And I did:

“No… it's… all the way up… on the third floor,” I replied, noticing that my own voice sounded strange, distant.

She hesitated. Looked ahead, then to one side, and finally turned her gaze back to me.

“So I go up this way?” she asked with a strange mix of indecision and determination.

I tried to maintain my composure and, without knowing why, said something that sounded odd even to myself:

“That's what I'd do.”

She lowered her gaze slightly. It wasn't shyness. I couldn't decipher it. And then she stepped in, placing herself beside me. Meanwhile, my pulse was rising and my words kept bouncing around in my head: “That's what I'd do.” It hadn't been an absurd thing to say, but for whatever reason, I hadn't liked it.

Her presence beside me was suffocating. I wasn't looking at her directly. I moved to press the button for three when her scent hit me again, delayed, like on the street: that mix of freshness and youth, of “almost” innocence. I swallowed and was already pressing when suddenly footsteps approached and a hand interrupted the doors' natural closing. The hand of one of the cleaning ladies, hovering in the air at the exact point where the sensor was, keeping the door from closing.

“That part's clean, don't bother with it,” Carmen said, her voice booming—undoubtedly addressing what I assumed was another cleaner.

And then I wondered why Inés was heading to the front office at this hour.

And then I sensed movement. Inés shifted, tucking her hair behind her ear and sighing faintly, perhaps worried. She adjusted a large black leather bag on her shoulder—the kind that served her the way a childish backpack serves most people.

The cleaning lady said something to her coworker again, as if the entire building were hers, and Inés turned ever so slightly—just enough for her profile to enter my field of vision. She pulled her phone from her bag with a smooth, almost rehearsed movement and slid her finger across the screen. Nothing strange. Nothing out of place. But then, without looking at me, she tilted her head slightly in my direction, as if expecting something. As if she knew I was watching her. Her breathing was calm, measured.

And then, slowly, her lips parted. An instant. Just enough. As if she were about to say something but didn't. As if an idea had crossed her mind and stopped her. She closed her lips again and went back to looking at her phone.

The most heated part of me wanted to steal a sideways glance at that silhouette: the uniform, the same one they all wore, but on her it was different. The curve of her breasts traced a shape both natural and yet almost artificially perfect. The skirt, fitted at the waist, fell with that slight flare that only made her long legs more noticeable. There was nothing deliberate in the way she wore it, and perhaps that's precisely why it was so unsettling. Her elegant posture, innate and effortless, added the final touch—her physical grace was perhaps the most remarkable thing of all.

And then Carmen looked in my direction:

“Oh, sorry, Miguel. I thought no one was there. Go ahead. You two go up,” she said, pulling her hand away from the invisible sensor.

I managed a polite smile and pressed three…

…And again, Inés adjusted the bag on her shoulder, right beside me, stirring me, unsettling me…


The Elevator and the Pistols.

The doors closed with a mechanical whisper, and the slight jolt as we started moving anchored me suddenly in the present. It was a three-floor ride, barely a few seconds, but as the cabin rose, I felt time dilating and contracting at once, dragging me into some kind of trance I couldn't define. Just the two of us. She was there, so close I could catch her perfume—soft and pristine—floating in the air with the same natural elegance she brought to wearing the uniform.

I hesitated. I always hesitated. Should I look at her or not? I knew the right answer was no—that I should keep my gaze fixed on the numbers lighting up sequentially on the panel, on the seam of the door, or on any bland point that would anchor me to neutrality. But some strange will, or perhaps the pure inertia of instinct, made me steal a sideways glance.

She unlocked her phone with a fluid gesture, unhurried. Her fingers moved with precision across the screen, scrolling quickly through notifications I couldn't see. And then, for no apparent reason, she gave her neck a slight toss—a casual movement that sent her hair rippling gracefully, softly brushing the shoulder and back of her immaculate white shirt. The light from her phone reflected off her chestnut strands, creating faint glimmers, as if the screen had decided to illuminate her just to highlight the gesture.

Then she slipped the phone into her bag. She did it with the slightest lean, just enough to shift her posture. And in that angle, her uniform tie swayed subtly—barely a gentle swing, but enough that my gaze couldn't look away. That small movement seemed to give new dimension to the garment, to her shirt, as if suddenly the curve of her chest pressed against the fabric with more definition and presence, her bra even showing faintly through. What I felt in that moment wasn't arousal. It was something more singular—a kind of silent recognition, a quiet admiration bordering on awe.

It was strange, because there was nothing about her that seemed forced, no suggestion of intent in the way she moved or in her expression. It was simply how she moved and how the clothes conformed to her, as if they'd been designed exclusively to enhance every detail of her body—but always with an undertone that none of it was deliberate, that it was this way because it was meant to be.

The elevator stopped with a slight sway.

Without a word, she stepped out first. She walked confidently until she stood right in the center of the hallway, where she stopped, looking from side to side.

And then she did it. A flourish of grace and finesse. She moved her hands with a light, graceful gesture, extending her index fingers and curling the rest slightly, as if shooting at invisible targets. She did it twice—once to the left, once to the right, one side with each hand. A gesture both youthful and sophisticated, brimming with confidence, with that carefree ease you only have when there's no doubt about how to occupy the space that belongs to you.

And then she turned her head and looked at me.

“Miguel, which way?” she asked.

My name.

Her voice.

A grown woman's voice, confident, without a hint of doubt or shyness. She said my name with a natural warmth that completely disarmed me, as if it were the most logical thing in the world that she already knew what to call me, as if our relationship had already been established in some parallel dimension I hadn't entered yet.

I felt a knot in my throat. I swallowed and answered, still standing inside the elevator:

“To the right, at the end.”

She held my gaze for an instant that seemed to contain more life than entire weeks, her honey-colored eyes capturing mine. Then, with the same naturalness with which she'd said my name, she offered a fleeting “thanks.” And just like that, she turned. Her hair and tie swayed again, and she disappeared to the right.

I stood there, motionless, unable to fully process what had just happened.

The elevator doors began to close and my hand shot out to press the button that stopped them. I lingered there another instant, as if suspended in a parenthesis of time, my fingertip still resting on that button, feeling the slight tremor of the machine and, stronger still, that of my own body. Inés's perfume still hung in the air, subtle, soft and silky, as if her presence refused to fade, as if it had clung to my skin. In my mind echoed the clear sound of her voice, the perfect pronunciation of my name slipping from her tender lips, with the exact tone, the perfect intonation, the most extraordinary femininity any woman had ever shown in my presence. And I felt a slight dizziness, which made me realize how long I'd been holding my breath.

I let out a breath. Then I inhaled deeply, trying to compose myself.

I pulled my fingers from the button. And stepped out of the elevator.


The Car and the Idiots.

Study hall. Silence. The wall clock crept forward with the sluggishness of eternal days, and I, my mind still trapped in the elevator, tried to shake off the sensation of Inés's voice, the faint trace she left when she moved, something indefinable, so uniquely hers, without artifice; that soft, young, feminine scent, with a hint of sweetness that lingered in the air a moment longer than it should have, clinging to memory like a warm caress; her graceful gestures, the folds of her clothes molding to her body, the sway of her tie as she walked. As if that were possible.

My phone vibrated on the table. A voice note. Raquel.

I took advantage of the empty room's quiet and brought the phone to my ear.

“Melon, where are you hiding? I saw your car… and I also just saw your little Inés… coming out of the Director's office. They're not actually going to kick her out, are they? The technicality thing is a total joke, and the mass uniform recall… don't even get me started.” Then there was silence, followed by some noise, like she was fiddling with something. “Inés Lizardi, guilty of being hot as hell,” she continued in a lower tone. “It's all a bad joke. Anyway, I parked in front of the copy shop, and I saw your schedule… what a hilarious Monday you've got, huh? So… how about we meet in my car at one and then do something and talk? Come on, byeee, Melon.”

The audio cut off with a final sound I couldn't make out. I scratched my chin and typed a quick reply:

“Okay, one o'clock in your car. Bye, Melona.”

I lingered for a moment with the phone in my hand, the screen still lit, my mind tangled in too many things at once. Inés, the Director's office… And Raquel too. Would this really be the time she'd finally leave Eduardo for good? I didn't know why, but the word "divorce" sounded unbelievable to me, impossible; something too final to come out of her mouth.

The day continued without further incident. Endless classes, the same phrases as always in the hallways: "bro," "that slaps," "random"… and the inexhaustible "fucking": this fucking bores me, this fucking annoys me, my head's fucking exploding. Anyway, tedium, library duty, and some inconsequential small talk in the teachers' lounge. I didn't see Inés all morning, nor did any gossip reach me about her visit to the Director's office. Nobody summoned me to continue with the absurd scheme of what to do with her, either. The truth was that the possibility that they were somehow feeling her out… or putting her under some kind of pressure, in whatever form, left me deeply uncomfortable, even agitated.

When the clock struck one, I left the building. The midday sun beat down hard, making the asphalt shimmer with an almost liquid tremor. I walked toward the copy shop, about seventy or eighty meters from the block the school occupied entirely.

As I covered the last few meters, I spotted Raquel opening one of the back doors of her car to toss her bag in, dressed in a black skirt, a collarless gray gauze blouse, and sunglasses.

The last few steps were somewhat awkward: because of what might be looming, because I wasn't thrilled about this furtive meeting so close to the school, and because you never know what expression to wear when approaching someone.

“I thought you were going to play hard to get and leave me waiting,” she said, taking off her sunglasses as she climbed into the car.

“And stay at school? Doing what? Mopping the floors…?” I replied, going around the front of the car toward the passenger door.

The inside of the car was an oven, but it didn't smell stuffy—just her perfume mixed with the peculiar aroma of hot leather. Raquel pressed the ignition button and the radio suddenly blared; she gave the volume knob a quick turn, restoring silence. Then she cracked the window, pulled a piece of mint gum from a cluttered compartment next to the gear shift, and popped it in her mouth.

“How was your morning?” she asked.

“Nothing noteworthy. Yours?” I replied.

Raquel and I fell into banal small talk, unusual for us. I thought she'd start the car any moment and we'd head somewhere more private, maybe to grab lunch, and talk there about everything—especially her situation. Or ours.

Then, after a silence, Raquel turned to look outside and said:

“What the hell are those kids doing there?”

I frowned and looked where she was looking. About twenty meters away, on the sidewalk, a group of uniformed students milled around aimlessly. It was strange—they shouldn't be out of school until two.

After watching them more closely, I said:

“They're sophomores.”

Raquel sighed.

“Shh, I haven't seen Rafa today. Maybe he didn't come in and that's why his class is getting out early?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but at that moment I saw her. Again.

Inés Lizardi.

She was crossing the street, clearly in a hurry.

“There she goes… Your muse,” Raquel whispered immediately, just as attentive as I was, as if she found the situation amusing.

After walking a little farther, she stopped on the sidewalk, about fifteen or twenty meters away, her back to us, absorbed in her phone.

I felt the air inside the car grow thick.

Raquel sighed again.

“My God, that girl…” she said, clearly referring to how striking she was, even from that distance.

Silence fell, and then she continued:

“You know I don't teach her, right? Some kids in her group, yes, but not her. You… you start with her the day after tomorrow…”

I don't know why I said it, maybe to ease the tension, maybe because the image from that morning was still too vivid in my head.

“Yeah, and… well… this morning I rode up with her in the elevator.”

“Seriously?” Raquel asked, amused, shifting in her seat, turning toward me and glancing at me briefly before looking back at her—still in the same spot, typing on her phone.

“Yeah. First thing in the morning. Before she went to the Director's office.”

“What? You've got to be… Okay, okay… Point one: How come you didn't tell me…? You knew she was going to the Director's office before I saw her? Point two… Please tell me you two didn't ride up alone?”

“Yes. Yes to both.”

Raquel huffed.

“Damn it, Miguel. How many times have I told you not to get in the elevator alone with any female student? If one of them decides to make up that you touched her ass, your life is over.”

“Yeah… I don't know. I was already inside… and she got in.”

“Well, if she gets in, you get out.”

I didn't respond, so another silence fell. We watched her. She—Inés—kept glancing back over her shoulder now and then, as if expecting someone.

More silence. The heat in that car was becoming unbearable. I rolled my window down a bit too.

“Don't get all hot and bothered…” Raquel whispered, watching me. Amused. Provocative. Shrewd.

I said nothing. I looked back at Inés. The skirt seemed even shorter now. It probably showed more than half her thigh. A warm breeze stirred her tie. She kept adjusting the bag on her shoulder, almost like a tic.

And then I felt a hand on my thigh. It wasn't abrupt or obvious—more like the most natural thing in the world. Her warm palm, the light pressure, her fingers barely grazing the fabric of my pants.

“Raquel, stop… Seriously…” I whispered.

But she didn't move her hand. She left it there, silently challenging me.

And then Inés looked up from her phone, turned her head slightly, and seemed to glance in our direction for an instant.

“She saw us, damn it,” I exclaimed. “She's going to think we're a couple of weirdos.”

“No way. Scaredy-cat… You're such a chicken, seriously,” Raquel said, and instead of pulling her hand away, she slid it higher, toward my crotch.

And I, uncomfortable with her game, was about to push her hand away once and for all when she said:

“There are three cars between us, Migue. Relax a little, come on. You've had quite a few days.”

I glanced at her sideways. Even as she touched me, she didn't take her eyes off Inés.

“Besides, people don't walk down the street checking if there's someone inside parked cars. Do you do that? Do you go around looking inside parked cars?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but she beat me to it:

“No, of course not. Nobody does. Especially when they're glued to their phone, like your little Inés. Look, she's texting. Seems like she's waiting for someone or something, doesn't it?”

I watched her carefully again. She was absorbed in the screen, her fingers flying over it now and then. Every so often she looked up, but not in our direction anymore—toward the street, toward the sidewalk on the other side, as if expecting someone to come from that direction.

And then I felt her hand sliding over my thigh again.

“Raquel… Anyone could walk by… Seriously,” I protested.

“Seriously… You… Tell me what happened in the elevator.”

“Well, what was going to happen… Nothing.”

“Well, I figured nothing, but tell me anyway.”

I let out an exasperated huff. I glanced down briefly at Raquel's hand on my thigh, on my dark pants. Then I looked back at Inés, slender and powerful at the same time; she adjusted the bag on her shoulder and crossed her arms.

“Okay…” I whispered, knowing she wouldn't leave me alone. “We rode up three floors. Picture it. Nothing happened. I just stood there. I wasn't sure whether to look at her. In the end, I did glance at her a bit. She was on her phone, like now, then she put it away in her bag. When we got there, she stepped out, stopped in the hallway, made some strange gesture with her hands, and asked me where the Director's office was. I told her to the right. She looked at me, thanked me, and left. End of story.”

“Come on…” she complained.

“What.”

“No… Come on… Tell me properly… like you told me Saturday about running into her outside,” Raquel said, moving her hand even higher.

I was about to put a stop to this once and for all. Push her hand away and refuse any more absurd narrations. When, suddenly, I saw in the distance Inés change her expression: she uncrossed her arms, put her phone in her bag… shifted to a different posture, more receptive… and a guy appeared. A tall, blond guy in a blue striped shirt.

He reached her… took her by the waist… leaned in a bit… and they shared a quick kiss on the lips.


Disappointment, and my name.

Sure enough, after our brief voyeuristic experience, we went to eat. We ended up at a restaurant on the outskirts of the city, a place we frequented. Maybe a bit above our means, but after all, we didn't have children to support and, in my case, not even a partner to spend money on travel with.

One of our usual dilemmas was choosing where to meet. If we picked somewhere not too far from the school, the risk of being seen increased, but the proximity made it seem less suspicious. On the other hand, if we went farther away, we reduced the chances of running into someone we knew, but if anyone spotted us, the situation would be much harder to explain.

I soon realized that Raquel wasn't willing to move forward. If she had really asked me here to tell me something that would mark a change, for whatever reason, she'd backed out. And it all ended with a familiar, worn-out phrase:

“Miguel, it's not that easy for me.”

She did, however, want to delve into the subject of Inés. She wanted to talk about the Director's office, the elevator, the kiss, about “that mysterious guy,” about the “preppy shirt boy”... And I, perhaps out of revenge after feeling once again ensnared by her, or maybe because deep down I wanted to keep my thoughts about Inés to myself, cut her off mercilessly, with the same coldness she had used to stop me before.

In the middle of the afternoon, she dropped me back where I had parked. We said goodbye in her car, without the warmth of other times, with a heavy silence, weighed down by my disappointment.

Tuesday came and went without fanfare, if it can be said that it passed at all. It was more like a gray parenthesis between what had happened with Raquel and what I knew would come after. There were no messages from her. None from me either. I barely caught a glimpse of her a couple of times in the hallways. We both sank into a kind of cold war, a poisoned truce sustained by forced indifference. It didn't alarm me too much, since it wasn't the first time. We both knew that in a matter of days everything would be fixed, and it would happen as always: without needing to talk about it. Everything would return to normal, or at least, to our normal.

Another name took up space in my mind. Inés. I didn't choose it, didn't seek it out. Her image simply filtered into my thoughts incessantly, with the ease of something inevitable. It wasn't just the memory of the first time I had seen her and, especially, of what happened in the elevator, but the certainty that the next day she would be in my class. That I would speak in front of her. That, somehow, obviously, she would also be watching me.

It was absurd. There was no reason to overthink it. She was just another student. Just one more. But as Tuesday afternoon slid into night, I felt a strange mixture of anticipation and wariness.

What's more, what happened in the Director's office remained a mystery. I hadn't received any news, any indication, only the weight of uncertainty. And Javier... I had seen him a couple of times in the teachers' lounge, but I avoided him. He repulsed me after what happened in that locker room.

And then, almost without realizing it, yet at the same time more aware of it than ever, Wednesday arrived.

From ten-ten to eleven in the morning. Just before recess. A wide, shallow classroom on the first floor. Twenty-one students. Three rows of seven. Individual desks. Inés in the middle row, on one of the outer seats, next to the window. Present yet with a hint of absence. I didn't look at her directly, but sometimes I felt her gaze. What she made me feel wasn't exactly nerves. It was something else. Something denser, more enveloping. Like a presence that asserted itself, that demanded to be recognized, even though her movements didn't ask for it.

The students whispered, took advantage of any half-turn of mine, any stop at my desk, to say something to each other, to joke about something. Not her. How easily we had all forgotten or overlooked that she, apart from being that stunning creature, was also just an eighteen-year-old girl who had just arrived and didn't know anyone.

And she embodied that coexistence between the girl—“chiquilla,” as Raquel called her—and the woman she was. Every now and then, when my eyes landed near her, the clarity, the purity, the feminine brutality of her image revealed itself to me; the impact of that uniform that fit her and at the same time didn't; the excess, the surplus, the impropriety. Besides, seated as she was, her exuberance wasn't distributed: there was no longer a skirt, or thighs, or calves wrapped in navy blue socks; everything was concentrated above. It was all breasts straining against the shirt, all hair falling voluminous and silky, all splendid and defined lips, and all intimidating eyes. And then Rafael's words came to mind—the Art teacher, her homeroom teacher—that blunt phrase, his unappealable judgment, that immoderation: how that body, dressed in that uniform, seemed like the vivid expression of a woman straight out of a pornographic film, and again I couldn't contradict his crude observation.

Apart from the obvious impact of her exaggerated presence, I was struck by how much she wrote; she wrote too much, even when I wasn't talking, when I wasn't explaining, when I walked to my desk. I thought maybe she was just that studious by nature, because she was new or because it was the beginning of the term, but it certainly stood out to me.

The end of class was approaching. A few more glances toward her area, not because I felt comfortable explaining in that direction, but because it was only fair to include her. Again her figure, standing out, different; nothing like those around her, who were just students. No. I had clearly been wrong: she was not just another student.

The class was winding down. I had already presented the main points and was now giving final instructions for the next day. I had moved slightly to the left of the classroom, away from the central position I usually occupied, walking in the opposite direction from the window. From there, my view of the students changed: I no longer had them directly in front of me, but at a different angle, diagonally. I continued explaining, but without looking at them too much, my gaze lost on some neutral, indistinct point in the classroom.

“For tomorrow, I want you to read the first act of The House of Bernarda Alba,” I said, pausing for a moment before continuing almost immediately with my aimless pacing. “And I don’t want a summary like you’re ten years old. I want you to express what the work leaves behind in you, what it makes you feel, how the mourning, the repression, the underlying tension hit you. Underline the key words Lorca uses to convey the suffocation in that house without men, that oppression you can feel in every line of dialogue.”

As I spoke, my mind was working out how to wrap up the class, to round out the idea so they’d leave with something clear, something to take with them. But then I saw her.

It wasn’t intentional. It wasn’t planned. Simply from my new position, she appeared within my field of vision in a way she hadn’t before. Her desk, the way she was sitting, with one leg crossed over the other, her body leaning to one side… From that angle, I no longer just saw her face, or the fullness of her hair cascading down, or the powerful swell of her breasts beneath her shirt. Now I saw all of her.

The way her legs were crossed made her skirt ride up more than it should, unambiguously exposing most of her thighs. It wasn’t just the exposed skin, but the shape, the texture, the way the light caught the tension in her muscles as they contracted slightly from her posture.

I swallowed.

The view from this new perspective was part revelation, part punishment. Until that moment, her sensuality had been concentrated in her face, in the magnetism of her gaze, in the way the white fabric strained against the pressure of her breasts when I saw her from the front. But now she was complete. A progressive unveiling, a complete geography that started from above, from what I’d already seen, but with new nuances: her profile beneath the shirt looked even more striking than from the front, hinting at the seams of a bra straining beneath the white fabric; the tie seemed to hang more loosely, marking a line that divided her breasts; the complete map continued with the skirt, with thighs that seemed made to be admired. Then the navy blue socks, hugging just below the knees, underscoring the contrast between the scholastic, the regulation… and the forbidden, the inevitably erotic. And further down, the dark loafers, her right foot suspended in the air, barely swaying, as if she herself wasn’t aware of that gesture, of what it evoked.

Everything about her seemed designed to draw the eye, to challenge the rules without completely breaking them. To provoke without meaning to. To make you feel dirty for perceiving her mere presence as sexual.

And I still had to keep explaining.

I tried to keep talking, to hold the sentence together, but something in my voice faltered. A small stumble, but noticeable.

“And… and as for the characters, I want you to focus on… on Adela’s role,” I said, with a hesitation that shouldn’t have been there. “She’s the only one who… challenges the norms Bernarda imposes, the only one who tries to break free from the rigidity of the house…”

I knew some students had noticed. Not the why, I supposed, but the what. Nothing too obvious, but enough. A small stutter, a strange pause, a moment of breath caught in my throat. I corrected it quickly, picked up the thread with my usual confidence. But she was still there, in her seat, not doing anything special, barely moving. And yet, it was impossible not to see her.

The bell rang, finally, its strident sound vibrating through the classroom walls. I didn’t feel saved by the bell, because it wasn’t that, but I was more grateful than usual for that break.

I turned without hurrying, without looking at anyone, and walked to my desk. I heard the scraping of chairs, the growing murmur of students gathering their things, the first hurried steps toward the door. I sat down and waited, eyes lowered. I didn’t want to process yet what that woman had made me feel. I didn’t want to face the uncomfortable truth of my own response. Especially because there was guilt in it. I knew it.

Some more rushed than others, but they all filed out. In less than two minutes, I found myself alone. The tumult receded down the long hallway we shared with other classrooms, like a shock wave traveling in reverse, flowing like a river of shouting lava toward the outside, leaving me behind, trapped in a stillness that, strangely, didn’t feel comfortable.

That was when I looked up.

Inés’s desk.

Her notebooks, her folders, some scattered pens. There was something there that seemed to call to me, something that had lingered in the air after she left.

I remembered how much I’d seen her write. Too much.

I clenched my jaw.

I shouldn’t go over there.

There was no reason to. I shouldn’t.

I shifted in my chair, scratched my face, ran my fingers through my hair, rubbed the back of my neck, as if those gestures could dispel the unease that had settled into my body. I looked away—at the board, at my desk, at the hallway visible through the open door. I could get up and leave. I could go to the teachers’ lounge, make myself a coffee, and forget the strange curiosity that had begun to creep inside me.

But I didn’t move.

My eyes returned to the desk.

Why had she written so much?

My breathing grew deeper, slower. I looked toward the door again, almost hoping absurdly that someone would appear and break that unnecessary tension. But the hallway remained empty. The echo of the stampede had vanished.

I hesitated a moment longer.

And then, with a soft sigh, as if already accepting defeat, I stood up.

I moved slowly, feeling my pulse in my throat, that faint tremor in my chest, and reached her desk. My fingers slid cautiously over the surface, tracing the edge of the binders, the texture of the paper.

A few sheets were sticking out.

I glanced once more toward the door.

I opened the binder and gently pulled out one of the sheets. I glanced at it. Nothing out of the ordinary. Diligent notes about Lorca, underlined phrases, neat and meticulous handwriting.

But there was another sheet underneath.

Same ink. Same handwriting. But different. More concentrated, more cramped.

I slipped my fingers underneath and pulled it out.

And then I saw it.

I couldn’t believe it. I stopped breathing.

My name.

Miguel.

Repeated endlessly.

Miguel, Miguel, Miguel, Miguel, Miguel, Miguel.

Filling the entire page. No pauses, no blank spaces. Just my name, over and over, like an obsession printed in every stroke of ink.

The impact hit me like a wave.

I felt the weight of something I couldn’t define, a mixture of vertigo and revelation. My own name staring back at me from that paper, multiplied to absurdity, to the unbearable. Like a silent scream. Like an unspoken confession.


Panties out of commission.

It was getting dark and Raquel's body lay naked, stretched out beside me. Our breathing was settling down. Our reconciliation had been physical. Sometimes it happened that way. We'd been lovers for years and our desire hadn't diminished one bit. Even so, I didn't feel that the core or essence of our relationship was sex.

On my back. I closed my eyes. And it happened again. Once more, tattooed on my eyelids, the vision of my name written, repeated countless times, in Inés Lizardi's immaculate handwriting.

For about nine or ten hours, ever since I'd discovered it, I'd been trying to find a logical explanation. Maybe her boyfriend had the same name as me. Maybe a summer fling, recently ended, also shared my name. After all, it was a common name.

And then Raquel, as if she could read my mind, whispered:

“So, what… First class with your muse today, right? How did it go?”

If there was one person I could share what Inés made me feel without being judged, without being labeled a horny old man or a clueless dirty old codger, it was Raquel. Yet I couldn't bring myself to do it. Or rather, I preferred to keep it to myself. As if I wanted to protect that intimate space—one strangely shared with Inés herself. Although, obviously, no such intimacy existed, nor could that girl know I was granting her that discretion.

I answered Raquel guardedly, though I gave her enough that she couldn't complain I was being tight-lipped. I told her how much attention Inés drew, the undeniable stir among the students, the cold war from her female classmates over her unfair advantage, and the discomfort she could cause you while teaching, especially when you looked her way. But I didn't go beyond that.

Raquel cursed the fact that Inés wasn't her student and then brought up the principal's office; neither of us had been able to get any information about it. It seemed that what had happened there hadn't leaked out. That only Inés, the principal, and perhaps Julia, the head of studies, knew.

We turned to face each other. Naked, lying on our sides, we looked at each other face to face.

I brushed Raquel's copper hair away from her face. She blinked and placed a hand on my hip. I felt my cock hanging spent, still damp. I was counting the freckles on her face when she whispered:

“And what do you think of her preppy boyfriend?”

“The kid? The blond one? What do you want me to think?”

“I don't know. In the end we barely even talked about it the other day. You went all quiet…”

“Quiet?”

“Yeah… You got all jealous…”

“Jealous…” I repeated, smiling. “Jealous of an eighteen-year-old kid…”

“Kid… Yeah. If she were a kid there wouldn't be all this fuss going on,” she clarified.

We looked at each other. Night was falling slowly. Barely any natural light filtered through my bedroom window. At that moment I wavered over whether to tell her about that sheet of Inés's, about my name repeated countless times, but something still made me keep it to myself.

“Well. I'll tell you right now that the guy was hot.”

“What?” I said, somewhat distracted.

“The preppy. Who else? Your smoking-hot schoolgirl's little boyfriend.”

“Smoking-hot schoolgirl…” I repeated, shaking my head and smiling to myself.

We looked at each other again. In the eyes. Unhurried. In silence. Sometimes, in that bedroom, with her, time seemed to stand still.

I thought about the guy. About that subtle kiss they'd shared.

“And how could he seem… hot… if he was so far away?” I asked.

“Oh, now they were far away?” Raquel said, her voice no longer a whisper. “When I was feeling you up in the car, cat-eyes had a Catwoman laser stare that could see us perfectly… and now you're telling me they were far away?”

“I don't think Catwoman has a laser stare…” I countered, carried along by her playfulness; we seemed like two kids.

“Whatever,” she cut me off, impatient. “How old would you say he is?”

“The guy? Mmm, I don't know…” I hesitated, holding back from telling her we'd been too far away to know. “About… I don't know… A few years older than her, for sure. Twenty-two? Twenty-four?”

“Look. Split the difference. I'd say twenty-three. Let's see… I've been thinking about it…” Raquel whispered as she always did before making something up, and she shifted, propping her elbow on the pillow and resting her head on her hand. “I think he's a medical student. Well, I think he already finished his degree and is studying for his residency exams. He's going to be a radiologist, because he's a bit… introverted, doesn't like dealing with patients directly. He prefers to stick to reading MRIs or X-rays on his computer and writing reports. Besides being a radiologist, he has a huge cock. A dick, even, EVEN, bigger than yours.”

I stayed quiet for a moment, trying to process Raquel's youthful imagination. Her ability to embellish reality with fantasy overwhelmed me sometimes, but mostly it amused me.

And then, without warning, she leaned in and brushed her lips against mine. A brief, playful kiss. But before I could respond, she came back for more, and this time her mouth opened over mine with the ease of someone who knows every inch by heart. Her tongue caressed mine with the same slow rhythm as her hand slid down, finding my cock with a gentle touch, wrapping around it with teasing tenderness.

“Even bigger than this one…” she whispered, with a half-smile barely visible in the dim light.

I let out a soft snort, somewhere between disbelief and amusement.

“How do you teach history with an imagination like that… you can't be sticking too close to what's in the textbooks…” I whispered.

She laughed softly against my mouth and, without responding, kissed me again. As she did, her fingers kept playing, patiently tracing my cock, still heavy with exhaustion.

“Should I keep going?” she asked, barely grazing me with her nails.

The answer was obvious. I wanted her to keep going. Both the story and the touching.

“Keep going.”

She pulled back a few inches and, without stopping her caress, continued:

“So… the day before yesterday… after that chaste little kiss they shared, when we saw them get into his blue car afterward… electric… they kissed for real… That got her all revved up… And she suggested going to his place, but he said there were people there, roommates… So… you know where they went?”

“Where?”

“To that big open area behind the hospital parking lot.”

“Oh, really?” I played along. “There? In broad daylight? Like Patricia Highsmith?”

“In broad daylight. Yes. They parked there… And… You know what they did?”

“Well… I can imagine.”

“Well yes… There… they fucked like rabbits.”

“Like rabbits…” I repeated.

“That's right. Like rabbits and in broad daylight. In the almost-doctor's car. Steaming up the windows so much it would put Rose and Jack to shame. What do you think? Did you expect that from your little Inés?”

I stayed quiet for a moment. It was all half-joking, half-serious, but my imagination had been running wild for a while now.

“Actually, it was really kinky, because… while he was looking for a spot to park where no one could see them… she was already slipping off her panties…” she continued her narration, never stopping her teasing strokes.

“Fuck…” I whispered, swallowing hard.

“Yeah… your Inés Lizardi… what she's capable of.”

“I see. Yeah.”

“So anyway. They parked… He pushed his seat back. And she climbed on top of him… with her panties already… out of commission,” she whispered, closer now, almost lip to lip. “Do you want me to tell you what positions they did it in?”

She leaned in again and kissed me, first with a slow brush of her lips, then with her tongue, deep, tangling with mine while her fingers stayed busy on my cock, somewhere between caress and grip, between the kinkiness of her story and the familiarity of her touch. I returned the kiss with more hunger, more lust, and my imagination, which had already started down its own paths, ran wild.

I saw the car parked in broad daylight, the suffocating heat inside, the windshield shimmering with the glare. Him with his blue striped shirt half-unbuttoned. Her… in uniform: skirt hiked up, legs spread… riding him, panting on top of him. Inés moaning and arching her back while the guy in the shirt slipped his hands under her skirt, gripping her hot ass and matching her rhythm, pulling her harder against him.

While my mind worked and our kisses continued, one of my hands wandered over Raquel's naked body: hip, side, and finally her breasts, feeling her hardened nipples between my fingers, but my mind stayed inside that car: the condensation on the windows, the patches of fog that blurred Inés's image; her spread legs, the sway of her hips, her half-open mouth, the sweat trickling down the curve of her neck.

I felt Raquel's hand gripping my hardness, her fingers matching the rhythm my mind traced with its own perversion. Imagination and reality intertwined, and my desire surged unchecked, as if the kinkiness of the story breathed life into my body, into the hot blood pooling in her grip.

I moved my hand toward her sex, seeking her out, wanting to give back what she was giving me, but Raquel stopped me, her palm gently halting my advance. She leaned toward my lips again and, in a playful whisper, with a faint smile, asked me:

“Do you have… oranges?”

My confusion lasted a fraction of a second. I was used to her games, her changes of pace, her sudden stops and improvised attacks.

“Yes. And there's enough for more than one glass,” I replied, hinting that since she was being so industrious, leaving me hanging, she might as well do something for me too.

“Okay… I’m going…” Raquel whispered, giving me a peck on the lips before pulling away.

I let myself fall back a little. I inhaled deeply, my breath loud in the quiet room. Then I lay there watching as she got out of bed, went to the chair, and grabbed her white shirt—the one she’d worn to work.

She looked at me as she put it on, then calmly and deliberately buttoned two or three buttons.

“And my panties?” she asked.

“You tell me…” I replied, captivated by the sight of her—by her reddish hair, by her face softly lit by the faint light now coming through the window, by the curves suggested beneath the shirt and bare below it.

Raquel looked away. She glanced around the room. She shook out a sheet, and then, giving up, whispered:

“My panties are out of commission too…”

And then she left the bedroom, dressed only in the shirt, her bare feet sliding across the hardwood floor of my apartment, her sex naked and free.


The Three Pardons.

I could still smell Raquel's scent clinging to the sheets—the trace of her body like a fragrance slowly fading away. I closed my eyes and heard it immediately: from the kitchen, the peculiar sound of the manual orange juicer drifting into the bedroom. The hum of the device, the scrape of metal against the rough skin of the fruit, the firm pressure of her hands as she twisted it. In the stillness of nightfall, everything came to me with sharp clarity.

I took a deep breath and realized what I was about to do. There were no excuses. It wasn't Raquel's fault, nor her perverse imagination. I forgave myself before surrendering. Before letting go.

I let the image force its way into my mind with terrifying impunity. Inés. Inés in uniform. The short skirt, the long socks hugging young flesh, the white shirt outlining her chest. Inés, outside my classroom, outside the school, outside reality, in a context where there were no rules.

I saw her in her boyfriend's car. I saw her hands sliding over her own legs, pushing the skirt upward with cruel calm, with the flirtatiousness of someone who knows exactly what she's doing to him. Him, sitting in the driver's seat, watching her while holding his breath, with the clumsy, burning desire of a young man who barely knows how to wait. Her climbing onto him with the ease of someone who's done it before. Loosening his tie and undoing the first button of his shirt with nimble fingers. Pressing her mouth to his while settling onto his hardness…

…That fleeting, tense moment when she reaches to guide his cock toward her sex. A sex that's been throbbing since she set up the meeting with him. The lowering of eyes, the initial gasp, the “Mmm…” of relief and shamelessness; a long, drawn-out moan as she adjusts, as she sinks down onto that preppy boy's cock, five years older but at the same time far inferior.

Her, already filled, but still with eyes closed, delicately placing her hands on his shoulders. And then a pure, feminine “Ahh…!” before starting the first movement. He's barely a pretty face, a decent body, and a hard cock. All effective, all sufficient. Her, beginning to move her hips, slowly, provocative without meaning to be; her face undone by pleasure, there, in full sunlight, stifled by the heat of a summer that never ends, inside that car that smells new and will soon smell of sex. Each gasp from her contains an almost silent plea that, this time, this daddy's boy will take much longer to come.

I hated myself for imagining it. I hated myself even more for not stopping.

I swallowed and turned my face into the pillow. I didn't move any further, but I felt the blood rush heavily between my legs. Guilt and desire fought in the same space, suffocating each other. But my imagination didn't yield. It was a beast that had been set loose and now ran unchained.

The car disappeared and, suddenly, I saw her in the locker room.

Something stirred inside me—a premonition that what was about to happen there would be much cruder, crueler, less forgivable than what had happened with the hapless preppy boy.

The echo of water from the showers, a different kind of steam and heat—thicker, murkier.

And then Inés, there, in that locker room. Dressed in her uniform.

Oblivious to everything. Oblivious to danger. She passed in front of me but didn't see me. She opened a locker and put some folders inside. As if these weren't the lockers of a men's locker room, of grown men, weary and spent, but the safe, pristine lockers in the school hallway.

I watched her while listening to the juicer.

And then I asked her forgiveness. Inés. For what I kept imagining, for the atrocity of what I was about to imagine. And I got out of bed.

Marcos stepped out of the shower and soon found that surprise waiting. I left the bedroom and caught sight of a woman. Marcos approached the girl who, with her back turned, was checking the locker. I approached the woman who, with her back turned, was working at the counter.

The sound of the juicer blended with the sound of water falling from the showers.

I approached and placed my hands on her waist, over her white shirt. She gave a start—she hadn't expected it. Inés also trembled when she felt Marcos's hands on her hip; but she also tensed with an alertness that Raquel didn't feel.

Me, naked, behind Raquel. Marcos, naked, behind Inés.

A honeyed purr from one. A whimper of fear from the other.

My hands lifted Raquel's white shirt, just enough to uncover her buttocks. I wanted her to feel my cock, hard, behind her. Marcos lowered the uniform skirt. There was no resistance, neither from the skirt nor from Inés—perhaps from shock, perhaps because she needed much more than her boyfriend gave her.

I caressed Raquel's bare buttocks while Marcos took half a step back, taking in the sight of Inés's panties wedged between her cheeks.

Marcos spoke, and although his words were unintelligible in my mind, I imagined his tone: confident, calculating, skilled.

Inés didn't move. Surprise and fear had given way to something more. Something that, in my imagination, didn't need to be explained.

My chest pressed against Raquel's body, feeling her back, her shirt against my torso. Marcos felt it too. Both women trembled slightly. Then, the kiss on the neck—we both pulled aside the shirt collar and desecrated that spot. Both their faces turned to the side, allowing the assault.

She let out a stifled gasp.

“Mmm…!”

It was the same sound. The same silent plea that Inés whimpered.

The locker room and the kitchen, Inés and Raquel, reality and imagination. Everything began to blur together in an insidious mixture of desire and guilt.

Raquel turned to kiss me. Her lips held a different hunger than what had awakened in me; I broke the kiss almost before it started. And I spun her around roughly. Without care. Without tenderness. Back against the counter.

She didn't protest. Maybe she already suspected.

I brought my hands back to Raquel's waist. I lifted her white shirt again from behind. I let my hard cock brush against the skin of her bare ass again. I wanted her to know what was about to happen.

Marcos was pulling down Inés's panties.

Her ass came into view, tender, immaculate. A slight shiver raised goosebumps on her skin.

Marcos was staring. I was imagining. He leaned down. Lower. Between her legs. I went with him.

Stunned, we saw it:

Her pussy.

Her pussy, blooming: compact, fleshy. It glistened. An exquisite pussy. Not a girl's; a woman's.

I swallowed hard.

And then, my left hand on Raquel's left hand, on the counter. And Marcos's left hand on Inés's left hand, against the locker.

There was no pause. No gentleness. No mercy.

“Spread your legs,” I said. He said.

Raquel. Inés. The kitchen floor. The locker room floor.

They obeyed. The right distance. The precise access. Submitting.

But something was off:

Raquel's copper mane fell down her back. It distracted me. I swept it aside. Pushed it forward. And then everything changed: before me, her legs spread, her ass exposed, a white shirt guarding a back.

That was it. Now everything fit. The vision was what it needed to be.

I withdrew my hand, which had been pressing hers, and placed it on her shoulder, on her white shirt. Inés's.

And then I asked for my third forgiveness.

From Raquel.

For using her.

For being with her, but not with her.

I gripped my cock. I aimed. Already probing between her cheeks, searching for the door, the entrance, to invade, to penetrate… Inés's pussy.

Marcos had disappeared. The locker rooms were fading.

Inés against the counter.

Me behind her.

She was frightened yet expectant—the possibility of feeling something different, better than what she already knew.

There was no foreplay. No teasing. Only clumsy anxiety. I understood her boyfriend.

As soon as I felt the wet warmth of her sex brushing the exposed head of my cock, I pushed. My muscles tensed. My heart was pounding out of my chest. The nervousness and pride of burying myself in… Inés… made me tremble. The sensation, the touch… her pussy opening for me… Inés's pussy…

Her moan when she felt me ignited me even more, a whimpered “Ahhh…!” that made me groan, completely gone, like never before:

“Mmm! Oh…!”

A deep, animal gasp. I closed my eyes, my cock buried in Inés's pussy. I closed my eyes and placed my hands on her hips, on her uniform shirt.

If I looked down I'd see her skirt and panties on the floor; and her socks and loafers still on; the ones that swung in class while she watched me.

“Ohh…!” I writhed, inside her, in another deep thrust.

Her sex took my cock readily. Her gasps were still inhibited.

The mix of excitement and guilt was relentless, oppressive. As was the pleasure. My cock slid in and out, faster and faster, in long strokes. Sometimes I cracked my eyes open, watched my cock invading, my hand pushing aside the bottom of her uniform shirt. And above all I watched her pussy spread open, dilated, allowing… Allowing Inés Lizardi to let me fuck her.

“Ahhh…! Ahh…!” she began to gasp, more freely, leaning forward.

“Oh-hh!” I panted, and accelerated, telling myself with guilt and rage: “I'm fucking you… fuck… I'm fucking you…”

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…!” she gasped, surrendered now, yielding to pleasure.

And so a few minutes of swift, energetic thrusts, and others more savage, with rhythm changes, pulling my cock out completely before invading her again. A few minutes of relentless, fierce, rough fucking. A few minutes where the sounds of our bodies colliding, my panting and her gasps, overlapped. A few minutes of sweat, of heat, of ecstasy; of touches limited to only where she could be Inés. Of glances toward specific points where she could be Inés: a pussy, an ass, a white shirt, a back… And she gasped “Ahhh!” “Ahhhh!” that could be Inés's… and she held back from uttering any word that wasn't a gasp or a moan; nothing that could pull me from my reverie.

“Ohh…!” I whimpered, behind her, feeling a torrent of pleasure wash over me, about to explode.

“Ahh…! Mmmm…! Ahhh…!” she gasped, almost on tiptoes, hands braced on the counter, invaded, driven forward.

And I could have moved my hands, felt her breasts over her shirt, or under her clothes… come like that, clutching her tits, but I didn't want anything to distract me. I didn't want familiar touches to pull me out of this… to pull me away from fucking Inés…

One long thrust, all the way in, filling Inés's tight pussy. That was the turning point. The point of no return…

…My balls swung behind her. Her exquisite youth absorbing the invasion of a withered masculinity.

Her pussy squeezing me, almost sucking me in. An inhuman heat and wetness radiated from her sex and enveloped my cock. I sped up, my veins swelling. The fuck was full of lust, rage, but she took it.

Another long thrust. All the way in. Pushing her forward. A serpentine roll of my hips, sadistic, euphoric, with my cock buried inside her.

Her faint, plaintive, overwhelmed “Ahhh…!”

My ecstasy now irreversible.

“Ohhh…! Oh! I'm going to come…!” I announced. Announced to Inés, to Inés Lizardi… behind her, panting, drooling against her neck, then biting her earlobe.

“Ahhh…! Mmm…! Ahhh…! Ahhh…!” Inés writhed, giving me sweet, feminine moans of pleasure.

“Ohhhh…! MMMMMM!!!” I grunted in a hoarse moan.

And then I stopped. Inside her. My nails at her waist, digging into her skin.

And I exploded:

“OHHHH-HHHHHH!!!!!”

I convulsed. I contracted. I spilled. Still. With my cock buried all the way in. Filling every inch of Inés's pussy.

I felt my cock throbbing inside her. Pouring. Ejaculating. Filling her.

“OHHH-hhhh…!!!!” I let myself go, unleashing brutal jets that filled her, that profaned the deepest part of that woman; a woman who took it in silence, all that thick whiteness, as if accepting that this was how it should be.

My orgasm was fading and self-reproach was already taking its place.

Dizzy from the last waves of pleasure, I collapsed my chest against her back. My naked, sweaty torso against her pristine white shirt.

Still with my cock inside, I felt my heart pounding, thundering, reverberating through her clothes and into her body. I sensed that Inés could still feel me throbbing down there too.

Her. Mute. Accepting it.

I exhaled deeply.

Guilty.

I withdrew.

My cock came out hard. Soaked. Reddened.

The pussy I left behind gaped open.

“Bastard…” she whispered, Raquel.

And I felt shame, regret, and guilt.

And at the same time, I knew she had understood everything.


DEAR ME and wanting to die.

The study hall was calm, but inside me, everything was chaos. In front of me, the open books, the reading notes, the notebook with class annotations, and the prepared slides formed a picture of order that was nothing but a farce—an attempt to deceive myself, to convince myself this was a day like any other, just another class.

But it wasn't. It wasn't because this wasn't the Second Year of Bachillerato, Group B. It was Inés's class. Her name floated in my mind like a threat, like a warning I couldn't ignore no matter how hard I tried. I clung to the idea that her obsession had nothing to do with me, that the sick repetition of my name on that sheet meant nothing.

I closed my eyes and my mind drifted to the previous afternoon. To just after that whisper, that “Bastard.” There it was again, the scene unfolding with all its clarity. Her reddish mane, her back under the white shirt. No uniform skirt, no navy blue tie, no long socks or loafers. Just her, still bent over the counter, breathing hard; her body relaxed in that pause of desire that comes after the storm. And then, little by little, the semen had begun to slide down the inside of her thighs, thick, hot, marking her pale skin with an indecent trail.

She hadn't moved, didn't seem in any hurry to pull away—she had simply waited, as if she wanted me to see the rawness of my excess. Then she had finally turned, looking at me with an indecipherable expression, and then, only then, Raquel was fully there: vivid, tangible, as if I had summoned her. No trace of Inés, nor of the unease that had accompanied me. Only Raquel, with the same slight gleam in her eyes, the same complicity as always, the certainty that what had just happened didn't need to be explained or justified.

And then that raw, audible moment: semen slipping from inside Raquel and falling to the floor, dripping in a crude image I couldn't get out of my mind. The only thing she had said about it, after cleaning herself up, after getting half-dressed, after crossing the kitchen to pour herself some juice, had been a phrase tossed out with that irony of hers that always seemed like a game and never a reproach: “Damn, you came so much... animal.” And nothing more. No question, no comment about Inés, no hint of what it might mean. We drank the juice in silence and then talked about everything except us, except the school, except Inés, except what had happened.

Now it was nine-thirty in the morning and I had no escape. I would have preferred another class first, something to distract me, to let me get my footing before facing her, but no—the first class of the day was with Inés, and I didn't know how to keep myself steady over that abyss. I had been teaching for almost twenty-five years; I couldn't let it affect me. I had to teach that class and all the ones that followed as if Inés were just another student, as if I didn't care, as if her gaze didn't follow me from her seat in the second row, next to the window. It seemed unbelievable that I had to think about looking in her direction less, directing my explanations away from her, controlling the tone of my voice when I had no choice but to call her by name.

The clock struck ten-oh-five and I stood up with a contained sigh. Stepping out into the hallway, I crossed paths with several teachers, and then with Raquel, who looked at me with that expression of hers—somewhere between mockery and malice—her subtle smile like a dagger beneath the skin. Bitch. She knew my schedule perfectly, knew exactly where I was headed; her smile said it all without her needing to open her mouth.

I entered the classroom. I let the commotion stay within acceptable limits—the murmur of voices, the laughter, the scattered whispers. I looked at the clock.

Ten-oh-nine.

I closed the door.

The class settled with the usual inertia: bodies moving lazily, the dragging of chairs, the murmur gradually fading as I approached the desk.

I took the projector from the shelf, set it up in the center of the classroom, and the instant the screen's light burst white against the board, I gave the instruction in an automatic, mechanical voice, as if it were a reflex after so many years:

“Lower the blinds.”

The students by the window moved instantly, obedient. I knew it before it happened, before I saw her stand up, before the very air seemed to tense around her. Inés was sitting next to the window.

I couldn't help but look.

She stood up slowly. Her skirt slid over her thighs with the fluidity of a rising curtain, and for a fraction of a second I caught the pale gleam of her skin before the fabric settled back into place. The shirt framed the curve of her breasts with insulting perfection. As she raised her arms to reach the blind cord, the fabric tensed just enough, suggesting more than revealing, tracing the outline of a body that still sometimes held the heedless recklessness of youth; but the stubborn show of her bra through the white fabric was, without doubt, that of a woman. Her long socks climbed her calves like a delicate caress, blending with the smoothness of her skin before giving way to the dark loafers that cushioned the slight sway of her weight as she stretched.

I looked away as if burned.

I shouldn't have looked at her, but I had.

And I hadn't been the only one.

I scanned the classroom and there they all were—all the boys, all eyes fixed on her, all bodies tense in that unconscious anticipation, in that mute fascination that hung in the air every time she moved. There was a magnetism to Inés that wasn't just physical; it wasn't just the uniform that seemed designed to highlight everything dangerous about her. It was her presence. The way she existed in the classroom as if everything orbited around her, as if she were the only light in a room full of shadows. The girls looked at her too. All of them.

And then, the dimness.

The blinds came down all the way, and the classroom sank into that bluish half-light the screen cast onto the board. I clung to my voice, to the words, working through paragraphs, dissecting texts, letting literature do what it had always done for me: give me a place to hide. I talked about style, narrative techniques, the importance of tone and rhythm. I guided their eyes over the projected lines and forced myself to look at everyone, to spread my attention evenly, not to linger on anyone for even a second. But I didn't always manage it.

Every now and then, my eyes drifted back to that spot by the window, and I couldn't help but pause there for a brief moment. It was like a drug. An involuntary risk. But inevitable. Inés was there, lit by the cold, indirect glow of the projector, her skin washed in bluish glimmers that seemed to lift her out of reality, turn her into a mirage—something unreal yet somehow too tangible. Her white shirt caught the projector's light, and her navy tie cut across her torso with an almost perverse contrast, a reminder of the formality her presence in the classroom was supposed to maintain, of what should have been but wasn't. The fabric clung to her chest with a natural tension—a tension she hadn't sought but that was there nonetheless, tracing the curve of her breasts with the precision of an involuntary confession.

Her long, loose chestnut hair seemed to catch the blue glow in electric glints that flickered with each slight tilt of her face. Sometimes she swept it aside with her fingers, revealing for an instant the perfect line of her neck before it slid back over her skin like a curtain hiding too much. And her skirt—her navy skirt looked darker in the dimness, but when she crossed her legs, the fabric stretched just a bit more than it should across her thighs, marking the boundary between what was allowed and what was forbidden.

And then I'd look away, but that didn't help—maybe it was even worse, because without warning, my name would flash through my mind, written over and over on that page of hers, in that obsessive handwriting I refused to interpret.

And then something worse would surface, infinitely worse and more inappropriate—another image: me, behind her. Her hands on the counter. The back of her uniform shirt bunched up in my hands. Her bare ass. Her body pressed against mine. Her sex taken… by me. Her moans. Her gasps…

I blinked and clicked to the next slide. I forced myself to keep talking, keep breathing, keep acting normal.

But she was still there, glowing in the bluish light.

And like the day before, she seemed to be writing more than the others, more than usual. She wrote even while I switched slides. I feared she was writing my name again, countless times. If that was the case, I wished once more that it had nothing to do with me.

The student sitting in front of Inés launched into a rambling preamble that would eventually become a question, and my gaze went to him—and then past him, to her. There was something in the symmetry of her face, in the delicacy of her nose and the soft curve of her lips, that caught you and wouldn't let go. Her eyes, their color impossible to pin down in the artificial light, seemed to shift between sweetness and a hint of subtle defiance. Hers wasn't the obvious beauty of someone who knows she's pretty, but the kind that unsettles you because it seems effortless, as if it had simply happened without trying, as if to say that being incredibly beautiful isn't all that hard.

Just as the boy was getting to his actual question, Inés swept all that long, thick hair to one side of her neck in a gesture so feminine and graceful that it threw me off completely—I had to ask him to repeat the question.

Another student asked a question, fortunately from the other end of the room, so I was able to answer properly.

Then I told them to raise the blinds and, to avoid the temptation of looking, busied myself with closing the presentation and disconnecting the projector.

Then, safely behind my desk, another question. After that, a reminder that I hadn't forgotten the Lorca analysis they owed me.

Finally, the bell announcing break sparked the chaos—and my relief.

Instantly—chairs scraping, hurried murmurs, footsteps crossing in front of me. And my refusal to look up and watch her walk away.

The echo of the stampede faded, leaving my classroom and the long hallway in an emptiness filled with a silence that, far from restful, wrapped around me with an uncomfortable weight.

I waited. Took a deep breath. I couldn't help it. My gaze, like the day before, as if it had a will of its own, drifted to the second row, to the window, to Inés's desk.

There it was again. Her binder, her notebooks. Loose pages tucked under her things.

I swallowed and looked away. I could leave. I should leave. The class had been enough—the latent tension, the electric jolt that shot down my spine every time I'd looked at her, the flutter in my chest every time I'd felt her eyes on me. But a thought seized me again: Why had she written so much? Had she done it again? Was my name there, repeated across an entire page?

I looked at the desk again. Only a few steps away. No one else in the classroom. No one in the hallway. No one who could see me.

I stood frozen, fighting the urge to move closer. But I knew right away. I knew it much sooner than the day before: it was impossible to resist.

I took a step. Then another. And another.

I was standing in front of her desk.

I leaned in slightly, holding my breath, and rested my fingertips on the cover of her dark binder. I shouldn't be doing this. Not again. I stayed like that for a moment, doubt heavy on my shoulders, my conscience screaming at me to turn around and walk out. But my hand was already moving, driven by an impulse I was terrified to recognize as my own.

I opened the binder. Flipped through some pages. Careful notes. Impeccable handwriting. Then I heard a sound and tensed.

But it was nothing. Just echoes in the distance.

A page was sticking out. I pulled at it. Blue ink, fresh. Notes from my class. I turned it over. I turned around. They were just notes from my subject, well organized, thorough. Nothing more. I took a breath.

Next to the notes, under the binder, I saw a green notebook I'd noticed the day before. Unlike last time, and fully aware that I shouldn't… I opened it.

I knew immediately it was different, that it was something else. Something private. Something personal. I hesitated, unsure whether to continue. But the temptation was too strong. The pages were written in black ink. They weren't class notes. And they didn't seem to have been written that day. I ran my fingers over the surface of the paper, turning page after page, scanning scattered phrases, long paragraphs, short sentences, fleeting thoughts. Reflections. Outpourings.

I reached the last page, my eyes skimming diagonally over random words, not retaining anything, and I felt so guilty that I closed the notebook immediately.

I turned around again. I heard noises. Footsteps. But distant. Maybe stragglers from other classrooms. I put everything back as it was and was heading toward my desk when, suddenly, some words I'd read stood out in my mind. Disjointed words that I had just read, without really meaning to, from that last page written in black ink.

Two words:

“Car.” “Spying.”

My body tensed. Something tightened in my throat. I tried to swallow and couldn't.

“But… what?” I whispered to myself.

A chill ran down my spine. I turned around again. I looked toward the door. Toward the green notebook. Something about those words unsettled me in a way I didn't fully understand. And the worst part was that I had a hunch they would unsettle me much more if I read their context.

I walked back toward her desk. I slid the notebook out from under the binder.

My fingers were trembling. I heard footsteps in the hallway. But I couldn't stop myself. I had to read it. I had to know.

Clumsily, my hands turned pages, making noise, until I reached the last one.

I read, in her perfect handwriting, the first line, written in capital letters:

“DEAR ME”

Below, in lowercase letters, it continued:

“Today, while I was waiting for Manu, a teacher—I don't know who she is—and the literature teacher were spying on me from a car. I don't know why…”

I stopped reading. It couldn't be. My heart was pounding at two hundred beats a minute. I looked toward the door. I heard voices. I heard footsteps. But far away. My hands were trembling; I felt the notebook slipping from my grasp.

But I couldn't stop. I kept reading:

“I think they're having an affair. She's married, but Miguel isn't. She wears a ring and he doesn't. Also, at school they don't talk to each other. But they're terrible at hiding it. They're lovers. For sure. I don't know why they were spying on me.”

I looked away again. My chest felt crushed. My legs were trembling. I couldn't even catch my breath.

But I kept reading:

“It was almost lunchtime. I'm sure afterward they went to eat at a nice restaurant. Somewhere secluded and far away, so the teacher's husband won't catch them. Then I'm sure they went to his place and fucked. Manu came to pick me up, but he didn't fuck me”.

I stood motionless. Stunned. Not knowing what to do or what to feel. And then, just as the vertigo hit me with such force that I almost dropped that green notebook from my hands… I heard footsteps.

Footsteps behind me.

I had been so absorbed scanning those words that I hadn't even noticed how distant footsteps had given way to others, much closer. I turned just a few degrees, with a quick movement, just enough to catch in the corner of my eye what was happening behind me… and then I saw her.

Aitana, a withdrawn student, had entered without saying anything.

I froze. First out of instinct; then, by choice. I knew that a hasty retreat would be suspicious. I tried to appear calm, although there was no way to justify why I was there, what I was doing with that notebook in my hands in front of a student's desk.

I carefully placed the notebook on the dark binder, and was about to close it…

…when Aitana's voice broke the silence. But she wasn't addressing me. She was talking to someone else.

And another voice answered her.

Inés.

I didn't turn around. I didn't dare. Or maybe I couldn't. My chest exploded with each heartbeat.

I remained still, looking at the notebook lying open on the desk, hearing footsteps approaching.

And then, without warning, without me even turning around, Inés appeared in my field of vision. She slid up beside me, enveloping me in her scent. Her hand—adorned with thin silver rings on her ring finger and index finger—came down naturally onto the notebook and closed it with a calm gesture, as if it didn't matter at all.

Her voice sounded casual as she turned toward Aitana. She brushed me aside, as if I didn't exist.

“If you can't find it… I think Marta can pay with the watch.”

I stepped back just a couple of paces, with a stiffness I couldn't hide.

Inés didn't look at me. Didn't say anything. As if I weren't there.

Aitana rummaged through her backpack two desks away, then accepted Inés's proposal.

And then they left. Without a word.

And I felt like I was dying. Or that I'd rather be dead.


Right in front of me.

I don't know how long I spent in a daze. More than a daze—I was in shock: overwhelmed, shut down. I moved through the hallways like an automaton. I covered my library shift with a knot in my stomach, my hands sweating. I taught the next class unable to focus on my explanations or the questions students asked me. I nodded, responded mechanically when necessary, but my mind was somewhere else, held hostage by images replaying endlessly.

The air felt thicker, as if the hallway walls had closed in around me. Every sound—the murmur of students, the screech of chairs, even my own voice when I forced myself to speak—reached me muffled, distorted, as if I were underwater. I felt pressure in my chest, a constant weight, an unbearable sense of exposure. As if anyone could see me and know. As if it were written on my forehead.

Fragments of Inés's text kept looping back to me, but above all, that moment when she'd caught me. Her hand closing her notebook, right beside me, knowing perfectly well that I'd read it and what I'd read, as if she'd been waiting for exactly that instant. As if she'd seen me coming from a mile away and yet had chosen to let me fall without intervening, without offering me the slightest chance to save myself. Maybe it was presumptuous to think she'd set a trap for me, but something made me believe she'd orchestrated it somehow—that she'd maneuvered things so I'd end up caught.

I couldn't help wondering what she thought of me: her teacher, who spied on her from a car alongside another teacher, who snooped through her things during recess.

And then there was my name. Repeated, insistent, pounding. There was no longer any doubt: that “Miguel” had to be me.

My name. The way she'd caught me. Her text.

I couldn't stop dwelling on one specific word in her text:

“Fucked.”

Her writing had a measured rhythm, an almost melancholic tone. It was Austerian, minimalist, precise, with a simplicity that didn't diminish depth but multiplied it. Inés wrote with sharp prose, stripped of unnecessary adornments, direct and somber. Each sentence carried just the right weight, each word carefully chosen. And yet, in the middle of that calculated precision, that verb suddenly erupted. To fuck. So crude, so abrupt compared to the rest. As if she'd placed it there deliberately, like a slap, to disarm me, to make me stop right at that point, unable to continue without feeling its echo. And it didn't escape me that she hadn't used that verb for herself and her boyfriend: Manu didn't do it to me. The teacher and the literature guy fuck.

Despite everything, I wasn't afraid she'd expose me. I knew, with a certainty I couldn't explain, that this would stay between us. It wasn't a shared secret exactly, but something that had somehow transcended the need to be revealed. I didn't know if it was the maturity she radiated or because I sensed she saw it as a game between us; but I was almost certain she wanted it this way, just as it was: me knowing what I'd read, and her knowing I'd gone to her desk to find out everything I could about her.

I also felt that she held the power, and not just because she could expose me, or because I'd been the one who'd done something forbidden, but because she hadn't even flinched when caught, while I'd spent hours feeling ashamed and vulnerable. We'd both been exposed, and she hadn't just not cared—she'd almost seemed to enjoy it.

I'd barely made it to the last class of the morning more or less intact. I ran a hand over my face, trying to ease the burning in my cheeks, the prickling at the back of my neck, the tension in my jaw. I'd told my students to do some exercises in their notebooks. On their own. Quietly. It wasn't part of the plan. It wasn't even particularly useful for the class. I'd simply needed it. I needed a few minutes to sit, to catch my breath, to process. But even with my head in my hands and my eyes fixed on the wood of the desk, I couldn't get my thoughts straight.

Raquel.

Selfishly, I needed her. I needed her voice, her spontaneity, her calm. I needed to see her, even if only for a few minutes, even if only to unload the weight of everything that was happening. This time, no more secrets.

I thought about calling her as soon as I left school. Telling her everything or, at least, telling her I needed to see her. That something in me had broken and that if I didn't see her soon, I'd fall apart completely.

It took longer than ever, it seemed, but the bell finally rang. Despite having longed for it for hours, the sound startled me. The students gathered their things with the usual bustle. I, unlike most days, was one of the first out.

I walked through the hallways with my head down, gripped by the absurd feeling that everyone knew something. As if every student, every colleague who passed me, could read the guilt on my face. As if every one of them knew I'd been caught.

But above all, I was afraid of running into Inés.

I didn't. I didn't see her once. I didn't know if it was coincidence or if she'd deliberately stayed out of my way. I had the feeling she was ahead of me in whatever was happening between us. The deliberateness of her hand closing that green notebook had been irrefutable proof; and I still couldn't get over the fact that she'd known. That she'd guessed. Not just my relationship with Raquel, but that we'd gone to a restaurant specifically, and what we'd done afterward.

I stepped outside. The heat was still sticky, suffocating, but on the horizon I glimpsed black clouds, dense, gathering in the sky like a silent threat. I hurried toward my car, parked about thirty or forty meters from the entrance, feeling my shirt cling to my back.

I got in, closed the door, and exhaled hard. As if being inside the car meant I could finally let my guard down. I ran a hand over my face and pulled out my phone. I called Raquel.

It took her a while to pick up. On the other end I could hear commotion, noise, voices.

“Miguel,” she said, and her voice sounded normal, ordinary, without the slightest awareness of the anxiety I’d been living with for hours.

I stammered.

“Raquel… can we meet? I need to talk to you.”

Silence.

The noise wasn’t as loud now. As if she’d stepped away from the commotion. And I dreaded that silence. I knew it all too well.

“I can’t,” she said at last.

I understood. I’d understood so many times that the answer shouldn’t have hurt. But it did.

“Later?” I pressed. My voice didn’t sound like mine. It sounded like begging.

“I’m sorry, Miguel. I have to go home today.”

Another silence fell. Long. Dense. Heavy.

“But what do you want to talk about?” she asked, and all I could hear now was the sound of her heels clicking against the floor.

I hesitated. But I knew right away that this wasn’t something I could handle over the phone.

“Tell me,” she pressed.

And then I heard a sound beside me, at the passenger door. A metallic click, brief and sharp. And I felt relief. Raquel with her games again, her surprises.

I thought: “Sneaky little tease…”

I turned my head, a half-smile forming on my lips.

But the smile died before it was born. It wasn’t Raquel.

It was a white blur.

A presence that shouldn’t have been there.

A uniform shirt and a tie.

A body. A figure. A presence that, on the other side of the window, didn’t seem to hesitate. Just held back for the briefest pause.

My pulse quickened. I felt a spasm run through my body. Like a whip crack jolting my torso.

A sudden heat rose to my face, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck.

I nearly dropped the phone.

It was as if my brain still refused to process it. As if it needed a fraction of a second more to accept that this was really happening.

The door opened. The distant murmur of the street tore through the silence.

The world seemed to shrink around that moment. Only the car existed, the open door, the strip of hot air slipping between us.

She hesitated for barely an instant.

I didn’t move. I didn’t react. I just stared.

I hung up the phone. Without a word.

Because in that moment, I had no voice.

And then she got in.

Inés Lizardi sat down beside me.

Then she closed the door.


The “click.”

Rigid muscles, breath held. A sensation of unreality. My body couldn’t process what was happening. The weight of her presence beside me was an anomaly my mind couldn’t grasp.

But she was there. Inés Lizardi was sitting in my car, in the passenger seat; I could almost touch her. The cabin was a box of thick, crackling, tangible air. I wasn’t looking at her directly. She wasn’t looking at me either. I could smell her. Not her perfume, but her scent: something soft, young, with a faint peachy trace.

A thick lock of chestnut hair flowed down, slightly covering her face, but it didn’t seem placed there out of shyness. Her uniform skirt covered and revealed thigh; almost always that sixty-forty split in favor of revealing.

I swallowed. I still didn’t dare look at her directly. The temperature seemed to rise a degree per second. The echo of the street’s commotion reached me like sounds from another reality.

She didn’t speak. She hadn’t spoken since she’d opened the door and sat beside me. No invitation or preamble had been necessary. Her silence surprised me, struck me, but I quickly interpreted it as proof of her maturity, her level-headed sensibility, because I understood it wasn’t necessary to say “we need to talk”—it was obvious: my name was written countless times. There was my lurking at her desk, my way of spying on her from Raquel’s car. There was her “Dear me,” which I had read and which she knew I had.

She placed her black bag in front of herself, between her legs. A simple gesture, done with deliberation, with a calm that had something choreographed about it. Then, soundlessly, unhurriedly, she gathered the lock of hair covering her face and tucked it behind her ear. A movement so natural in her it was suffocating. In another girl it would have been flirtation. In her it was something else. It was control. It was awareness.

Then, with her fingertips, she reached for the end of the seatbelt. Her white shirt, neutral and regulation on others, inexplicably sensual on her, tensed slightly as she leaned forward, revealing her bra straps beneath the fabric. The garment clung to certain parts of her body with insolence, as if the fabric surrendered to her form; though in other parts it flowed, undulating. The sleeves, never rolled up, along with her tie, always in place, created a frame of rectitude and moderation. Detail by detail, taken individually, she didn’t seem to give anything special treatment; yet everything about her was different.

That gesture with the seatbelt struck me harder than any words she could say. Not just because of what it meant in itself, but because of how she executed it. With devastating tranquility. With the firmness of someone who needs no confirmation. With the certainty of someone who had already decided we would talk, but not there.

And I was going to start the engine. I was going to drive, take us somewhere farther away, more anonymous. Blinded by her serenity, by her control, by the certainty that just yards from the school it was impossible to talk about any of this. Whatever it was.

Then the “click” of the seatbelt snapping into place pierced me like a revelation. A clean, innocuous click, the sound of safety, of correctness… but in that instant it sounded to me like a trap closing.

And then, an internal pulse, cold, lucid, almost cruel in its rationality. I had felt it in the exact instant I’d heard the “click” of the seatbelt engaging. Like a signal. Like a final warning. I was suffocated by her presence, overwhelmed by the weight of the unspoken, aware that what had occurred between us demanded an explanation, a dialogue, a mutual unburdening… but not like this. Not there. Not at that moment.

“No, Inés. Get out of the car,” I said.

My voice had come out rough, cavernous, as if it had been forcibly torn out. The weight of the tension scraped my throat.

The rejection had sounded solemn. I was aware of the impact.

I finally dared to look at her.

She had turned her face toward me. She didn’t speak. She intimidated me with a beauty both striking and simple; she disarmed me with a maturity, of body and psyche, that exploded, uncontainable, beneath a uniform that hadn’t been designed for a woman like her. I couldn’t interpret her deep gaze, perhaps unaccustomed to rejection.

In my head a gentler phrase resonated, more measured: “I’m your teacher, Inés, you can’t just get in my car like this.” A “let’s talk about whatever we need to talk about… but at the school” resonated. Many phrases resonated that would give everything a softer tone, a proper framing. But I couldn’t say anything.

Once more, she tucked a lock of her bangs behind her ear, with that gesture of hers that seemed harmless but had something ritualistic about it. Her eyes seemed even more beautiful to me; her lips fuller, more present. She then unfastened the seatbelt with a firm, precise gesture and leaned toward her bag. The movement tensed the fabric of her skirt, outlined her back beneath the shirt. Then, without drama, without hesitation, she opened the door.

Everything happened at once. The clean but equally warm air burst into the car like a jolt of reality. She got out without hurry. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t disrupt the rhythmic flow of her movements. She closed the door almost immediately; she did it with wounding delicacy. The “clack” of the metal sounded like a final farewell. She walked away with confident steps, without turning back. Her skirt swayed with each stride, the fabric brushing her thighs with hypnotic harmony. Her white shirt gleamed under the sun, whiter than ever; her socks rose up her calves, lending an inappropriately erotic air to that body and to that midday hour. Her upright walk compelled one to look and remain captivated.

And I stayed there. Frozen. I exhaled. Sighed. I watched her walk away, her silhouette fading into the distance. When she was out of sight, I sighed again—longer this time, uneven. I couldn't tell if it was relief. I couldn't tell if it was regret.

The air was still thick with her. Not just her scent, but her warmth, her invisible weight. The sensation of her nearness still lingered in the fabric of the seat. I could still see her if I turned slightly: the lock of hair, the curve of her lips, the shadow of her eyelashes. I'd never had her so close. The impact, the pressure she exerted on you—probably without meaning to—was inhuman.

And yet, I had rejected her. I had rejected her with a curt “No, Inés. Get out of the car.” Irrevocable. My own decision surprised me. My own self-control. As if someone else had taken over during those seconds. It hadn't been a rejection of anything physical, anything carnal, but it had been a rejection of feeling her close—which took just as much willpower.

Outside, the midday sun spilled across the asphalt, blurring the outlines of cars and facades. Inside, the heat was a stone on my chest.

And then I felt it.

It wasn't relief. It wasn't peace. It was a sharp, bitter drop—like free-falling inside my own ribs. As if the air in the car, saturated with her presence, had suddenly turned toxic. As if by pushing her away, I had emptied myself.

I wondered if I had done the right thing. And for the first time, the answer wasn't clear.

Because Inés wasn't like the others. She wasn't just any student. She was maturity arrived too soon—uncomfortable, impossible to classify. One age disguised as another, refusing to follow the usual codes or limits. She operated on different logic. A different way of being. A different way of seeing. A woman, though not yet fully entitled to be one, who had made her choice with a firmness others never achieve.

And I had pushed her away as if that were enough. As if something like this could be shut down with a few curt words. As if rejecting her resolved the dilemma instead of deepening it. As if, contradicting myself and all logic, I believed there could be a relationship with her where a teacher gave orders and a student obeyed.

She hadn't come to me looking for a game or a provocation. She had come for something more complex. And yes, it was urgent to talk about it. It was urgent to understand what was happening, even if this wasn't the right place.

“What if I was wrong?”

The question slid inside me like a splinter.

I started the car, but I didn't know what I was running from. The air was still full of her. And I was strangely empty.


I'm the one who's disturbing.

Afternoon light filtered through the slats of the blinds—horizontal, golden, dusty. The house was silent, as it almost always was, but that afternoon the silence had a different weight. A different kind of silence. Not the silence of routine, but of something displaced. As if every object, every corner, had registered the tremor still running through me.

I'd kicked off my shoes the moment I walked in, dropped the enormous leather briefcase without care, without thought. My shirt still clung to my body. The heat from the car still crept up the back of my neck. I sat on the couch and for a long while did nothing. Just sat there, still, not looking at anything in particular.

I was thinking about her.

I was thinking that maybe I'd been too harsh. Too tyrannical. And not just in tone, but in the decision itself. In the way I'd cut her off, in the authority I'd wielded with a coldness that now, with some distance, seemed unnecessary. There had been something cruel in that “No, Inés,” in that “get out.” Something curt, blunt—more punishment than prevention.

And yet, she hadn't gotten angry. Hadn't looked at me with hatred. Hadn't judged me. Nor had she submitted. She'd obeyed with a quiet dignity, no gesture of surrender, no retreat. As if she understood more than I did myself.

I didn't fear reprisals. The idea didn't even cross my mind as a worry. I couldn't imagine her revealing that I'd been snooping through her things, that I'd read what I shouldn't have.

Sometimes I had the feeling I knew her better than was possible. As if I'd shared more with her than we'd actually experienced together—which was practically nothing. As if I could anticipate what she thought, what she felt, without any right to. As if a bond—impossible, illegitimate, but real—had formed between us without a word being spoken.

I also couldn't understand how I could remember her with such clarity. Her presence. Her scent: soft, warm, clean, with that fruity undertone that had clung to me with such intensity, as if I'd been breathing it in for hours.

I tried to redirect my thoughts, but every memory led me back to the car. To that small space thick with heat and electricity.

And then, without warning, something else stirred. Not judgment. Not guilt. Desire.

The memory of her legs slightly parted, the skirt covering less than half her thigh, the skin beneath the fabric. The way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The full, sensual curve of her breasts under her shirt. The tension in the fabric. The straps of her bra faintly visible when she leaned forward. There was nothing obscene about her. But in me, everything turned indecent.

I felt a tingling drop through my stomach. Something was catching fire.

I imagined what would have happened if, instead of my outburst, I'd started the car. If we'd driven far away. No destination needed. Just distance. Just letting the drive nurture what was already there—contained, pulsing. The conversation that wasn't a conversation. The parallel language of glances. Body speaking to body.

I imagined her in the passenger seat. Her legs parted just so, self-conscious but with her eyes fixed on me. She would be the one to look at me first. Nothing more would be needed. I'd take any detour. Pull over on any shoulder. Turn off the engine.

She would see me turn my face toward her. See me lean in. And then her lips. Her wet, full lips, parting for the kiss. And soon my eager hands, her white shirt opening, the buttons yielding under my fingers. Her warm, firm breasts trembling slightly beneath her bra. The tie still hanging loose. My lips trailing down her neck. Her breathing ragged. Her voice, finally, whispering something in my ear. Not “stop,” not “wait.” But gasps of approval.

My cock throbbed. A living, real pressure beneath my pants. The body doesn't distinguish between memory and possibility. I stayed still, not knowing whether to hold back or let go. But soon my mind decided for me: I imagined her leaning toward me with that same serenity she'd had fastening her seatbelt. Her lips parted for the kiss, but she wasn't passive: while my mouth traveled down her neck and my hands worked the buttons of her white shirt, she, without looking away, found the zipper of my pants with her fingers. She didn't stop. Didn't ask permission. Her hand slid over the fabric until, once THERE, with a precision as delicate as it was decisive, she slipped inside. She touched me naturally, as if there were nothing shameful in it, as if it were logical, necessary.

I'd finally managed to open her shirt, and her bra curved over her breasts like a second skin. I tugged one cup down with restrained clumsiness. Her breast spilled free—large, taut, vibrant. I kissed it with my wet mouth, taking in all I could, breathing in her skin, feeling it burn under my tongue.

And she, meanwhile, caressed me. My cock filled her palm. She wrapped it, squeezed slowly, measuring the pulse of my desire. The uniform was still there. Her skirt still on. Her shirt half open. Her tie askew. Everything about her said “student,” but every gesture screamed “woman.” An unbearable contradiction. That body inside that uniform shouldn't exist. It was an indecent fantasy made flesh—a reality that, at times, felt more powerful than any moral limit.

My tongue traced her nipple—hard, large… She gasped against my ear. The car was stopped. The world outside had vanished. There was only her and me, between buttons and fabric, between the forbidden and the inevitable.

And then the phone rang.

An irritating jolt. I sat up clumsily, disoriented. The phone screen glowed on the coffee table. “Raquel.”

I swallowed. My hand hesitated a fraction of a second before picking it up.

I answered.

“Migue, what? You leave me hanging mid-conversation and forget about me? What are you up to?” she said, skipping any greeting.

I leaned back on the couch, closing my eyes for a moment. I knew that voice. I knew the real reason for her call: post-rejection guilt. I couldn’t help thinking about the parallel.

“Yeah... I don’t know. What am I doing...? Well, here... grading exams,” I said jokingly.

“Yeah... can you imagine?” she replied, and you could tell she wasn’t sure how to continue.

I knew silence worked in my favor. I wasn’t expecting an apology. There wouldn’t be one. But I enjoyed those calls of hers that carried an undertone of guilt.

“So... what was it you had to tell me?” she asked then, cutting to the chase.

My mind was racing. On one hand, I was trying to figure out where she was calling from, because it sounded like her house, and yet she’d made it clear she’d be with Eduardo that afternoon. Something didn’t add up. Raquel was the last person I’d expect a lie from, even if this wasn’t an explicit lie. But something in her tone gave me the feeling she wanted me to believe she was or had been with her husband. And I sensed that wasn’t true.

On the other hand, I was debating whether to blow everything up and tell her once and for all what was happening with Inés, starting with the ending, no less. I imagined myself saying: “Inés got in my car today” and felt a strange satisfaction at the impact it would have on Raquel.

“Nothing... It’s nothing... I’ll tell you later,” I finally said.

“If it’s nothing, it’s not ‘I’ll tell you later,’” she pointed out firmly.

That doubt again. On the verge of letting loose and confessing everything.

“Well... It’s something... but it’s not something to talk about over the phone...” I hedged.

“Damn it, Miguel. Is that a clue? What a shitty clue,” she said with a laugh.

I smiled.

“No. It’s not a clue. It’s not that big a deal. You’ll see,” I whispered, lying.

“Yeah... Well. Anyway. Listen...” she lowered her voice too. “I was going to tell you that... I can pay you a little visit after all today, now... If you want.”

Her words were unmistakably mischievous. They always were. She always went for that tone of adulterous mischief, no matter how many years we’d been at this.

It seemed obvious that her husband, for whatever reason, wasn’t there.

“Well...” I sighed, hesitating. “I don’t know...” I provoked.

“Ah... You don’t know...”

“No...”

“Why don’t you know? Are you a little upset?” she asked, playful and affectionate.

And then an idea crossed my mind. An idea clearly shaped by what I had just experienced and what I had just fantasized about.

I swallowed. And despite all our intimacy, I felt myself blush.

But then I said:

“No... Not upset. But... since you’re coming... you could bring... What I said no to the other day.”

Silence on the other end of the line.

I tensed.

I knew Raquel. She wasn’t hesitating because she didn’t understand what I’d just said. She was hesitating because she understood it all too well.

More silence.

Then, in a serious voice, she said:

“Ah... Now you’re in the mood for that.”

Another silence. I tried to choose my words carefully.

“Well... I don’t know. We could. Yes. I don’t know. Use it again,” I finally answered, inconsistent, cautious, knowing that our last sexual encounter had been what it had been, and that we hadn’t talked about it.

“I don’t think I can leave the house with that today, Miguel,” she said again, her tone almost solemn.

I hesitated. I hesitated because I now understood that her husband was with her after all.

More silence. Thick. Dense.

“You’re not saying anything?” she pressed. “So it’s that or nothing?” she accused, catching me off guard.

“No. What? I didn’t say that,” I stammered.

“Anyway. Look. It’s complicated today anyway... Better we see each other another day, what do you think?” she said, sounding, to me, exaggeratedly annoyed.

I didn’t know what to say. Her accusation didn’t seem fair to me either. I couldn’t understand how a fantasy had suddenly become something to hold against me, just because this time I’d been the one to suggest it.

We said goodbye briefly, without warmth or coldness. As if neither of us knew quite how to end it. I hung up, and silence filled everything again.

Then I realized that what was strange, what was disturbing, hadn't been in the call, or in her. It was in me. It was in what was happening to me.

Because yes, I loved Raquel. I knew it with a certainty that needed no proof. I loved the way she was, as if nothing was ever that serious. Her beauty. Her skin. Her touch. Her ironic intelligence. The place we had built together without demanding too much of each other.

But now there was something else. Something that had slipped through a crack, entered without permission, and now occupied a space I didn't know how to control.

Within moments of hanging up, the call had already faded. Raquel remained in me, as always, as she had for years, but not in that moment. Not in that specific corner of my mind I kept returning to, unable to stop myself. Because instead of thinking about her, I found myself back in the car. Once more beside Inés. Beside that figure sitting next to me, in unbearable silence.

And then I knew, with a mixture of fear and clarity, that before I could be myself again, I would have to understand what that had been. What she was in me.

What it meant that Miguel had been written countless times.

What it really meant that I couldn't stop watching her, or rummaging through her things.

What it was that kept me from thinking about anything but her, every second.


Another world, another universe.

I didn't know what to do. I got up from the couch without any clear direction. I felt clumsy in my own house. I decided to take a shower. Not because I particularly needed one, but just to have something to do.

The thing was, I didn't want to think. I didn't want to think about Raquel. I didn't want to think about Inés. Neither past nor future. Neither what had happened, nor that the next day, at that suffocating ten-ten, I'd have the last class of the week with that girl who had seen me snooping through her things and who I'd thrown out of my car.

I unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it off halfheartedly, and let it fall onto the bed in my bedroom. It was hot. A thick, heavy heat, unusual for the second half of September. The city seemed determined to pretend it was still August.

I stood there in my underwear. The floor felt warm under my feet. I abandoned, or at least postponed, my plan to shower. I went to the kitchen. Turned on the faucet. Drank some water. Opened the fridge. Nothing. Without really thinking, I started making coffee. I didn't know why. I didn't even feel like it. But I clung to the automatic gestures.

Then, without knowing how, I found myself looking for a pack of cigarettes. I hadn't smoked in months. Years, maybe. It wasn't even something that appealed to me anymore. But I did it anyway. As if the act of searching would distance me from something else. Another way of not being present. Of not thinking.

It took me a while to find the pack, forgotten at the back of a drawer. The lighter and an ashtray too. As if my hands were searching without telling my brain. I went out to the balcony. Lit the cigarette. Took a drag. The harsh, unpleasant taste. As always. It had always tasted that way to me. An inexplicable masochism.

The sun was beginning to set. Unhurried. With a golden slowness. I watched the traffic, the still trees, life passing by without urgency. I leaned on the railing, the cigarette between my fingers. I didn't care what I was wearing. Third floor. Underwear. They could look. They could see. The crazy guy across the way. The forty-something thinks he's still hot. I didn't care.

That's when I saw them. Two girls. Walking down the opposite sidewalk. Uniforms. But not ours. Not our school. They wore a green polo and a flannel skirt in a shade close to maroon. The cut was loose, shapeless. The fabric thick, rough even to look at. Everything moved without intention. Another world. Another universe. I stood there stunned by how unremarkable it was, by the difference.

It wasn't that it was simply correct or regulation. Our uniform was that too. But there, on those two teenagers, the garment said nothing. It was just a code. An obligation. The polo didn't embrace anything, the skirt didn't suggest anything. The fabric hung heavy. It covered. It fell without a story. And they laughed like what they were. Kids. With that open, easy laugh, no subtext. The carefree, uncoordinated walk. No geometry. No line.

And then the image of Inés came back to me. The white shirt. Long-sleeved. The collar closed by a tie that marked a vertical axis down the center of her chest, delineating. The navy blue skirt, lighter. Shorter. As if on her, every exposed centimeter was a conscious, adult choice. The texture of the cotton left its mark. The fabric spoke. The shirt didn't hide: it outlined. On others, that uniform was neutral. On her, it had relief. Depth. On her, the fabric seemed to obey: here I define, here I flow.

And her walk. That way of moving that hypnotized. I remembered her walking away from my car. That brilliant whiteness, blinding, stylized. Those socks climbing up, caressing her calf. A body that knew. A gaze that understood. Another plane. Another logic. She turned the uniform into something that should have been forbidden. Something that conquered the fabric itself, that sexualized it without needing to disobey it. Another world. Another universe.

I felt desire crouch again, taking shape beneath my skin, though it no longer showed itself as arousal or an impulse. It was something else. A low fire. A background electricity.

Then I heard an artificial humming, along with an insistent vibration, behind me: my phone ringing inside. I turned. I'd barely smoked half of it, but I pressed the cigarette into the metal ashtray. Went back inside.

The screen glowed on the dining room table. “Javier.”

I hesitated a few seconds before picking it up. Finally, I answered.

The reason for the call was obvious. They'd had a last-minute cancellation for his damn padel game. “Come on, man, you'd be perfect for us. Plus, you play on the left, we need your backhand return.” I cleared my throat, almost silently, and he already took it for what it was: a refusal coming. “Come on, man, eight-thirty. You've got plenty of time. What were you going to do anyway?”

I was getting irritated. I felt a disgust I couldn't put into words. It wasn't that he had changed. He'd always been like this, always talked like this. Once again, it was me who was different. It was what I'd recently lived through that was changing me. Now all I could see was him in the locker room, passing around Inés's photo like an idiot to two other idiots.

My refusal wasn't gray, wasn't lukewarm: “No, because I don't feel like it.”

A silence. Then a “Well, man, okay then.” Another silence. And just when I thought the call was over, a swerve. A change of subject.

“By the way, Miguel. You know they're kicking her out in the end, right? Or she's leaving on her own.”

His words stunned me. I didn't expect it. I went speechless.

“Inés Lizardi. Julia told me,” he clarified, mentioning the head of studies.

“Oh, really?” I stammered.

“Yeah, man.”

“I see... And why’s that?”

“I don’t know. But it’s a shame, isn’t it? Especially for the view...” he said in a tone meant to be funny.

“Yeah...” I answered, with a sudden knot in my stomach and a strange mix of sensations.

He started talking about her then, in some kind of sick confession, as if talking to himself. “Damn, that bitch is so hot.” “She even made me nervous during her class.”

My blood was boiling, until he said:

“By the way... the other day I saw her getting into a car... next to the school...”

I swallowed hard. I pictured her getting into my car. Him watching from a distance. My pulse raced. I gripped the phone tightly.

“A blue car. Some blond kid...” he continued, and I sighed. “Man... imagine... her getting into your car... Damn... And then getting on top of you...”

“Javier, man... Go to hell,” I protested. Disgust rose in my throat.

“Okay... okay...” he replied, convinced that my retorts, even when insulting, always had some humor in them. And no. They didn’t.

He went back to insisting I save their damn game, but my mind was still on Inés.

To him, she was gossip and flesh. Nothing more. I asked myself again what she was to me.

We hung up.

“They’re kicking her out. Or she’s leaving.”

His words kept echoing in my head.

How? When? Under what excuse? I kept asking myself.

In other circumstances, I would have called Raquel.

Once again, wandering through my own house. I wondered why it affected me so much.

The next day I would have class with her.

Perhaps. Apparently. The last one.


The setting.

Nine thirty in the morning. The previous class. First-year A. Latin American literature; Modernism. Rubén Darío.

A flawless beauty, an aesthetic that eclipsed everything. Perfection as consolation. Harmony as a defense against chaos.

I talked to them about that. About how the woman becomes symbol, statue, swan. About how in Rubén Darío, beauty doesn't wither: it's contemplated. Adored. It isn't real. It's superior. Untouchable.

And as I said it, while my voice sounded firm and professorial, my back was tense and my stomach was in knots.

The irony wasn't lost on me: talking about modernism, about the splendor of form, about beauty transformed into an eternal ideal… when, in less than an hour, I would be facing the figure that seemed to give meaning to that idea.

Art for art's sake. Beauty as both principle and end. I had told them: “For Darío, form isn't just a vehicle for ideas: it's the very substance of dreams.” I was speaking, but my mind was elsewhere. The words flowed with the right tone, even with a certain magnetism. My voice was the same as always, but inside me something was different. And the clock was a countdown—to ten ten.

A student was reading a passage from Sonatina aloud. I moved around the classroom, my steps trying to seem calm.

When she finished, I approached the board and, without quite looking, said:

“Thank you, Inés.”

The silence was immediate. I understood before I even turned around.

“Irene… My name is Irene,” the student said, her voice clear.

Murmurs. A few scattered laughs.

I turned around. I looked at her. She smiled courteously. We knew each other from the previous year. She'd been my student all last year. And yet, I had called her by another name. Not just any name.

I nodded without apologizing. No one mocked me. No one said anything more. No one noticed the reason for my slip. Teenagers—sometimes they attack where it doesn't even faze you, and the day they've got you lined up for the kill, they don't even realize it.

I stepped away from the board. Change of subject. I moved to one side and asked them to take out a sheet of paper.

“We're going to do an exercise,” I said, as if it were something planned, when in reality what I wanted was to stop talking. “Choose one of the symbolic images we've read and develop its meaning. What it represents. What it moves. What it awakens.”

While they wrote, I walked between the rows. I pressed my fingers into my palm, hiding my tension. And then I noticed her: Alejandra Giner.

She had always been considered the beauty of the class. The pretty one. The untouchable. And yet, as she wrote—perfect uniform, upright posture, face carefully made up—I tried to figure out why she still had nothing in common with Inés. It wasn't just the physical difference. It was something else. A different vibration. A different language.

The uniform was the same: white shirt, tie, navy blue skirt. But it wasn't the same. On Alejandra, the uniform was just a garment. On Inés, it was a declaration. On Alejandra, beauty was complete, correct, external. On Inés, it was a presence that permeated everything, that turned every gesture into meaning. A way of being in the world.

I looked at Alejandra Giner with the detachment of someone observing a well-made sculpture, one without mystery. And I felt that my obsession with Inés wasn't because of her body, or not only that, but because of something deeper, darker. A density I couldn't explain.

The clock struck five past ten. I collected the exercises as class ended. The murmur of chairs and backpacks lulled me and tensed me at the same time. The students filed out into the hallway. I stayed a few seconds longer, shuffling papers without any real order.

Then I went out too.

My pulse began to race.

In the hallway, the light was different. Everything seemed brighter, as if the school had finished waking up. And there, in the distance, was Julia; it was clear our paths would cross.

Elegant. Correct. Efficient. Her walk was firm—the walk of someone who'd spent years knowing how to run a school without raising her voice. I didn't stop. But she looked at me. She greeted me with a barely visible gesture. I returned it.

“They're kicking her out. Or she's leaving.” Javier's words. He'd heard that from Julia. I wondered how much she'd participated in the decision. How much she'd made it happen.

She felt like an executioner to me, though her face betrayed nothing. I imagined her talking to the principal, with that voice that never raised its tone. I still didn't understand how, under what pretext.

I kept walking. My heart pounded in my chest as if the curtain were rising on a play about to begin. Ten ten. Inés's class was waiting for me. Everything became imminent. The students crowded around the entrance. That interim between classes always produced an unpleasant racket.

I walked to the desk. I didn't look up. I turned to close the door. The echo of the slam reverberated as the stragglers found their desks.

An uncontrollable impulse made me raise my eyes. I felt the impact before it came—being about to see her. About to put my body where my thoughts already were.

I saw her.

Inés.

Perhaps for the last time.

She sat in her place, contained, enigmatic.

She was looking at me.

My chest tightened. I felt the impact. I recognized that look—the same one I remembered. Her expression after my outburst. Her eyes on me after that “No, Inés. Get out of the car.”

I looked away. I turned back to my desk.

I felt that just looking at her had been enough to betray my guilt.

Hidden behind my papers, as the murmuring died down, I told myself I shouldn’t look at her… and at the same time, I wanted to. There was a strong chance this would be our last class, so I told myself to hold onto something of her, to engrave her in my memory.

That look. The same one from my car. “They’re kicking her out. Or she’s leaving.” I’d spent hours thinking that maybe all she’d wanted from me was help, advice. I’d denied her with despotic firmness, with unnecessary severity; I wondered whether the punishment had been for the impropriety of her act or for what she made me feel.

I knew I couldn’t face a regular lesson, couldn’t lecture like it was a normal day, that I needed to protect myself. So I told them to work on the second act of The House of Bernarda Alba. “You can use whatever materials you want, but everyone works alone,” and I ordered them to leave their work on the first act on their desks.

I sent the student sitting closest to collect the homework. Barely two days had passed since I’d assigned it, but I felt like an immeasurable abyss had opened between that class and this one. It had been only forty-eight hours, but my body and mind told me it had been months. Perhaps because so much had happened in between: my name repeated, her green notebook, what happened in the car… Now we were there again, and I couldn’t help feeling it as a closure, an anticipated farewell to something that had never really happened.

I began reading the exercises almost without seeing them, barely skimming the surface of each text. The silence oppressed me. For once I cursed their obedience. The minutes stretched unbearably, and I could barely stand the weight of that stillness.

I felt that I needed to look up, that I needed to look at her, that I needed to know what she was doing.

A few notes in red. Two barely passing grades… and I couldn’t take it anymore: I raised my eyes from the paper.

And I found that she was already looking at me.

She didn’t look away. She didn’t lower her gaze, didn’t smile. She just looked at me. With a strange tranquility. And I looked at her too. I held that gaze. Not to challenge her, nor to seek complicity. Just not to flee. I felt as if I were accepting something. Her gaze was firm, direct, without defiance or resentment. A mature, adult gaze that seemed to summon me toward another moment, another scenario, another situation we both understood without words. We understood it so completely that we looked away at the same time.

I tensed, and at the same time felt a strange peace; I preferred that as a last look.

I swallowed and tried to immerse myself again in the texts before me. One more student. One more page. I felt a certain satisfaction when I noticed that these papers weren’t bad at all; or at least better than expected. And then hers appeared. I could almost feel her page before I even saw it: her perfect, neat, decisive handwriting. I immediately recognized her usual precision, the clarity of her sentences, the concise intelligence. Her prose was clear. It gave nothing away. It didn’t get tangled. It was all substance. A-level work. I didn’t search between the lines for a sign. She was too mature, too much of a woman, to make that mistake. The messages, if there were any, could only be in her loose pages… or in her “Dear me”; in her green notebook.

I raised my eyes toward her again. She was writing with calm concentration, but even without looking at me, she gave me no respite, because it was then that she made that small gesture that pierced me completely: she slowly tucked her hair behind her ear, exactly as she had done in my car.

I lowered my gaze to her page, to her handwriting.

And I remembered again, imagined: my mind flew to her body rising to lower the blind. Her skirt rising, the blind lowering. I never would have thought I’d see that movement of hers only once.

I turned her page over and moved on to the next student.

I continued grading with some clumsiness, stacking one paper after another, but from that moment on, everything I read seemed insufficient, immature, superficial compared to Inés’s adult precision. Each sentence written by the other students was hesitant, imprecise, clumsy, as if they had merely completed a task without any depth. Against the almost painful clarity of Inés’s text, the rest seemed dull, deficient, full of hackneyed phrases and obvious conclusions, texts that repeated hollow ideas without ever daring to venture into true reflection. Only she had written from another place, from another maturity, from a point that seemed to belong to a different world than the classroom.

I looked at her again. She continued writing with that strange serenity, with a determination I now clearly perceived, and she was writing too much. I hoped this would confirm the true summons: that could be the hidden message behind her gaze, behind the calm of her face, behind the precise way she handled the pen on the page. I hoped she wasn’t just writing what I had asked for, that she was writing something beyond, on another page, perhaps on a loose page like that first one I had found, or perhaps, once again, directly in the green notebook, in her “Dear me.”

I forced myself to remember that last look with precision. I analyzed it mentally, trying to extract more meaning from it than it could perhaps really hold: her eyes fixed on me, without any apparent reproach, without defiance or rancor, only an adult serenity that now told me, without words, that she would write for me one last time, or that she already had; that she had left something before disappearing and that I would have, at least, that to hold onto when she was no longer there, when her desk sat empty.

I stopped pretending to grade. It was useless to keep reading those texts that only deepened my sense of her anticipated absence. I focused on her again, examining her now with almost clinical obsession, trying to retain every detail, every small movement as if I could preserve it for later, for when she was no longer there. I observed the subtle shine of her hair under the classroom light, the way her bangs fell slightly over her face when she leaned closer to the paper, the way she breathed with barely any visible movement in her body. Her stillness was deep, serene, mature—a painful contrast to the emotional chaos I lived in.

That was when I remembered her in the elevator, that day when she had spoken to me for the first time, asking about the Director's office. I remembered that apparently insignificant moment with precision: the naturalness with which she'd asked the question, the restrained grace of her expression as she waited for my response. I remembered even her scent with clarity, the discreet, fresh fragrance she gave off, a kind of subtle cleanliness, as if even in that she set herself apart from the rest. I remembered the soft tone of her voice, that calm she always had, controlled, docile, but never naive. And then, amid that unexpected memory, I felt something like regret, an absurd guilt for having told her where the Director's office was, as if that innocent response, that simple information given with professional courtesy, had been the origin of everything that would come after, as if by not telling her where the office was, I could have protected her.

I felt real guilt, heavy guilt, as if in that brief, unremarkable instant in the elevator I'd had the opportunity to save her and hadn't taken it, as if from the very beginning I'd been condemned to hurt her, to fail her, to push her out of my life even though it was never exactly my decision. The reasoning was absurd, almost childish, but I couldn't get it out of my head.

I came back to the present, and as the clock crawled forward with unbearable slowness, I wished with everything in me that this last class would never end.

But the class ended.

The bell announcing recess sounded, and I told the boy sitting in front to collect the papers again.

Tumult. Commotion. Chairs scraping.

I didn't look at anyone. I didn't look at Inés.

I let everyone leave, drift away, while I stayed buried in all that paper—distracted, or pretending to be.

Solitude came quickly. Again, the echoes in the hallways.

Again my gaze fell on that desk. I resisted the thought that Inés would never sit there again.

I refused to believe she hadn't left one last message.

This was the arrangement. Me without her, but at least with something of hers. Some phrase in her impeccable handwriting that might bring me relief.

I didn't wait long before standing up.

I approached, trembling. But my nerves no longer came from fear of being discovered—they came from the deeper fear of discovering nothing. Of finding not a single piece of proof, not a sign, not a trace. I needed at least some vestige that something had happened. Confirmation that everything consuming me wasn't a simple error of perception, or some pitiful delusion, but something real. Something that had existed and still did.

Loose sheets. Her pens. Her large, dark bag hanging from her chair. The one that had been in my car too. The one she'd shift onto her shoulder with that graceful movement.

I was looking for a color. The color green. And there it was—I spotted it immediately, inside her bag.

Distant noises. Footsteps in the distance. My pulse racing. Going into that bag was clearly wrong, but the green was showing. I could see it clearly. It was calling to me.

I was invading her privacy again. She had invaded mine before, and I had thrown her out. And yet, when she'd seen me enter hers, she had sweetly closed her notebook, with a gesture I still didn't know whether to read as understanding or forgiveness.

I took it in my hands. It felt almost as if it were slipping through my fingers. I turned the pages quickly. My chest was a drum. My ears pounded, marking my heartbeat. My back was to the door, with all the danger that entailed. I wondered if maybe I wanted her to discover me.

I turned the pages. “Dear me,” written on almost all of them, at the top. I was almost at the end of the notebook… I read anxiously, skimming… I read that thing about the teacher and the literature guy hooking up. I read the “spying.” I read the “then for sure they went to his place and fucked.” I read the “Manu didn't do it to me.”

I wished with all my strength for at least one more page. That arrangement. That last message. For me.

There was one.

Perfect handwriting. Not a single crossed-out word on the entire front of the page.

Footsteps in the distance. Echoes of danger.

It was only one paragraph, too short.

I swallowed.

And I read:

“Tomorrow will probably be my last day. I don't fit in, says the Director, 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'm leaving without girlfriends, without friends. The only thing I'm taking with me is Miguel's literature classes. I think I'll never know why the words wouldn't come out in his car.”


Prophecy fulfilled.

The study hall breathed in silence. Past one-thirty. I sat at one of the far ends, where no one ever glanced, my back slightly hunched, as if my body wanted to fold in on itself. I had some placement tests in front of me to grade: standard practice when I was assigned a course with new faces; profound ignorance, a dose of reality. An uncapped pen, an unopened bottle of water. But I wasn't touching them. I couldn't.

Everything in me remained frozen two hours back, at the moment I'd finished reading her text. The last one. Her “Dear me.” That final sentence: “I think I'll never know why the words wouldn't come out in his car,” still grazed something inside me, as if whispered close to my ear. And I felt that yes, it was true, the words hadn't come to her… but that message, that message, she had written for me.

I hadn't seen her again; no more of those supposed chance encounters in the hallways. There was something irreversible in the way she had said goodbye. I was fascinated by that cruel naturalness with which some people leave a place, as if they'd been rehearsing their departure in silence. The tone of her handwriting, that perfection without emphasis, without pleading, without rage, struck me as someone who no longer expected a response.

That said, my poetic side had its limits: every three minutes my rational, pragmatic side would ambush me with questions: What words wouldn't come? What had she wanted to tell me but didn't?

I stared out the window in a clumsy attempt to distract myself. The sky was blue. A clean, pure blue, barely crossed by a white cloud that seemed to have no direction. But in the distance, not too far off, black clouds were beginning to appear. Heavy, dense. I watched them advance, very slowly, as if coming to cover everything, as if the day itself were about to shift, to darken. I kept staring at them with absurd fixation, as if I could read the future in them.

Ernesto, the Philosophy teacher, slipped through the crack in my reflections. He offered a soulless greeting and headed toward the bookshelf, packed with books. We were the least technological private school in the city, and no one seemed to care. Not even the students. I couldn't help noticing which books he pulled out: one of them by Marcus Aurelius; stoicism. I leaned back in my uncomfortable chair, which squeaked with predictable loudness. Maybe it was a sign. What could I do? Serenity in the face of what's not in your hands. What could I do: go back in time and not kick her out of my car? Go back to that elevator and warn her about the trap they'd set for her in the Director's office?

That wasn't in my hands, but seeing her again was. And that's why I was there. I couldn't fool myself. It was Friday at noon and I could be home already. I didn't have to be grading those disasters here and now.

I was walking the other branch of stoicism: seeking the courage to change the things I could change.

I hadn't graded anything for a while now. I stood up without thinking much, driven only by the need to move. I left the study hall. Before going, I said goodbye to Ernesto. I called him “Ernest,” to tease him a bit, as always. He returned a vague smile, almost ritualistic, and lowered his gaze to his book as if he were alone in an empty room. Then, as I walked toward the hallway, thunder rumbled. Long, but dry, like a distant door slamming. It didn't scare me. But I stopped. It felt like an omen. Of darkness, of change.

I went to the bathroom out of inertia. I turned on the faucet, wet my hands with no intention of drying them, and looked at myself in the mirror. I didn't know what I was seeing. There was something murky in my reflection. Something foreign. As if I had aged since that morning. As if Inés's text had emptied something out of me.

I returned to the study hall. Ernesto was still there, like a statue: “Professor reading standing up,” made of marble, or lead. He made an effort to say something to me about the sky, about a storm approaching.

He finally left and I continued with my little grading charade until the two o'clock bell rang.

I left. I walked through the hallways without hurrying, with a calm that was only surface. I couldn't fool myself. I knew it. I was looking for her. Looking to run into her, to cross paths. Not to talk, probably. Not to say anything with words. But to tell her with my eyes that I had read it. That I was sorry. That I regretted it. Though I didn't really know what. I felt, in a way, trapped in the lyrics of that song: feeling nostalgic for what had never happened.

I crossed the locker hallway, then the long hallway that led to the staircase of the new building. I was heading toward the exit like a drop of water that flows and can't stop even if it wants to.

I walked, turned around, looked. Male teachers, female teachers. Boys, girls. Commotion. The wildest ones running. And uniforms. Uniforms everywhere. But uniforms on teenagers. No uniform on a woman. No trace of Inés.

I felt a void enveloping me and then swallowing me, entering through my mouth and filling me up; coming from everywhere, like the torrent of The Nothing in The Neverending Story. If only I had a Falkor to climb on and fly over the school, to see her, even if only from up there.

There were no more corners to turn or turns to make. I crossed the threshold of the school door and was hit by the smell of grass—the same smell that had hit me the first time I saw her. But this time she wasn't there.

The sidewalk leading to my car was like the yellow brick road, but in reverse: it didn't lead to any promise, or to an Oz full of answers, but to the end. An inverted path, without magic, without a good witch, without return. Just me, walking in the opposite direction, as if retreating toward the uncomfortable truth that there would be nothing more.

That car was waiting for me at the end of the street. That car, the nerve center of my outburst. That car that had witnessed my fear, my weakness. Inés’s second expulsion. That vehicle that had become, without my wanting it to, a stage for rejection. Rejection of a woman who was only looking for space. A woman bounced from one place to another. Cast out. Rejected everywhere for making men feel things, for exposing their base instincts, for shaking them from their comfort. For reminding them that social norms, sometimes, aren’t enough to contain what lies beneath.

I opened the door. Sat down. Closed it. The sound from outside went muffled. The silence was heavy. Three, four, five raindrops already on the windshield. The light was dim. Time stood still. And then, my phone vibrated. I looked at the screen. A notification. A voice note from Raquel.

I sighed. This was my life—two different worlds at once.

I played Raquel’s message just as a thunderclap, longer and closer than before, made me shudder.

I brought the phone to my ear:

“Miguel, babe, I just saw you. Everything okay? I can’t do much today either, but tomorrow the tall one won’t be around… If you want, I’ll come by and we’ll sort things out. I can show up with all the equipment. You know… And… well… about that… I don’t know why we don’t have the crown jewel at your place. We’d already talked about it. By the way, I saw your muse Lizardi. She didn’t look so perky to me. Is something getting her down? Maybe the rumors are true and they’re pushing her out… Come on, Melon. Hit me back when you can. Ciao. Kisses.”

The drops on the windshield were already countless. It was raining. Another thunderclap. More devastating, more raw. I looked up. People running. A few umbrellas from cautious parents.

Raquel. Always acting like nothing had happened. Always treating life like cut and paste, seamless. The crown jewel that yesterday was grounds for reproach was today a perfectly valid resource. There wouldn’t be any “sorting things out.” We’d both act as if nothing had happened. As if I hadn’t shoved her against the counter while thinking of Inés, as if she didn’t know it perfectly well, as if she wasn’t, perhaps, a little jealous of her—of someone who neither existed nor could exist. And as always, we’d act as if I didn’t care that she was married.

I thought then of Inés. Of her written words. Of the words that never came out. Of the space between what’s said and what’s left unsaid. Raquel spoke as if that space didn’t exist. I was already living inside it.

I started the car. And for an instant, I imagined Inés getting back in. With the same calm determination as that time: no hesitation, no questions. I saw her close the door, sit in silence, settle in as if the car belonged to her. I wanted it with an almost physical intensity. For her to get back in. Just that. As if that single gesture could erase everything that came before.

But no. Inés didn’t get in my car. And I knew it even before I pulled away. Everyone has a limit to how much rejection they can take. And those who aren’t used to it reach that limit sooner.

The car was moving. I pulled away slowly, as if the departure could be reversed. The windshield wipers worked diligently to clear the rain, but they couldn’t clear my emptiness. I felt like something had been left unfinished, as if a crucial door had closed before its time. I truly couldn’t believe I wouldn’t see her again. That it would end like this. Even though I still didn’t know exactly what “it” was.

More running. More umbrellas. Fathers, mothers, cars double-parked, cars half up on the sidewalks, honking, wheeled backpacks dragged across the wet asphalt. Another thunderclap, this one more devastating. Groups of students here and there. Nervous laughter, shouts, rain, movement. I turned down the side street by the school, driving on autopilot, stopping now and then: a student getting into a car, a vehicle parking.

The sky was a shapeless mass of broken clouds, growing denser, as if someone had dumped a bucket of ash over the blue. It wasn’t a violent storm yet, but you could sense it in the charged air, in that electric mugginess that doesn’t quite break. Inside the car, the heat reverberated, heavy, thick. Outside, the humidity enveloped everything, sticky, spilling over the edges of buildings, seeping through cracks, fogging the windows. A city about to drip all over itself.

I was leaving. One turn to the right and I’d hit the avenue that would take me home. And then, behind a badly parked car, a crosswalk.

I shifted gears. Braked carefully.

Yielded.

I yielded to a uniform. To a white shirt, a tie. To a navy blue skirt. To socks climbing up a calf.

I yielded to a wet uniform… worn by a woman.

She was crossing.

Inés Lizardi.

I tensed. Trembled. Gripped the steering wheel. Everything in me drew tight. My chest constricted. A sharp stab pierced me, as if something inside was collapsing inward.

She was crossing.

She had looked in my direction, but I didn’t know if she’d seen me. If it was conscious. If she’d recognized me.

She was crossing.

A solitary figure amid a sea of humidity, mugginess, raindrops, and clusters of people. The only one who was alone, who wasn’t seeking shelter, the only one who didn’t seem to belong to the scene around her. Her uniform was getting soaked, her hair matting down. Her shoes dodged a puddle already forming. A tableau composed with the precision of chance.

She was crossing… her walk was purposeful, upright, she didn’t hunch even to shield herself. If the rain wanted to lash her, let it.

And I rolled down the window.

The water came in. Fine, oblique. Fresh.

She was crossing.

And then—yes—she turned. She looked back.

I felt my chest constrict, as if something were pulling my ribs inward, as if my heart had suddenly shrunk and hung there, suspended, beatless.

I gestured. Waved her over. Motioned for her to get in the car.

I didn't know why I was doing it. Or where I'd found the nerve.

She hesitated.

She adjusted her bag. That gesture so uniquely hers. She stood still. Looking at me. Her figure was powerful and slender at once. The rain plastered her shirt to her body, tracing the contour of her breasts, stretching the fabric as if trying to reveal something that still resisted. Her skirt, darkened by the wet, clung to her thighs with indecent precision. But she didn't yield. Not a tremor. Not a furrow in her brow. Not a single complaint. She was just there, upright, intact, as if the storm had nothing to do with her. As if her radiance couldn't wilt.

And then she started walking. Toward me. Toward my car.

Something rose through my body, like a shudder that wasn't just desire or just guilt, but something more primal, more physical, more inexplicable. A mixture of fear, need, and faith.

Thunder overhead. The sound of a horn behind me.

She circled around the front of the car, quick but measured. I decided not to look at her. Not to intimidate her. I wanted to give her space. I heard her footsteps by the front wheel, then caught a white blur approaching the passenger door from the corner of my eye.

My heart had stopped half a minute ago. I couldn't remember the last time I'd taken a breath.

The sound of the door opening. I twisted around to grab my things and toss them in back. That fucking horn again.

I didn't want to make her uncomfortable. She was already getting in and I looked away. I fixed my gaze as far in the other direction as possible, forward and to my left, but that didn't stop me from catching her scent: that scent of hers, sometimes fruity, sometimes more floral, hit me like a soft, sweet lash, impossible to avoid.

And that's when I saw him:

Javier, on the sidewalk, under a dark umbrella. Looking at me. Looking at her. His motionless figure, like a warning.

And suddenly, I heard it again. Not her real voice, but the other one, the one that had been haunting me since the day before: raspy, dark, malicious.

“Imagine if she gets in your car.”

His shitty phrase. His dirty look. A prophecy fulfilled. A crime unfolding in real time, one that already had its witness.

I swallowed.

And then, the sound of the door closing. Muffled. Final.

I looked away, but I could still feel his gaze on me, on her. As if it were burning into the glass. As if someone had taken a photograph.

And then a sound to my right: the click of her seatbelt.

The simplest gesture. The most fragile.

This was it. I wouldn't throw her out.


Part of a whole. Part of nothing.

For an instant, the interior of the car froze. I wasn't even breathing. The only sounds were the rain, its irregular drumming on the roof, the stuttering rhythm of the windshield wipers, the muffled murmur of the world behind the fogged windows. My elbow rested on the center armrest, that narrow strip separating us. Her arm almost brushed mine—not directly, but close, too close, as if the heat of her body seeped through the fabric and reached my skin. I didn't look at her. I couldn't. I felt that if I did, something would break, or something would begin, and neither was bearable in that moment.

I felt as if the car were driving itself. As if a guardian angel were steering it for me, giving me time to think, to feel, sparing me the trivial task of driving. We turned right, but there was no decision—the intersection demanded it. A group of students and parents crossed with backpacks slung over shoulders and brightly colored umbrellas, like a Rockwell painting. I yielded, we stopped, and then I noticed how the car filled even more with her presence: the warmth she brought with her, the smell of her wet clothes, of her body… That mixture of rain-soaked air and something more, a light perfume that wasn't perfume, but something more intimate, more alive, as if the rainwater had revealed a natural scent, hers alone, that only emerged in moments like this.

There was no music. No words. The radio off, the world suspended.

The heat was dense. The air conditioning wasn't on, and I didn't dare touch anything. The windows were slowly fogging up, the mist floating around us as if wrapping us in a warm bubble. Inside, everything was silence and proximity. I felt my heartbeat beneath my ribs, slow but violent, as if my organs had forgotten their usual order. My hands gripped the steering wheel—not because I needed to drive, but as the only way to keep from doing something else.

I didn't know how to sit. She wasn't moving either. Her wet skirt clung to her thighs like a second skin. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the curve of her knee, her loafers speckled with raindrops, her socks long and taut, dark in places from the moisture. Her black leather bag sat on the floor between her legs.

My face burned with the effort of not looking at her directly. It was as if my desire were pouring through my pores, through my fingers, through my chest, as if every part of me wanted to turn toward her without permission.

I forced myself to swallow, though I couldn't feel my throat. I forced myself to breathe, though the air was thick. I thought of Javier, of what he had just seen, but his image was a piece of paper crumpling and tossed to the back of my mind. It would be a problem, yes. But that was for later. Now, only she existed. Inés. Inés, beside me.

And then she spoke:

“Well… Thanks for the ride. I live on… You're going to laugh… at what the avenue is called.”

Her voice was sweet, soft. I hadn't heard her speak to me since that day in the elevator.

I still didn't dare look at her.

I couldn't say anything either. Not even a “you're welcome.” I barely managed to make my expression convey some warmth.

“I live on García Lorca Avenue…”

I managed a faint smile.

The car seemed to keep moving on its own, as if by some force outside myself.

“Oh, yeah?” I finally said something.

“Yes. Do you know where it is?” she asked, and as she did, I noticed her shoulders shift slightly forward, as if trying to unstick her wet shirt from her torso. She accompanied the gesture with one hand, gently pulling at the fabric, peeling it from her skin with an almost automatic delicacy, like someone seeking relief without being too obvious about it.

“Yes, yes… I know where it is,” I said, and I knew my tone had come out more serious than I'd intended.

That wasn't far. It wouldn't take more than five or six minutes. I didn't know if I was glad or not.

I hesitated, unsure what to say. I felt it was my turn. Meanwhile, the temptation to look at her became cruel, inhuman. I thought about asking if she was cold from being wet, but it was so hot, and that question sounded too… physical. I considered mentioning the coincidence of where she lived, or her work on that first act I'd graded that morning. I knew I didn't dare bring up her “Dear me,” or ask about what happened in the Director's office, or what had happened the day before in my car.

“It's number four. I mean, right at the beginning. After the roundabout,” she said, too formally, perhaps catching my seriousness, or even put on guard by it.

“Okay,” I said vaguely, unable to loosen up, to let go.

And then we reached a traffic light. Seven or eight cars between us and that red circle. The windshield wipers with their rhythmic, insistent movement and sound. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her move: again her shoulders, again trying to keep the wet shirt from clinging to her skin; her collarbone, her breasts. This time she finished by tucking her bangs behind her ear. The movement was subtle, tender, measured; I felt as if time itself had decided to slow down just for her.

And then I couldn't take it anymore. My heart was exploding. I turned slightly.

And I looked at her.

It wasn't a fleeting glance. It wasn't a stolen look. I looked at her the way you look at the forbidden when there's no strength left to resist. I looked at her as if not only the car had stopped, but as if the entire world had frozen just to allow me that instant.

I was afraid of being overwhelmed by something I couldn't handle. Though, to my credit, I'd spent the last few minutes bracing myself for this moment.

I expected a lot. But what I found was more. Much more:

Her white shirt, damp but not soaked through, clung to her body with an unintentional brazenness. The wet fabric traced the soft curve of her breasts, held by a bra that showed through faintly where the rain had sprayed the most. The seatbelt pressed flat against her tie and divided her breasts. The impact of that image made me tremble: her breasts swelled on either side of the thick black strap. They were large, full; they strained against her bra and shirt. The silhouette beneath the fabric—powerful, firm—was so erotic that it seemed obscene not to look away… and even more obscene to look away. But there was no intention in her posture, no provocation. And that made it all even more unbearable. It was beauty without calculation, without any desire to make an impression. Involuntary femininity, covered yet exposed.

Her neck was straight, barely tilted. A wayward strand had escaped from behind her ear. The line of her jaw ended in a firm chin, slightly tense, as if she too were holding something back. Her breathing was calm, but not entirely. I watched it rise and fall, just barely, beneath the fabric. Everything about her spoke in a whisper. Everything about her was a language no one teaches.

And her thighs.

The hem of her skirt, quite damp, had ridden up slightly, pulled taut by her posture, revealing more skin than I remembered ever seeing on her. Her legs, toned and smooth, emerged from her soaked socks. I caught a glimpse of the fine hairs on her thighs standing on end—from the contrast between her damp skin and the warmth of the car—and that image broke me silently, leaving me breathless. Her bag sat on the floor between her legs, like a symbolic barrier, a formal defense.

I was staring at her. And she looked back at me.

Her eyes were fixed on mine. She didn't flinch. She didn't look away. She didn't retreat.

She held steady.

And in that exchange, in that silence that was neither uncomfortable nor friendly, I understood that the world I had built for myself over long days and endless hours—between fantasies, guilt, and denial—was not so different from what was happening now.

It was real. She was there. It hadn't all been the delusions of an obsession.

I felt all the air in the car gather between us. The scent of her skin filled everything. For an instant, the city, the rain, Javier, the school, Raquel… none of it existed.

Only we remained. That car and the curve of her lips, which weren't smiling but seemed about to say something.

And then, when the car ahead of me started moving and my hands trembled on the wheel, she lowered her head slightly, as if accepting that I had been looking at her, but also as if telling me that, at least for now, it was enough.

I pulled forward with a slight rattle from the clutch. And she cracked the window open, just enough to keep the rain out but let in the humid air, which filtered through with a soft, fresh whistle. She didn't look at me. She didn't say anything. But I was suspicious of the gesture, as if it were some kind of declaration. As if she needed the air from the real world to come in and break the dense bubble that enveloped us.

Then, with smooth, almost feline movements, she adjusted her bag between her legs, like someone arranging a barrier. She leaned forward slightly, then straightened up again, and that's when I saw it: the gap between her thighs had widened. Not scandalous. Not explicit. But something had changed. Her posture had shifted from contained reserve to a noticeable, confusing display. To her damp skirt and her full, generous thighs was now added a sensual parting, right at the edge of what was allowed.

The air had become unbreathable. Or maybe it was just me.

I wanted to say something. Anything. Something to break that suffocation. And then, as if my mind were searching for a phrase that would pass muster, I murmured the first thing that came to mind:

“How do you usually get back… or go… to school?”

She didn't turn all the way. But her face, serene, unsmiling, answered in that low voice, almost thoughtful:

“By bus. Or sometimes… my boyfriend picks me up at two.”

I felt the blow land square in my chest. I swallowed hard, my throat dry, no saliva. As if something had cracked open inside me.

I wondered why she had said it. Maybe to draw a line. Or maybe she simply didn't think it mattered.

I was driving down the avenue perpendicular to her street. And I was watching her from the corner of my eye. Serious. Unflappable. She tucked her hair behind her ear again. A gesture that already felt like ours. And at the same time, a gesture that seemed made for me to watch.

“My boyfriend.” I thought of that blond boy. The one I'd seen from the car. The one I'd also seen reflected in her writing.

“Manu didn't do it to me,” she had written.

She knew I had read it.

Manu hadn't done it to her.

“The teacher and Miguel have definitely fucked.”

Her complaint. Her strange compliment to me, since her words carried something desirable; perhaps not envy, more like longing.

The window. Her parted thighs. The mention of her inadequate boyfriend.

She seemed to lay it all out on the table like someone placing a hot cup in front of you, to see if you'd grab it or let it cool.

But I no longer knew how to hold onto anything. I didn't know what to make of it. I didn't know if these were signals, if it was all part of something bigger, or if it was absolutely nothing at all.


You said it.

Thunder practically overhead. An intimidating roar. The day darkening. The rain intensifying. The windshield wipers nearly at full speed. The sticky heat. The thick silence. Stopped in front of a roundabout. The last one. The last stop before that avenue of hers that connected us by name, yet also marked our end.

“I can leave it in back, right?” she said, leaning forward slightly and touching the handle of her bag.

It took me a second to understand what she meant. I gave a slight nod. And then, with a smoothness that seemed rehearsed to me, or simply perfect, she turned lightly toward the back.

The movement was slow, measured. She pulled the seatbelt away from where it pressed against her, and her torso stretched diagonally across the seats. Her tie swung with the momentum and brushed my arm. I felt her breath, light, warm. The damp shirt barely rustled as it stretched. Her skirt rose slightly as she shifted her legs. I didn’t look at her—at least not the way I wanted to. I couldn’t. But the sound of the fabric, the smell of her body, and that sudden heat filling the car were enough to make me feel like I was on fire.

The aroma was the same as before, only more concentrated, more alive. A rush of water, skin, and something more—something I couldn’t tell was perfume, pheromones, or pulsing youth. The smell of the forbidden. The smell of desire you force yourself to deny.

She placed the bag gently on the back seat, as if she didn’t want to disturb or interrupt the atmosphere. And then I thought about how contradictory the gesture was: we were minutes, perhaps seconds, from arriving at her house. It made no sense to move the bag at that moment, or to stretch herself across the shared space just as the journey was ending.

Instantly, after settling back into position, she subtly pulled the seatbelt away again and discreetly tugged at the front of her shirt. She did it with fine, careful fingers, barely pinching the damp fabric, as if trying to separate it from her skin. The movement made a slight rustle, the faint sound of fabric peeling away from body heat. I saw the folds readjust, saw how the moisture had pulled the fabric taut over her breasts, marking not only their contour but also the hazy outline of her bra beneath the white shirt. The fabric seemed strained, as if struggling not to reveal more than it should. But it couldn’t help it. Everything could be glimpsed. Everything was suggested. The upper curve of her breasts, the tension of the seams along the sides, the contrast between the opacity of the cotton and the areas where water made it almost translucent.

There had been something intimate, almost vulnerable, in that movement. And at the same time, something knowing. As if affirming, without words, that she was fully aware of being watched.

I had no more time to interpret it. The roundabout opened before us and traffic forced me to focus on the present. My hands gripped the steering wheel. My throat, dry. My heart, pounding, giving me no relief.

I was driving, but I felt the echo of that movement—her reaching back for the bag—still vibrating in the car. The aroma of her skin, so close after she’d invaded my space, had soaked into me the way the rain had soaked through her uniform.

I wasn’t looking at her. She wasn’t speaking either. But her silence wasn’t absence—it was a heartbeat. A low, steady pulse that vibrated between the seats, as if my body could hear her even without words. Every second beside her was a held breath.

I wondered why I knew. Why I had been so certain, from the very first instant, that Inés wouldn’t speak to me about everything that surrounded us like a shared secret: that I had spied on her, from the car and through her things, her desk, her papers. It wasn’t exactly maturity but rather as if, without realizing it, we had created an invisible game, a kind of tacit pact that allowed the other to look, intuit, discover… without being reproached.

Thunder again. Louder. The rain had intensified. The streets emptied of pedestrians, and now only cars remained, lined up like insects with their lights on.

We were leaving the roundabout when, from the corner of my eye, I saw her lower her gaze slightly and smooth a fold in her skirt with the palm of her hand. She did it slowly, with the kind of attention you give to something that bothers not just the body but the spirit too. The damp fabric clung to her skin, and her gesture seemed to seek relief more than order. It wasn’t coquetry. It was care. It was that way she had of touching herself like someone who deserves every caress. As if protecting herself.

She also adjusted her tie, gently, with a quiet tenderness that disarmed me. Each gesture, however small, made her feel closer. As if she inhabited a place between my skin and the air. As if her presence didn’t need to touch me to brush against me. And I felt, too, that our time was running out.

And then her voice emerged, soft but clear, like a thread of light breaking through the fog:

“Turn in there on the right… Better drop me off on the street behind.”

Her voice had come out silky, delicate. But also perhaps too serious. The tone stung. I blamed myself without thinking. I cursed myself. Because I felt that I was the one who had planted that formality in the car, as if by restraining myself I had imposed a code that pushed us apart.

I turned then, without responding, swallowing hard, wondering if her request was because she’d get less wet there… or if what she really wanted was for no one to see her… For no one to see her with me.

I slowed down. The street narrowed as we entered it, as if swallowing us. A narrow, damp corridor that contrasted with the width of the main avenue. Here, everything seemed to hide: the doorways, the sleeping cars, the discreet facades. I drove without speaking, my chest growing tighter. I felt time running out on us. The rain kept falling, harder now; it no longer just wet, it punished. Thunder again, a deep, distant, constant rumble, as if the storm didn’t want to leave. Inside the car, the temperature stayed warm, but the humidity increased. I noticed it in the thick air, in the windows fogging over.

I glanced at her sideways again. The skin of her thighs was still faintly goosebumped, visible in the diffuse light, marking the contrast of temperatures. Her skirt still clung to her skin like an intimate shadow. And her scent… her scent was still there, soft, alive, almost tender, as if she were the only part of the car that wasn't falling apart. But these were no longer glances of curiosity or immediate desire. It was a form of memory. A mental photograph I was trying to hold onto, as if the moment were slipping through my fingers and I had to save it for later, for when she was gone.

And then she spoke, her voice soft and light:

“Here… Right here if you want. It's that one on the right.”

Her tone struck me. Clipped, restrained, devoid of affection. As if this had been nothing more than a ride. And I blamed myself again. I blamed myself for the way I'd forced the silence, for sealing off the atmosphere with that formality that had suspended everything.

I parked behind a dark car. Turned off the engine. My pulse spiked. We'd traveled miles, but I felt like we hadn't moved at all.

And then I heard the click of her seatbelt. The sound shook me. I was afraid she'd leave without another word. I leaned forward slightly, dazed, and looked up toward her window. The rain was coming down hard. Through it I could make out the outline of the building: a white facade with clean lines, slender, with wide terraces—a building that spoke of an affluent neighborhood.

I felt like it was the end.

The car stopped. Her, about to leave.

Nervous, trying to hold on to something, I said:

“It's your house on García Lorca… but not Bernarda Alba's house, I suppose.”

The words trembled on my lips. It was absurd, ridiculous… But it was the only thing I could find to keep her there a moment longer.

She smiled. A smile with something protective in it, as if she'd sensed my awkwardness but didn't want me to feel exposed.

My eyes traveled from her lips to her eyes. She was looking at me intently. My heart clenched. My body was bracing for the impact of goodbye.

And then she said it:

“Aren't you going to ask me why they're expelling me?”

I didn't react. I felt all the air in the car turn dense, motionless. As if those words had broken a dam that had been holding for days.

Her gray eyes fixed on me, at that distance, impossible.

I wanted to speak. I couldn't.

And then she spoke again, her voice perhaps even softer, but more direct. As if she were answering something I hadn't gotten around to asking:

“You said it in class.”

I didn't understand. I was thinking, as I looked at her: her navy blue tie snug against her damp collar, the taut curve of her breasts under the wet shirt, her hair falling over her shoulders and chest; some wet strands clinging to the white fabric.

Seeing my bewilderment, she continued:

“You said it in class: 'Being born a woman is the greatest punishment.'”

Her words hit me. Stunned me. Disarmed me. Not only because of what they said, but because of what they concealed. And because I recognized them instantly: it was a quote from The House of Bernarda Alba. A line I myself had commented on in her class.

And then, without thinking, searching for an answer that might at least place me in a vaguely respectable position, I said:

“No one can stop what must happen from happening.”

My line, also from the play, came out perhaps with more weight, more substance… more ambitious than I would have wanted.

My heart was pounding out of my chest. My hands, which I had no idea what to do with, burned with almost painful stabs, strangely.

She was looking at me. Holding my gaze. The constant drumming of raindrops against the roof and windows filled the silence.

And then, her voice firm, without a tremor:

“I do with my body what I please.”

That line exhausted everything: my breathing, the beating of my heart, the little useful oxygen left in the car. It was as if that line, said like that, in that tone, was enough to set everything ablaze. It was also from the play. I knew it. She knew I knew it. All three lines were real. They were from the text we had read in class. Lines from a drama that now, in some incomprehensible way, belonged to us.

And then she said nothing more. She looked away. And I understood that this was her goodbye. A literary thank you. A connection that had sprouted, emerged, and come to light to give us both a dignified and legitimate exit, without transgression, without sin…

Her fingers moved slowly. And I knew she was about to open the door. I knew it from the silence that fell: a new silence, deep, different. Even though the rain was pounding hard against the capsule protecting us, I noticed it.

“It's raining hard now…” I said, my voice lower than ever. “Wait a bit… if you want.”

She looked at me, tilting her face with slow deliberation.

“You're not kicking me out of the car today?” she asked.


Half evidence, half trap.

Her question cut right through me. It carried a sweet reproach beneath the surface. I didn't know what to say. My mind filled with clumsy, inappropriate phrases that dissolved before they could form. I looked at her. Or rather, I felt her in my eyes. Her tense lips. Her gray eyes, so still. A faint gleam of moisture on her skin. And in that moment, when she perhaps expected me to let slip at least a word, an intention, a gesture… I said nothing.

My body, however, said everything. Hands tense on my thighs, temples throbbing, eyes moist with a desire I could no longer contain. In the dense air of the car, her perfume—warm, vital—tangled with my breath as if it too wanted to speak for me. And yet, I remained silent.

Then she looked away. She did so with an expression I couldn't decipher, as if this confirmed something only she knew. And in a serene, almost ceremonial gesture, she reached for the door handle. I heard the click of the mechanism—dry, final. A breath of fresh air slipped in instantly, like a sudden gust breaking the dense fog inside the car. It hurt. The air, her gesture, everything. Because I knew it was the end.

But just when I thought her figure would vanish into the rain, she stopped. She looked back. Her lips parted, as if she had remembered something important, but without needing to say it. Without uttering a word, she turned, and her body leaned back again toward the rear seats, searching for her bag.

Her movement was different from before—freer, more expansive. Her hips turned first, taking her skirt with them, then her shoulders, taking her shirt, and her torso stretched with the relaxed elegance of someone moving within a space they'd already made their own. Her tie rippled with inertia, brushing my arm again. Her damp hair fell forward, forming a curtain that swayed. And then her scent invaded me. The same one I already knew. Water, wet fabric, young body, unleashed femininity. But this time stronger, rawer. As if the movement had fully awakened it.

I felt my breathing change. It wasn't just the scent; it was the way the heat of her body displaced the air in the car. I watched her torso move. Her shirt, pristine white and damp, tensed again. Not like before. This time the folds seemed to want to recover their shape, though the seatbelt had left its faint mark. I noticed a wrinkle running across the lower section, right where the fabric tucked into her skirt. And the curve of her waist, barely lifted, barely offered, struck me. I felt a shiver that didn't come from outside, but from within. I felt her so close it was as if her skin touched mine without actually touching.

And then, without thinking, without willing it, without giving myself permission, my hand flew.

I touched her.

To touch her was to touch fire.

My fingers, clumsy, trembling, couldn't contain themselves, couldn't accept feeling her so close… and they brushed the side of her torso. Her waist. The line of her hip, which arched slightly toward me. And the fabric. Her shirt. Her white shirt, damp, soft. I felt the contours of her skin, her flesh, while I glimpsed the warm edge of her bra, holding her in, subtly visible through the fabric. It was a fragile, delicate, restrained contact. But explosive.

She shuddered.

A brief spasm. A startled surprise. She didn't pull away. But she tensed. Her breathing changed, as if the car had suddenly filled with electricity. A tremor that said she hadn't anticipated this. Didn't expect it. Not like this. Not at that moment. Not with that boldness, not that intrusion.

I didn't expect it either. My hand, startled by its own gesture, retreated. And in that second, as if everything clicked into place, she grabbed her bag. She dragged it from the back seat to the front. And hung it over her right shoulder.

And there they were. Her eyes and mine. Close. At a distance that left no room for doubt. Breathing the same air, the same decision still to be made.

She turned toward me. I turned toward her. She didn't pull away. She didn't leave.

I felt the fabric of my pants clinging to my thighs, as if from dried sweat. I felt her breath; how it changed the air between us. Her damp bangs, her breasts pressing against the white fabric. Her tie hanging loose. Her inviting lips. But I did nothing. I couldn't.

And then she moved closer.

Closer.

Her warmth. Her scent. Her gray eyes intimidated me. My heart exploded.

It couldn't be. It shouldn't be.

The rain lashing the windshield in erratic gusts broke our silence.

And she moved closer still. Her lips next to mine.

A young, sweet breath.

And she whispered:

“Come on… Kick me out today… too.”

I trembled. I hesitated. I felt her lips demanding it of me.

“Tell me…” she insisted, suggestive, provocative.

And then I felt the whip-crack of liberation, of lucidity.

I understood what she wanted.

It would be as she wanted or it wouldn't be at all.

So I complied with what she demanded:

“Inés… Get out of the car.”

My voice had come out firm, authoritative. The tone she sought—not so much from me, but from herself.

She moved her face slightly. Leaned back a bit. One of her arms flew to the door, her hand to the handle. It wasn't that she accepted it—it was something else.

She didn't exit. She released herself from the car.

She released herself from its interior as if emerging from a dream, as if crossing that threshold meant breaking an invisible membrane that had contained us. The sound of the rain enveloped her the moment she set one foot outside, and her figure, previously so contained within the car's space, rose upward. She stood tall beside the door, upright, receiving the storm. Her body, slender yet voluptuous, trembled slightly under the water's impact. The shirt began to cling tighter. The skirt soaked through second by second. Her hair started to mat. Her arms, lifeless at her sides, sought no shelter.

Then she closed the door with a soft click. And adjusted the bag on her shoulder.

And I was left alone.

But not entirely.

Because she was still there, standing on the other side of the glass. She wasn't leaving. She was getting soaked under the intense rain. Water ran down her hair, down her shirt, down her legs. The fabric clung even tighter to her body. The uniform, already damp before, now soaked through completely. Drops slid down her cheeks, down her neck. The sensual, imposing silhouette of her breasts began to emerge with clarity beneath the drenched fabric. Her figure, seen from inside the car, seemed unreal to me. An apparition in the downpour.

And yet she didn't move. She remained there, motionless, as if the storm couldn't subdue her. Fragility and yet fortitude, like a candle lit in the middle of the wind: trembling, but determined not to go out. The skirt, now completely plastered to her thighs, clung in tense folds, but at its hem, the breeze managed to barely ripple it, as if it refused to surrender. The shirt clung to her body more and more, with shameless clarity; beneath it, the bra showed through like an intimate yet inevitable mark. The tie, navy blue growing ever darker, swayed to the rhythm of the skirt, lifted by the humid, dense breeze and revealing the row of closed buttons on her shirt. The thick drops on the window kept me from seeing her with total clarity, but perhaps for that very reason her silhouette seemed more enigmatic, more evocative. Seeing her there, not fleeing, not protesting, accepting the rain as if it were part of an expiation, shook me with something deeper than desire. It was beauty without calculation. Magic without spell. An enigma that offered itself and resisted in equal measure.

She wasn't leaving, because this wasn't a farewell. It was perhaps a surrender. Or simply waiting.

And I didn't understand. Or maybe I did. Maybe I was beginning to sense it. Even though everything still felt incomplete, unstable, without a firm answer.

I unbuckled my seatbelt. I hesitated. I was going to get out. I was going to go after her. But I never did.

Because she was the one who came back.

The door burst open, breaking the car's dense bubble once again. She entered like someone returning to a place they'd never fully left. The wind carried with it a blast of water and the smell of storm. The impact was visual, brutal: Inés soaked, vibrant, on the edge of the unreal.

She entered without looking at me. As if that were part of the pact. As if that averted gaze were another way of speaking.

She sat down with a slight creak of soaked fabric. Her body radiated humidity, heat, vertigo. And I didn't know if her return meant surrender, provocation, or simply the fulfillment of some internal logic only she understood. It hurt not to know. It hurt not to control it.

Drenched. Water dripped from her body. Her skirt was completely plastered to her thighs, defining them as if she wore nothing but a thin film of fabric. The shirt, clinging to her torso, had lost all power to conceal: the bra, delicate yet substantial, was clearly visible beneath the white, wet fabric.

And what left me breathless, what made me swallow hard, what made me aware of the colossal sexuality I faced: her nipples, hard, forming two firm, defined, visible points; a delicate, symmetrical, sexual relief, crowning two distinct peaks, large, powerful… The punishment of the rain, in just seconds, had been merciless. The eroticism she radiated was impossible to manage, to bear…

The sleeves of her shirt, also soaked through, down to the cuffs. The goosebumps on her thighs were a contained shiver of pearlescent skin; trembling flesh. Her tie, the ultimate symbol of propriety, hung damp, like a surrendered ornament; suddenly feeble. Her hair, soaked, dripped drops that wet the shirt even more, making it transparent in those precise spots, drawing you there, forcing you to look where the fabric gave way most, where her skin could best be glimpsed.

And then she did look at me. And she examined herself. She looked at herself with the same calm with which one regards inevitable consequences: her breasts outlined beneath the soaked shirt, the skirt gathered against her thighs, her hair stuck to her shoulders. She alternated her examination with holding my gaze, but she didn't accuse me; she did it like someone accepting punishment without drama, with the serene maturity of someone who knows she provoked it… and that she deserved it.

And then I knew. This was her game.

Then she lowered her gaze and set the bag on the floor, beside her feet. Beside her soaked loafers.

Instantly, understanding the challenge she posed, I murmured:

“Why did you get in?”

She didn't respond.

I took a deep breath and said:

“Here, what I say goes.”

She turned her face. Slowly. Silently. Her eyes fixed on me. I knew that phrase wasn't mine alone. Inés knew it too. It was from that play that guided us; a subterfuge to tell ourselves it wasn't us, that it was fate. An order of authority. A declaration that held power… and the desire to be obeyed.

Her combative gaze. Her trembling lips. Her breasts visible through the fabric. Her thighs glistening, wet. Her skirt hiked up impossibly high.

I couldn't take it anymore.

I leaned in.

I moved toward her.

But Inés pulled back slightly—barely a gesture, not enough to widen the gap. It was a game. Her game. And I was beginning to understand it.

I insisted. Leaned in closer. Our faces inches apart. The roar of rain against the glass.

The air between us was thin, unbreathable. Her scent, her warmth, her wet clothes. Her lips glistened. Her eyes locked on mine. Her gaze unreadable.

And then I almost felt it. Our lips almost touching.

Just when it seemed she would close her eyes, she didn't—not quite. She leaned back further, her wet back pressing against the seat. And she looked at me.

And in three perfect beats—soft, silky—she whispered:

“Tell me… Tell me why they're kicking me out… Why you're all kicking me out.”

My expression barely shifted. How much of this was a test. How much was a game. How much was provocation.

And I answered:

“You already know. Because you don't… fit in…” I murmured, quoting her “Dear Me.” There were no more secrets.

“And why not? Why don't I fit in…? Tell me…” she whispered, her voice a thread, almost breaking, with a femininity that was agonizing to witness.

“Because you don't…” I whispered. “Not like this… Not with this on… Not dressed like this.”

And as I said it, my hand touched her waist again, over her wet shirt. Slowly, again. But this time with more determination, almost reverence. My fingertips slid over fabric that was no longer damp but soaked. Through the drenched cloth, I felt the real warmth of her skin. That contour I had only guessed at before now revealed itself fully: it was hers, it was her, tangible at last.

Her abdomen contracted slightly, as if something inside her had tried to pull back, to defend itself… or prepare. I felt the movement beneath my fingers—a sudden breath, deep, almost held. Her belly pulsed beneath the wet shirt. It was as if her body spoke a language older than desire: one that didn't ask, but didn't deny either. A language without words. A cruel ambiguity: half evidence, half trap.

Inés shuddered but didn't pull away. It was an intimate spasm, a tremor that ran through her belly and showed in her lips, barely parted. Her eyelids lowered for an instant, as if she were folding in on herself to contain what was happening to her. Her body accepted it, but also registered the accusation. As if that caress had opened a floodgate she hadn't expected so soon, so real, so physical.

My hand on her waist.

Me leaning toward her.

Her eyes half-closing…


The two faces of my regret.

Her eyes began to close…

…but not completely. Her breath hung suspended in the gap still separating us, as if she had to measure precisely how much closeness she could allow herself. Her cheek turned ever so slightly—just enough that my lips didn't brush her mouth, but the damp edge of her skin. I felt her warmth, her trembling, her vulnerability for an instant. And at the same time, untouchable. As if that tiny distance, that minuscule deflection, were her way of not surrendering completely.

My lips had landed on her cheek, and I heard the soft sound of contact. Kissing her, even like this, had been a way of crossing a border. Or perhaps it hadn't been a kiss—or not entirely—but it remained imprinted on my lips as if it had been. The point where my mouth touched her skin, so close to the corner of her lips, felt like forbidden territory: damp on the surface, but with a buried heat underneath. That slight contact, halfway between accident and necessity, still throbbed against my mouth. As if it weren't her cheek but her desire that I had grazed. As if that precise deflection, her way of dodging without fleeing, had been another form of restrained seduction: a minimal, measured surrender that promised more than it gave. And I, despite everything, had felt it. Like a kiss that almost was. But now impossible to undo.

I felt a strange vertigo, as if my body had arrived a second too late to what had just happened. My heart pounded, but without rhythm. The air tasted of something new: of wet skin, of sweet mistake, of crossing lines I wouldn't know how to retrace. My fingers remained on her waist but didn't know whether to advance or flee. There was a faint tremor in my temples, a tingling in my lips, an unusual heaviness in my breath. And beneath all of that, the purest fear: that I had accidentally crossed a threshold she had perhaps only wanted to hint at.

Her body still pulsed beneath my fingers. The air she exhaled was warm, alive, as if with each breath she was trying to steady herself. Her breasts rose beneath the wet shirt in the irregular rhythm of restrained tension. And I didn't know if I should continue, if she was waiting for it… or only testing me.

Then she was the one who moved closer. Her back lifted from the seat. She moved just enough that her chest brushed mine, and I could clearly feel the hard point of her nipple against my body. It was a second. One exact second. As if she wanted me to notice it, to notice her aroused desire, her caged intensity; it lasted just long enough to show, to warn, and at the same time not long enough for me to claim it.

It was her game. I was beginning to understand the rules.

But then she surprised me: she leaned in closer, wrapped her arms around me, and brought her face near mine. I felt her damp hair brush my cheek, my neck, like a diffuse caress. Her chest pressed against mine. Harder. Making me feel her soaked breasts, her nipples touching me… And her cheek nestled against mine, also damp, warm, as if the rain hadn't completely left. It wasn't a hug. It was something else. A restrained closeness, a way of wrapping herself around me without surrendering. And then, without pulling away, without looking, barely breathing, while I felt her breasts pressing against my torso, while I knew she had to be feeling my heartbeat pulsing against her…

She whispered:

“Why do you make me feel this?”

Those words struck me like a jolt to the chest.

It wasn't just a question. It was a crack. A crevice through which her voice slipped without armor, without pretense, without protection.

It paralyzed me.

For an instant I felt like the guilty party in something I still didn't fully understand. What was this? Was it desire? Was it fear? Was it a loss of control she didn't want to admit? A thread of surrender she could no longer contain?

I wanted to answer, but there were no answers in my throat—only a mute pressure.

My ear still held the vibration of her words. My skin, the memory of her cheek.

I didn't move. I didn't dare. Her face remained pressed to mine. Her breath mixed with mine. Her chest still pressed against mine, and it seemed to me then that one of the rhythms I felt didn't belong to my heart, but to hers.

I wanted to respond with something clear, something that would cut through the fog. But I found nothing.

I only brushed her back with one hand. Over her soaked shirt. The slightest caress. My hand rising from her waist, tracing the wet fabric. I felt her tense but not pull away. It was as if her skin reacted to everything—not with fear, but with heightened awareness.

Then she pulled her face back slightly. Her hair caressed my face as she withdrew, and she placed—unmistakably, deliberately—a kiss on my cheek. The kiss made me tremble. It echoed through my body and through all that space sheltered from the rain.

And she pulled back further. Breaking that strange embrace.

And she looked at me. With her gray eyes flecked with blue, with green, always indecipherable.

“I have to go…” she whispered.

I kept looking at her, my throat dry, my body still trembling. I wanted to tell her something. Order her not to leave. Do it the way I had before, with a firm voice, like when I'd told her “here you do what I say.” But now I didn't have the shield of the play. Words wouldn't come unless they were disguised as literature—the excuse that let me dare to be that way. She looked at me with those eyes that neither accused nor pleaded… But I couldn't say anything. I only watched her, my hand still on her waist.

She pulled back a little more then, gently, the way you break off a moment that's lasted too long.

“I have to go…” she repeated, and this time it wasn't a whisper anymore—it was final.

But as she straightened up completely, my gaze dropped. And I saw it. A droplet sliding slowly, absurdly, perfectly visible along the inside of her thigh. Maybe it had come from the wet skirt, or maybe it had landed there from somewhere farther away, but it moved like a liquid provocation, curved, alive. I didn't think. I reached out. There was more courage in my hand than in my lips, than in my words that wouldn't come. The tips of two fingers touched next to that drop as if I wanted to stop it, trap it, absorb it before it disappeared. As if I meant to dry it, not brush against it.

But I did.

I touched her thigh. Her wet skin, prickled with goosebumps. Her flesh trembling not from cold, but from something neither of us was naming. But that drop didn't stop. It kept moving, and my finger followed. Her skin was warm. She shuddered. But she didn't pull away. She didn't look at me. She said nothing. She just stayed there, as if the game was still open. I was touching her thighs. Caressing her trembling warmth. So smooth and so soft it stirred a guilty pulse of desire in me. And then a warning flared between my legs: a shameful twitch that made me feel wrong. But my hand traveled farther. Seeking the darkness, the tunnel beneath her wet skirt. My fingers traced a damp path that grew warmer. I felt her breathing deepen. And then, suddenly, with a naturalness that broke me, her hand came down… and caught mine. She didn't push it away. She didn't reject it. She just lifted it from her skin and left it suspended, floating in the air. Neither inside nor outside. A perfect gesture of ambiguity. As if telling me: you can, but not now. Or not like this.

Me with one hand still on her belly, on the wet shirt of her uniform, and the other suspended in the air, as if it didn't know where to go. She'd acted as though trying to spare me the guilt, but it hit me anyway, in brief, ferocious gusts, every time I saw myself from the outside.

But then, at that exact moment, she leaned toward me again.

Her lips sought mine. Or maybe just my cheek. We brushed against each other. She was the one who kissed me. A wet, soft, precise kiss with a sound to it. But not on the lips. On the corner of my mouth. Right at the edge. A kiss with a boundary.

And while she did, my hand—restless, feverish, shameless, deaf to my own conscience—wouldn't stop touching her torso. It rose. It sought her breast with reverential slowness. It reached it. It touched it. Over the wet shirt, over the soaked bra, over all that weight of fabric that no longer hid anything. I felt the outline of her nipple, firm, tense, hard as a promise. As if it had been waiting for me. I felt the fullness of her breast… and my cock throbbed again as I felt her soaked tit under the shirt, under the bra, pulsing; and as I felt her lips at the corner of mine: an overwhelming softness, a feminine breath, subtle, beguiling…

And then she broke the kiss.

And with the same sweetness she'd used to let me get that far, she took my hand and moved it aside. She didn't reject it. She just guided it gently to somewhere more neutral, the way you interrupt a gesture without condemning it. As if marking a boundary without needing to build a wall.

She barely pulled back. Her face stayed close, her breath ragged. Her cheek almost pressed to mine. But the contact was broken.

“I have to go…” she repeated, but this time even closer, even deeper. As if it hurt.

And this time she pulled away completely. With calm movements, no abruptness.

I said nothing.

She opened the car door.

Just like that, it was over.

The damp air from the street rushed in without warning. The silence of the dark afternoon opened up before her. Inés got out calmly, without looking back, without saying goodbye. The door closed with a hollow sound, almost soft. The impact hadn't been hard, but it echoed inside me as if it were sealing something more than what had sheltered us—as if it were sealing everything. She crossed the street in the rain, with the measured step of someone who isn't fleeing but isn't staying either.

Her slender figure: white on top from the shirt; navy and flesh below from the skirt, her thighs, and the socks; darker at the shoes, neat and black. The rain wasn't battering her as much anymore. Now it was the wind that whipped at the back of her soaked shirt, making the white fabric billow—looking light and delicate, yet dense and saturated from so much punishment, so much exposure, so much moisture… and revealing the back of her bra where her hair didn't cover it.

She was vanishing into the deserted street, but above all, slipping through my fingers. And I didn't know whether to feel guilt or relief. And what was worse: I knew I felt regret, but I didn't know if it was for having gone so far or for barely going far enough.

I stayed there. Alone. My body churning, my mouth dry. The silence was thick, barely broken by the soft tapping of rain on the windows. The windshield covered in motionless drops. The steering wheel in front of me. The empty seat to my right.

And my body, still trembling, as if it hadn't caught up with what had just happened.

I closed my eyes for a moment. I tried to breathe. But what came was a trace of her. Her breath at the corner of my mouth. Her warm skin against my lips. Those three half-kisses, that almost that burned hotter than any certainty. I could still feel her cheek against mine. That imprecise point, soft, vulnerable, between mouth and face. As if none of them had been a kiss… and at the same time as if they'd been more than any other.

Then, her breast. Her breast under the shirt. The firm outline of her nipple pressing through the wet fabric, the soaked bra, all that dampness of the uniform. The warm weight of her breast, the curve of it in my palm, the exact texture—carnal, substantial—of desire held back. That sensation had pierced through me, and it wasn't leaving. It was still there, pulsing between my fingers.

And what haunted me most, perhaps, was that brutal contrast. Flesh spilling over and the norm intact. The urgency of skin and the liturgy of the uniform. The wreckage and the regal. The defeated and the safe. Inés's body, uncontainable, feminine, laid bare by the soaked fabric. Her round, firm breasts, marked by the pressure of her bra, by the dampness, by desire. Her hardened nipples pushing against the fabric, visible, explicit. And right above, the tie, rigid, symmetrical, knotted with meticulous precision. As if nothing had happened. As if it could contain everything. As if everything else—the soaked shirt, the flesh beneath—broke nothing. It was that contrast that undid me. The unbridled exuberance of her femininity against the symbolic corset of propriety.

And, above all, that drop.

The drop on her thigh. The one that had slid down with the absurd slowness of a dream. The moment my fingers had sought it out. Her wet skin. The warm flesh. The subtle tremor that had run through her body. The moment my hand had moved forward, perhaps believing it was allowed. And how, afterward, she had stopped it. Not rejecting it. Just pushing it away. Leaving it suspended in the air. That ambivalent, precise gesture that said as much as it left me lost.

The taste, the touch, the image… Everything was inside me. Churning my breath, scattering my thoughts. And beneath it all, growing like an animal that can't keep still, the arousal. Raw. Intense. Unbearable. I pressed myself against the seat. Clenched my fists. And wanted to curse myself. For having gone so far. Or for not having gone all the way.

I lowered my gaze. Closed my eyes. Swallowed.

And then, almost by instinct, I turned toward the passenger window, toward the glass still clouded with the fog of her presence.

And that's when I saw her.

There, in the distance.

She hadn't gone into the building.


A new escalation.

There. Standing. Motionless. About twenty or thirty meters away. She wasn't looking at the ground. She wasn't seeking shelter. She wasn't shaking off the water. Her silhouette was tense, upright, soaked as if she'd been standing in the rain for hours. She, punished by her own decisions. I, untouched—perhaps by those same decisions.

She'd left the entrance to the white building behind. She'd changed direction, perhaps obeying an irrational impulse, or perhaps everything followed something she'd planned beforehand. She stood under a low overhang—it looked like the garage entrance to the adjacent building. I could see the rain was no longer soaking her, protected by the structure, but the drops were falling beside her feet, bouncing off the sidewalk and wetting her shoes; who knows, maybe her socks too.

I watched her through the car window. She adjusted her bag on her shoulder. The skirt hung heavy from the wetness, but the wind that had picked up made it ripple, revealing much more than half of her endless thighs. Her white shirt flowed in the wind like a soaked weathervane. Her torso was dominated by two drenched mountains that jutted forward with power, defined, when the gusts ceased, by the navy blue line of her tie, tracing a figure as solid as it was immodest.

Inés was still there.

Standing.

Motionless.

And I didn't know if she was waiting for me. For me. Or waiting for me to dare.

I took a deep breath. I felt my heart opening like a wound. And then it came to me. As if she were saying it to me again: “Why do you make me feel this?” That question, that barely spoken plea. That phrase that was stronger than the kisses we'd never shared. Stronger than everything. As if she'd handed me a key without knowing it. And then I understood. What she needed wasn't for me to desire her. It was for me to take charge. For me to carry the weight of the game. For me to dare to be who she needed me to be. Not an accomplice. Not even a lover. But the figure who could sustain her surrender without falling apart.

“Why do you make me feel this?” That phrase that hadn't been an accusation, but an opening. A way of yielding by doing the opposite. A way of telling me that I was the one causing the vertigo… and that it was up to me to decide whether to push her or catch her.

And suddenly I felt the impulse.

And my hand went to the door handle.

I opened it.

And as I stepped out, I felt the change: the humid air struck my face like a slap, lashed my arms, my neck, my chest still warm from the car. My body contracted. My muscles tensed as if I were leaping into an abyss. Everything inside me said I shouldn't move forward. But I already was.

I closed the door behind me.

The rain was fine but constant. A murmur on my clothes. A shiver on my skin. It smelled of hot wet cement, of vaporous urbanity. I crossed the street slowly, the soles of my feet tense with each step to keep from slipping; my chest burning, my throat tight. But I kept moving. Without words. Without certainties.

And each step I took toward her revealed more.

Inés remained still. Now her body was illuminated by a ray of light that had broken through the black clouds for the first time in ages. Luminosity and rain. Fresh humidity and heat. Everything was, and was its opposite. Not even she was the same as two minutes before: sitting in my car she'd embodied restraint; but standing, upright, she was something else: even more woman, even more exposed. More complete. More overflowing.

I approached her and noticed that her uniform too, in that instant, was and wasn't a uniform. It seemed a perversion of itself. The white shirt was now almost transparent, clinging to her breasts like a confession. The bra, soaked and thin, showed through with each breath, with each small movement of her shoulders or chest. Her hardened nipples pushed everything outward: the fabric, the formality, the decorum. And right above, that dark blue tie, still tight, still knotted with perfection, as if nothing had happened. As if she insisted on maintaining order while her entire body screamed the opposite.

The skirt, wet, had become a canvas over her skin. The pleats traced the exact path of her thighs. Each curve, each contour, each shadow. Her dark socks clung so tight they seemed part of her flesh. And her shoes gleamed in the reflected light, oblivious to everything, pristine as if nothing could touch them.

Her hair, damp and stuck to the sides of her face, made her skin look clearer, purer, more vulnerable. But there was no fragility.

I was approaching her.

I was trembling.

But Inés wasn't.

She seemed absorbed, pretending she wasn't fully aware that I was nearly upon her.

I drew closer. One more step. Another.

The sound of my footsteps. The distant sound of a car pushing water across flooded pavement.

The runaway rhythm of my heart drove me forward like a dull blow. I was a few meters away and couldn't stop looking at her. I couldn't fully breathe. The distance was physical, but what I felt was something else: a cruel precipice.

And I arrived. And I stopped.

In front of her.

And then, without raising my voice, without thinking, I said:

“Inés… Look at me.”

She did.

She turned her head slowly, as if she'd been waiting for it.

And she looked at me.

And that obedience wasn't submission. It was an exact, measured yielding. A new escalation in her game.

Because in that instant I knew that she, who seemed to be surrendering… was actually testing me.

And I knew that if I didn't act the way she demanded, if I didn't do what I was supposed to, if I didn't become what she expected, all of it, everything, could disappear.


Why me.

She was looking at me. With those gray eyes—alive, burning—that always seemed on the verge of welcoming you, guiding you, but in the end never quite revealed anything. She had obeyed. I'd told her “Look at me…” and she had. But certainty never fully arrived: it was like walking on wet glass, tension suspended in the air, ready to shatter at the slightest gesture.

And the moment that first false welcome ended, holding her gaze became impossible. There was something in her eyes that disarmed you, that pierced your most vulnerable places. As if each pupil were a precious but uncertain mirror. As if she were asking something of you while denying you permission to give it.

I lowered my gaze to escape that intimidation.

But my escape led somewhere far from innocuous: her breasts. Right in front of me. So close. So real. The wet white shirt molded them with overwhelming clarity. Everything showed through with sexual, obscene precision. The soaked bra seemed to be dissolving, lacking the substance to contain her femininity or fight all that moisture. Surrendered to the rain, it didn't contain, didn't hide, didn't protect. It was barely a wet ornament, defeated lace that framed more than it covered. And from it emerged the straps, also visible beneath the white fabric, taut as bridge cables, supporting that exuberance without quite touching it, suspended in the air, barely making contact with her skin.

And then I thought I saw it. What shouldn't have been there. What perhaps wasn't… but seemed to emerge anyway, filtered through the wet fabric. A mirage. A transgression. A revelation. What couldn't be, but was. What wrecked my pulse and shattered my breathing. There, in the white penumbra of the shirt, like a secret filtering through without permission: the soft, overflowing silhouette of impossibly large areolas. Pink. Alive. Pure. Drawn beneath the fabric like a sacred provocation. They didn't just frame the center but spread with obscene breadth, occupying almost the entire front of her breasts. It was brutal, but also beautiful. Hard, raw… and at the same time, as if all that overflowing softness were the exact signature of her femininity.

And it was so excessive that I doubted. I doubted my eyes. I doubted my body. I doubted whether this privilege the rain had granted me might drag me to the very edge of delirium. Because if it was true, if I was really seeing it… logic, judgment, control—all of it would become impossible.

And her nipples, hard and firm, marking the center of that explosion. Pushing against the fabric. Piercing the air. The desire was physical, savage. I felt it in my mouth, in my stomach, in my thighs. It was so intense I had to look away. Not out of modesty. But for survival.

My eyes fled upward. They sought refuge in her neck. The collar of her shirt. Firm. Buttoned all the way up. Tight and soaked. The button held fast, embedded in the fabric as if it were the last remnant of order. And right there, the knot of her tie. Dark blue. Symmetrical. Intact. The line that split her torso in two, like a punishment or a warning. That tie was dry at its center, wet at the edges, adorning a body that could no longer pretend. Everything else had surrendered: the shirt, the skin, the breasts, the air. Everything except that. The norm remained, drawn over flesh like irony. Like a cruel joke. As if the desire pushing from within needed that knot to keep from exploding. I felt that navy line was the norm, was rectitude. It was the negation of everything her body was screaming. And I stared at it, feeling that if that tie gave way, everything else would fall with it.

Something broke then. Not a sound. Not a gesture. An imperceptible but deep tremor. A wordless plea. A breath that shifted rhythm. A slight rise and fall in her chest. A shudder beneath the shirt. Something in her breathed deeper, as if preparing to yield. As if she were willing… but only if I was the one who asked.

And then, as if it weren't me speaking. As if something inside me had switched on, I whispered:

“Loosen your tie.”

My body trembled. I regretted it instantly. I knew my boldness was demanded, but at the same time I didn't feel I had the right to command.

It was the second order. The second to escape me unfiltered. There, standing in front of her, under the light rain wetting my back.

I dared to return to her eyes.

She didn't move. She looked at me with a seriousness I'd never seen. There was no mockery. No mischief. Only that silent evaluation that turned each second into an eternity. And then, with solemn slowness, she brought a hand to her neck. With wet fingers, she slid the knot downward. Barely a centimeter. Just enough for the tie to give. She didn't untie it. Only loosened it. As if removing an invisible binding.

That minimal gesture had an immediate effect. It was as if, by undoing that knot, she had opened a dam inside me. The implicit submission in that movement—so small, so elegant, so precise—overwhelmed me. It made me feel powerful, but also fragile. As if everything depended on my next move. As if she were saying: “Yes, but only if you know how to do it.”

And seeing her like that, I looked at her differently. Dirtier. More obscene. As if that small obedience had awakened something I didn't know lived in me. My left hand went to the right side of her face, my right to the other side. I placed them against the metal shutter of the garage, on both sides of her head. I caged her there. I didn't touch her, but I surrounded her.

Her eyes on mine. My heart pounding. Her body centimeters from me. Her face at an immoral distance.

Her words about what I made her feel. Her obedience to my commands. Everything had brought me here. Everything was asking me to continue.

Her scent called to me. Her sexuality screamed at me. Her game demanded everything of me.

I closed my eyes. My face leaned in. My mouth sought hers. I went for her lips. But she turned her face, barely, with that exact precision she always used to never fully concede. And my lips landed, once more, on her cheek. Hot. Damp. Throbbing.

But I didn't stop.

Because that refusal wasn't flight. It was part of the game. Her game.

And I understood.

She didn't want me to have her lips, at least not like this. She wanted me to seek them. To work for them. To earn them. To be frustrated. To feel the heat and the closeness… and to get nothing. Because that was her surrender. Because that was how she yielded: by resisting. By demanding more of me.

Feeling her skin against my lips sent a jolt through me—adrenaline, desire, arousal—but I wanted more:

I lowered my hands. One settled on her waist, exploring territory she could no longer deny me. And I felt a warm dampness there, lingering, as if her shirt was even wetter in that spot. The other, trembling, moved to the nape of her neck. And there, for the first time, I touched her soaked hair. It felt dense, matted, with heavy strands that clung to my skin at the slightest contact. I pushed them aside carefully, almost shyly, and then my fingers brushed, for an instant, one of her earrings: a small hoop, discreet, cold compared to the heat of her skin. That touch reminded me that not everything about her had surrendered. That there were still ornaments, structures, defenses. But when I cleared the hair completely, I discovered something more than her neck: I discovered the heat. The real heat of her body. Not from her exposed skin, but what gathers between the hair and the nape, where intimacy is born unseen. A closed corner, suffocating, damp.

Then the full force of her scent reached me: not just the soft perfume, but the light sweat, the soaked skin, the salt of someone who'd been out in the rain, and above all, the intoxicating aroma of her hair. And instantly, without closing my eyes, I tilted my face. My mouth approached hers, but not to conquer it, not with the naivety of someone expecting to receive it, but with the acceptance of someone who knows he'll be rejected. I went for her lips knowing I wouldn't have them. That they weren't meant for me. That she wouldn't offer them. I went to take it. To accept that rejection. Because that was the game. Because that's what she needed. Me approaching. Trying. Being frustrated. Doing it anyway.

And so it was.

She turned her face again with that surgical precision, with that exact gesture that seemed trained to refuse without fleeing. And my lips landed, once more, on her cheek: cool from the rain and flushed from her inner heat. But I didn't stop. Because that refusal wasn't flight. It was part of the game. Her game. Because that was how she yielded: by resisting. By demanding more of me.

I didn't stop, because everything was running its course: what she demanded, what she wanted. My immoral pursuit, the boorish trap… but without reward.

My hand on her waist felt the heat seeping through the shirt. That wet fabric was no longer a barrier: it was an amplifier. Touching her through it was like touching an extension of her desire. The fabric clung to her skin, stretched over her flesh, and I felt everything: the curve, the pulse, the slightest tension in her muscles. Her body was a charged surface, vibrating, as if everything in her was pulsing under a single command: endure. Receive. Don't move.

The other hand, still at her nape, finished gently pushing aside the hair that clung to her neck. I cleared it like someone pulling back a damp curtain, revealing a warm, closed, throbbing hollow, where the skin had another scent, denser, more intimate. A living fold that smelled of desire, of confinement. And then I kissed her, on her cheek, again. A clean kiss, audible, slow… And then another, faster, on the edge of her jaw. And then… another, between her ear and her neck. Each kiss was an act of faith, a silent plea, a confession of desire and, above all, a declaration of adoration. Her skin was different with every inch, and so was her scent. The cheek smelled of dampness and heat. The jaw, of held breath. The neck, of something deeper, more carnal, more intimate.

She didn't pull away. Didn't speak. Didn't moan. But she stayed there. Body still. Listening to the sound of those subtle kisses. Eyes half-closed. I felt her breathing deeper. Closer. Her chest barely moved, but it moved. And that small tremor, that expansion of her torso under the soaked shirt, reached me like an echo. Her ribs expanded. Her collarbone tensed. Her neck arched with an elegance that didn't seek to please, but to expose. And I followed it, like someone listening to music they don't yet know how to interpret. Each kiss I placed on her skin was a question without an answer. And each time I kissed her, she stayed there. Receiving. Holding me up. Setting the rhythm from false passivity.

And just then something changed. It wasn't clear, or definitive. But her body sent a signal. A slight arching of her neck, almost a tremor, as if tension ran through her from top to bottom. And I also felt, though I barely saw it, that one of her legs flexed, as if her weight was shifting. As if something inside her wanted to surrender, but without giving in completely yet. And it was there, in the middle of that ambiguous gesture, that I saw her from outside. I visualized her entire body: upright, expectant, with her long legs marking the perfect line of her resistance. And in that image, seen from outside, there was something that hurt me. Because from outside, I knew it, I felt it, it still looked like an unequal scene: a body that harasses… and another that endures.

And then I understood: I wanted to change that image. I needed to break that asymmetry. To see something else. To see her, yes, just as upright, just as tense… but with her legs spread wider. To see, even if only a little, her desire made willing. Her surrender hinted at.

And then, again, as if it weren't me. As if a firm voice had taken hold of me from somewhere else and acted in my place, I whispered:

“Spread your legs…”

The silence that followed was absolute. Her breathing stopped. Her back straightened a little more, as if something inside her, deeper than conscious will, reacted without permission.

But she said nothing.

And then, very slowly, she seemed to yield.

Or hint that she would.

Buried in her neck, I couldn’t know for certain, but something at her waist, a subtle movement under my hand, made me sense she was moving.

A faint vibration, a twist, as if her center shifted slightly, as if her weight changed its axis.

I pictured her movement. Even though I couldn’t see it. Even though I didn’t know for certain.

I imagined her thighs parting… slowly… slightly… with that doubt laced with desire that was always part of her game.

And then… picturing that… pushed me past my limit.

And I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to kiss her without knowing if she’d truly obeyed my command or rejected it. I wanted to kiss her and slide that hand from her waist… toward her flesh, toward her thighs, toward those legs… that might be spreading…

And that doubt burned me. That “maybe” bled me dry more than certainty ever could.

My chest was ready to burst as my hand slid down, from her waist toward her thighs, from her shirt to her skirt… and when, at the same time… I dared to find her lips again…

…And then yes, at last, I felt a different breath, felt from her almost a sigh, almost a gasp… as if a thread of surrender escaped from somewhere deep within.

I felt her signaling it to me…

And it was right then that something startled us.

A car horn. Close. Real. Violent.

We sprang apart as if we’d been burned.

I turned. I saw a dark car, large, high-end. A woman was opening the garage gate with her remote, leaving Inés with nothing to lean against.

And as we moved apart, I wanted to look at her. I wanted to look again at that woman in her soaked uniform. I wanted to look at her as the door opened and the world, suddenly, started moving again. As we withdrew from that entrance, now transformed into the ambiguous edge of something we had almost dared to cross.

I wanted to look at her to understand her. To try to decipher her. What was breaking, what was holding together. Because I knew, with an uneasy certainty, that at any moment, whatever she said, whatever she did, whether it was my fault or not… she would be the one to decide the ending.

I searched for her with my eyes. And found hers.

Eyes that, once again, disarmed me. That unsettled me without violence. That offered no answers but didn’t look away either.

And there they were. Fixed. Serious. Unfathomable. Telling me almost nothing.

Not telling me how far. Or why.

Or why me.


Three mysterious lines.

The sound of that horn had struck me like an unwarranted blow, like an impact from a world I didn’t belong to. Or perhaps it was the opposite: we were the ones who had improvised a new world, transgressive and out of context. That blare had torn me from the place where I was. Which wasn’t a physical place, or even an emotional one. It was something else, more primal, more dense. We were inside it, she and I, in the middle of something that had no name or design, only a wire along which she made me move.

We were forced to step aside a bit more, and I couldn’t think clearly for a few seconds. The car had approached, its wheels defiling the place where so many things had almost happened. Then it descended a ramp, slowly, its enormous tires leaving two soaked trails behind. The sound of the engine mixed with my words, with my last words, with that order still floating in the air: “Spread your legs.” I wondered, shocked, almost ashamed, if I had really said it, if I had spoken it in that tone.

And then, suddenly, Inés. I felt her looking at me, and I searched for her gaze.

Again, indecipherable, but incredibly clear, beautiful. If anything, at that moment, I could glimpse a hint of complicity in her eyes. The overhang no longer protected us. When we’d moved aside, we’d taken a couple of steps outward, and now the fine drops reached our shoulders, our necks, our hair. But it wasn’t raining like before. Or perhaps it was, but I didn’t feel it. Everything had become more enclosed, slower, denser. I wasn’t aware of the water or the thick humidity. Only of her. Of her body in front of mine.

Then, without a word, it happened.

She took one step forward. And then another. She moved with striking softness and a decisiveness that made clear something was about to happen. She placed herself in front of me, very close. She didn’t look at me like someone expecting an answer, but like someone who already knew it.

She brought her hand to mine.

The gesture was so unexpected that I didn’t react. She brushed my fingers with the tips of hers, as if testing the waters, and then took my hand with an almost impossible delicacy. It wasn’t a caress, nor a stolen gesture. It was something only someone who had understood the exact map of the moment could allow herself. She held me with tenderness. A disarming tenderness. And she interlaced her fingers as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

But my chest was exploding.

And then she looked at me intently… and whispered:

“You went a bit too far… didn’t you?”

It wasn’t an accusation, nor a question. It was a soft verdict, intimate, spoken as if there was no need to raise her voice. And yet, it struck me down. I felt myself emptying inside. Her words reached me at an exact point, between desire and guilt, between the voice that had spoken that order and the silence into which I now sank. She was accusing me, yes. But without withdrawing. Her gesture contradicted her words: she held my hand with a sweetness that held no reproach, as if, despite what she had just said, she still wanted me to know she was there, that nothing had broken.

Everything was rushing suddenly, despite her slow, measured movements. Inés came a bit closer. Barely a few centimeters. Enough for her breath to brush my chin. Her mouth approached mine. My pulse raced. My eyes went to her mouth, to that Cupid’s bow outlined with perfection and eroticism. And I thought she was going to kiss me. I relaxed my lips with an involuntary reflex, like someone preparing without meaning to. But she didn’t kiss me.

She whispered:

“I’m leaving… Don’t follow me.”

And in that instant, she released my hand. Without any abruptness. With the same softness she’d used to take it. She withdrew a bit, just enough, as if the contact had been what she needed to tell me, and the words only an inevitable addition.

I remained motionless. The skin of my fingers still trembling, still remembering hers. My back tense. My lips parted a bit more and released air. I felt my body resisting the fact that she was no longer touching me.

And then she tucked part of her hair behind her ear and adjusted the bag on her shoulder. Two gestures of hers, almost ours by now. Two gestures that already felt like the past; gifts for memory. And she turned naturally. As if nothing was happening. As if what we had just been together had no more consequences than those we chose to give it.

She turned completely, and I felt something very close to physical pain.

And she began to walk away, with that slowness of hers, so measured, so controlled, as if each step, each retreat, also said something. And, to my surprise, she did so by descending that cement ramp as well, which told me something, warned me, even accused me. It revealed that this was the garage of her house, and therefore, the woman in the dark car, the one who had interrupted us, had to be someone who lived there. The weight of transgression pressed on my chest. I swallowed hard as I watched her, once more, probably for the last time. I sighed as Inés’s figure began to merge with the shadows, granting me a few last seconds of that image… that I wanted to keep as a memory.

Her shirt, soaked, hung from her shoulders and clung in places to her back, barely tracing the curve of her shoulder blades, the subtle movement of her shoulders as they shifted, and the irregular sway of the fabric at the bottom, where it was already starting to come loose. It didn’t seem like a garment being worn, but dragged along by something deeper. The skirt, also damp, clung to her thighs and fell with agonizing precision to the exact place where I had stopped my hand. In the back, the fabric seemed to tighten with each step, as if clinging to the curves it concealed, barely outlining the shape of full, solid buttocks that couldn’t be fully seen, but could be felt, intuited, provoking with each step a minimal, rhythmic movement. Below, the soaked socks, darkened by the moisture, accompanied her stride with a uniformity as clean as everything about her that seemed to remain firm, even in retreat.

Just before she vanished, she raised her hand and swept her hair forward, a movement that completely exposed her back. That's when I saw it: the bra, outlined beneath the wet shirt, tracing an intimate shape that, for a moment, seemed to reveal itself only for me. And yet, something about that gesture unsettled me. I couldn't interpret it. It wasn't like everything else. This, yes—for the first time—seemed staged. A bit of theater amid her always involuntary beauty. This was the hair I had touched, the neck I had breathed in with desire and excitement, the skin by her ear I had kissed without permission, and yet that gesture didn't fit the fierce naturalness with which she had captivated me without saying a word. As if now, while leaving, she had wanted to leave me one last image—but fabricated, not lived.

And still, I kept watching her. Because that way of leaving—so hers, so determined, so physical—was also a way of saying that what had happened between us was real. That I hadn't imagined it. That what I had touched, what I had commanded, what had trembled beneath my fingers, was there. Still. A few steps from me. But moving away.

The echo of her footsteps faded down the ramp. She turned right. And disappeared.

I was alone. Again.

Then I heard the faint beep of the automatic garage door, and the motor started. The heavy metal panel began to close slowly, with that calm cadence of systems that don't stop for anyone. I turned. I moved without thinking. I walked a couple of steps to the threshold and stayed there, under the overhang, blocking the sensor. The panel stopped first, then retreated the meter or so it had advanced. An electronic buzz hummed beside the halted door.

And then. Nothing. Not a sound. Not a footstep. Only the faint murmur of a dying curtain of rain.

I felt an almost inhuman emptiness.

But at the same time, I felt that something didn't fit.

Because there lingered in my body and memory the reverberation of three facts that didn't align with what Inés had constructed. Three elements that still felt strangely artificial: the way she had intertwined her fingers with mine, with unexpected tenderness—that contact as soft as it was disconcerting, affectionate yet contradicting her accusation. Also that phrase that still grazed something inside me, especially the last part, as if it spoke not only of her leaving but of what I should do: “don't follow me.” And that gesture of sweeping her hair forward, which had forced me to look at her back, her wet shirt, the outline of her bra—suddenly revealing itself as an offering too obvious. It had been a strange, excessive instant, as if she had wanted to leave me a tailor-made memory, something deliberate.
Something that, for the first time, I didn't know whether to believe.

All of that might mean nothing. Or be a trap. Or a way of testing me. I couldn't help but think so. As if she had left me a sequence of confusing marks to see if I was capable of following them. Though it could also be the opposite. It could be that I was clinging to signals that didn't exist, searching for clues where there were nothing but loose gestures. I didn't know if I should obey her or not. I didn't know if what she had told me, that way of looking at me, of touching me, of leaving, had been a final farewell or a covert challenge.

I only knew that I was standing there, still. Dazed, confused, not knowing what to do.

But the worst part wasn't the immobility—it was that growing pressure accumulating in my chest. Something inside me didn't accept that it had ended like this. Not after how she had looked at me. Not after how she had held my hand. Not after that gesture that, for the first time, seemed out of place. And that was precisely what pushed me: the contradiction. That something didn't quite fit. That her body said one thing and her words another. That gesture, so measured, so subtly obscene, didn't belong to her usual language. It was as if the script she had followed so precisely had failed on one line. Or rather on three lines. Three mysterious lines.

It wasn't a decision. It was something more raw, more visceral. The sensation that if I didn't move, if I didn't look for her, I was going to become another version of myself. One I didn't want to be.

I turned toward the ramp.

No more time for doubt.

My legs began carrying me down the sloped cement.

Descending. Going down.

Going down without knowing if I was chasing her or chasing what I had just lost.


Letting it be.

Even as I moved inside, even as I left the freedom of the open air behind, the humidity seemed to thicken, second by second, as I descended. Each step echoed dully against the cement, as if I were entering another temperature, another state of being. Everything felt slower down there, as if the air had filled with something invisible, a formless fog that wrapped around me, pressing down on my neck and arms.

I couldn’t tell if I was moving forward or if the ground was swallowing me. The hum of the fluorescent lights merged with the sweat on my skin and the faint sheen of my damp clothes. And with each step, a suffocating thought grew inside me: that she wouldn’t be there anymore. That she would have slipped through some door and vanished without a trace. That the ramp, the wet back of her uniform shirt, the outline of her bra—all of it had been a final appearance. A retreat planned down to the smallest detail. That I had lost her by not daring sooner.

And then I heard footsteps. But I knew instantly they weren’t hers. They sounded sharp, decisive, like hard heels striking the rough, cold floor. A sure, firm rhythm, but more hurried, and at the same time more routine. Definitely heels, not Inés’s shoes. I immediately realized those clipped sounds came from the woman in the car, the one who had barged into our world without permission. I imagined her heading toward a door, toward stairs or an elevator, not knowing—or perhaps knowing all too well—the illicit, transgressive, immoral madness she had interrupted.

And then, fully there now—body and soul—in the gloom of that underground garage… without transition, without any chance to brace for the impact, I saw her.

Not the woman in the car. Her.

The wet figure: the soaked shirt, neatly tucked into the dark blue skirt; the socks climbing, unchanged, up her sculpted calves; the shoes pristine and still. She stood about twenty meters away, motionless. In profile, barely turned toward one of the central columns of the garage, phone held near her face, tilted horizontal, like a piece of toast she was bringing to her mouth—probably sending a voice note to someone. With her free hand she adjusted the bag on her shoulder as she spoke, that habitual gesture of hers, mechanical, distracted, as if this were just any moment.

The light was grimy, dim, almost unreal. A fluorescent flickered at the back, and the rest of the garage lay in shadow, as if that entire space had also stopped, waiting for something that wasn’t happening. Then I heard the gate close behind me, heavy, airtight, sealing us in. Around us, a few parked cars—no more than ten or twelve—some completely dry, others splattered with drops and wet reflections. And then I felt it: a new silence.

The woman’s footsteps had faded. Only the two of us remained.

I felt like I hadn’t made a single decision since falling into the trap of that gesture—her hand in her hair. My disobedience to her strange “don’t follow me” was acting through me, taking to a new level the impulse to do exactly the opposite of what I should. I started walking toward her. Heart slamming. Each of my steps echoed against the floor like an intrusion. The echo was louder than I expected, as if the garage were giving me away, as if there were no way to approach without announcing myself.

And still, she didn’t turn around.

Inés slipped her phone into her bag and, with a slight movement, began to walk.

She had to hear my footsteps. Had to notice them. But she didn’t turn around.

And I wondered why she didn’t.

Her walk conveyed determination, but not haste. Her blue skirt seemed to shine in the dry patches and cling to her thighs where it was wettest, molding to her legs with hypnotic perfection. The fabric had taken on a weight that made every movement rawer than ever, and the sway of her hips seemed amplified by the silence of the garage, by the solitude, by the humidity hanging in the air. The shirt, plastered to her body, kept showing more than it covered. It clung in some places and rippled in others, and in that irregular rhythm, her figure seemed more vulnerable, more real, more impossible.

And I followed her, trapped between desire and guilt, not knowing how to feel, not knowing how to shake the ugly sensation that I was engaged in something dirty—a pursuit, a form of harassment.

The resonant echo of our footsteps overlapped, mine always the louder. Each step brought me closer to a body it hurt to have felt so near. To a recent memory still alive, still warm, still damp between my fingers. And she, walking ahead of me, seemed to know everything. As if each of her steps were another test. As if she were measuring me without turning around.

But then, something changed.

She didn’t head toward any exit, any door, any escape.

She veered off.

She veered off without a sound, without warning. She slipped between two cars, like someone who knew the exact path. As if she knew I was there. As if she were leading me.

I stopped for a second. My skin burned, but suddenly I felt cold.

And then I moved forward.

My steps grew softer, more cautious. I slipped between the same cars, feeling as though I were crossing an invisible threshold. The light was dimmer there, as if we were leaving one world and entering another. More parked cars: some dry, others wet; another area like the one before, as if it were a reflection, as if we had passed through a mirror. She was just a few meters away, but she still hadn’t turned around. She kept walking, now between two rows of vehicles that formed a narrow corridor, the floor smooth yet slightly uneven.

The dampness on her calves, the way the skirt clung to her ass, the almost choreographed sway of her shirt—everything about her felt like a silent provocation, an unspoken command. As if every part of her body, without revealing more than it should, were speaking to me. I no longer knew if it was her or desire itself walking ahead of me. I only knew I couldn’t stop. That my feet burned with each step. That my chest was pounding at a rhythm impossible to sustain.

She had to know I was there.

She had to feel me.

And yet, she didn't turn around.

She didn't turn around.

And I didn't know if that was what excited me most… or what terrified me most.

Then suddenly, she reached a dead end. She was trapping herself—deliberately.

She'd reached the end. A solid wall. Between two cars.

Her steps stopped. I was almost upon her.

If I spread my arms, I'd touch those cars, left and right. If I reached forward, I'd almost touch her.

And then she pressed herself deeper, sought an even more inescapable spot.

She reached the wall.

And she turned around.

And then I saw her. Face to face. Barely five feet away. And I understood that everything I'd thought about her sexuality—that it was overwhelming, beyond compare—didn't begin to describe what it meant to see her like this, Inés, Inés Lizardi, there, under that pale glow.

My heart pounded in my chest. My hands trembled. She stirred in me a desire I'd never known. A desire so powerful, so intense, so overwhelming, it was almost unpleasant, almost unbearable.

She said nothing. Not a gesture. Not a word. Only her body, motionless, held by that thick silence, her face barely tilted, her eyes locked on mine—gray, impenetrable, but more alive than ever. Her hair, damp, matted from the rain and the heat of that dim hollow, fell down one side of her face, leaving the other completely bare. With a slow movement, as if obeying some secret choreography, she tucked it behind her ear, and that simple gesture revealed the hoop earring, small, subtle, that I remembered. The same one I'd already brushed with my fingers, and had almost caressed with my lips.

And then the world closed in on her.

Her tie, loosened at the knot by my order, hung over her chest like a useless relic of an already broken rule. And beneath it, her white long-sleeved shirt still clung to her torso like subjugated skin, transparent over every curve, every line, every breath. The fabric, soaked and defeated, revealed with obscene clarity what before could only be guessed at. Her breasts, large, firm, beautifully defiant, overflowed a bra incapable of containing them; they spilled out, powerful, pressing the fabric forward and slightly to the sides, jutting, lascivious, uncontainable. The areolas, now clearly visible through the translucent fabric, confirmed that their excessive, brutal, obscene size was real, undeniably real, that they covered almost the entire front of her breasts and seemed to pierce through the shirt and bra like a declaration, a savage proclamation. Pink. Enormous. Agonizingly feminine. A center of gravity that drew me in and broke me.

Her nipples, hard, pointed, cut through the air. They were an open wound against the wet fabric. They seemed to make the fabric itself bristle, to unravel it, as if they wanted to pierce through. They weren't just points of arousal but centers of lust, lascivious buds of sexual power that deformed the wet shirt with overwhelming obscenity. Two beautiful, sharp stigmata that turned the fabric into a surrendered surface, incapable of repressing a femininity that overflowed, that escaped it.

And her bra held nothing. It was ethereal, decorative, an irony. Its straps could easily be made out under the shirt, crossing her shoulders like useless lines against that erotic power impossible to contain. It was as if everything covering her body only served to intensify what it revealed. As if the clothes existed to make me suffer.

And then, unable to breathe… I lowered my gaze.

I lowered my gaze to that skirt—yes, certainly too short. Not just because of what it revealed, but because of what it suggested it could no longer hide. Clinging to her thighs, it traced with precision the upper part of her legs, the perfect tautness of forms I knew, that I had caressed with clumsiness and hunger, and that now came back to me as an amplified, multiplied, unsustainable vision. Her hip, slightly tilted to the right, seemed to ask for an order, a decision, something to break that instant. And beneath all that, the impeccable knee-highs climbed, as always, up her calves, immutable, firm, as if they weren't part of any of this. But they were. They too were part of the punishment. They represented the propriety that never broke down, the part of her that never completely yielded.

There she was. Motionless. Displaying herself. Sexual. Not seeking it. But letting it be.

My throat was a dry tunnel. My hands trembled. Blood hammered at my temples. And still she didn't speak. She didn't smile. She didn't flee. She said nothing.

She just looked at me.

And I didn't know if I was going to kiss her, touch her… or collapse inside myself.

I only knew I had never desired like this. Or that it was possible to desire like this.

Never.

I didn't speak. I didn't think. I didn't step back.

And then something inside me, deeper than judgment, blinder than any known craving, began to move. I approached her. No longer by will, but pulled by something from within. I felt the air between us thicken, felt each step pierce through it as if I were carving a path through a hot, dense, indecent substance.

And she, at that exact moment, pressed her back against the wall.

She did it without violence, without fear. As if she had reached, precisely, the foreseen end. As if that wall were part of her route. But there was something theatrical in the gesture. She had barely moved a few inches, and yet she did it like someone making a point. As if she wanted to exaggerate my pursuit, mark it, make it obvious.

And then, with her face a breath away, she whispered:

“Why… did you follow me…?”

Her voice enveloped me. Softer than the dampness of that space. Warmer than the blood pounding through my arms. I could smell her. The subtle perfume mingling with her wet body, her matted hair, her heavy breathing. I wanted her in a way that no longer let me be myself. I wanted to touch her. With both hands, with my lips, with my eyes open, with my eyes closed. But I couldn't. Something stopped me. Something immense. Something without form or name. Something that felt like fear.

And then, in that fierce stillness, she contradicted herself:

The strap of her bag began to slide down her shoulder. Slowly. She knew I was watching—even admiring—her every gesture. She let it happen as if putting on a show for me. The strap kept sliding down her arm, down the sleeve of her damp white shirt. It slipped, with a soft whisper of sound, to the curve of her bent elbow. And in that instant, without looking away, without changing her tone, she whispered to me, her lips nearly touching mine:

“Why are you following me…? What… are you doing…?”

They weren't innocent questions. They sounded like reproach. Like a warning. As if she were trying to refuse, even as she let the bag slip.

And the bag fell to the floor.

That dry, almost ceremonial sound was an explosion. An echo that swallowed everything else. Her contradictory gesture struck me down. She forbade me while offering herself. She threatened me while disarming herself. The tension clawed at my stomach. My heart pounded with an obscene, brutal, monstrous force.

My hands flew to her waist. To the wet fabric of her shirt. I felt her warmth beneath the soaked cotton, the faint pulse of her belly, the soft curve of a body that didn't pull away. Or maybe I was the one trembling. I leaned in. I couldn't take it anymore. My mouth sought hers. I felt her breath—warm, moist, charged with something I couldn't tell was desire or resistance. She was a breath away. Our breathing mingled. And when I offered my mouth completely, she turned her face.

It wasn't abrupt. It wasn't obvious. It was the smallest gesture, but enough.

Not even her cheek. Just empty space, and the scent of her skin—warm and damp—grazing the corner of my lips like a reproach.

And then my mouth hung there. Suspended. Empty.

I stayed frozen, too far from a mouth that had refused me, too close to a cheek that served as her shield. I felt her breath against mine, irregular, restrained, as if she too were about to shatter. But she didn't. And I, so close to her skin, so lost in her scent, couldn't find a way forward or the courage to stop. It was as if that slight turn of her face had trapped me in a space without rules, without exit, without touch. My lips hovered there, millimeters from her neck, and my hands, still gripping her waist, trembled with a mix of desire and defeat.

And then I looked down. I knew what I would find. I knew the raw sexuality her body displayed, but I wasn't prepared. It was impossible to be. Her areolas—enormous, pink—pressed against the wet fabric of her bra and shirt, exposed without shame, as if they had overcome all resistance. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, straining the fabric, breaking it without breaking it. Her nipples, erect, sharp, pierced through everything and seemed to cry out. Not with urgency, but with an ancient, invincible certainty. Her breasts begged to be touched, licked, kissed, worshiped. But I knew, even then, that I would be denied.

My body screamed. My fingers burned. Everything in me begged.

But what I did was step back.

I pulled away. Not violently. With a quiet pain that was somehow unbearable. And I looked at her.

I said nothing. But she understood. She understood everything.

She understood that I couldn't take it anymore. That I was done with the game. That I couldn't stand the trap any longer. That I couldn't live on that nameless line where you desire without touching, where you touch without kissing, where you kiss without staying.

She didn't seem surprised. She wasn't rattled. She only moved her hand with an almost mocking slowness, knowing the spotlights lit her performance, and smoothed the tie hanging loose over her chest.

And then, staring at me—for the first time inquisitorial, distant, cold—she whispered:

“But you… don't you have a girlfriend?”

And then she lowered her voice even more, as if savoring the name without saying it:

“Aren't you with that teacher…?”


Yes.

Her voice hung there. She didn't finish the sentence. She didn't say her name. She left it suspended, incomplete, as if the name were a knife she didn't want to drive all the way in.

That teacher.

Raquel.

I felt the blow. Physical. As if something had been hurled at my stomach. A sharp crack that left me rooted to the spot, breathless, wordless. It wasn't guilt. It wasn't fear. It was something else: a sickening vertigo, a sensation of falling that wouldn't end. As if in a single second everything had shifted to unfamiliar ground. Ground where I didn't know if I could trust her. I wondered what had changed. Whether she was the same woman who'd let me touch her in the rain, or someone else entirely. More ruthless. More distant. As if the angel I thought I'd been following had suddenly turned into a cruel demon.

I stood frozen. Unable to respond.

And she was still there, barely holding still, her back against the wall, playing up a harassment that wasn't real: the soaked shirt clung to every curve, every movement, every breath. The heat of her body seemed to radiate outward in slow, invisible waves, enveloping me without touching me.

She tilted her head slightly, like someone studying a wound. And then, without softening the edge, without disguising the damage, she added:

“Does she know you're here…?”

The tone was soft. But the opposite of innocent.

It was a question that wasn't really asking. It was an undisguised accusation. Violent. Harsh. Cutting.

“No, she doesn't know,” I finally said, watching her, noting that what hadn't changed was her raw eroticism, her sexuality.

She stared at me, as if she could smell my confusion, as if she savored it.

“She's… married… right?” she pressed, her tone sweet but the content poisoned. All of her, suddenly, was perverse tenderness.

That didn't disarm me—it ignited me. My desire didn't disappear, but alongside it, something else flared up… something like rage.

Her wet skirt clung to her thighs, emphasizing her closed posture, her firm, defiant body. The fabric gleamed where the moisture caught the light. The shirt trembled faintly, barely perceptible, with the rise and fall of her chest. Every part of her seemed like a call, a lure, a weapon.

“True,” I whispered.

I choked on my own pulse after saying it.

I didn't know what she expected from me. A denial, an assault, a collapse. I only knew my body was boiling and my mind was going nowhere. I wondered if this was a trap or a test. Whether I felt more desire now, or spite.

Inés took an almost imperceptible step forward, barely a shift of weight.

Her skirt pulled tighter against her thighs. The shirt swayed with her breathing. Her nipples, hard, sharp, pierced through everything and cut through the space between us.

“And you don't care that she's married?” she whispered, raw, doubling down, making herself unreadable, incomprehensible.

My heart clenched. Another blow I felt physically, internally. An obvious provocation. A forced hostility. My pulse quickened as I watched her—that body bathed in whitish, artificial light that lit up her face, her cheekbones, her lips, and that clinging shirt that shone, revealing effortlessly everything it failed to hide.

The hum of the garage was a distant murmur. The heat of her body sank into my skin.

I saw her. I smelled her. I wanted her. And in that moment, I resented her too.

Suddenly there was no tenderness in her voice. No resentment either. Only that new tone—electric, ambiguous, challenging.

I didn't respond. I stayed still. Feeling the trembling in my hands. The erratic pulse in my temples.

Seeing me like that, hesitant, she barely moved a lock of hair that had fallen over her face.

A minimal gesture, but enough to remind me she was still herself. And that—her being herself—brought me back.

To go to her.

I placed my hands on her waist again. The familiar touch of her damp shirt gave me a small respite amid all the attack, all the change.

She didn't deny me that.

Her back stayed against the wall, still playing up the trap.

Maybe she'd thought my approach would make her doubt. That being a breath away again would make her hesitate.

But it didn't.

Her gray eyes shone with intensity, with resolve.

And then she whispered:

“You still haven't told me why you were spying on me…”

Her words tore through me. My blood boiled in my veins. The pressure of desire and confusion suffocated me.

And then I exploded.

Intoxicated by her scent, by the beauty of her face, by the depth of her gaze, by the feel of her body, so sexual, so obscene beneath her innocent disguise…

I burst.

I burst and told her what she wanted to hear:

“Because you're… hot…”

My voice came out as a murmur. Almost voiceless. My forehead was burning.

It crushed me to feel nothing in her skin, her waist—no spasm, no tremor, no impact at all.

She barely tilted her head, as if savoring my confession. And instead of softening it, accepting it, she threw back another provocation—an even crueler one:

“Oh, really…?” she whispered, lowering her eyelids. “And you're expelling me from school for that too?”

It destroyed me. There was no sadness in her voice, no real reproach. Only that new music—dirty, sharp—that lacerated me without breaking me. I wanted to answer. I didn't know how.

And then I looked down.

And there they were.

Her breasts, soaked and taut beneath the defeated shirt, a breath away from my hands. The areolas—round, pink, wide—straining against the fabric with each breath. The nipples, hard as threats, quivered, resisting, offering themselves. As if modesty and decency didn't exist. As if everything about her screamed yes, that she deserved to be expelled, thrown out for being more woman than we could tolerate, and that I, the worst of all, was there to prove it.

I didn't respond. I couldn't.

She was the one who, in a whisper even dirtier, even crueler, knowing where I had fixed my transgressive gaze, slipped another trap:

“Or is it because of this uniform…?”

She said it accusingly, as if trying to deflect, to downplay it, or pretending not to understand. But her voice, which licked my ear like sweet poison, made clear that she did know, that she had always known, and that she accepted our shame. She knew, from the moment she dressed in the morning, from the moment her shirt brushed her skin, her back, her breasts, from the moment she slid the skirt over her thighs, from the moment she adjusted her tie, from the moment she pulled up her socks, that this uniform—innocent on the others—on her womanly body provoked what it provoked.

And I, discovered, lost, murmured:

“Both things…”

Then I felt a slight convulsion in her body. It wasn't a start. It was something denser, deeper: a shudder that traveled through the space between us. Her breathing changed. Her chest rose and fell, fast, on the verge of spilling over.

That spurred me on. I no longer thought. I only craved. I only felt.

My hand rose, trembling.

My hand traveled up her torso. Over her damp shirt.

And I touched her.

I caressed her right breast, over the soaked shirt, over the useless bra. I felt the heat, the curve, the pressure of her flesh pulsing beneath my fingers. I felt the hardened nipple sink slightly under my fingertips, as if challenging me to continue, to devour her, to fall. The touch shook me. The hardness of her nipple was sharp. The fullness and weight of her breast made me tremble. The softness of her soaked shirt and bra together, combined with the warmth and femininity of that breast, undid me. I felt the roundness of her breast, overflowing, swelling with an immodesty impossible to contain. That it pushed against the wet fabric as if it could no longer stop itself. Every inch of that curve—visible, sharp, insulting—seemed to demand to be caressed and worshipped. The fabric, surrendered and translucent, allowed me to see not only the shape, but the very texture of her skin: every goosebump, every intimate vibration.

And then, in the middle of my caress, I felt her tremble. A brief, slight shudder, almost imperceptible, that didn't disarm her, that didn't defeat her. It was a tremor that made her even more real, more alive, more impossible. A minimal vibration that turned her breast into something pulsing beneath my hand, something that beat, that breathed, that demanded. And my fingers, over her soaked shirt, could feel the wide softness of her areola, the warm roundness of that pink expanse—a woman fully formed, in her fullness. And my thumb moved, sliding slowly over the peak of the hardened nipple, dragging across it from bottom to top, feeling its firmness beneath that defeated fabric, beneath that shirt that seemed to submit to her, and I felt the concentrated heat in a caress that admired, and in a way, also accused.

A brutal, immediate erection shook me.

It wasn't only her touch that overwhelmed me. Her scent invaded me too. The heat and smell of her skin penetrated the fabric like a confession without words.

She didn't pull away.

And then she gave me something more—I thought I heard, felt, a soft sigh.

My gaze didn't abandon what my fingers touched. The pink expanse that crowned her breast hypnotized me. And then, feeling her ragged breathing, I grew bolder. I abandoned the subtle caress over her nipple and her breast and let the palm of my hand, trembling, settle over the full expanse of her wet breast.

Then I felt, in all its power, the living fullness of her breast: warm, swollen, vast, barely containable beneath my fingers. My hand sank and overflowed at the same time, as if trying to contain the impossible. The firmness of her flesh, the slight tremor of her breathing, the swollen tautness of her areolas pulsing beneath the soaked fabric assaulted all my senses. My cock struck against my underwear, against my pants, throbbing in an urgent, brutal, merciless way, as if my desire needed to escape from me, to explode against her.

And while my hand trembled over her shirt, over her bra, over her breast, feeling its fullness and her contained panting, her mouth approached mine, so close I could feel her breath caressing my lips.

And then, in an impeccable tone, much more composed than I could have expected, whispering something that pierced me, she asked:

“And Raquel… That's her name, isn't it?”

And then, after a lascivious, cruel silence, she continued:

“How does she fuck?”

I felt my throat tighten, as if trying to swallow rage, not saliva. She could probably tell. My pulse raced. A dull blow struck my chest. A fresh wound. A warm, dirty rage that, instead of stopping me, pushed me forward. Something was changing in me.

I lifted my head. I looked into her eyes. A gray abyss stared back at me.

And then, while my hand kept caressing that wet breast and she allowed it, while my fingers felt the tension, the sweetness and brutality of her body spilling over, I whispered, my voice wounded:

“Well…”

And then, wanting to finally be the one to take the initiative, I whispered:

“And that Manu guy… how does he fuck you?”

She didn't pull away. She didn't protest. She didn't back down.

She only said, her voice a thin thread feigning calm:

“Sometimes well…” she tilted her head slightly, brushing my cheek with her damp hair, “sometimes not so much…”

And in that gesture, as if weighing my rebellion, my counterattack, her hands finally moved. Toward me. For the first time. Settling on my hips.

Gaze to gaze. Face to face. Breath to breath. Lip to lip.

I couldn't take it anymore.

I kissed her. My lips sought hers with a need so deep it almost hurt. It was like falling, like jumping without a net, like crashing into something I craved more than I feared. I felt her warmth, the thick air between us, and then, the touch. Finally. At last. Yes. The touch of her lips. Warm. Soft. Slightly salty. Tender to the point of anguish. A moist softness that broke me, that set me on fire in a way I hadn't anticipated. The barely perceptible texture of her wetness against my mouth dragged me deeper; it was a new taste, a sticky warmth that seemed to want to fuse us together. My heart pounded thunderously in my chest. I felt my own tremors passing into her body, seeking her, begging her. And I felt hers too, small, electric, like a pulse vibrating against my skin, inviting me to continue. And when I thought her mouth would open for me, a slight retreat left me suspended on the edge of emptiness. My hand trembled on her soaked breast, clinging to that palpable warmth, to that impossible femininity, to that drenched softness that soaked through the shirt and wet my palm with her living, real heat, while I tried to absorb her subtle escape.

But she didn't let me lose her completely.

She moved forward again, as if correcting a mistake. Her soft, firm lips captured my lower lip between hers, enveloping it, holding it in a tiny, moist, lustful, devastating gesture. She trapped it with slow delicacy, barely moving, caressing, moistening, imprinting her warmth on every sensitive fiber of my flesh. Time seemed to fracture in that suspended instant, where only the touch, the pulse, the shared breath existed. I felt the moisture of her mouth seeping into me, soaking me from within, disarming me without violence. Her lips held mine with a trembling softness that undid me, and I felt her quickened breathing vibrating against my face, a minimal but sexual gasp, as if she, in some hidden corner of herself, was also surrendering.

One, two, three seconds of suspended contact and subtle movement of our lips… until, with the same delicacy with which she had taken me, she released me.

Our faces barely separated.

We looked at each other.

The moisture on my lips, from the eager press of hers, instantly became a memory—immediate yet incredibly real.

And then, still reeling from her touch and without really knowing why—perhaps because I felt too intimidated, perhaps because I was still bewildered, perhaps from the anguish of not knowing the reason behind each of her games—I pulled away further.

And, withdrawing my hand from her breast, I whispered:

“…The orders thing… from before… why?”

She held my gaze. Again, unreadable.

A thought flickered through my mind, fleeting, trembling: “Does that turn you on?” But I didn't have the courage to say it.

Then, with her hands still on my hips, she pressed gently, as if wanting to push me away.

It wasn't a rejection. Or not entirely.

She looked at me again, differently, as if, finally, she was letting me read her.

And in that exchange of gazes, without a word, she spoke to me: with her bright, grayish eyes, she told me that perhaps, just perhaps, she was allowing me to resume that path.


No.

The silence was unreal. Not a rumble from the pipes, not the hum of any hidden machinery, not even the drumming of rain on the surface. As if the entire world had stopped. Even the light seemed dimmer, more distant, washed out. The stillness brought no calm—only anguish. It was a weight. An invisible pressure squeezing my chest and blinding my senses.

She was still there, motionless, though no longer pressed against me. She had barely pulled away—just enough to break the contact of our skin, so that I suddenly felt the absence of her warmth. Her hands stayed close, grazing my waist, but no longer holding me. Her gaze stayed fixed on mine, open now, accessible, as if she were offering me a fragile rope I had to dare to take.

I felt my heartbeat pounding at my temples—irregular, brutal, ragged—as if my body couldn't sustain so much tension. My hands, useless, hovered indecisively in the air between us. The desire was fierce, dense, a silent surge battering me from within. The air between us was humid, hot, saturated like an invisible vapor clouding my lungs.

I knew I had to do something. That I had to say something. That I had to act like the one in charge—but how, when the authority was false, borrowed, contingent on getting it right?

I tried to speak, but the silence trapped my tongue like a viscous dampness sticking to my palate. I couldn't hold her gaze—if I did, I felt she was the one reigning over me, even more than before. If I looked at her cheeks, flushed with heat, I felt more pressured. If I lowered my eyes to her mouth, I knew I would succumb to that recent sweetness that had moistened my lips. If I went lower, to her wet breasts—huge, lush beneath the soaked shirt, with hardened nipples straining like visible points against the fabric—then the entire floor would open beneath my feet.

So I sought refuge.

I let my gaze fall to her tie.

Again, it could save me.

The strip of fabric, dark blue, dripping with moisture, falling straight between her breasts. Barely rising and falling over the voluptuous curve of her bust, seeming—like her—always close yet far from surrendering.

There, in that fragment, I found an exit. A way to sustain the moment.

Forming the words was a struggle. As if I were dragging stones through my throat.

My voice tore through the silence in a broken whisper, clumsy, forced:

“Take off… the tie…”

It wasn't a firm order. It wasn't a clean order. It was barely a whisper disguised as a command.

But she understood.

She understood because the composure in her gaze told me so. She didn't come close to refusing.

My heart was beating with a force impossible to manage, and beyond my excitement, I felt strange inside my own body—as if I were witnessing a version of myself that participated almost against his will, manipulated, performing on cue.

She raised her hands and barely moved her fingers, beginning with a grace so natural it disarmed me even more.

Her hands went to the loose knot—not to undo it completely, but to loosen it a little. Then she paused to undo the top button of her shirt, and her neck breathed, and I felt it, as if it were my own throat being freed. The dampness of her wet shirt made the fabric cling to her neck, and each small movement was an intimate spectacle. Her fingers, soft yet firm, worked in silence, though I could hear my own breathing and imagined hers. She worked while looking at me, but in her eyes there was no challenge—only a kind of serenity, a logical obedience, like when I had simply ordered the blinds lowered in class. I spoke, and it was done. Because that's how it should be. I thought then that perhaps that was it—that perhaps she had seen something in those banal orders that had somehow made her choose me, and perhaps that's why we were there.

The heat struck me from all sides. The dimness of the garage seemed to close in a little more around us. I felt the entire world shrinking before that minimal act—one that wasn't just about undoing a knot of fabric, but represented much more.

Then, in a single gesture—drawn out, slow, measured—with one smooth caress, she slid the tie upward, freeing it from her soaked neck. The tie slipped over her head, through her wet hair, and then she let it fall, limp, damp, like a surrendered serpent, onto her bag.

So oppressive was the silence that the impact could be heard. So sharp and pale was the light that I could make out a dampness—perhaps drops, perhaps perspiration—in the very center of her collarbone, a space now visible because she had undone that top button.

That symbol of the norm disappeared. Her torso was no longer divided in two by the navy blue line; it was all pure white, barely crossed by a strip of buttons running down the center, from the waist of her skirt to the last closed button. But her breasts still swelled with equal power, overflowing the wet shirt, rendering it useless. She barely moved, like someone breathing without wanting to give herself away, and that minimal gesture was enough: the fabric tensed over her chest, marking the contained sway, the firm press of her hardened nipples. A wave of heat shot through my lower belly, harsh, dense, as if desire itself had occupied my body from within. Each of her curves seemed to pulse visibly, flooding me with an anxiety I no longer knew how to contain.

That involuntary display hit me with raw sexual force. An urgent, uncontrolled, guilty erection. But she struck me throughout my entire body. I trembled—not from fear. Not from cold sweat. I trembled with desire, with anguish, with a dirty, primitive need that burned me from within.

And I knew she could read that longing in me too. That she sensed it in my pulse, in my ragged breathing, in the trembling of my hands, in the wetness of my eyes.

My gaze returned to her neck. To that new space, open, vulnerable, where the fabric no longer pressed tight. I watched the moisture there—not static but flowing along her collarbone, as if seeking to trail downward, toward her breasts.

And I knew it wasn't enough.

The yearning tore me apart inside. The craving for more. More skin, more surrender, more proof that this was real.

But I also knew that asking risked everything. That one wrong move could shatter it all.

I lowered my eyes. Instinctively. As if my body were seeking refuge in an even more primal desire.

Her thighs. The soaked skirt clinging to her skin, tracing the shape of her legs like a second layer. The hem, dark with water, hugged her upper thighs. So close.

I didn't think. I didn't reason. I just spoke, the whisper dragging out of me as if it burned:

“Pull up… your skirt… a little…”

The words weren't firm. They weren't clean. They came out broken, hesitant, like everything in me.

I felt desire. And I felt shame. I sensed, too, that she savored my blush.

She didn't respond.

She didn't ask.

She simply lowered her eyelids for an instant, as if absorbing the command, and then, unhurried, let one hand slide down her side until it found the edge of the skirt.

My mouth went dry.

Every second felt eternal.

Her fingers, slow and sure, barely pulled upward.

The skirt rose an inch. Just an inch. Enough to reveal a bit more thigh, to stretch the fabric even tighter against her skin, to make me burn with desire and frustration all at once.

It wasn't full obedience.

It was a minimal concession, measured, like someone offering a crumb just to savor another's desperation.

My breathing grew even more erratic. My throat burned. My cock throbbed with humiliating violence against the prison of my pants—a hardness I desperately wished were hidden.

And then… she did something strange. Something out of context. A gesture that immediately reminded me of that other inexplicable movement with her hair, going down the garage ramp. She adjusted her shirt slightly. A minimal movement, as if settling the fabric where the edge met the waist of the skirt. As if she wanted to smooth it. Or tighten it. Or undo some invisible wrinkle.

That gesture tore at me. I didn't know if it was a warning, a trap, or a concession. I didn't know if it meant “this is where it ends” or “you can continue.” My mind blazed with a thousand doubts, a thousand fears. But my eyes, defeated, could no longer look away from her body. I saw her breasts, enormous, vibrant, soaked beneath the clinging shirt. I saw her hardened nipples, obscenely visible, impossible to ignore. Every curve, every shadow, every tremor of her skin seemed to call to me, drag me under, annihilate me. And the pounding in my temples, brutal and sharp, pushed me forward. I felt my cock throbbing, relentless, against the cage of my pants. I felt the vertigo, the fear, and alongside them, blind faith.

And then, without thinking, I took a step toward her. A single step, but enough to bring me very close. So close I could smell the dampness of her skin, the perfume at her neck, the invisible heat radiating from her body. I leaned toward her. I raised my gaze to her eyes, so open, so inscrutable, and with a whisper barely more than a thread, I dared:

“Unbutton… your shirt…”

It wasn't an order. Not entirely. It was a plea disguised as authority. A leap into the void. She didn't respond immediately. My chest rose and fell. I felt my own sweat, the buzzing in my ears, the pressure in my lower belly. And then, slowly, she brought her hands to the first button, the one that remained closed over her chest. She brushed the fabric. Barely touched the button. She seemed to weigh the moment, the gravity of the gesture.

As if needing to see every movement with absolute clarity, I pulled back slightly, barely an inch, just enough to take her in better. My breathing grew even more irregular. My eyes, desperate, absorbed every detail: the way her fingers rested there, the tension coiled in her gesture, the almost imperceptible trembling of her wet shirt against her skin. And in my mind, inevitably, the image formed: what it would be like to see her chest freed from that fabric, how her bra, soaked and yielding, would mold to her generous shape, how the wet fabric would cling to the living curve of her breasts, how the minimal lace, if it even existed, could barely contain the magnitude of her latent, vibrant flesh. How her nipples, already hard and sharp beneath the shirt, would press even more visibly against that surrendered fabric, without barriers. It was a spectacle I wasn't seeing, but one my desire wove in my mind with brutal, relentless, humiliating clarity. And when I thought she was going to obey, when the vertigo was annihilating me… she lowered her hands. And in a soft whisper, almost sweet, she murmured:

“That… no…”


Dirty happiness.

Despite her blunt rejection, I didn't break. Or not completely. Something in me—an instinct, a lingering clarity, or perhaps the memory of her body's trembling—told me that “no” wasn't an insurmountable wall, but a subtle detour, like a channel that guides the current without stopping it, like a gate barely ajar that regulates the flow instead of closing it. I didn't know why I knew it. I didn't reason it out. I just felt it.

And instead of pulling back, I leaned toward her. I sought her neck, her warmth, her scent, like someone seeking a lost refuge, with the deep certainty that what had already been conquered couldn't be denied me. I lowered my face slowly, in a movement that wasn't rebellion but contained longing, and buried it in the curve of her neck, where the wet hair left exposed the trembling, perfumed skin beside the tiny earring dangling from her ear. She welcomed me, accepting that yes, what had been conquered was accepted as given. And I breathed in her warmth. The living warmth of her skin. I closed my eyes for a second and let her scent flood my senses.

I placed my right hand on her waist, feeling the slight tremor of her flesh beneath the soaked fabric. It wasn't an assault. It wasn't a taking. It was a caress that claimed something that, somehow, already belonged to me. Her waist, firm in flesh but soft in fabric and skin, seemed to be waiting for me. Seemed to remember that I had already held it like this before. That it had already yielded beneath my fingers.

And then, more courage—again spurred by going where I had already been: my lips barely grazed the hollow of her neck, without quite kissing her, only absorbing the nearness, only anchoring myself to her so as not to succumb to the trembling that ran through me head to toe. The heat of her body was a slow bonfire that licked my skin through the wet shirt, through the air itself, setting me ablaze in a way I didn't know how to bear.

I stayed there, still, breathing her in, barely squeezing her waist between my trembling fingers, feeling the slight sway of her chest against mine, the silent vibration of her heartbeats, as if all of her were contained, waiting for me. There were no words. No orders. Only that shared warmth, that unspoken pact, that minimal space where we continued to exist. My entire body, pulsing, surrendered to her scent, to her touch, to her presence. And her silence, her apparent stillness, her refusal to pull away, spoke to me of a permission deeper than any explicit consent. A permission I was barely beginning to dare to unravel.

And then, when I least expected it, when my entire body was nothing more than a knot of suspended tension, it happened. I felt her lips, soft and warm, settle on my cheek. A brief kiss. Sweet. Soft but audible. An almost childlike kiss, but charged with a tenderness so obscene it stole my breath. A kiss that didn't bite, that didn't provoke, that didn't demand anything. It just gave itself. A brush of her lips against my skin, so candid and yet with an undercurrent of lust so strange that it made me shudder as if my soul had been pierced.

I didn't understand how she was capable of conveying that mixture. Again the oxymoron of two opposing elements. And then she, after placing one of her hands on my hip with inhuman delicacy, repeated the gesture. Another kiss. A little lower, a little longer. I noticed the slight wet click of her mouth against my skin, the tender texture of her lips, the warm moisture that remained there, like an invisible burn. The tremor of her breath on my cheek was like a caress I couldn't see but felt pierce every fiber of my face. Each kiss was a heartbeat, a silent affirmation, a minimal yet devastating surrender.

Almost without thinking, obeying an urgency I couldn't rationalize, I slid my left hand toward her face, touching her with reverent clumsiness, like someone touching something fragile and sacred. My fingers found the wet curve of her jaw, the pulsing warmth of her skin. She didn't pull away. And then, very slowly, I brought my lips to her cheek and returned the gesture: a kiss. A contained, respectful, long, hot, moist kiss. A kiss meant to thank and, at the same time, to ask.

Her behavior, chaste in deeds and lascivious in latency, made something change in me. It wasn't lust, it wasn't the violence of pent-up desire. It was something else. Something deeper, more intense. And completely unknown.

She, as if she had intuited that change, tilted her head back a little. Not obviously, not theatrically. Just a subtle, natural gesture, as if she wanted to offer it to me: the delicate expanse of skin exposed between the edge of the shirt, the hair swirled at her nape, and the collarbone—moist, perfumed, vulnerable.

I didn't think about it. I slid my hand gently, seeking the narrow space between the collar of her soaked shirt and the warm pulse of her skin. The back of my fingers slid beneath the waterlogged fabric, while my fingertips touched her, advancing slowly. And then, while my hand invaded one side, I brought my lips to the opposite: I kissed her on the neck, right where the heat of her body seemed to merge with the surrendered perfume of her wet skin. It was a brief, trembling, almost anguished kiss. I tasted the salty flavor of her sweat, the slight tremor that wasn't yet surrender but a vibrant tension beneath my lips. That mixture pierced me entirely, making my cock pulse with desperate, uncontrollable violence.

And I was searching for a tremor, a sigh, a hint of surrender. Something.

But it didn't come.

Only silence. A dense, charged silence, like wet cloth wrapped around us. And though she didn't moan or surrender completely, though her body remained tense and expectant, I felt my own breathing—agitated, ragged—break the air between us. And I don't know why, but in that moment I wasn't ashamed. I didn't try to hide it. I wanted her to feel it. To hear it.

And then something inside me, something I didn't know I possessed, something dark and primitive, grew bold. As if those kisses… that minimal silent surrender… had granted me a right I didn't have. My hand, which rested on the wet curve of her neck, descended. Slowly. With anxious clumsiness. Grazing the tense line of her collarbone, descending until it found the first closed button of her shirt. That button she had denied me.

My fingers, trembling but determined, groped for the fabric.

And just as my nails grazed the edge of the button, she spoke.

“No…” she whispered.

It wasn't a harsh refusal. It was barely a breath, a low whisper, like a warning dripping with poisonous sweetness. And then her hand, which had been resting on my hip, moved with measured speed and pulled mine away from the fabric, denying me that advance. I froze, throat tight, trapped between frustration and adoration.

But then it happened.

Her hand, agile, precise, descended again. It grazed my waist. And with a movement that left me breathless, it descended further.

The impact was brutal.

I couldn't breathe.

My heart pounded.

I felt my ribs constricting.

Her fingers, slender and soft, slid over the obvious bulge in my pants.

I trembled. My legs went weak. I breathed against her neck, exhaled there, shamelessly revealing what that change did to me—that touch, that initiative of hers.

It wasn't a casual touch, nor a brief one. It was a deliberate journey, a slow stroke, as if she were mapping my arousal. I felt her fingers slide from one end to the other, tracing the swollen, hard shape of my cock. The shock of her caress shot through my body like lightning.

My body reacted with an involuntary jolt—a reflex, almost overwhelming, as if her touch had connected me to a live wire. And then, swinging from one extreme to another in seconds, I felt true shame. Not for the desire laid bare, not for my obvious hardness, but for the total exposure of my fragility.

She, on the other hand, seemed to savor it. Her fingers traced the outline of my cock, barely pressing, emphasizing the throbbing hardness straining against my pants. There was no hurry in her gesture. No innocence. Only that precision of hers, cold yet warm, always incendiary, seeming to relish every small reaction from my body—and yet, at the same time, it felt logical, natural, the inevitable consequence of her being who she was.

And I felt her caress devastating me, each pass of her hand over my arousal sinking me deeper into an abyss that overwhelmed me, dragging me to places where I controlled nothing.

My desire overflowed. She beguiled me. Blinded me. Drove me. But I also acted that way because of a certainty, perhaps fragile, that what I'd touched once wouldn't be denied me again.

So I knew I was going to do it. Knew I was going to dare. Knew I was going to change.

My right hand kept gripping her waist with light, symbolic pressure, while my left, which she'd pushed away from her button, sought another path. It moved without asking permission, carrying the news of my transformation, without her knowing it yet.

I wasn't going to be subtle anymore.

Not like before.

Not like that first restrained, measured, respectful caress.

This time my hand descended, tracing her neckline over her shirt with my fingertips, throbbing with tension, aware of the audacity of what was coming. And then it happened—once my hand reached its destination, it acted, obedient… it opened, cupping her entirely, or trying to, her whole soaked tit, all her living flesh under the wet shirt. I squeezed, I kneaded. I felt my palm conform to the warm expanse of her breast, to the press of her skin against the yielding fabric, to the frantic pulse that seemed to be born there, under my fingers, under my pressure, as if her body could no longer hide it.

The sense of her power overwhelmed me.

She felt my hardness surge again.

But Inés didn't pull away.

She didn't protest.

On the contrary.

Her fingers, which had been tracing my cock like a brush aware of its work, grew firm. Suddenly, her whole palm—open, firm—settled over my crotch. She rubbed me. From bottom to top. For the first time, I was leading—I had initiated the shift from warm caress to lascivious pressure, and she followed. She did it with a bit of caution at first, but then more boldly. She did it like someone staking a claim, like someone taking what was hers. Her friction shook me.

A silent gasp escaped me.

And then, while my hand squeezed her breast, while my thumb grazed her hardened nipple, I felt something new in her.

A sigh.

A light, trembling sigh, wrenched from her, that vibrated almost against my mouth, against my ear. And after that tremor, barely audible, a small “Ahh…” escaped her lips, like a tiny crack in her armor, real, beyond any calculation.

Now, finally, a true gasp.

The signal my instincts had been waiting for.

I didn't hesitate. That sound was a revelation, a permission, a crack in her fortress, and I seized it with all the urgency of my desire.

I kneaded her breast with more roughness, more hunger, more abandon. It was no longer the sweet caress. It was raw hunger. The primitive groping that claimed her entirely. And then, under my fingers, I felt all her power: the full, throbbing weight of her wet breast, the living softness of her flesh spilling beneath the yielding fabric of her shirt, the useless bra—defeated—barely a barrier between her skin and mine. And the nipple, hard and fierce, piercing my palm, erect, vibrating like a heartbeat held back. Each squeeze tore an invisible shudder from her body; each deep press into that generous breast gave back more heat, more moisture, more life.

Responding to that silent brutality, she sighed again. Stronger. Clearer:

“Ahhh…”

A moan from Inés. From Inés Lizardi… Because of me. Because of how I was touching her.

Her hips shifted closer. Her whole palm slid up and down over my hardness. A broad, firm friction that strangled me with pleasure. Each stroke up, each stroke down, each brush of her fingers set my body ablaze, made me unsteady on my feet. My cock throbbed, swollen, brutally aware of every caress she lavished on it.

I clung to her breast.

But it wasn't enough. I made another move. Something instinctive. Without thinking. I lifted it in my hand… and then let it fall… and felt its voluptuous weight bounce slightly, felt the hot mass of her tit vibrate, pulse against my palm. The bra, reduced to a useless cobweb under the wet shirt, was no longer a barrier: it was barely a visual concession, something that grazed her skin without protecting it, without hiding it. I felt her hard nipple, insistent, digging into the center of my palm like a sharpened stone. Her breast, wet, straining under the useless shirt, was too much: too full, too warm, too alive to be contained. The soaked fabric, lukewarm, contrasted brutally with her skin, which seemed to boil, vibrate under my palm. That contrast—the lukewarm shirt against the savage heat of her flesh—undid me. The dampness of the fabric multiplied the texture of her skin; her hard nipple grazed my fingers like a silent plea. I couldn't encompass her. I couldn't dominate her pulsing tit. And with a spasm of desire, I squeezed. I sank my hand into all of it, into all that overflowing lushness, and felt her flesh barely yield, vibrate in my hand like something urgent and needy.

And then, again:

“Ah…”

The gift of her moan made my chest explode. My cock jumped.

Her tit overflowed my grip, exceeded my grasp, filled my hand and still there was more flesh, more fullness than I could hold.

And then, again, broken with desire, I squeezed. I sank my fingers, molding her, kneading her without shame, as if I wanted to mark her. I felt the tender resistance of her flesh yielding under my strength, felt her nipple press harder against my hand, swollen, throbbing, surrendered.

And she gasped again:

“Ahhh…”

More broken, dirtier, more real.

And in her response, in that breathlessness, her hand changed too. She gripped my hard cock with more hunger, more boldness. She stroked it now in long movements, dragging her whole palm over my desire-soaked bulge, up to the tip, down to the base, as if she wanted to feel the entire shape of my hardness under her fingers.

I could barely stay on my feet. Each touch, each pressure, each back-and-forth of her hand over my hardness and mine over her breast bound us tighter in a spiral we could no longer name—tenderness or violence or surrender.

My mouth, lost, sought her neck.

I kissed it.

I licked it.

I barely bit it, letting my teeth leave the faintest pressure on her damp skin. I didn't wound her, didn't break her. I only claimed her.

She gasped. A gasp that sank into me like a sweet knife to the chest.

“Aahhh…”

And then, more. Her words, her voice.

I heard it.

A torn whisper.

A whisper charged with everything her body was already telling me:

“N-now… Now… yes…”

The voice. The voice of Inés Lizardi. Asking me.

My heart stopped.

My blood ignited.

I understood. It wasn't the button. It wasn't the order. I knew what she was asking me.

I moved the hand that still held her waist. I slid my fingers toward her chin, capturing it with a possessive tenderness. I turned her face toward me. Not with violence, not with force, but with a new authority, born from her own permission.

And then, without waiting any longer, I kissed her.

Our lips collided with a violence so sweet it cut off my breath. The first contact was a damp, warm, indescribable explosion. I felt the living softness of her lips, wet, supple, brush against mine in a blind dance, frantic yet trembling with restraint. The smell of her wet skin mixed with the breath escaping from her parted mouth, a sweet aroma, barely saline, that embedded itself in my throat. My hand stayed gripping her breast, feeling the warm, pulsing flesh bulge against my palm, and her hard nipple, like a sweet thorn, throb desperately under the surrendered shirt. And hers, her hand, stayed there, firm, now motionless, fixed against the length of my hard cock, as if marking me, as if sealing me.

And then, as I pressed my lips against hers, I felt her yield. The light pressure of her mouth loosened, opened, like a surrendered flower, like a shared breath that merged with me. I felt her breath mix with mine, vulnerable, inevitable… She opened her mouth for me. That fraction of a second made me explode, but it gave me no respite, no time to enjoy that reality, because, instantly, undoing me… Inés's tongue. It was a liquid caress, alive, brutally sweet. The heat emanating from her was scorching, but at the same time I felt gusts of an impossible coolness. Her tongue moved with a savage grace, innocent and obscene, lustful and sweet, in a perfect rhythm, intuitive, agile. Each touch, each small wet contact of her tongue against mine, was a jolt that reverberated not only there… but lower, and she held that tension in check with her firm hand over my hard cock, calming it, containing it, taming it.

My mind was lost, unable to process it: the wetness of her kiss, the vibrant sweetness of her tongue, the enveloping warmth of her mouth, the indescribable softness of her skin, the scorching touch of her breast rising against me. My whole body couldn’t take it. Too much tenderness, too much lust, too much life crashing all at once against my overwhelmed senses. And then she gave me relief, pulling back for an instant, punctuating her measured retreat with a gasp between our mouths, a soft “ahh…” whimpered there. And then I captured her lips with mine, and the hand on her chin slid down to her skin, slipping between her shirt and her neck to hold her tighter, and I kissed her again, trapping her faint moan between our mouths too. I sealed the whisper of her breath against my tongue. I became aware that it was real, that her lips were drinking from mine, that our tongues were playing. I became aware that it was Inés. That it was her. That I was kissing her.

And I, tangled in her, lost in that wet touch, in that electric back-and-forth, felt my whole body throbbing against hers, felt the trembling of my cock trapped beneath her palm sync with the beating of her heart crushed against my hand. It wasn’t just pleasure. It wasn’t just desire. It was devastation. A dirty happiness, a total surrender, as if, for an instant, my whole body had forgotten shame, fear, sanity.

And suddenly, a crash, a sharp explosion. A metallic echo expanding outward, reaching us.

And a white light—sudden, distant—subtly tore through the dimness.

I pulled away from her without thinking, driven by some atavistic reflex, by sudden fear. Instantly I felt the emptiness where her body had been burning against mine, the brutal loss of her warmth, the cutting cold that took its place. And the moment I pulled back, regret flooded me—violent, total—like a weight crushing my chest.

She stayed motionless, watching me. Her breathing still ragged, her body still trembling beneath the wet shirt, without a hint of surprise. Only that suspended tension, as if she were waiting.

I didn’t know if the heartbeat I heard was mine or hers.

I heard footsteps.

There, beyond the cars. Someone.

Someone who had just entered, someone walking unhurriedly, oblivious to us, who hadn’t seen us. Not yet.

But the threat already hung in the air. The thick fear. The knife-edge of being discovered.

I don’t know why I spoke, but I spoke.

My voice came out broken. I whispered:

“Is this your garage…?”

She tucked her hair behind her ear. Like she’d done so many times before.

And in an incredibly sweet voice, her eyes never leaving mine, bathed in the dim glow—the light that had startled us reflecting from far away—she whispered:

“No… It’s… the house next door…”

And then the footsteps grew clearer. I didn’t know if it was one person—there could even be two. With my back to the world, I didn’t turn to gauge how real or imminent the danger was.

But Inés, leaning against the wall with a clearer view of the space than I had, didn’t seem frightened. On the contrary: something murky, something lustful, seemed to be growing inside her. It wasn’t alarm in her eyes, but a strange, dense calm, as if the threat hanging in the air didn’t hold her back—it pushed her further.

She looked at me, aware of the risk, but playing with it…

…and then, without taking her eyes off mine, she brought her hands to the button of her shirt.


“What…?”

She leaned against the wall, her eyes fixed on me. She didn’t blink. No hurry. No doubt.

Somewhere in the distance—impossible to gauge how far—footsteps echoed with a slow rhythm, muffled but growing closer.

The light was there and not there. I figured the motion sensors had activated in a nearby section, but not yet in ours. And I knew that if whoever was walking came a little closer, crossing that invisible threshold, they would see us the instant the light betrayed us—illuminated suddenly, like two prisoners caught mid-escape.

But Inés seemed not only oblivious to the danger—she seemed stimulated by it, perhaps even aroused. Her fingers, with the same grace she showed when writing in class or tucking her hair behind her ear, as if these were movements she savored, toyed with the first button of her shirt.

And then she unbuttoned it.

My breath caught.

I watched, as if in slow motion, as the still-damp fabric yielded under the pressure of her fingers and parted, revealing the line of her cleavage. The warm gleam of her skin emerged through a moisture that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere—impossible now to tell whether it was rain, sweat, or the pure heat of her body.

The footsteps, distant, seemed to my surprise to play a game of fading and returning. One moment I heard them, the next I didn’t. As if whoever was walking hesitated, or stopped for some reason. Sometimes they drew closer, sometimes they faded away. Like a diffuse, latent threat, breathing in rhythm with our bodies without quite shattering them.

And she, poised on that threshold of tension, didn’t stop.

Her fingers, with a calmness that seemed to defy my trembling, found the next button. They barely grazed it. And then, without pause, they undid it. The fabric yielded. Not with violence, not with urgency. It opened like a flower in the warmth of light, revealing more skin, more promise, more vertigo.

I wasn’t breathing. I couldn’t.

The footsteps fell silent again. A thick silence spilled over us, and in it, her fingers moved to the third button. The fabric gave way, the opening grew, and the exact center of her chest—that cleft that until then had been only a line—became geography, barely suggested volume, warm shadow beneath the surrendered shirt. Through the newly opened space, I caught a glimpse of the center of her bra, off-white, less vivid than the white of the shirt, as if it too, already tired of resisting, had surrendered to the game of moisture and pressure.

Her skin glowed, damp and warm, with that intimate radiance that seemed born from within—from desire or provocation—revealing itself just on the edge of being discovered.

And in that instant, she tilted her neck, shaking her wet hair slightly. It was a brief gesture, a small toss that swept aside the bangs that seemed to bother her. That movement, unexpected and real, struck me as exquisitely natural.

The footsteps returned. A faint, irregular echo. But she wasn’t looking toward the threat. Only at me.

Then a dry, electric click echoed through the garage’s dimness like a whip crack of reality. The sound of a car unlocking, perhaps by remote. A brief beep, distant, and then the almost imperceptible flicker of lights in the darkness.

Inés didn’t startle. She didn’t stop.

With a deliberateness that seemed rehearsed and, at the same time, completely spontaneous, she brought her hands to the sides of her shirt and pulled it upward, freeing it from her skirt. The movement was smooth but left a tremor in the air, as if by untucking the shirt she had released not only fabric but also a pent-up current. The fold of wet fabric resisted for an instant before giving way.

More footsteps.

Different. One heavier, another lighter.

I trembled. I didn’t know if it was from fear or from the indecent beauty of what was unfolding before me, barely a meter away.

She brought her hands to the next button. Her fingers didn’t hesitate.

I wasn’t breathing. My gaze fixed on a single point: that exact place where the bra was exposed, where Inés’s breasts rested and, at the same time, rose and fell, keeping pace with each small movement of her held breath. They weren’t compressed but alive, flowing with lascivious freedom, revealing the soft, taut curve where her breasts began—that pulsing line that seemed to beg for release, as if seeking to escape their flimsy confinement.

The sound of a car door. The noise of movement. And a second later, the slam: not abrupt, but forceful.

I thought I saw a slight shift in Inés’s expression. A minimal, fleeting flash, like wordless disappointment. Something like frustrated expectation, or postponed desire.

And then, without hesitation, she unbuttoned the last two buttons.

One.

Then another.

The shirt, finally unbuttoned, didn’t move. It remained in place, held by her posture, by the moisture clinging to her body. The effect was one of partial surrender, barely a gap between the fabric, leaving exposed her flat belly, the center line of her bra, and the subtle, pulsing cleavage of her breasts.

Her navel gleamed in the dimness with a faint reflection, as if it breathed on its own. And higher up, the center of her strained bra jutted out like a threshold about to break. The fabric barely contained the vibrant fullness of her breasts and was thinner than the shirt, more translucent, forcing my eyes to trace the outline of her areolas, wide and round. Pink. Pulsing.

Then she gathered all her hair with both hands. It was the slightest movement, barely there, yet charged with unbearable sensuality. She swept the damp hair to one side, and just as a motor roared in the distance, draped the whole mane over her back, leaving her chest exposed yet veiled, in that “yes but no” I didn’t know would last forever.

The dampness. The glow. The sheer transparency revealed everything to me again. I could see how the yielding fabric of her bra clung to her, hiding almost nothing. Her areolas, enormous, overflowed their confinement as if designed to astonish.

My cock throbbed and strained against the prison of my pants. My shaft traced upward and diagonally—twisted, crude, misaligned—contrasting with Inés’s harmonious, symmetrical posture.

The murmur of a car starting up. The distant flow of water through a pipe. And her eyes, fixed on mine, knowing without doubt, without shame, what was between my legs. My crude, trembling hardness. And then it happened:

She brought her hands to the edges of her shirt, one on each side, and with a deliberate movement, parted them. The gesture suddenly became explicit, even disturbing: she arched her torso slightly, forward, toward me, and the opening—that channel of skin and bra—spread apart with brutal force. Her body offered itself with severe lasciviousness, shameless without being vulgar, and my breath caught. This wasn’t just an image; it was something more. Inés’s breasts, trapped by flimsy fabric that had no hope of containing them, seemed to vibrate and feel without restraint. They filled the bra formlessly, structurelessly, as if deforming it, as if defying it. The fabric was soaked. The wet cotton clung to her skin, tracing the full relief of her breasts, the pink of her enormous areolas, the sexual protrusion of her nipples. It wasn’t lingerie for her age. It wasn’t lingerie for anyone. It was a poetic and cruel confinement that only exhibited her more.

My gaze descended, disturbed, perhaps fleeing, toward her flat belly, to her navel, which glinted like a tiny beacon in the dim light. There was a soft glow, almost lunar, that seemed to emanate from it, as if it too were breathing. And higher up, right at the center of her bra, a small metallic clasp gleamed, radiating a light that captured my gaze.

The sound of the garage door opening. The roar of a motor lifting a car up the ramp.

Inés, her uniform shirt pulled apart on either side of her breasts, brought her hands to the front clasp of her bra.

I couldn’t breathe.

My cock lurched. I even felt pain.

The tension in my muscles was unbearable.

I looked into her eyes. There was mystery but also invitation. The car was leaving. The shadows protected us. Silence stood guard.

I no longer had an excuse.

I knew it. She was laying down the challenge. My astonishment had been punctuated by her fleeting glances toward where she had caressed me, even gripped me hard. As if that clasp would only open if I, first or also, dared.

She gave a subtle shake of her head and hair, fingers still resting there, revealing that this garment could open right at that point—accentuating not only the obscenity and impropriety of the bra, but also the insidious, inevitable suspicion that perhaps she had foreseen everything, knowing this front clasp would grant her a devastating possibility if she ever decided to use it in my presence. At the same time, with her hands still there, she seemed to be proposing an explicit pact.

A pact with obvious terms.

My heart was racing. I didn’t know how I would find the courage to do it.

I felt my blood pounding at my temples. My cock throbbing, straining, trying to convince me.

Her gaze compelled me.

The sound of a belt buckle. The quick, trembling jingle of my belt coming undone.

My hands, moving on autopilot, trembled desperately, while my gaze lost itself in her eyes, her lips, those tits straining against that white lingerie—two lascivious swells that flowed forward and slightly to the sides, seeking opposite paths at the end of their trajectories.

A button. The zipper of my pants. She shook her hair, perhaps for the first time showing a hint of unease, as she lowered her gaze. But above all she conveyed gravity, a dense calm. The serenity of someone weighing, without haste, the value of what lay before her.

My underwear, loose and blue, was soaked. I felt it instantly. I didn’t know if she could see that wetness, but I felt no shame.

And then she opened that clasp, that fastener, that small metallic catch.

The image pierced through me.

My cock lurched, pushing against my drenched underwear.

She drew her hands away, taking with them that opening, taking with them her bra, which parted, which fell aside. Her breasts breathed instantly. I exhaled in a long, ragged breath. My heart stopped. My hands, frozen, went still.

The directness. The totality. The majesty without wet veil, without intervening fabric. Inés Lizardi’s tits. Exposed. In that dim light. Against that faint glow that outlined them like a vision. Like a sharp blow of erotic reality. And they weren’t just any vision. They were free tits, enormous, defiant, belonging to a woman in her prime. Naked before me, in brutal contrast with the balanced slenderness of her body, as if all lasciviousness had concentrated at that single point. An implacable obscenity.

They were a shameless revelation, impossible to bear. An almost pornographic lasciviousness. Excessive. Indecent. Obscene. A brutal provocation that struck my chest and shook my cock in a long, desperate spasm.

I couldn't look away. Her breasts rose and fell with the same slow rhythm as her breathing, a gentle sway, autonomous, seeming to pulse from a center beyond conscious will. They expressed an almost animal tenderness and, at the same time, a carnal femininity, emphatic, as if her entire body had condensed into that center. A vein traced a sinuous, throbbing path, like proof of life. Their size, their weight, defied gravity, sustained only by the shameless youth that held them taut. Their symmetry was so perfect it hurt, like an impossible figure in balance. The upward tilt of her breasts begged to be touched, as if the air alone couldn't contain their volume. Her skin was smooth, with a moist sheen that hypnotized. They seemed to sweat heat, seemed to exude lust. Her breasts were lasciviousness and yet sweetness. Brutality and yet fragility. The areolas, deeply pink and wide, pulsed with their own rhythm, not crowning but occupying, imposing, declaring. And her nipples, firm, erect, showed a shameless hunger and crowned a brimming sexuality.

Weight. Shape. Animality. These were a woman's breasts. Not a girl's. Not an adolescent's. A woman's. Full, vibrant, overflowing. The dim light caressed them like a warm, slow tongue. And I felt them burn in my eyes, lodge themselves like blades of slow fire in my memory. Their carnal, restless exuberance—excessive—in contrast with the timid delicacy of her flat stomach, overwhelmed me. My entire body tightened, the air grew heavy. The beauty of those breasts was cruel. Their lasciviousness, indecent.

I don't know if I trembled. If I stirred. If I shuddered or gasped.

And then she looked at me. She held my gaze. Her mouth parted slightly. She struck me down with a broken sweetness. And in the smallest voice, laced with falsely innocent irony, she said:

“What…?”

She whispered it as if any of this could be acceptable. As if she could look at herself and not tremble. As if she didn't know what she was doing, what she was, what she was showing. As if it wasn't destroying me.

I didn't decide it. My frozen hands did.

Hands that dropped and slid my damp underwear down.

I freed my cock.

My cock came out free. Hard. Horizontal. It breathed. As if it had been suffocating in there.

It throbbed, flushed red, pulsing.

She looked there.

And I felt it. A small crack. A tremor in her body. A spasm in her torso.

Her gaze, subtly flustered. Resting there. On me. Accepting. Acknowledging. Appraising.

Her eyes half-open like that. Her eyelids drooping.

I felt something ignite in me. A sweet rage.

I grew bold.

And then that sudden boldness crystallized into a single word.

“What…?”

I asked. Or answered.


Risk as prayer.

It wasn't a decision. I wasn't doing it to calm myself either—there was no calm to be had. It was the expression of a disorder, physical and emotional, that acted through me and dragged me along. A disorder that had broken loose at the visual impact of what Inés was showing me—a feminine, sexual excess I never would have believed I could witness.

My hand descended, trembling, open, with the urgency of the inevitable. My nervousness and arousal blurred together. My heart pounded. I felt exposed, but not subjugated. Her nakedness intimidated me, but at the same time, sharing that exhibition and that risk made me feel connected to her. As if the greater the madness, the greater the connection. I squeezed the base, then moved slowly upward until I gripped it fully. I felt it: my cock, hard, alive, exposed, throbbing like a restless animal, soaked in desire. The humid air of the garage caressed it with an impossible warmth. The skin, reddened, slipped under my palm, and the pulse—that fierce beat rising from my belly—seemed to surface right there, under my fingers, as if all my blood had concentrated in a single point.

I pulled back the skin… and looked at Inés.

Inés didn't take her eyes off it.

And she didn't move. She stayed there, against the wall, in the dim glow of artificial light that washed over her skin with delicate precision. She stayed there, her white uniform shirt open, her breasts free, exposed, sensual, exquisite—and at the same time lasciviously obscene. Her bra, unclasped and fallen to the sides, hung like a useless scrap of defeated fabric, split apart as if torn. Her breasts rose and fell with her breathing, as if they had a language of their own, as if they spoke for themselves, glistening with moisture.

And I, facing that beauty, creating a filthy contrast, pulled back the skin of my cock again: forward and back. And again. And again. And again. While I watched her. I felt my roughness while taking in the shimmering silkiness of her goose-pimpled skin. I stroked myself slowly. Unsteady. Agitated. With my pants barely lowered, the fabric of my underwear bunched on my thigh, my hand moving up and down, firm, desperate. Teetering on the edge of madness.

Her gaze stayed fixed on my cock, almost constantly. She didn't hide it. She looked at it with a disturbing naturalness. And when her eyes rose again to meet mine, something changed. I saw a new gleam, a different weight. It wasn't just desire. It was something else. Something I still didn't understand.

My glans glistened. Throbbed. Each stroke made it redder, more exposed, more furious. And my hand, at times, stopped—as if to breathe, as if to keep from losing control completely. But each pause was worse. The tension cut through me. I felt the pulse in my throat. The heat between my legs.

I was jerking off. She was watching me. And I felt that something between the two of us was about to explode.

And then she did it.

Without saying anything, without changing the expression on her face, she brought both hands to her sides and slowly lifted her skirt. It wasn't a sharp gesture, but drawn out, as if the provocation needed to linger. The still-wet fabric of the navy blue skirt rose with a faint, damp sound, like a whisper of water.

And suddenly, something gleamed in the dimness, something shimmering, pure white…

My hand stopped, paralyzed by the vertigo of the unexpected. By the impact of seeing that garment—the most intimate, the one that guarded the impossible. The white was pure, almost innocent, a fine elastic fabric that stretched taut, clinging to the edge of her hips. They were there, tight, fitted, vibrant, hinting at the shape of her sex, creating a cruel longing. She, without looking down, without looking at me either, began to lower them.

My heart stopped.

I wasn't breathing.

She did it slowly, with a deliberate pace that, far from concealing, accentuated the exhibitionism. The panties descended like a confession that resisted being fully told, rolling over the smooth skin of her thighs, catching barely halfway down.

My cock hardened. And bounced free. Moving my hand. Which couldn't calm it.

The elastic yielded and bunched in the most intimate hollows, as if it didn't want to let go, as if her flesh itself held it there in a secret game. The pressure on her thighs left a groove, a slight but intense indentation that made her posture even more obscene. My gaze, desperate, strained forward, seeking the revelation, wanting to see everything—but the skirt, treacherous, fell again. It covered the gap, concealed her sex. Denied me.

A mute gasp escaped me. Not audible, but physical. It was frustration itself made flesh. That skirt had been modesty's accomplice, a final line between seeing and imagining. And that drove me mad.

I resumed stroking. The glans was shiny, wet, and my palm slipped effortlessly. I moved, but I had no control. Each stroke upward was a bolt of electricity straight to my chest. Each descent, another demand.

She, in silence, breathed. Barely. As if she breathed through her skin, through the heat, through the gesture. The skirt covering her. The panties tight at mid-thigh. Her breasts pushed the shirt aside with insistent fullness; the garment utterly incapable of overcoming those two barriers to return to its place. Her bra hanging open, undone. Her skin damp, tense, prickling with goosebumps.

I was masturbating. Watching her.

I knew I wouldn't last much longer.

And then my eyes went to hers. And then to her lips. And I remembered what it felt like to have her close.

And I couldn't help it.

It was barely a step. A step between her body and mine, between vision and touch, between the madness of seeing her and the need to touch her. And I took it.

I went toward her like someone who wouldn't survive if he didn't reach her. As if everything I'd lived through until that instant had been only a preamble to what would happen when I closed that distance. I didn't think. I didn't calculate. I only obeyed an impulse I could no longer contain.

I leaned into her. Tilted my face. Searched for her mouth.

But just before contact, when my lips barely grazed the air escaping from hers, she turned her head. She turned away with measured softness, without abruptness, but with the exact precision that prevented the kiss. Her cheek offered itself—warm, wet, alive. And my mouth landed there, lost.

And then a breath. Almost a gasp. A boundary. Or perhaps a postponed invitation.

“Take it… easy…” she whispered.

Her tenderness moved me. It calmed my roughness as if she were the one who was fully grown.

And then, instead of pulling away, she welcomed me. Her cheek against mine. Her breath on my neck. Her hands on my waist. Her entire body, in silence, opening to me without fully yielding. My clothed chest pressed against her bare breasts. I felt them flatten between us, tense, immense, almost too much for her delicate frame. I felt her nipples hard, pressing an undeniable outline against my warm shirt. A shudder ran through my entire body.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, trying to hold her, contain her, though I was the one who could barely hold myself up.

We were pressed together. My cock touched some part of her abdomen, or her skirt, or her shirt.

And then, without warning, she moved.

I felt a sudden touch at my groin. My whole body shuddered. My breath caught. Her hand, brief, quick… She had touched me. She had touched me there. Barely a fraction of a second. An adjustment. A delicate but effective maneuver. And then, a gesture so intimate it left me breathless: she lifted her skirt. She did it in silence, with haste, as if raising a vaporous but opaque curtain.

I didn't understand.

I couldn't grasp what was happening.

I only felt the air—sudden, warm—slip between our bodies, between our skin. And then, the pressure. A warm, wet, living pressure.

My cock, hard, red, horizontal, slipped between us. Between her hidden sex and her panties bunched at mid-thigh. There was no conscious direction. Only a measured accommodation. Her vibrant flesh received mine without resistance. And it stayed there, fitted, tense, breathing in the heat.

My legs trembled.

I felt the contact. The friction. The abyss.

Her breathing changed too. Deeper. Lower.

She said nothing.

And I… I didn't know if I could move, if I should stay like this, if it was a trap or a reward. But the head of my cock was trapped between her thighs, just below her most intimate place.

And everything in me screamed. Everything except my voice.

I was there. My cock, harder than ever, had slipped between her legs. She had guided it in a fleeting instant. I felt the pressure of her wet thighs embracing me on both sides. It was as if my cock pierced through her body. Perhaps it even protruded from the other end.

I knew her pussy was there, just above, throbbing over me, hidden behind her fallen skirt. My cock, wedged between her sex and those taut panties at mid-thigh, stayed still, pulsing and expectant.

I knew that if I flexed my knees slightly… if I dared, I could try.

But I couldn't.

I knew that wasn't allowed.

For some reason, I knew it.

The trembling in my body was so violent it almost made me collapse.

I felt her heat. Her scent. That subtle perfume that was hers, intrinsic, from her own skin, from her nape, from her neck exposed to my touch, with that clean, young sweat that made everything more forbidden. I inhaled, and it was her. It was body. It was contained surrender. Her cheek grazed mine, and there was moisture on her skin, in her breath, in the invisible curve of her collarbone that vibrated against my chest. And her breasts… her breasts flattened against me as if seeking to make themselves felt, to mark their shape, to leave their imprint. I felt her nipples, hardened, pointed, sinking into my shirt, constantly reminding me of her wild and unbridled femininity.

And then my hands released her waist and moved slowly upward, encircled her torso and stopped on her back, over her white shirt—wet, clinging, tense. It wasn't an embrace. It was a way to feel her more. I felt the fabric, felt the sweat, but above all I felt her body. Firm. Serene. It was as if she were telling me she could handle everything, that she was capable of sustaining it all. Even me. Even this cock that trembled between her thighs.

Everything was intimate, yet unknown. Subtle, yet starkly sexual. Clean, yet absolutely forbidden, unbearably obscene.

And then, again, it was her.

Inés did something disconcerting again, something that unsettled me, that undid me, but that ended up feeling natural and even inevitable.

Without uttering a word, without first announcing what she wanted, she placed her hands on my ass.

She did it firmly.

It wasn't a caress.

It was a taking.

A precise gesture that possessed me. Her fingers pressed firmly there, on the tense flesh of my ass.

And then… they pushed me.

They set a rhythm for me.

Her hands, gripping my skin, my flesh, my ass, asked me, ordered me. They told me: move.

And I moved.

Just barely back, just barely forward. The slightest rocking. A faint thrust, like a start, like a mimicry of what I wanted. My cock, wedged between her thighs, grazed her skin in uneven strokes.

I swallowed. I felt her. Felt her chest pounding against mine.

And below—I rubbed against her. Sometimes my cock slid freely, other times caught tight. Sometimes it touched air. Other times, wet flesh.

But it was there.

Rubbing against her.

There was friction. But no real penetration. There didn't seem to be even the slightest chance of entry, of actually doing it. But the pretense was everything. The delirium of being almost inside. Of grinding against nothing. Of fucking the air inches from her pussy.

And she let me do it.

Not only that: she directed me.

Her hands, resting on my ass, didn't let go. They followed the movement. Controlled it. Guided me.

And then we fit together better.

I didn't know how it happened. An angle, a slight adjustment, a movement of hers or mine or both. But suddenly I felt it: some part of my cock grazed the open heat of her sex.

My heart exploded at the sensation. My hands gripped her back, as if claiming her, though she wasn't mine.

I felt it there. Her pussy. Her sex. Naked. Close. Radiating heat. Separated from my cock by barely a thread of invisible wetness, by a sliver of air that was already sex in itself.

And I stopped.

Maybe from fear, from the shock, from the vertigo.

She seemed to hold her breath too.

And then she gasped.

A faint gasp, barely a breath against my ear:

“Ahh…”

A trembling whisper. A stifled moan. A shudder that shot through me.

She had felt the touch too. And I imagined my hard cock, horizontal, pressing flat, spreading the protruding lips of her pussy.

And then I felt her warm breath against my neck, just before she whispered:

“Like that… slowly… as if you were fucking me.”

Her words clung to my skin.

As if you were fucking me.

My heart exploded in my chest.

I felt the world go still. Nothing existed beyond that touch, that voice, that ragged breath setting my rhythm. It wasn't sex. It wasn't total surrender. But it was almost something worse. Something more. A dance at the edge of the abyss. A perfect imitation of the act forbidden to me.

And I moved.

Slow.

In and out.

As if I were fucking her.

And I felt the heat. The friction. The trembling of her sex, open, there. Barely separated. Barely veiled. The sweat between us. The wet pressure of her thighs squeezing and releasing my cock with each sway. Her skirt covering the movement. Her panties pulled down, binding her thighs. Her body pressed into mine. And her voice… whispering…

And I obeyed.

Trembling.

Gasping.

As if I were no longer capable of stopping.

I felt her against me. Inés's bare breasts crushing against my damp shirt, warm, pulsing, bouncing slightly with each sway. I wrapped my arms around her. I held her tight, feeling the trembling of her back under the soaked fabric, the wet curve of her shoulder blades. My breathing mixed with hers.

By the time I realized it, I was the one setting the rhythm. Her hands were still on my ass, but it was my hips driving the tempo, forward and back. And my cock slipped between her thighs, pressed tight, sliding, searching. Sometimes I thought I felt the burning heat of her sex again, like a wet breath caressing the shaft with an incomplete promise.

Then I raised my hands. I slid my mouth toward her neck. I held her by the nape. I caressed her wet hair. With a clumsy, desperate movement, I pulled aside the collar of her shirt. Her skin gleamed. I bit. Soft at first. Then firmer. She shuddered. A faint, trembling gasp, an unbearably sexy “Ahh…” escaped her throat, like a wounded animal. I kissed her neck hungrily, gratefully, as if I could absorb her scent there, her heat. Her collarbone trembled under my lips.

I kissed her neck while I fucked between her thighs. I panted as my hips rocked back and forth. And then another “Ahh…” from Inés as she felt my teeth sink into her exposed neck. She let me, trembling.

And suddenly, a sound. A sharp noise. A metallic slam. Light.

Closer.

A different light. Not like before. A light almost on top of us. Revealing. Exposing.

And footsteps. This time, much closer.

I stopped. A chill ran down my spine.

I felt her tense.

The air went still. We were going to be discovered. I felt the accusation, the impropriety, the shame.

And then, in the middle of my panic, she moved.

Inés. She moved.

With perverse slowness. Forward. Back. Her waist searching. Her pelvis locking in. Her pussy almost grazing. She controlled the movement. For the first time. And she did it with pinpoint precision. An obscene, wet, almost invisible friction. Her flesh enveloping me without taking me.

Emboldened. Excited, again, by the danger.

Her breath in my ear. The touch of our bodies. Her pussy millimeters from that hard, reddened shaft, sliding slick and soaked.

A sigh that became a moan.

“Ahh… Mmm… God…” she whispered, as if all that risk were a prayer.

I lay motionless, heart frozen, flesh surrendered to her shameless rhythm.

She, though, burned hotter with every threat, as if danger made her blossom into her most obscene self.


Inés Lizardi’s Secret.

The light was still there. Closer. More revealing. More real.

And the footsteps. Not like before. Not slow, not erratic. Now they were firm, quick, determined. They didn’t fade away. They were approaching. Crisp footfalls. As if the person knew exactly where they were going. As if they knew they’d find something.

And I… frozen, heart racing, holding my breath.

My hands, which had been tugging at the collar of Inés’s shirt with hunger, almost delirium, dropped back to her back, as if surrendering, as if accepting that I was no longer in control. I felt the dampness of her white shirt, the heat of her skin, the firmness of her body. My chest still brushed against hers. And my cock, trapped between her thighs, kept throbbing with indecent intensity.

But she was the one moving. She was the one breathing harder. She was the one moaning.

“Ahh…” she exhaled softly, releasing a shudder that undid me, as she kept rocking her hips, forward and back… as if she were the one fucking me… Right there. Standing.

And then, to my surprise, she grew more fervent, seized by a strange eagerness: she dug her fingers into my ass. Suddenly. As if claiming me. As if keeping me for herself.

And a spasm shot through me.

I felt an electric jolt that forced my eyes shut. My heart raced. Not from arousal, or not only. It was panic too. Intoxicating panic. Panic like a drug. I felt my pulse in my temple, at the base of my neck, in my throbbing cock…

The pressure of her thighs. Her hands branding me. Her breath in my ear. The heady scent of her neck. Her shirt clinging to her back, under my hands. Her breasts pressing against me. Her arousal fed by the risk of being discovered.

And that light.

That light. Revealing. Accusing.

And I… I could only imagine it: a neighbor. Anyone. Walking to their car. And seeing us. Seeing me.

Me.

A man. Or nearly a middle-aged man. Doing that. Fucking the gap between the thighs of a girl dressed in uniform.

A schoolgirl.

And she was. Even if her unbound breasts suggested otherwise. Even if her attitude said different. Even if her movements were those of a woman who commands and provokes. Even if she was an ageless enigma.

But she was. Dressed in uniform. In a garage. With her panties pulled down to mid-thigh…

…With the adult, seasoned cock of a man… of an older man… between her legs.

My heart was exploding in my chest. I felt a guilty anguish, a dizzying rush that stole my breath.

But she didn’t stop. She didn’t hesitate. Her body kept holding me captive as if in that friction she’d found something, some unknown arousal.

Me, surrendered. Silent. Her, almost fierce. Her, alive. In every moan. In every gesture.

As if risk made her bloom. As if danger made her wet from within.

And then, another sound. Not footsteps, not voices. An electric click, a brief snap in the silence.

The sound of a car starting, very close. Not like the one before. I knew this one was nearby, unmistakable. One, two, maybe three cars away. No more. I felt it pierce me like a bolt of shame that split me in two.

I trembled, my spasm pulling Inés with me.

I heard footsteps. Approaching that nearby car. If they glanced over, they’d see us. If they did, they might come toward us…

And just when fear was devouring me, I felt her fingers again.

Inés.

Digging into me.

Her nails, her fingers, her determination. They clung to my ass with a mix of need and violence, as if gripping me like that was part of the game, or the climax. As if with that grip she could hold together everything we’d created.

“Ahh…” she moaned again, after pushing herself toward me, after grinding against me… after feeling my cock between her thighs, millimeters from her sex.

That sound… undid me… And aroused me. I didn’t know if it was exactly pleasure, couldn’t name the nuance, but I kept feeling her pussy so close… And my cock kept sliding against her… grinding between her smooth thighs in a shameless, indecent, obscene choreography.

We were locked together. She had me with her. She had me inside her, without being inside. Her cheek still pressed against mine, our breath mingling, her full breasts pressing into my chest with each moan, each tremor…

…and below, her pussy, dripping, voracious, invisible, almost brushing my flesh as if it had a life of its own, as if it pulsed with every rise and fall of our breath.

And then another sound. Not metallic this time. Not electric. The soft echo of a door opening. Then the slight creak of someone climbing in. I knew there was only one car between us. The only barrier.

And then, the slam, brief but precise. Sealed.

She didn’t pull away. She didn’t say anything.

Just another sigh.

Another “Ahh…” deeper, calmer, breathed into my ear, as she kept up the subtle sway of her waist, forward and back.

And then came the roar.

The rumble of the engine firing up. The car, finally, moving. The tires on the cement, squealing as they crept forward. It was unmistakable: the car was leaving, pulling away.

And then I felt it. In me. In my chest. In my throat. In my groin. The sound of the car pulling away spurred me on. Shattering the last shred of sanity I had left.

And everything broke.

I broke.

I didn’t think. I didn’t plan. I betrayed.

Her.

Myself.

What we had built with so much fear and so much desire.

I bent my knees slightly.

Once.

And I pushed.

Upward.

My pelvis, like a spring held back for hours, made the forbidden move. It sought her flesh. It sought her entrance. It sought her center. It sought her pussy.

I knew she was there, just above, barely hidden. And the idea that she might be wet enough, open enough, willing enough… It made me explode inside. But I didn’t reach her. I didn’t make it. Because she moved.

She didn’t pull away. She didn’t move back. She didn’t push me. She simply undulated. Shifted her hips. Slid. Just a couple of inches. The smallest, most elegant, most precise gesture in the world.

Avoiding me was an art form.

My cock slipped against something hidden. Failing in its base attempt to invade her.

And then, still, while she kept holding me, each hand on one of my ass cheeks, her voice came. Calm. Serene. Flat.

“Not that…” she whispered.

I froze.

Not from obedience. From devastation.

The car was moving farther away. The sound of the door opening reached us. The new light, which had disturbed me so much, went out, plunging us back into that darkness that protected us.

And, as the car left, Inés pulled away from me.

Her hands left my flesh. My hands released her back. Her withdrawal left my cock throbbing free again, in the air, hard, horizontal. Her skirt fell, hiding a pussy I hadn’t seen but had already tried to assault. Her breasts still pushed her shirt aside with intimidating insistence.

And she looked at me.

Those inscrutable eyes again. That unreadable gaze.

I felt, like never before, the fragility of the moment.

She, under the slanted, shadowed, dim light, covered her breasts with her shirt in two measured movements. She didn’t button it. She just closed it, letting the white veils meet without merging. In just a second or two.

Again, that channel of flesh in the middle. Again her nipples marking the fabric.

And then she crouched down.

She did it absently. As if I didn’t exist.

My heart was exploding. I didn’t understand.

In front of me. Squatting…

She began rummaging in her bag.

I took a step back. With my cock hard. With my pants down to my knees.

From above I watched her rummage there. Her breasts swayed against her torso. Her shirt opened again from her movements.

She grabbed her phone. I was paralyzed with confusion. Uncertainty gnawed at me.

She unlocked it. There, squatting. Below me. In front of me. In front of my hard cock, which wasn’t softening. With her panties still binding her thighs. With her breasts dancing free beneath the white fabric with each movement of her torso.

And she said, throwing me off more than I’d ever been thrown:

“Damn… there’s no signal for a video call down here…”

My hands trembled. My legs gave way. My heart pounded.

I didn’t understand. I couldn’t comprehend it.

I wasn’t breathing.

She fiddled there, on the screen.

And then, deepening my confusion… making me implode… she extended her hand, offered me her phone, and said:

“Well. Here. Record.”

My hand received it automatically. I thought I’d drop it. It trembled. I held it with a feeble grip. My heart pounded so hard I felt I was collapsing forward.

Inés brushed her hair back delicately. Below me. Squatting. In front of my cock.

I, without even knowing what I was doing, raised my arm… I looked at the phone screen… Inés appeared on it. I was recording her. There. Squatting. With her uniform shirt half-open, her hair thrown back, her enormous breasts under the white fabric… And her face. Her face close to a man’s erect, reddened cock. In the gloom of that dim space.

I was focusing on her. Obeying. Without having really decided to.

And then, her voice:

“It's what you wanted… isn't it?”

My hand trembled. My cock throbbed, straining.

Her voice sounded sweet. Yet there was something timid in her gaze.

A gaze directed not at me, but at what was trained on her.

“It's what you wanted… cuckold…” she whispered.

I shivered.

I came undone.

I was falling apart right there.

“So you see… what I do… Manu.”

She said, placing her hands on my thighs.


Dark angel.

I struggled to comprehend what I was seeing. What I was living through. What I was witnessing. Inés, crouching in front of me. Her hands on my thighs. My hard cock, trembling a breath away from her mouth. Her phone screen shaking in my hand like an absurd witness.

Her game. Her trap. Her boyfriend. And me, there.

She was looking at me.

Or not.

Or at something beyond, something I couldn't see.

Desire hit me all at once—animal, hot, irrational. The thought that she might lean closer, that her lips might brush against me, left me breathless. But with the desire came the void. The abyss. The brutal awareness that she wasn't there for me.

A wave of disgust. Another of dark fascination. Another—the strangest—of tenderness. Another of hatred. All at once. All drowning me.

I wanted to touch her. I wanted to push her away. I wanted to ask her to stop.

I did nothing.

I just watched her. Watched her mouth near my cock. Watched her shirt hanging open, the skin, the shame. Or the absence of it.

I was looking at the end of everything. And I knew she wasn't the angel I'd imagined.

And then I did do something. As if it weren't me doing it.

My free hand went to her face. I lifted her chin. My fingers gripped it, tilting it up just slightly, forcing her to look at me. At me. Not at the twisted eye of her phone. Not at her dirty game. The gesture wasn't kind. It was possessive, rough, cruel: a silent revenge.

I was the perverse one.

I didn't recognize myself either.

And for an instant I believed she would allow it. That she would accept my gesture.

But no.

Inés slapped my hand away. Not with that grace of hers, not with that poise that usually saved us from the abyss.

Her other hand pulled back from my thigh.

I saw the sting in her eyes, in her tight lips, in the way her body rejected me.

It hit me like a bullet. And, to my horror, like a jolt of pleasure too.

My left hand hanging in the air, shoved away with spite. My right still holding her phone, recording her, trembling. Her there, crouching in shadow. Her face radiated a dirty eroticism—a dark angel. Her breasts pushed the shirt aside with the same brutal femininity as when she'd been untouchable.

She held my gaze a second too long. Sharp, defiant.

As if measuring the crack we had just opened.

And then she saw where I was looking.

She saw my eyes fixed on her breasts, exposed where the shirt had fallen open again from her movements.

She saw my animal desire, humiliated, helpless. But desire nonetheless.

Her expression hardened.

Without breaking the silence, she brought her hands to her shirt and, in two sharp movements, closed it over her breasts—like someone censoring, like someone forbidding, like someone snatching away something she no longer wanted to share.

But her face remained close to my throbbing cock.

And I thought: and now what? Are you really going to do it? How much of this is real? How much is arousal and how much is a game that isn't for me?

And then she tilted her face… toward my cock.

My heart clenched. My breath caught.

Her lips, wet, parted, hovered dangerously close to my tip. I felt her breath. Not her mouth. Only her breath, hot, uneven, brushing me like a caress that never quite arrived. I stayed frozen, trembling. The phone, my breath, the pulse of my cock—everything trembled.

She parted her lips. Raised her gaze. Her gray eyes held me, swaying.

My cock, hard, thick, long… twitched. Calling to her.

My tip glistened, flushed, wet, in the dim light beside her delicate face.

And then she pulled back a little. Gathered her hair. With both hands. A deliberate pose. An indulgence. She swept it to one side. Not like someone fleeing. Like someone playing. Like someone setting the rhythm, gathering momentum.

And she leaned in. Brought her face closer. I watched her lips, her collarbones. That endless, wide neckline, revealing the swell of her breasts; the shirt had fallen open again.

And then the heat.

Her lips…

The warmth…

And then—nothing.

Because she didn't touch me. She didn't actually touch me. She stopped there, a second, maybe two, long enough for desire to set me on fire, for a part of me to believe it was going to happen, that that cruel mouth was going to surrender.

And then I watched her begin to pull away. It wasn't abrupt, wasn't a sharp rejection like when she'd slapped my hand away; it was a slow decision, almost solemn, as if gathering the pieces of herself to close off, to harden, to let me know that no, she wasn't going to give me even that. She stood without looking at me, as if I were a shadow, something no longer worth seeing.

As she rose, her body nearly grazed mine, and I felt her breasts, still barely covered by the loosely closed shirt, pass through the space between us, leaving a warm trail across my skin like a burn. The movement of her body, the way her skirt clung to her thighs as she straightened, the new tension in her shoulders—everything about her was a silent renunciation, a declaration of war without words. And me there, standing and still recording her like an idiot, still obeying that order that had split me in two.

And suddenly, to my surprise, she leaned slightly toward me. It wasn’t a gesture of tenderness or reconciliation. It wasn’t an offering. It was something else. Something dry, as dirty as everything that had lately preceded it. Her breasts, still full and alive beneath the damp fabric, brushed my torso as she drew closer, and I could feel, in a fleeting touch, the hardness of a stiff nipple, the broken promise of something that wasn’t meant for me.

And then I felt her breath… close… Her lips crashed against mine in a strange and urgent kiss, without tongue, just the brutal heat of her mouth against mine, the raw pressure, the warm saliva mingling unbidden. The wet sound echoed. The touch shook me, because there, in that touch, there seemed to linger a trace of sweetness, a tender certainty of wetness. But the act itself made clear it hadn’t been a kiss of affection. It hadn’t even been a kiss of desire. It was more like a mark, a display of control.

Her breath had affected me, invaded me. As had the fresh fragrance of her damp skin. As had the slight tremor of her barely contained rage. I didn’t understand anything. I didn’t understand anything, and yet I desired her like never before, with a violence that made me burn.

She had placed her hands on my waist, coldly, with painful detachment. The phone was recording something random: perhaps the floor, perhaps her legs, perhaps her skirt.

And then, barely raising her voice, trying not to be picked up by what I still held in my hand, she whispered against my mouth an order that broke me more than any rejection:

“Pretend you’re fucking me. Like before. And keep recording. Fuck him.”

Four sentences that reverberated through my body like four sharp blows. Four hammer strikes that turned me once again into an instrument, an accessory. And before I could react, before I could digest the humiliating impact of her words, Inés turned around… and leaned against the wall, as if offering herself, as if opening the door to a hell with no master.

My cock, my entire body, my soul—all stared at that offered back: that skirt, those pulled-up socks, those thighs, those panties pulled down…

The mixture of confusion, anger, and desire made me tremble, made me want to explode.


It was really her.

She positioned herself with her back to me, motionless, hands pressed against the rough, grayish wall, in a passivity that felt like an insult. I felt humiliated, but at the same time, her “screw him” made me wonder whether this was a game she’d arranged with her boyfriend or revenge for asking her something unacceptable. Her earlier teasing near my cock, that feint of hers, had walked the line between provoking the accessory and humiliating the final recipient.

I raised my gaze. Gift or trap. Real desire or thirst for revenge. The white shirt, wet and clinging to her back, revealed the back of an obscene bra through the fabric—increasingly suspicious, open in front, its flimsy, wilted lace falling apart at the sides. The skirt, indecently hiked up, barely covered the tops of her thighs. And lower down, the curve of her legs gleamed, bathed in sweat and moisture. And just then, I saw it: the gleaming white of her panties, taut, binding her thighs like an immoral restraint, so filthy, so lascivious, that I had to look away, feeling that staring there would be more devastating than touching her.

I was recording. But not really focusing. The phone trembled in my sweaty hand while my cock throbbed violently, each pulse more agonizing than the last, as if it understood nothing of pride or motivations.

I hesitated. I hesitated with all the repugnance in the world, and also with a kind of hypnotic affection that hadn’t disappeared. I hesitated because continuing to obey was humiliating, because faking penetration meant signing a dirty pact that mortified me. I hesitated, but only for an instant. Because I saw then that Inés, without looking at me, barely moving, shifted her weight from one thigh to the other, a slight sway of hips, a gesture so minimal it seemed involuntary, but it hit me like a whip. My cock, throbbing and exposed, seemed to go mad, wanting to close the distance to that body offering itself to me while denying itself at the same time. Closing the space was a betrayal. My breathing came in low, animal gasps, muffled under the weight of my shame. I didn’t know if I was recording her back, her thighs, the perfect curve of her tense ass under the short skirt, or if I was simply recording my own ruin. But it no longer mattered. I went toward her… guilty… driven wild by fierce desire.

I felt rage. I wanted to insult her. I wanted to walk away. I wanted to adore her. I wanted to sink into her until we broke. I wanted to do everything except simply press myself against her body… which was exactly what I finally did: trembling, fearing, desiring. Recording. Feeling her warmth through the skirt, her tense back, her hair falling to one side of her face, over one shoulder.

And I focused, like an automaton, on an indignity, an atrocity, the atrocity:

My cock, brutal and rough, grazed Inés’s skirt—that untouchable skirt that until recently could break me just by watching its slightest ripple in the wind on the street, the one that only needed to rise subtly up her thighs, that only needed her to stand up, to make me shudder; the one that when she crossed her legs in class made me tremble and force myself to look away.

And now it was there. Violated. Trampled by the brutality of my adult flesh. Grazed, contaminated, profaned by my hardened, dark, uncontrollable cock.

The image struck me in the chest like a dagger: her innocent skirt, her back tensing under the white uniform shirt, her disheveled hair falling to one side, her face turned forward, as if nothing, as if nothing were happening, but at the same time with a palpable undercurrent of tension; a barely visible crack that called to me, that pulled me in.

The semi-darkness flickered on the screen of that damned phone trembling in my hand. But the light came from the wet whiteness of her shirt, which bathed my dark, throbbing cock in a clear glow. The contrast between the adult brutality of my cock and the graceful delicacy of her uniform and her form suffocated me. And I, there, recording that obscenity, unable to walk away, unable to resist.

And then something emerged from me, another fissure in my integrity, a yearning to unleash the horror: with my free hand I pulled back the skin of my cock a bit… and then a pink, impossibly wide head throbbed obscenely… I saw it against the dark skirt… I saw it on the bright screen… I shuddered at how grotesque I looked.

I left it there, resting, moist, perhaps already leaking something thick and pungent, and my cock throbbed against the soft fabric of her skirt.

She didn’t move. She said nothing. She simply waited. As if I had become an object, a tool for her dirty theater.

My hand trembled around the phone. I kept recording.

The sound of my breathing was the only thing breaking the silence.

And then, possessed by the need to see, to touch, to feel… I moved my left hand, which, trembling, slid toward the edge of her skirt. I grabbed it clumsily, barely daring, and began to lift it, inch by inch, feeling the soft fabric slip over her moist skin. And then I saw them. I saw her ass. For the first time. It wasn’t a dream, it wasn’t a memory of a furtive touch: it was real. Two perfect hemispheres, taut, pale under the murky light of the garage. Two powerful cheeks, covered in goosebumps that revealed not everything there was control. The impact of what I was seeing struck me, left me barely able to breathe; a forbidden body, a sacred body, a body offered to be… falsely profaned.

The white shirt stuck to her back, the skirt hiked up at the waist, my trembling cock a breath away from her flesh… Everything was a living blasphemy. With the phone still in my right hand, clumsy, sweaty, I brought my tip toward her… My heart was exploding… And then I felt the touch… I felt the contact against the warmth of the hollow between her bare cheeks, the direct touch of my skin against hers, with nothing between us, no excuses. My throbbing flesh slid clumsily through the warm crevice, an animal, moist touch, like an immoral plea recorded in the very air we breathed.

She trembled, just barely. A spasm that struck me, and that at the same time sent a filthy vertigo washing over me, churning my stomach as if I were about to vomit… and at the same time feeling such excitement that I knew if I kept rubbing against her… I could explode. I pressed my lips together and kept rubbing my hard cock against her living flesh, obeying that order, that unworthy performance, to fuck or arouse a spectator who didn’t exist.

She accepted those touches. And she didn't move.

But then, eager to move on to the next act of her performance, she whispered into the silence:

“Put it in…”

The words cut through me like a knife to the gut. It wasn't a plea. It wasn't surrender. It was direction. It was script. It was dirty staging for someone else. She was no longer Inés. Or she was—now, truly, herself.

And she wanted me to pretend. To keep pretending. For the camera to capture the humiliating spectacle she had prepared.

My body trembled with rage and desire. My lips pressed tighter. My cock throbbed against her—wet, twitching, animal. And then she turned her face slightly, as if to finish me off, as if she still needed to drag me deeper, and whispered—dirtier, crueler, more merciless:

“Mmm… Manu… cuckold… this bastard's going to fuck me…”

My fingers trembled on the phone, the frame collapsing. I wasn't recording properly anymore. It barely captured the small of her back, the trembling curve of her exposed ass. And then I stopped thinking.

My legs spread, my knees bent slightly, lowering myself. And then my body, as if possessed, as if cursed, sank forward and pressed into her. I slid my cock between her thighs, letting myself sink into the wet heat escaping from her body, into the tender tightness of her legs, feeling how she trapped me, how her warm flesh closed around me as if wanting to devour me. A dirty, imperfect, desperate friction. A sensation that made me tremble like I'd never trembled in my life.

“Aaahhh…” she moaned. Toward the camera. Fake. Offering a lewd moan, revealing a filthy talent for deception.

A simulated thrust, clumsy, desperate. I pretended to fuck her. I pretended to possess her.

I pulled back a little. I hiked her skirt up higher, and grabbing the navy fabric along with the soaked white hem of her shirt, I crumpled it all between my fingers with restrained violence. Then I half-closed my eyes, aware that my right hand wasn't keeping the camera focused on what was happening—or what was falsely happening. The bundle of fabric trembled just like her skin: I felt the wet, crumpled softness of the uniform under my hand, felt the taut tension of her back beneath the clinging shirt, felt the filthy shudder of her body as if it belonged to me. The phone trembled between the fingers of my other hand, a sickened witness to an atrocity that both was and wasn't.

And then I pushed. Again. I sank. And I imagined.

I imagined she was truly mine.

That this brutal friction of my cock between her thighs was more than theater, more than an agreed-upon humiliation. My hard cock slid, trapped between the pulsing firmness of her legs, slipping through the heat that escaped from her unbidden. Each advance was a sacrilege; each retreat, a silent plea. My hips rocked forward and back, while my hands squeezed the wrinkled fabric of her uniform as if I could capture her perversity and her false innocence in my fist.

My cock slipped again and again between the warm tightness of her thighs, sliding through the wetness escaping from her taut flesh, trapped between her trembling, clenched legs. The friction was imperfect, clumsy, brutal—like a simulacrum of possession, like a dirty prayer pressed against the wrong altar.

My right hand barely held the phone anymore. It wasn't focusing. I didn't know if it was capturing her back, the tense curve of her ass, or just the filthy darkness enveloping us. I didn't care. All I saw was her body arching, her skirt rising and falling slightly with each thrust of my hips.

And then…

She moaned.

Again.

Louder.

Filthier.

“Aahh… Ahhh… yes…!” she faked, and her voice, dripping with corrupted sweetness, cut through to my bones.

And the most feverish part was how she let herself be rocked, moving forward and back, following my irregular thrusts, as if staging a perfect theater of submission and surrender. Each time she pulled back, I felt my tip slide even deeper between her closed thighs. Each time she moved forward, she tore a muffled, dry moan from me that I barely managed to stifle.

The scent of her body mixed with the sour stench of my own desperation.

My fingers, clenched in the fabric of her uniform, pulled her toward me with a violence that knew nothing of tenderness. My hips thrust forward and back in an animal rhythm, crude, without restraint.

I felt the heat of her ass pressing against my hips, felt her tense back, her hair sticking to her damp cheek.

And then, again, her voice.

Her voice. Almost tearful. Exaggerated.

Her voice, which wasn't meant for me:

“Aaahhh… Ahh… Manu... look… look how he's fucking me…!”

Bitter rage rose to my throat.

And the worst part was that yes, it did look like it. Yes, he could think… that I was fucking her…

But it wasn't all aversion: desire was tearing my soul apart.

My cock thrashed desperately between her thighs, trapped, suffocated, seeking to really feel her, to truly possess her, to break the invisible veil between us once and for all.

I pushed harder. I felt the cruel friction of her thighs squeezing me. My breathing had become animal panting—broken, desperate—unable to keep pretending, unable to obey the script she had written for someone else.

Her whispered “Ahh…” “Aaahhh…”—exaggerated, fake—irritated me, set me on fire, made me want her even more.

Then, with a dirty shudder, I let go of the crumpled skirt. The fabric fell like a limp rag against her sweaty skin. My hand, now free, slid down trembling to one of her ass cheeks.

I touched her. I caressed her.

It wasn’t an assault, wasn’t a savage squeeze: it was a slow, reverent caress, like someone exploring sacred ground they knew they shouldn’t tread.

The skin of her ass was smooth, warm, dotted with tiny drops of sweat that my trembling palm absorbed. The shape, the resistance, the slight tremor of her flesh beneath my fingers disarmed me. I felt a vibration rising from my cock to the nape of my neck, a jolt of guilty pleasure that made me stop, stop thrusting, stay right there, frozen, feeling her for real.

My cock throbbed with a new pulse, heavier, more urgent.

I felt it grow even more, surge, harden until it hurt.

My tip, wet and desperate, sought the contact that had until then been only a dirty game of pressed thighs.

And then, like a broken whisper, I heard her:

“Keep going…”

Her word tore me apart.

And then it happened:

My cock, on its own, without help from my hands, pulsed upward, searching, begging, finding.

And I felt it.

I felt it.

The brush.

The contact.

The tip of my cock, flushed and rigid, met her tender, wet sex, hidden between her pressed thighs. It wasn’t penetration. It wasn’t entry. It was a brush, direct, unmistakable. I felt the real wetness of her soaked pussy, barely sliding over my tip.

Surprised, she trembled in a spasm.

She trembled and gasped:

“Ah…”

Shorter. But real. Not for her benefit, not for mine, not for her performance.

She simply felt it.

And I felt it in her body, in her back, in the tense flesh of her legs, in the damp ass cheek I was caressing. An involuntary shudder, slight but real.

And I, holding myself on that edge, barely moved my hips, barely brushed, barely swayed, as if the tremor of my cock were enough to strike her, to mark her, to open her…

The minimal contact, the thick smell of sweat, the heat rising from her body, the broken gasp that had escaped her throat, set me ablaze beyond any possibility of control.

And then, in the fractured space of our madness, I did it again:

My cock surged. On its own. Without help. And brushed her again. Brushed her pussy again… Inés Lizardi’s pussy assaulted by my hard, desperate cock.

“Mhhh… Ah!” she whimpered, shaken.

And she lowered her head. For the first time.

She no longer lifted her face. She no longer gasped with that forced performance.

And then I repeated it. My heart was pounding out of my chest. And I felt again her warm softness, her wetness sliding. My cock, rock hard, brutal, surged on its own against her hidden sex, seeking her, marking her, calling to her.

“Mhh…! Ah!” she whimpered again, almost a moan, a pitiful gasp, her head bowed, her face hidden in her hair, and then she moved. She moved one arm, one hand, and pulled her shirt aside a bit… and touched herself, caressed a breast. She held it there, tenderly, in her hand. Feeling herself.

Maybe I was finally winning. Maybe I was making her doubt.

And I glanced at her phone screen. And with my thumb, I stopped the recording.

I reached toward one of the cars sheltering us.

My cock acted again. Another twitch. Another jolt.

And a new “Ahhh…!” from her, heartfelt, overwhelmed, as she felt my cock brush her sex…

…And I used the sound of her gasp, her expression of real pleasure, to carefully set her phone on the car roof.


Dirty prayer.

And I wanted to prolong the farce. I wanted to keep going like this, pretending one hand was still occupied so she'd believe everything was still following her plan. But I couldn't. I couldn't because, when I moved, something in our bodies shifted, something that meant my cock alone couldn't reach her again…

And then a new impulse drove me to grip her hips… with both hands.

Two hands at once, touching her—that was admitting I was betraying her farce.

She felt it, and I, knowing she'd protest any second, pressed my chest against her back.

And she, keeping her enormous breast contained with one hand, the other braced against the wall, feeling my cock between her thighs and my breath on her neck, lifted her face slightly, turned toward me, and whispered:

“What… are you doing…”

And I didn't answer, but, unable to hold back, I gripped her waist, slipping my hands under her clothes, under her skirt, touching skin, touching flesh.

“Aren't you… recording…?” she whispered, barely audible.

And I, feeling her body, feeling her back, feeling the dampness of her shirt against my chest, feeling her warm breath, feeling her warm skin under my hands, and with a flash of wicked clarity, whispered:

“Just… audio… now. Let him imagine a little…”

She took a couple of seconds to react. To accept. And then, instantly, she moved her body slightly backward, forcing the friction again between my cock and her thighs, and moaned:

“Ahhh! Mmh! God…!”

Her overacting shook me, electrified me, and the movement was no longer necessary, but still I kept gripping her and she moved ever so slightly, back and forth.

“Ahhh…” she whimpered, falsely.

I, with my legs still spread to position myself lower than her and make the friction possible, gripped her waist and rested my chin on her shoulder, feeling the warm dampness of her shirt against my jaw.

The coupling was almost total. Almost.

“Ahhh…” she moaned again. And her ass ground against my pelvis, pushing backward.

She kept moving, playing her role, believing the camera was still live. Believing that moment was hers. That the game still belonged to her. But not anymore. It was no longer for him. It was no longer her spectacle. It was my act of revenge. My silent disobedience.

I let myself be pushed by that gentle swaying, accompanied by her fake moans, breathing against her neck, feeling her thighs rubbing against my cock, pretending her phone was capturing those false sounds.

And I felt her shirt fabric against my chest, the heat of her body, the vertigo of her presence.

But I also felt something else: a quiet rage, a new power, dark, secret, that only I knew.

A power that made me whisper:

“Do you like it…?”

And she, surprised but pretending she wasn't, moaned loudly, for her spectacle:

“Aaah… Yesss…”

Her response was for her theater, but her body trembled against mine, revealing that perhaps she didn't control everything.

And then my left hand trembled with a new kind of movement. A movement that wasn't doubt, but daring. I moved my fingers. I released her waist. And, letting my fingertips graze her sweaty skin, I climbed, climbed blindly, tracing the side of her torso, brushing her wet shirt where it clung to her side.

The heat escaping from her body was maddening. The dampness of her shirt slipped between my fingers as if the fabric were alive, pulsing. With desperate clumsiness, with brazen boldness, I pushed her shirt aside, breaking the perfection of her uniform like someone tearing wrapping that already feels false.

And then, my trembling palm, seeking without permission, rose to caress the breast she wasn't protecting.

I touched it. I felt it. Feeling that touch was devastating. I felt a carnal, abrupt arousal. I felt it in my whole body, and I felt it in my cock… still pressed between her firm thighs. My hand captured the immense, tender, warm weight of her bare breast. A real weight, alive, slippery with sweat. It was soft and at the same time dense; it was flesh that molded under my fingers, that seemed to moan in my palm just as she moaned in her sordid theater.

I squeezed lightly, caressed, held. My fingers sank into her hot skin, feeling the slide of accumulated moisture in the cleft of her breast, the fierce shape of her erect nipple, proud and sharp under my palm.

The impact struck me like thunder. Thunder of lust, of rage, of strange dominance.

And then, while my cock remained trapped between her thighs, while her body swayed back and forth, while her skirt vibrated against my pelvis, and with my mouth right beside her ear, I whispered:

“Moan more… fuck him…”

She, obedient to her role, or perhaps already partly defeated, let out a shuddering “Aaaahhh-hh…!” that echoed between our sweaty bodies.

The sound pierced me, sharpened me.

And I, enlivened by her compliance, indulged myself. I caressed her breast with more determination, felt her trembling, felt her hardened nipple yielding under my fingertips, felt the contours of her wide areolas, felt the sour sweetness of sweat mixing between us. My fingers played, held, teased that immense weight that trembled in my hand just as her body trembled against mine.

“Again…” I ordered.

I felt her swallow. Maybe she was surprised by how completely I’d accepted her game. Then, as if building momentum, she exaggerated—more unraveled, more forced:

“Mmh! Aaahhhh…!”

The vibration of her moan traveled through my hand, my arm, my chest. I seized on that tremor. I squeezed her breast harder, molded my fingers to its shape, caressed the outer curve, lifted it with casual indecency; and I felt the pressure, the warmth, the slick heat that made me lose my mind. I moved my palm, slid it slowly, as if trying to memorize every fold, every pulse, every throb escaping from her.

She kept going, maintaining her back-and-forth motion, still pretending for her nonexistent audience, grinding against me, moaning with a rhythm that gradually seemed infected by something real.

I felt her trembling. Not just beneath my cock. Not just in her thighs. I felt her vibrating there too, in the breast I held, in the goose-bumped skin I squeezed between my fingers.

I didn’t know if it was the friction, the heat, the tension, or all of it at once, but something in her was starting to break.

The lust was uncontrollable. So much so that I started moving. I stopped her rhythm, then began rocking my hips back and forth. She adapted immediately: still, leaning forward, legs pressed tight together, one hand braced against the wall, the other cupping her breast, she let herself be pushed… while she kept up her moans for her phone that wasn’t recording anything.

“Ahhh… Aaah…” she repeated, panting, walking that narrow line between falsehood and a trace of truth.

And I couldn’t believe I had Inés, Inés Lizardi, like this, pressed against me.

The excitement was killing me. My cock felt ready to explode. I was on the edge. I could almost see it—my orgasm, right there, spilling between her thighs… My heart pounded at the thought…

And then I lifted my chin from her shoulder, panting against her back. My right hand—the one not holding her breast, not desperately clinging to that warm, sweaty flesh—rose slowly. It found the collar of her white shirt, soaked and plastered to her skin.

The heat radiating from her body seemed to scorch my fingers.

And my hand rose higher, sliding over her damp nape, and I grabbed the fabric of her collar with rough, desperate fingers. I wanted to touch her gently…

…but I pulled.

I yanked her uniform shirt back and to the side, with a roughness I didn’t know how—or didn’t want—to contain.

The fabric gave a faint protest, yielding under my tense fingers, and her neck, her shoulder, her collarbone opened before me like a violated secret.

She, caught in my ferocity, gasped:

“Aahhh…!”

A new sound. Different. Surprised. Trembling.

Not faked.

And I, maddened, inflamed, fused to her body, kept moving, forward and back, my cock wedged between her clenched thighs, almost grazing her wet sex with each surge, each primal stroke.

I shoved her soaked hair aside with a clumsy, needy swipe and saw her neck stretched out, glistening with sweat, throbbing.

She tilted her head slightly, offering herself without words.

And then I didn’t hold back.

I opened my mouth and kissed her neck, licking it, biting it, sucking up the sweat, tasting the peachy sweetness of her skin. That warm, honeyed mixture slid under my tongue, soft, vibrant, making her shudder with each wet caress. And then her moans began to change: her exaggerated “Ahhh…!”s mixed with real purrs, with helpless little whimpers, undone by the hungry kisses and bites I left on her exposed neck.

My cock, meanwhile, kept working between her thighs, soaking in her wetness.

She, hunched forward, still held her right breast with one hand. The left remained mine: mine to feel, to admire, to squeeze its overflowing, firm, slick fullness; a throbbing mass of warm flesh that dragged me to the edge of collapse.

My erratic thrusts pushed her gradually forward. I felt her loafers creak against the floor, the soles squeaking in an almost obscene way, driven by the desperate brutality of my body, felt her back curve deeper, her ass presenting itself more shamelessly.

And she, anchored to her game, clinging to her absurdity, kept moaning for her nonexistent spectator:

“Ahh…! Ahhh! Ahhh!”

But each new moan seemed to struggle harder between the fake and the real.

And I felt her almost melting, felt her shuddering under my hands.

Her sticky shirt clung to my chest, my ribs, her scent rising like a hot fog, her skin vibrating under my tongue, her enormous breast trembling under my sweaty palm, and my cock, hard, soaked, rubbing again and again against her wetness, sliding through the slick gap between her clenched thighs.

Each stroke was a lash.

Each moan, a collapse.

Each thrust, a silent scream inside me threatening to make me explode.

And she, she, Inés Lizardi, let it happen.

Or made me believe she was letting it happen.

And then I let my body rise toward hers, brought my legs together slightly… and I reached for her…

…My body straightened, my pelvis lifting slightly, seeking a better angle. And in that irrational yet deliberate movement, I felt my glans—wet, sensitive—press flush against her sex.

The contact was immediate. Brutal.

“Mm-mmh…! Ah!! No-o…!” she gasped, somewhere between a protest, a moan, and a broken whisper.

But it had already happened.

The raw heat of her soaked sex had slid against my glans, against the throbbing shaft of my cock, leaving me breathless, pinning me in an animal spasm.

The friction was so direct, so wet, so absolutely forbidden, that the world shrank down to that single point of contact.

And she, trembling, gasped with her head bowed, trapped between the wall, my chest, and the brutality of that friction.

And I repeated the movement with precision. Back and forth… and slightly upward. And again I felt my cock rubbing against her, against the secret entrance to her body, soaking in her indecent wetness, her impossible heat. I felt it sliding between the lips of her pussy… crushing them… defeating them.

“Ahh-mm…! Nn-No-o…!” she gasped again, head down, in broken sighs.

And I was gasping too, gasping over her exposed neck, over her sweaty skin. And I pulled harder on the collar of her shirt, nearly tearing through the resistant fabric, exposing even more of her shoulder, part of her shoulder blade, her trembling, slippery back beneath my open mouth.

And while I felt the wet vibration of her skin, I squeezed her enormous breast harder with my other hand, squeezing it, lifting it, degrading it. Her rock-hard nipple dug into my palm, betraying a femininity and arousal that overflowed.

And then, possessed by desire, gasping against her neck, my voice hoarse, I whispered:

“Come on… moan… moan for him…”

My cock slid again and again against her sex, gliding, wearing down those tender lips that were assaulted by my hard roughness.

Her body trembled. I felt it. It vibrated with tension, with desire, with shame, or with something I couldn't name.

And she obeyed.

And then I heard her:

“Aaahhh…!! Aaaahhh…!!” she screamed, exaggerated, desperate, but no longer with the same empty theatricality as before. There was something broken in her voice. Something real.

Her moans rose through my fingers, through my wrists, through my arms, filled my mouth, my throat, my chest. Each gasp was an order, a call to lose myself, an invitation to the abyss.

My hips swayed with a new violence, each thrust of my pelvis driving my glans deeper against her wet sex, each stroke a lash of desperate pleasure.

She tilted her neck, surrendered to the touch of my mouth, giving herself over uncontrollably, as if she no longer knew whether she was still putting on an act.

I kissed her, licked her, bit her neck, to the rhythm of my thrusts, while my cock brushed again and again against the wetness flowing from her slippery pussy.

The sounds of our bodies mixed in a muffled rumble: the creak of the shirt, the wet slap of flesh, the stifled sigh in every gasp.

And while she moaned, moaning for another, moaning for me, I knew I was one touch, one second, one breath… away from dropping the pretense.

And then I couldn't take it anymore. The hand pulling at her shirt descended… and she gasped a timid “No…!”

…and I slipped that hand between her ass and the base of my cock… and she gasped “Ah… No-o…!!” and I bent my knees deeper and whispered to her:

“Moan… and say his name.”

And she trembled, throbbed in a frightened spasm, and whimpered:

“Ahh…! Manu…! God…! He's fucking me…!”

And I slid my cock along the entrance to her pussy. She lowered her head more. Contracted her body. Squeezed her breast. I squeezed her other breast…

…and then I lifted my body toward her, toward there, and I felt the entrance, the tender entrance to her pussy… my hard glans brushing against it…

…and she sobbed.

Because she felt it… but couldn't believe it…

And she whispered, a lament:

“Ahh…! No-o…! What…?”

And I pushed:

“Aaahhhh…!!!” she moaned…

And I kept pushing.

I felt the faint resistance, the filthy trembling, the wet heat yielding, opening.

I felt Inés Lizardi's flesh yield for me.

For me.

I penetrated her.

Not with sweetness, not with tenderness: with rage, with hunger, with a brutal desperation that tore a hoarse moan from deep in my chest.

“Ohhh…”

Her surprise. My pleasure.

I felt like I was breaking an angel. And that a man was shattering.

“Aaahhh!!” she moaned, trembling, feeling me, feeling my cock enter her body.

Her insides were a burning pulse, a hot cavern that swallowed me in jerks, as if her body resisted and claimed me at the same time.

Feeling that endless journey, the forbidden invasion, the cruel advance, she moaned again—a high, broken moan caught between pleasure, disbelief, and horror:

“Ahhhh…! What! AA-aahh…!”

She bent further against the wall, lowered her head even more, pressed her hand hard against her exposed breast, as if holding it helped her bear it.

My fingers, gripping her other breast, tightened in a trembling squeeze.

My cock, soaked, brutal, sank inside her, millimeter by millimeter, devouring her, melting into her savage wetness.

And then, feeling immense pleasure, panting in her ear, with a cruelty I didn't even recognize in myself, I whispered:

“Now… now I'm really fucking you…”

She trembled from head to toe. I felt the shudder run through her entire body, from her neck to her ankles.

A spasm.

A muffled whimper escaped her throat, lost in her soaked hair.

And I, wrapped in her sweet, tender scent, feeling the sweaty shirt sticking to her back, her wrinkled skirt hiked up to her waist, her pussy assaulted by my cock… I withdrew a little… a long, slow retreat… feeling the friction, the heat, her wetness…

I withdrew halfway. And left it there. Still. Throbbing. Half of me still pulsing inside her.

“Aaahhh…!” she gasped, feeling a ragged pleasure from that endless stroke and from that alien pulse—rigid, intrusive flesh that wouldn't leave her.

“Mh…! Now… now it's for real…” I gasped against her neck, with lacerating rage, in a faint whisper, and I sank again, slowly… into Inés Lizardi's pussy.

“Aaaahhh…!!” she whimpered… defeated, surrendered, and let go of her breast, which fell free.

“Mh…! Now it's not for him… It's for you…” I whispered, with desire, with pleasure, with adoration and spite all at once… while my cock slid forward with shameful ease.

“Aaaahhh…!” she whimpered again, and I…

…after those first three or four slow thrusts… I released her breast and brought that hand to her nape, gripped her… and started thrusting into her for real.

“Amh!!” she moaned at the first hard thrust.

And I sank. I sank into her body, into her pussy, drooling and panting against her neck, gripping her shirt collar with my right hand, pulling back and straining the fabric, while my left hand gripped her nape, forcing her head down and bending her just enough, like a stalk giving way. My cock slid in with obscene ease, slick from desire, from what we'd done before. Her shirt, soaked and open, her bra undone, let her bare breasts shake and bounce with each thrust, heavy and glistening, streaked with droplets.

“Ahhh…! Ahhh! Ahhh!” she writhed… and her black schoolgirl shoes squeaked on the cement, like a childish moan or a fleeting whimper, while her legs trembled in indecent spasms. Her panties, pure white, cinched her thighs halfway down, like a soft, harmless restraint that prevented nothing but reminded us, with each jolt, of the lewdness, the illicitness, the brutality of what we were doing.

“Mmm…!! Ahhh…!! God…!!” Inés moaned, and I felt the heat of her insides on every inch of my flesh, the slap of our bodies joining again and again, the sticky wetness of her sweat on her back, on her neck. Her hair stuck to her cheeks. I looked down sometimes, between her thighs, to watch myself enter her, to see how she opened for me. And my chest burned. My forehead burned. Her breasts bounced relentlessly with each thrust, enormous, unleashed, shaken forward as if trying to free themselves from their own weight. And in that violent swaying, almost ridiculous in its excess, there was a pure indecency, a beauty that was no longer elegant but bestial, savage. Those breasts, majestic when still, suddenly became two ungovernable masses that hung and lashed against each other, losing all solemnity, all contained form, as if her body itself wanted to declare itself incapable of sustaining such lascivious voluptuousness. And that obscene swaying seemed to multiply every moan, every gasp, every shake of her hips, turning everything into something lustful and sickeningly hypnotic.

She panted against the wall, mouth half-open: “Ahh…!!” “Hmm!!” “Aahh…!!”, letting out increasingly broken moans, more needy, while I snorted like a furious animal, lips pressed tight, breathing ragged. I felt my body escaping me, felt that each thrust was a dirty prayer, that each collision was an echo of something deeper than desire. And we trembled. And we slipped. And there was no guilt for the indecency. Only the body and the moan and the flesh and its tremor.

Each thrust was a hard slap of flesh against flesh.

“Ahhh!!!”

Each advance was a delicious betrayal.

“Ahhh!!!”

Each withdrawal, a threat of losing myself.

“Ahhhhh!!!”

My hips moved on their own, caught in an animal rhythm driven by nothing but friction, sweat, the desperate need to tear real pleasure from her.

“Ahhhhhh!!!”

And sometimes I’d thrust into her twice, quick, then stop:

“Amh!! Ahh!!” she answered with two moans of surrender.

And she braced herself against the wall as best she could with one hand, while her other arm hung useless, the sleeve nearly torn from her shirt on that side.

And I gripped the back of her neck hard, felt the tremor of her skin beneath my hand, the damp thickness of her hair… and thrust into her with two firm strokes, and she moaned:

“Ahh!! Ahh!!”

She wasn’t faking anymore.

Two hard thrusts… And her response:

“Ah!! Ahh!!”

And her body shaking. Trembling. Her legs barely keeping her upright.

And I picked up speed, driving into her with three rough strokes. My pelvis slamming against her sweaty ass.

“Ahh…!! Ahh…!! Aahh…!!” she exhaled in broken, filthy moans, pleasure and humiliation tangled together.

My hand finally released the back of her neck and grabbed her waist, her wet skin, her trembling side. And I began pulling her toward me with each thrust, like a man claiming what he had no right to possess.

My cock slid inside her, into that wetness that seemed endless, opening, closing, trapping me in a living prison, in a surrender that drove me wild.

And her moans kept ringing in my ears. Louder. More broken.

More real.

“Mhhh…!! Aaaahh…!! Aaaahhh!! Oh…!! Mmh!!”

The contact of her skin against mine, the trembling gasp from her open mouth, the wet, raw sound of our bodies colliding—all of it burned through me like a fire I could no longer contain.

My hips drove harder, faster. My hands squeezed tighter. Sometimes I leaned into her and my mouth buried itself in her sweaty neck, biting, licking, devouring.

And she let herself be taken. Pushed. Almost pinned… in that dark garage… against that filthy wall… Her. Inés Lizardi. With her shoes and socks still in place… but the rest of her uniform violated: panties pulled down, skirt hiked up, tie on the floor, white shirt open and nearly shredded, almost torn off…

“Ahhh…!! Ahhh…!! Yesss…!!” she gave herself over completely then… Inés… finally… after I buried myself to the hilt… when she felt my balls press against her…

And after that surrender I pulled back a little.

My hand stopped tugging at her shirt.

I stayed inside.

Still.

Inside her.

The pleasure. Even motionless. Was immense.

I felt her trembling. Trembling around my cock. Trembling… impaled by me.

I looked down. Her exposed ass, her skirt bunched at her waist. Her enormous breasts hanging free. Her panties binding her thighs. Her legs slightly spread.

I brought my hands to the bottom of my shirt. Lifted it to see better… and pulled my hips back… slowly… my cock withdrawing from her… in one long, slick slide.

“Aaahhhh…!” she came undone at the sensation, the friction… and then the emptiness.

My cock emerged huge. Reddened. Soaked… The head glistened, coated with thick whitish fluid… who knows if from me or from her pussy.

And I saw it. Her swollen lips. Her gaping center. Inés Lizardi’s pussy… open, ruined, wrecked… freshly violated.

It was a brutal sight. Huge. Wide. Her lips splayed apart, completely spread open.

My heart pounded at the sight of that raw, unleashed womanhood. That ravaged sex.

“What… are you… do-ing… Put-it-back-in…” I heard instantly.

…her voice. Her broken voice. Shattered.

It was her. Her… who had turned her face. Who had tucked her hair behind her ear in a movement both tense and tender, but who had done nothing to fix her shirt, which bared her neck, her shoulder, and half her forearm.

And my mind was begging me to stop there. To end this madness.

But my body demanded the opposite.

And then it happened. Inés. Looking at me. She lowered one hand. That hand that hadn't been supporting her. That hand that had adjusted her hair…

She lowered it. Let it glide between her legs. And brought it to her pussy… She tossed her hair… in a graceful, natural gesture… again. Her again. And always looking at me… always turned toward me…

And, after feeling herself… half-closing her eyes, she moaned:

“Ufff…!”

Inés was touching herself… Masturbating… Shameless… Leaning against the wall. Her face turned toward me… Looking at me…

“Ahh…!” she moaned… and struggled to keep her eyes open and look at me, but the pleasure almost forced them closed.

Her beauty struck me, shook me. Her hair plastered to her forehead and cheeks, from sweat, from pleasure… left me breathless.

Her arm shook. Her fingers rubbed her sex.

“Ahhh! Ahh…!” she came undone.

And I, knowing I couldn't bear this much longer… gripped my cock with one hand.

And I admired her. Admired her like never before. Admired that lascivious, unbridled femininity. Admired her surrender to the most obscene and forbidden sex… despite her age.

She was showing me a feverish, cunning, abandoned sexuality I hadn't even imagined could exist.


The collapse.

I snorted. I sighed. Her shamelessness stunned me.

I watched her while gripping my cock with my right hand, my thumb pressing lightly near the soaked head, the rest of my hand trembling with uncontrollable desire. The reddened tip throbbed in the filthy air of the garage, pulsing with an animal need I'd long since stopped controlling.

With her back to me, but her face turned… Inés kept rubbing herself.

Her delicate hand moved frantically between her slightly parted legs, chasing a pleasure that overwhelmed her, while her back curved even more, her entire body vibrating, offered… and lost.

“Ahh…! Ahh…! Ahhh…!” she moaned, panting, her eyes closing with each spasm.

Her damp hair covered half her face; her open shirt slipped from one shoulder; her thighs gleamed with sweat; her enormous breasts hung taut, swaying again almost extravagantly, keeping time with her filthy masturbation and her ragged breathing.

I stroked myself slowly, very slowly, caressing my hardened cock as I watched her. Each movement of her fingers over her pussy, each shudder of her body, each furtive gasp, inflamed me more.

After a few seconds I couldn't bear it.

I moved forward.

A clumsy, staggering step, like someone who doesn't know his own strength.

I approached.

I gripped my cock more firmly.

And when I was a hand's breadth from her, I brought the head closer—red, wet, vibrating… I slipped it between her legs… until it grazed her pussy.

Again the first contact was brutal. Carnal. So intense I trembled.

And she moaned:

“Ahhh…!!”

She exhaled it with a broken voice, as if she felt so much pleasure it hurt.

And then her fingers stopped.

Panting, behind her, I brought the tip of my cock right to the entrance of her pussy, between her open, moistened, pulsing lips.

I felt her heat. I felt her sex throbbing against me.

The contact was warm. Wet.

I couldn't breathe.

She didn't pull away. She didn't protest.

She writhed.

And then she began to rub herself… faster.

“God…!” she whispered, like a choked plea.

Her body trembled, vibrated, offered itself.

And then, between gasps, between moans of surrender, almost tearful, she murmured:

“God…! Leave it…! Leave it there… Leave your cock there…!”

And I obeyed. I didn't move. I left the head resting, fitted into the wet opening of her pussy, feeling each throb, each shudder of her body while she kept masturbating frantically. But she wasn't doing it just any way: her fingers sought her clit, quick, precise, without moving away, leaving just enough space for the tip of my cock to remain in contact with her open wetness. She panted. She whimpered incessantly, some moans longer, others shorter: “Ahh!” “Ah!” “Ahhh!” And then she withdrew the hand that was still braced against the wall, as if she no longer needed it, and with a nervous movement, almost clumsy, urgent, she pulled her shirt aside again, opened it desperately, and brought that hand to one of her breasts. She caressed it. She lifted it. That gesture embodied something fiercely feminine, as if she needed to touch her own center, her own way of feeling, and watching her do it, my cock throbbed violently, surging against her pussy. The friction was enough. That dull, wet thrust pierced through her. And she moaned instantly, her voice broken: “Aa-aah-ahhh…!!” and her hand squeezed her breast harder, as if in that gesture lay her total surrender.

And then it happened.

Her body arched.

“Oh, goddd!!! Oh, goddd!!!” she repeated, unraveled, shameless… at full speed.

And what came next was a collapse. Inés's body trembled as if something had broken inside. A violent spasm ran down her back from her nape to her waist, and her thighs tensed around my cock, trapping it, grazing it, heightening it. The hand she had between her legs stopped rubbing and remained pressed against her mound, as if direct contact with her wet flesh was the only way to hold herself up. The breast she still held with her other hand was crushed in an automatic gesture, almost desperate, and from her throat burst a long, trembling moan, a whimpering “Aaaahhh…!!!!” that seemed to come from deep within, from a place that was no longer pretend. Her open shirt fluttered, her enormous breasts vibrated with an obscene lack of control, her shoes squeaked against the floor, and her entire body was shaken by invisible waves of pleasure that undid her.

“Aaah-aaahhh…!!!” she gasped again, louder, with an animal sound, and her back curved more, perhaps seeking to escape the contact or draw even closer. I felt my throbbing head against her pussy that now truly pulsed, contracting as if it wanted to swallow my cock, even though I hadn't moved.

And then I felt it: her explosion.

“AaaAHHH!! AaaaaHHHhhhh!!!!”

The cry was sharp, devastated, an eruption from somewhere deep within, as if pleasure had ripped the voice right out of her.

And not just that. To my surprise. To my shock.

I felt it there. On my flesh. On the wet tip of my cock.

A warm wave, liquid, overflowing, suddenly enveloping my head, drenching me in her wetness—indecent, excessive, shameful in its abundance.

A wild wetness, an open surrender, uncontrollable, bathing my hard cock with impossible brutality.

I felt her melting there, against me, in a liquid flood that made me tremble.

And I…

I stayed there, still. Frozen.

With my cock soaked by her orgasm.

Feeling her bathe me.

Her pleasure wetting my flesh like a brutal consecration. As if in that release, her body was affirming some superior sexuality.

“Ahh…! Ahh…! Go-odd…!” she continued gasping, writhing… victim of a dying orgasm. Her body trembled, her hand between her legs still rubbing, her pussy still squeezing me, almost sucking me in.

And I… feeling her but not inside her, eyes half-closed, swept up in her pleasure, let the smell of her sweat invade me, the lascivious perfume of her wet sex, the scorching heat of her open skin—surrendered, defeated.

My heart pounded.

Her body trembled.

Her orgasm ended.

Her breathing was only just beginning to recover.

But she didn’t calm down. Not like I would have expected.

The orgasm hadn’t extinguished her.

It had left her burning.

Blazing.

Trembling.


Her rebirth. Her choice.

Her body, still trembling, moved slowly, pulling away from me. My cock, slick with her pleasure, lay exposed to the air—throbbing, twitching with each tense pulse, bereft of her pussy's warmth… yet marked by it, as if bearing the secret, physical evidence of what had just happened.

Inés turned around.

She moved strangely, almost holding herself back, as if still caught in the aftershocks of her own trembling. Her tangled hair fell across part of her face, her cheeks flushed, her bare chest rising and falling unevenly, her panties still stretched tight at mid-thigh. When she looked at me, there was something in her gaze I couldn't quite read. It wasn't defiance. It wasn't sweetness. It wasn't surrender.

And then she came toward me. She didn't lunge. She didn't rush. She just came. As if she had no choice. As if this closeness was now inevitable.

She approached. And kissed me.

Our mouths found each other quickly, but without clumsiness. They opened almost simultaneously, as if desire had synchronized our breathing. First came a warm, wet touch, the trembling of lip against lip, and then, yes, it opened. It truly opened. Her mouth wet, yielding. Her tongue slipped between my lips, caressed mine, coiled as if searching for something lost. She kissed me without violence, but with hunger. With warm urgency. With the halting breath and shaky breathing of someone still riding the aftershocks. And I, undone, responded. I gripped her sides, her sweaty waist, returning the kiss with a hunger I didn't know could exist. My cock stirred between us, brushing against her belly, spreading wetness everywhere.

And then I felt her hand.

I didn't see it move down. I only felt it. First as a light touch, barely a warning. Then her wet, soft palm closed around my cock. Instantly I felt a spasm, my legs trembling beneath me.

She wrapped her fingers around it gently. With a detached tenderness, almost absent. As if she didn't want to excite me but to soothe me. As if that gesture, intimate and carnal, was both comfort and dominance at once. Or both.

Her hand was a soft, wet, precise trap. She stroked me as if she'd known me before. As if my flesh belonged to her. Soon she began working my skin back and forth.

I moaned. I couldn't help it. A soft moan, wordless, my mouth half-open, my stomach clenched, from pure gratitude. From pure shuddering.

And while she stroked me, while she worked my skin back and forth, she drew a little closer. We breathed face to face. Her breath and mine mingling. Mouth to mouth, without quite kissing. As if that sliver of space between us burned. And I, defeated, trembling, brought a hand to her chest. First over the shirt: I felt it wet, warm, clinging. I pressed there carefully, with need, as if the fabric were a veil denying me what was already mine, and I felt her enormous breast pulsing underneath, her erect nipple straining against the cloth. And then I pushed the shirt aside, with just two fingers, fingertips spread, trembling with something like reverence. Her white shirt, defeated, open, slid to one side, exposing part of that immense breast that throbbed with wanton heat. I caressed it slowly, with trembling fingers, brushing the bare, wet, slick skin. I felt its weight, its warmth, its soft fullness, its barely contained quiver. I did it while my cock burned in her hand. While she kept stroking, back and forth, while the wet, obscene sound of skin sliding filled the air around us.

But then something changed. Something in her.

Her hand began to move with more rhythm, more urgency. It was no longer calm. It was no longer tender. She stroked me with obscene ease, her wrist loose, agile, almost mocking. She squeezed me, rubbed me, worked me from base to tip with a rhythm that grew faster, more deliberate, more indecent. As if she already knew how to take me to the edge. As if she'd been there before.

And then, without warning… her hand stopped… and she began to descend.

My heart exploded. The breath left my lungs.

She did it without theatricality, without ceremony. She lowered her body. She slid to the floor with silent resolve. I caught her from the corner of my eye: her knees touching the cement, her panties still at mid-thigh, pulling at her skin. Her wrinkled skirt rode higher. Her thighs gleamed, wet. Her shirt hung open, disheveled, and her enormous breasts swayed heavily with each small movement.

I swallowed hard. I closed my eyes for an instant. I couldn't look at her like that. So beautiful. So filthy.

When I opened them again, she was still there, crouched. She wasn't looking at me. She was studying my cock. As if evaluating. As if thinking. As if doubting.

The doubt didn't last long. Just the flash of a pause. And then, with a short breath, as if resigned, as if defeated—or victorious—she tilted her head.

And I felt her.

First came her breath. Warm, wet, trembling. It sent shivers across my skin.

Then, her tongue.

But she didn't go straight for the tip. First she licked slowly along one side, then the other. As if marking territory. As if learning my shape. Only then, with sudden calm, did she open her mouth.

I thought I would die.

My chest thundered.

And her mouth took me.

A brutal heat enveloped me. My tip was swallowed by that wet, warm, soft cavern. A world inside her.

“Ahh…” I moaned, coming undone.

The sensation was immense. Strong. Precise. Her tongue—wet, agile—slid around the flushed tip, tracing it, tasting it, as if her mouth weren't a mouth but a temple.

Her lips closed around my head with a sinful, eager, immoral softness. And I, panting, barely able to stand, knew I had never felt pleasure like this.

I half-opened my eyes and watched, heart racing, as her enormous breasts hung through her unbuttoned, disheveled shirt, swaying with lascivious exuberance. Her areolas, large, pink, perfectly visible, tightened with each subtle movement of her body. Her hair, stuck to her nape, had fallen back when she leaned forward, clearing her face. Her mouth, alive, warm, wrapped around my cock, moved with hypnotic slowness. And her eyes, closed, completed the image: Inés, surrendered to this act, savoring me as if it were a ritual. My cock throbbed inside her, bouncing softly against the inside of her mouth in a contained, tense, unbearable rhythm.

And then, as if the sublime had to double back on itself once more, something even stranger and more exquisite occurred. She, with her mouth full, with my cock between her lips, without opening her eyes, her head and torso moving minimally, maintaining the sway, began rolling up the cuffs of her shirt. First one arm. Then the other. She did it slowly, never stopping, barely interrupting the rocking. She pushed the sleeves up to her elbows while keeping my cock in her mouth… The uniform undone, humiliated, sweaty, was now an extension of her power. A calm power. And while she did it, while she sucked me and rolled up her sleeves at the same time, while her fingers pulled the fabric up her forearms, I felt a spasm. My cock contracted. I felt it. That deep, involuntary contraction that comes before release. And a drop emerged. A first clear drop, pure, heavy with something I could no longer contain. And she received it. Inés's mouth, hot, perfect, embraced it. And she swallowed it without breaking her rhythm.

Then she went further. Deeper. She took more of me. She sank her mouth onto my cock, enveloping it in saliva, in heat, in living flesh. I felt her tongue flatten against my shaft, felt her lick me with each upward stroke, felt her suck hard as she descended. Her rhythm was erratic, sometimes sweet, sometimes brutal.

My breathing was nothing but panting. A contained scream.

And I felt her moans vibrating against my cock. Felt her hands—one gripping me at the base, the other clutching my thigh—bracing herself as she devoured my hardened flesh.

She didn't stop. She moved, rose, descended, sucked, licked, swallowed to take me deeper again. Her “mnhh!” “mnhh!” “mmh!” overlapped with the wet sounds, with the slick “click” “click” of skin sliding up and down. Her breasts shook, her torso rocked back and forth. Each movement of her mouth tore a moan from me. Each thrust of her tongue tore a spasm from me.

The sight inflamed me and devastated me at once: her, kneeling before me, devouring me, stroking me with one hand while she sucked, while she licked my frenulum in slow circles, while she moaned filthily with each stroke, as if my hardness were turning her on too.

Faster and faster. Dirtier and dirtier.

And then, without warning, she stopped.

She pulled her mouth away.

A thread of saliva—or of what I was leaking, or some mixture of both—connected her lips to my cock.

An obscene bridge. Evidence of what she had just done.

I panted, wrecked, lost. About to come…

“Ah…”

She was looking at me.

She looked at me with an almost animal intensity, her mouth wet, half-open.

And then she broke that telltale thread with one hand.

I looked at her. At her eyes. Her lips.

My cock surged. Bounced. Blamed her.

And then, without a word, she grabbed my cock firmly.

And shook it.

One. Two. Three times.

Three quick strokes. Brutal. Like three lashes.

And then she stopped.

I panted. Stared at her mouth. Craved it back. Craved the heat I'd lost.

But she kept her lips away from my cock.

And again.

Again her hand—agile, precise, almost despotic.

One. Two. Three quick shakes. Short. Vibrant.

And she stopped.

Each shake drew a spasm from me.

Each pause left me at the very edge of collapse.

She stroked me there, in that strange way, kneeling, her enormous tits pushing her shirt aside, her lips smeared with me… She worked me in a way I'd never known.

And again. Three quick shakes. And she stopped.

My whole body trembled. My cock shook, vibrated, throbbed—wild.

And then, again, but slower.

One stroke. My skin forward… then back.

I whimpered… surrendered, about to explode:

“Ahh…”

And another stroke, slow. And another… and I half-closed my eyes… And a torrent of pleasure surged through me…

...and my cock trembled in spasms. Alone. In the air...

...And then, another brutal flurry from her, fast this time, three more strokes, and she lowered her hand to her thigh.

And she knew.

She knew before I did.

Motionless. She braced to receive.

And it happened.

I exploded.

Without her touching me anymore.

I exploded.

“Ohhhhh...” I gasped, hoarse, a savage grunt that clawed at my chest from the inside, and my entire body tensed as I felt the first jet shoot out with violent pressure, with an almost painful jolt... of absolute pleasure. The first shot—thick, warm, whitish—arced through the air and landed directly on her neck, on that soft strip between her jaw and shoulder, leaving a milky stain that spread and instantly began to slide down slowly.

She trembled, but she welcomed it. Accepted it.

“Ohh...” I kept gasping, kept exploding, even though she wasn't touching me... my cock kept throbbing, bursting, showering her with a second rope, even thicker, that landed on her shirt, on her collarbone, hitting with a dull sound, then immediately began to descend, splitting into two viscous streams that seeped through, soaked through, saturated the white fabric of her uniform...

And she felt it, the crude, degrading impact through the fabric, and shuddered subtly at the sensation.

“Ohh...” I panted, my cock vibrating on its own, and the third jet landed directly on her left breast, marking it with a thick white streak, tracing a long, brutal line that divided it with perfect symmetry. The semen drew a glistening trail from nearly the base of her neck to the very center of that breast, top to bottom, crossing flesh, crossing skin, staining her nipple and areola. It spread like an indecent signature across that magnificent breast, baring it even further, degrading it slowly. A viscous pool gathered on her nipple, as if that point were the exact center of the punishment. And she didn't move. Didn't cover herself. Didn't blink. She let her breast be defiled with my filthiest desire.

“Oh...” I panted, without touching myself, without her touching me, and I watched her receive—patient, aroused, yet serene—a fourth shot that surged with renewed power and struck her chin forcefully... sliding down in a glistening thread that disappeared along her neck.

And then came the next. A fifth shot. Lower. Thicker. A projectile of dirty milk, yellowish and dense, darker, more shameful, that didn't land on skin but on the white fabric of her uniform shirt, where it still covered part of her right breast. The impact was dull, muffled, but devastating. The fabric soaked through instantly, unable to absorb it all. The semen forced its way through, seeped in, spread between the fibers like a warm condemnation. And instantly the fabric ceased to be fabric: it became a false skin, translucent, defeated, revealing beneath it the enormous areola, the round swell, the stiffened nipple...

...And then another “Ohhh...!”—ragged, surrendered—announcing another discharge that landed almost beside the last, and she lowered her gaze. She looked at the stain. She seemed surprised not by the act... but by the sheer quantity. By the liquid shamelessness of everything she kept receiving...

...that sixth shot also looked almost yellowish, dirtier, thicker... and it defiled her shirt and her breast, marking her, condemning her, driving home the idea that this uniform on her was never meant to survive intact, that she always risked ending up like this... the uniform defiled... and her degraded... And her areola showed through... and the fabric couldn't absorb that pool, and then she did look at herself, did look down, surprised by the thickness, by the impact of those final streaks...

“Oh... Mhm...!” I panted, and my cock, throbbing, uncontrolled, rose on its own, vibrating in agonizing spasms as it spat out that dense white liquid that clung to her skin, dripping like a living humiliation. The next jet was weaker but equally filthy: it fell at a low angle and left an oblique strand across her exposed belly, and then came the last, barely a thread that descended weakly from the tip, almost dangling like a string, until it broke and fell onto her skirt.

She didn't move. She let herself be marked. Let herself be wetted. Let herself be stained. Her torso, upright, dignified even in surrender; her enormous breasts... everything had trembled, startled, perhaps even awed, by each impact. Her white shirt, symbol of propriety and provocation alike, was now a canvas defiled with hot semen.

And I, panting, standing before her, my cock still throbbing, felt that I hadn't just stained her body but her game, and her perpetual attempt at control—that power she had wanted to wield over me from her very first glance.

I had marked her. With every discharge, every drop, every thick thread, every glistening trace on her chest or her neck.

But at the same time, I wondered who was marking whom.

Because she hadn't pulled away. Hadn't closed her eyes. Hadn't made any gesture of repulsion or disgust.

She had stayed there, watching me, while I bathed her in semen, as if it were simply a logical consequence.

Not only that: she herself had provoked it with those firm, rhythmic strokes. And I still wondered how my body had kept spilling, trembling with pleasure, even though she had stopped touching me.

My breathing was still ragged.

My legs were trembling.

My cock throbbed, spitting the last slow threads onto her burning skin.

One last drop fell onto her thigh.

I closed my eyes. Empty. Dazed.

And instantly I felt her move.

I felt her nearby.

I sensed her getting to her feet, standing in front of me.

And then, very close, as if it were nothing, she whispered:

“You didn't record anything… did you?”

Surprised, I opened my eyes and saw her close to me, still not having cleaned herself off. Cum glistened on her neck, sliding slowly toward her collarbone.

“A little… At first,” I told her.

And she said nothing. She just pulled back slightly. She kept looking at me. Looking at me as if she knew everything. As if she'd known this would happen, and that it would happen exactly this way. As if she even knew my betrayal was part of something she'd already foreseen.

Then she lowered her gaze slightly. With almost ceremonial slowness, without losing that calm of hers, she carefully pulled down the sleeve of her shirt. The damp fabric rustled faintly as it slid down her forearm. And then, with almost obscene deliberateness, she held the cuff between her fingers, the way someone might pick up a handkerchief, and raised it to her neck. She didn't use her hand. She used the fabric. She pressed it gently against the wet skin and rubbed. Without pretense. Without shame. She cleaned the cum with slow, almost intimate movements, as if caressing a stain that didn't burden her… as if mending a punishment she'd accepted.

And as she did, she looked at me. Not with provocation. Not with submission. She looked at me as if that moment had already been written. As if every drop on her skin had been necessary. As if I, even there, still panting, was only fulfilling a role she'd already imagined.

She looked at me as if she'd known it would happen this way. As if she'd even known my rebellion would erupt like this.

And as if, precisely because of that, she had chosen me.


Of fear, protection, and freedom from judgment.

Watching her clean herself held something poetic and something devastating. She hid nothing—on the contrary, it was an exhibition that again seemed natural, unstudied, and yet intimate. Intimate for two. Like a gift without being one. Like normalcy that wasn't.

I felt that not only were there no reproaches—from her to me for my betrayal and my explosion, from me to her for wanting to turn me into an instrument—but that we'd entered a nameless state I'd never reached with anyone, as if it were a connection born of shared madness. But at the same time, she seemed to want to convince me, without actually doing so, that normalcy was a social, subjective creation.

Inés took half a step back and tilted her face up to clean her neck properly, using that sleeve of her shirt that extended past her wrist. And as she did, I couldn't stop looking at her. Not from immediate desire, though there was that, but from a kind of tremulous astonishment. Her breasts were a vision both obscene and beautiful: one remained exposed, completely naked, shining like a dirty star, like sweaty fruit that had been both exalted and defiled. Across the surface of that bare breast ran slow, viscous, thick rivers that pooled on the areola, at the peak of her erect nipple, and hung with sensual heaviness along the natural curve of flesh, spilling downward as if they too wanted to conquer her, feel her.

The other breast, partially covered by the white shirt of her uniform, offered another kind of humiliation. The soaked fabric had become a surrendered second skin, translucent. The semen had acted as carnal glue, binding it with lustful devotion to the exact contour of her breast, marking every curve, every pulse, every contour. It was as if my desire had reconfigured her, as if it had replaced her skin with another—more submissive, more erotic. The pink areola showed through the defeated fabric, as if wanting to impress, and the nipple traced a precise, moist, erect outline. That white shirt, which on anyone else would have been neutral, neutral to the point of insignificance, on her looked pornographic. And not because of what had landed on it, but because it had always been that way. It had been that way in my car too, when it hadn't yet been defiled. There was no explanation for it. Not even that her substantial, improper breasts asserted their prominence. There was something more, something inexplicable.

One of her collarbones, the exposed one, bore a thick, whitish residue, accumulated like a mark that refused to run down, as if the semen had settled there to leave evidence. The other, still covered by the shirt, was crossed by a twisted streak that stained the fabric with obscene clarity, as if that discharge had wanted to slip under her clothes too. That was where she was cleaning now, after having passed over her neck, using the cuff of her own shirt as her only tool, with silent diligence—unhurried but efficient. She did it with the calm of someone who feels no urgency or guilt, only the practical need to remove part of the trace without completely erasing what had happened.

A solitary drop descended her right thigh. It slid slowly, as if savoring every inch. The skirt remained gathered at her waist. Her panties, white, were still at mid-thigh, marking the flesh. And her sex... her sex protruded, open, parted, in total surrender. The lips, spread and hanging, glistened with moisture and offered themselves without doing so. But it was then that I saw it for the first time. The hair. What I had brushed against before with my cock without even distinguishing it. Now it revealed itself. Dark, clinging to her mound like a wet signature. Perfect. Trimmed. Womanly. It was beautiful and it was obscene. The intimate trace of her femininity.

Everything was presence. Everything was body. It was madness, yes, an indecent delirium, but always tinged with that calm of hers, with that residue of normalcy that wrapped everything like a silent excuse. As if what we'd experienced was an excess... and, at the same time, a logical manifestation.

And below, at the end, the shoes. Black. Neat. The socks reached to the calf, without wrinkles, without stains. Intact. As if nothing had happened. But for me... for me they were the trace. The memory of the forbidden. The emblem of a denigrated uniform... that still had untouched zones. And that, precisely that, made it even more disturbing. More unsettling. As if the surviving purity pointed out, with even more force, the filth of everything else.

She pulled the shirt away from herself a little—the fabric abandoned her breast, resisting slightly—and then set about cleaning there.

Inés. Inés Lizardi like this.

I didn't know why. I didn't know why I felt it that way. But it was her. It was her more than ever.

Despite the semen. Despite the act. I recognized her. Yes. She was the girl from the sidewalk, from the first time. The one who sat in the second row, by the window. The one who wrote with neat handwriting. The one who had looked at me without lowering her eyes in the elevator. Everything had changed. And yet I felt that nothing had—and feeling her near, despite everything, hit me with the same impact.

Then, without saying anything, she lowered her gaze slightly. She brought both hands to her panties, still snug at mid-thigh, and began to pull them up with diligent slowness, without shame, without ceremony, as if she were simply obeying the practical need to cover herself. But in that gesture there was a strange beauty. Her fingers closed on the edges of the white fabric and drew it upward, as if gathering a veil that didn't conceal but made one remember.

I barely bent down to find my pants. I felt the warm moisture on my cock like a residue of something still throbbing. I pulled up my underwear first, feeling the damp fabric rub against my still-exposed head. And then, as I pulled up my pants, I glanced sideways... just as the white fabric of her panties reached her sex.

And I saw her cover herself. I saw how those enormous, open, pulsing lips disappeared. How they hid, as if withering at contact with the cotton. How they were absorbed by a white softness woven to simulate modesty. But there was no going back. I had seen it. I had felt it. I had possessed it. And it was then that something else struck me: the fabric, as it closed over her sex, seemed to soak immediately. As if the moisture still alive on her lips, on her wet and perfect pubic hair, clung to the fibers of her white panties like a truth that couldn't be disguised. It seemed impossible, but I felt certain the fabric stained instantly, barely perceptibly, as if dyed from within, as if her sex refused to be completely hidden. And just at that instant, when she finished adjusting them, I heard the slight sound of the elastic snapping into place at her waist: an intimate, muffled, moist snap. That sound sealed something. Because that moisture wasn't just mine. Nor just hers. It was both of ours. It was the shared, physical, dense residue of a madness already consummated, already irreversible.

I watched all this while covering myself, and as I adjusted my zipper, I felt the lingering wetness between my legs. It was uncomfortable, sticky… But that discomfort was real. A mark. It reminded me of everything that had happened. My body still vibrated, still trembled. And without knowing why, I remembered two things at once. Two things that didn't seem connected. But they were.

I remembered how hard I'd come. The sheer amount. The violence of it. The overflow. As if my desire had been infected by hers, as if she had dragged me along, lifted me up.

And at the same time, I thought about how little we'd spoken. So little. And yet there was no emptiness. None at all. As if everything had already been said. As if we'd moved to the rhythm of something unspoken, never agreed upon, but inevitable. As if some primitive certainty, older than everything, a kind of secret pact, almost dreamlike, had guided it all.

Then she lowered her skirt. She did it naturally, unhurried, pulling the blue fabric down, adjusting it over her hips. The uniform returned, partly, to its place. But not completely. Because in doing so, whether intentionally or not, she left that white drop still sliding down her thigh unwiped. It stayed there, like a remnant, like a living confession that refused to disappear.

Afterward, without looking, without any theatricality, she brought both hands to her bra—that piece of white lingerie, ambiguous in function, obscene in design, hanging open like a confession never taken back. She touched the inner edges, felt for the center clasp, and with a brief, mechanical gesture that still carried weight, pressed. The click was muffled, clean. The two halves closed with an almost imperceptible snap. The cups, flexible, structureless, still damp, embraced her breasts with false firmness, with useless softness, barely able to contain them. And she had to know. She had to know that bra wasn't made to contain her abundance, that it wasn't lingerie: it was a soft trap. A way of feigning modesty while displaying what was impossible to hide.

And it was then she straightened completely and I saw her shoulders align. I saw the movement of her torso as she drew herself upright, how the bra fabric strained around that overflowing mass. And for the first time I noticed something different in her face: a slight blush, sudden, as if the act of covering herself confronted her with something intimate, deeper than nakedness.

And I, standing before her, remembered. I remembered with violent clarity the brutal swaying of her breasts under my thrusts. The wet, shameless swaying, almost extravagant in its excess. The trembling flesh, shaken from within and without. And yet now, covered again, those same colossal breasts commanded a new dignity. A solemnity that, far from erasing what we'd lived, only heightened it.

It was then our eyes met.

It could have been casual. Or not.

I saw her eyes, open and serene. I saw the depth of her pupils, the wet curve of her lips, her cheeks no longer so flushed. I saw her hair still damp, falling down her back, weighted by its own gravity. I saw her small earrings, round, glinting softly. And I remembered that my mouth had grazed them, that my breath had caught in them. Then something strange struck me, something slight yet immense: an almost painful tenderness, a trembling in my chest. I didn't know if I was closer to adoring her or fearing her. Fearing her for what she made me feel.

We said nothing.

We just moved closer.

And we kissed.

The kiss was different. Nothing like the ones before. There was no hunger, no craving, no hurry. It was a heartfelt kiss, slow, tender. A real kiss. A kiss with halting breath, but no breath stolen. She wrapped both arms around my neck, her fingers spreading behind my nape. She held me. She steadied me. And I, with my hands, caressed her face, the line of her cheek, her jaw. I felt her skin sticky with sweat, her warm dampness, her trembling still fresh. Our mouths opened slowly, and our tongues sought each other as if they didn't need to know each other better. Just to touch.

I felt her tongue slide over mine, caressing it with an animal sweetness, as if she wanted to cleanse me from the inside. And in that wet, intimate contact, I felt fear again. Real fear.

Then I lowered my arms.

Without knowing why, my hands moved down, feeling her breasts wrapped in her bra, still marked by sweat, by cum. My thumb grazed one of the damp cups.

And something strange happened.

Adoring her, kissing her, never stopping my caress of her face, I began to dress her. I didn't know why. Or if it was right, but she kept kissing me… allowing that burst of protectiveness, perhaps innocent, perhaps murky. I brought the two ends of her shirt together. My lips never left hers. I kissed and buttoned. I fastened her from the bottom, from the first button. And my fingers trembled. They trembled finding each buttonhole, each button on that defeated fabric. I felt the damp cloth, still sticky with sweat, with cum, with the friction of everything we'd shared. An ordinary white shirt… that on her wasn't neutrality, but declaration. And I, worshipping her, breath halting, my cock still damp inside my pants, hands trembling… closed it.

Button after button. And each one felt like an act of contrition. A gesture of tenderness that was also shameless. The fabric clung to her chest, still sweaty and heavily stained—stained by me; the edges resisted meeting, the uniform regained its shape, but it was different now.

And despite my movements, we kept kissing. She didn't pull her mouth from mine. She stayed there. Following my lead. Surrendered to the kiss. To that soft, silent, wet, lingering kiss, in which we were no longer just flesh. For me, it was also fear. And reverence. And a tenderness that hurt. I felt she was mine, but not through possession. Mine because she allowed it. Because she let me button her up, dress her, as if I could protect her from the world. Even though she smelled of cum. Even though the fabric was still stained. Even though we both knew there was no forgiveness possible. Even though we both knew I was the older one, the fully adult one, the one who had to bear all the responsibility.

And once again I felt her—more herself than ever. Inés Lizardi. My student. Her uniform buttoned closed. Her breath still in my mouth. The stain on her thigh. And I… I trembled, because as I fastened the last button, I felt something like sadness. As if covering her meant saying goodbye to something that never could have been.

And then we heard it: the distant, metallic sound of the garage door opening.

We pulled apart, barely. We breathed. We looked at each other.

And the world returned.

But I wasn’t afraid of being discovered. There was no panic anymore. And not because we were already dressed. But because I felt that no one had the right to judge us.


If it rains, wait for me.

We had stepped apart a little. The kiss was behind us, and yet it still hung in the air, like a shared breath that refused to fade entirely. We had moved back a few steps, almost by instinct, as if sensing we shouldn't stay there, that something else was pulling at us. But we hadn't moved away from each other. Not completely.

And then we heard it. A car began descending the garage ramp. The sound of tires, the slight squeal of brakes, that deep vibration that comes before crossing a threshold. We looked at each other. Both of us. As if that noise, that simple mechanical rumble, had activated another kind of presence. That of the real world. That of others.

I looked at her.

And I saw her again.

Her eyes, her serene expression, that calm that never seemed to break. And yet, on her shirt, on one of her breasts… a semen stain was still there. Viscous. Almost opaque. Visible even in that dim, almost subterranean light. A stain that defied the white fabric, like a confession that didn’t want to be fully hidden. But her face… her face was something else. Her eyes remained fixed on me, and in them was a quiet, contained sweetness. Her gaze caressed me more than her fingers had. And her lips, slightly parted, seemed to still hold a trace of the previous kiss, a warm moisture that called to me again.

With a calm gesture, as if nothing disturbed her, she straightened her left sleeve, which was still disheveled, and pulled it down to her wrist, fastening the cuff button. She did it without hurry. With elegant delicacy. That gesture, harmless, normal, held a strange power when she did it. Watching her button her cuff, with her chest still slightly stained under the shirt, with the skin of her neck still damp… was like witnessing an intimate, private rite that both included and expelled me at the same time. A rite that mixed decorum and evidence, propriety and crime.

With neither sleeve rolled up now, her uniform—and she herself—recovered its symmetry.

The beauty of her gesture disarmed me.

And then I sensed she was going to speak.

And I prepared myself. Because I had already learned she didn’t waste words.

And I heard:

“Having you put on my tie… would be… a bit creepy… wouldn’t it?”

She said it in a whisper.

With a soft voice, barely audible.

But her tone and manner pierced me. It hadn’t been a provocation. Nor sarcasm. There had been something sweet and mischievous in her words. As if she knew our moment needed closure. As if she was tempted to ask for more… but also too modest to. The way she pronounced creepy touched me. That strange, youthful, modern word, said in that almost melancholic tone, suddenly reminded me that Inés, despite everything, was eighteen years old. That she was a woman, yes. But also barely a girl. And that there was something impossible to resolve in that tension.

I looked at her. The shirt was completely buttoned. Or almost. All the buttons were closed, except one. The collar button. The one that, if closed, would give way to total formality. To the tie. To aesthetic obedience. That one was loose. Unfinished. I had been the one who decided not to close it, perhaps just for harmony. But at the same time it seemed that even her clothes wanted to show that nothing could ever be the same again… As if they knew that some decision was still pending.

I didn’t respond. Her question wasn’t a question. It was a reflex. A gesture. A flash of tenderness that didn’t seek an explicit reaction. And she knew it. That’s why she didn’t wait. That’s why, with that same calm that suffocated me, she brought both hands to her skirt and began tucking her shirt in.

She did it in that way she had: firm but gentle. Without hiding. As if no one were watching her. Her fingers pushed the white fabric decisively, smoothing it over her hips, wrapping it around her waist. The movement made her breasts rise and fall under the fabric, still damp. And that contradiction ignited me. The shirt covered skin, but not curves. The formality of the uniform seemed like an excuse. Something broken pretending to be whole. And I could only watch.

The car had moved away. It had never come close to our sphere of influence. It hadn’t even triggered the light sensors in our area. But it could be heard. You could hear it finishing parking. And then came the sharp sound of a door closing.

And then a second engine began descending the ramp. The world continued.

But we didn’t move. We stayed there, clinging to that space that was only ours.

She, with her shirt already tucked into her skirt, smoothed the fabric at her waist with both hands, stretching it, adjusting the folds as if wanting to restore its original form. And as she did, as the fabric tightened under her fingers and her eyes glanced at me sideways, I knew that image, complicit and beautiful, was already indelible.

Like everything that had happened to us.

Like everything that, without yet understanding, we already knew.

The second car began descending.

The slow wheels traced a wet echo on the sloped cement. And then, Inés approached.

Very slowly.

I heard her before I felt her. The brush of her steps. The warm closeness of her presence. And then, her voice. Right next to my ear. A light, tempered whisper:

“You leave first. If it rains… wait for me.”

The phrase hung there, vibrating in the air between us. An order disguised as permission. A request without explanation. Half a goodbye.

I didn't fully understand. Especially the second part. And yet, I knew I had to obey. The garage door was open, and I couldn't waste that moment.

And then I turned.

I did it almost by reflex. Like someone accepting something without knowing exactly what. Like someone obeying a logic not their own. I turned around… without realizing that this gesture, simple, almost automatic, could be final. That if it didn't rain… maybe I'd never see her again. That if chance betrayed me, everything we'd lived through could remain buried in that basement. Silenced. Sealed.

That thought, dark and sudden, gripped my chest. Left me breathless. But I didn't turn back.

I walked.

My steps echoed in the semi-darkness of the garage. The descending car disappeared in the same direction as the one before. I understood we had to leave separately, for decorum's sake, but at the same time it surprised me that she suddenly saw so much sin in us being seen together. As for the “if it rains, wait for me,” I understood nothing.

I kept hearing the slow screech of wheels rounding a curve. Some light sensors had gone off in the distance, but not in our corridor. Not above us. Except for that one time, the dimness had protected us until the end. As if we'd been a blind spot in the world.

I kept walking.

And I don't know why, but in that moment, I imagined Inés retrieving her cell phone from the roof of that car that had sheltered us. Perhaps checking what it had recorded, and for how long. All of that was more than just a loose end. Her secret—ambiguous, bizarre—and I didn't know whether it was central or incidental.

I wished it would keep raining. I truly wished it. With the absurd intensity of someone who can't control anything and yet begs for it anyway. That the rain wouldn't stop. That the water would stay there, keeping everything from closing shut.

When I reached the ramp leading to the exit, I checked the time.

It was still a few minutes before four in the afternoon.

Barely an hour and a half had passed since Inés had gotten into my car.

And yet, I felt like an entire lifetime had passed. A secret life. A clandestine life that no longer fit within time. That had no name or measure.

My steps echoed. Soon I was climbing the ramp like someone leaving behind something they're not sure has ended. And as I ascended, I saw the metal door at the far end beginning to close. A sliver of outside light was shrinking, narrowing, as if the real world refused to let me out. I hurried.

My pace quickened. The cement under my feet seemed softer, as if yielding to each footprint. And just when I feared I wouldn't make it, the sensor detected me. The sound was electric, harsh, immediate. A metallic jolt that matched my ragged breathing. The door stopped, vibrated, and began to open again, with a long, deep murmur. A crack opening to the outside.

And then I heard it. The sound.

That muffled, slanting murmur that I recognized without thinking.

It was raining.

I heard it before I saw it. I heard it on the surface. In the street. In the world outside. I heard it striking the sidewalk, the asphalt, the roofs of cars, like an ancient music I already knew. The rain. The same rain that had stirred us, that had guided us. The rain that had pushed me to ask her to get in my car.

I stopped for a second just as I crossed the threshold.

The air was different. More humid, colder, more real.

Her words came back to me, clear, intact:

“If it rains… wait for me.”

And it was raining.

The water fell with steady calm, unhurried, unrelenting. A subtle curtain that seemed to have been waiting for us.

I stepped aside slightly, seeking the overhang where I'd stood before, and there, underneath it, protected, I breathed.

And I waited for her.


Bathed in purity and acceptance of my place.

Sheltered, standing, my back almost pressed against the damp wall of the building, warm inside and cold outside. The light was muted, flaring bright at moments, as if clouds of varying density were racing past.

And it was raining. It kept raining. The curtain of water was thin, insistent, more a presence than a phenomenon. It fell as if it never intended to stop, as if it existed only to cover what shouldn’t be seen. And yet, Inés didn’t come up. She didn’t appear. No footsteps, no echo of a figure approaching up the ramp. Time went soft. The moment stretched. I watched the street, the cars sitting motionless in the rain, the clean gray of the asphalt, and for a moment I felt that everything was foreign. That this afternoon, this world, weren’t entirely mine. What had happened in the garage kept pulsing inside me, and yet, out there, it seemed to have been left behind. As if that underground space had never existed, as if what we had done hadn’t happened. A buried delirium. A memory no one would believe. And I thought of her voice, of her strange phrase. If it rains, wait for me. What if she didn’t come up? What if she didn’t come back? What if that had been just a way to set me free? An elegant way to close what couldn’t be closed any other way. I shifted restlessly. Something in me tensed.

The door sensor had activated again, and the metal panel, with its constant hum, was closing once more, slow, inflexible. I stepped forward. I interrupted it. It stopped again. The world was returning the possibility to me. But she still hadn’t arrived.

Then I closed my eyes for an instant. I don’t know how long it lasted. Afterward, I looked up. My car, parked across the street. The murmur of the rain surrounded me, and something inside me grew hazy. Too much had happened, and too quickly. I thought of her body, of her mouth, of my hands dressing her. Of the kiss. Of her sudden tenderness. Of the calm with which she had held me by the neck. Of the stained shirt, buttoned up. Of her open eyes, without fear. I thought of myself. Of who I had been. Of who I was now. And I didn’t know if what hurt more was what I’d lived through or the possibility of losing it. The rain didn’t stop. And I, not wanting to look toward the ramp, not wanting to face the evidence that I was alone, remained still, almost defeated. And it was then, just then, that something brushed me. A presence. A gesture. The unexpected warmth of fingers brushing me, brushing my arm. A touch. A touch that said I’m here. A touch that said “I keep my word.” That said “how could I not.” That said “how could I not, when it’s you.”

My heart pounded. I shuddered. I felt no joy, no relief.

I felt it again—that thing that frightened me.

And I turned. And she was there. Beside me. Serene. She looked at me as if nothing had happened. Or as if everything had made sense.

Her hand traveled down my arm and brushed my hand, but it didn’t stop there—she walked past me. She walked past me a few steps and then turned around, exposing herself to the rain, facing me again.

But this time it was different. I understood right away. She wasn’t waiting for me. She wasn’t provoking me.

And then I understood. I understood her “if it rains… wait for me.”

There, standing, facing me, her shirt tucked neatly into her skirt, her bag hanging from one shoulder, her tie back on, cinched tight around her neck, that navy blue line running vertical between her breasts.

And she looked at me… She looked at me and exposed herself to the rain.

She exposed herself to be purified, to erase the traces of something only she and I knew.

And then, just like that, without uttering a word, she tucked her hair behind her ear with that gesture of hers, so distinctly hers, with that careless delicacy that held something of protocol and something of tenderness, and she looked at me. She looked at me in that way she had, as if reading me from within, as if she already knew what I was going to feel. And then, simply, she let herself.

She let herself get wet.

And she let the rain fall on her. She raised her face slightly. And she let the curtain of water run over her entirely. It was an offering. An act of surrender. But not to me. To something higher. To herself, perhaps. As if she needed the world to correct her. To soak her. To cleanse her. And it was then that the miracle began. The white shirt began to cling to her body with an insidious slowness. The drops clung first, then spread, moistened, melted into the seams. And the fabric, previously only stained, became translucent, surrendered. The semen on her neck began to dissolve, diluting into fine, liquid lines, like veins giving way. The thick marks, those I had left on her chest, began to lose their shape. They were no longer stains. They were shadows. Echoes. Diffuse traces of a pleasure that resisted disappearing completely.

Her nipples began to stiffen. To push against the wet fabric with a familiar precision. The areolas, pink, impossibly wide, were reborn from within. The shirt didn’t cover them: it revealed them. It framed them. The moisture made them vibrant, almost aggressive. And I… I couldn’t look away. I felt something in my chest crack open, my breathing shorten, my cock, still damp, begin to throb again, as if her purification were the dirtiest and most sacred scene I had ever witnessed.

She surrendered to it. As if she knew. As if she knew everything. The water dripped from her temples, from her hair, slid down her neck, washing away the remains, but not erasing them completely. Not completely. Traces remained. Residue remained. That sticky layer that nothing could wash away remained. And even so, she offered herself to the ritual. As if it were her way of returning. As if the dark angel she had been down there stayed there, buried among the columns, while she was reborn here, under the rain, before me.

I couldn't breathe.

And I knew she was waiting for me.

I knew it with every cell in my body. With every shiver across my skin. With every sharp ache in my chest. I knew. I moved closer. I said nothing. Neither did she. I barely felt the rain—I could only feel her. And we stood there, suspended, inches apart. The drops struck our shoulders, our cheeks, our parted lips. She looked at me. I looked at her. And then, as if we'd rehearsed it, as if there were no other option, we kissed.

We kissed in the rain.

And the kiss was different again. Different from all the others. It wasn't an ending. It wasn't a beginning. It was everything. Something absolute in itself. A gesture in the present. A gesture that said, “here, you and me.” Her warm tongue intertwined with mine with a new hunger—less carnal, but more urgent. I kissed her and felt the water between our lips. The water and her taste. The taste of her breath, of her rain-washed skin, of her wet shirt, of the semen dissolving on her breasts. I felt all of her, as if I were touching her completely. I kissed her and caressed her cheeks. Our lips opened and closed. Our mouths turned and held. She held me by the forearms with a tender delicacy. With a grateful, real affection. As if, once again, she had known it would be like this, that this would happen.

Her kisses disarmed me. Made me tremble. And the tension she created in me was so intense that I felt I was the one pulling away. The one who couldn't bear it anymore.

I was the one who pulled us apart. Who made us catch our breath.

Her eyes intimidated me, but now it wasn't just their beauty—it was a connection that frightened me, that demanded I rise to meet that complicity.

The water kept falling. Her shirt was dissolving against her skin. The smell of sex seemed to dissipate, carried off into the world. I supposed that drop on her thigh had also vanished.

My heart was pounding. I didn't know whether to kiss her. Whether to say something. I didn't know how to hold onto her.

I thought about the future. The immediate future.

I withdrew my hands from her face and placed them on her soaked waist. On her drenched shirt.

And something inside me escaped. Escaped without knowing if it was appropriate or the biggest mistake.

My voice came out soft, made vulnerable by her youth. Fearful. Tender.

“Are you… going to stay…? Stay at the school?”

I felt two jolts. In a fraction of a second, the questions seemed childish; and the next instant, acceptable. Fair. Plausible. It was necessary information, appropriate even in that carnal, physical, and somehow desperate context.

She tilted her face slightly.

And then, with a sweetness that made me hold my breath, she took one of my hands, moved it from her waist… and intertwined her fingers with mine.

And there before me, under the rain, almost lip to lip, almost mouth to mouth, she whispered:

“Do you… want me to stay…?”

And then one, two, three seconds… eternal, yet gone in a breath. And I wanted to kiss her…

But I didn't.

And she squeezed my hand. A single movement—precise, strong, yet tender.

And then she let go.

And turned.

And began to walk.

Moving away.

And I felt one last wave: her perfume, her scent.

And she gave me one last image: her figure moving away, almost in profile, her body gliding with that singular grace, the uniform rippling from the movement, from the breeze, from the rain.

But I didn't look anymore.

I didn't want to torture myself with any ending other than that image.

And I didn't torment myself for not having answered. Or for not having stopped her.

Because I knew, instantly, that this had begun and ended how and when she had wanted.

And who was I to ruin that.


The abyss.

I didn’t turn on the light. I walked into the house, dropped my keys and phone on the hallway table, and went straight to the bathroom. I stripped off my soaked clothes without thinking. The shirt, the pants, the damp underwear… Everything fell to the floor with the same soft thud.

I turned on the shower. I watched the water fall and remembered that the rain had stopped just seconds after Inés left. Again, that absurd, delirious suspicion that everything had been planned—as if orchestrated between her and the elements.

The water ran. It fell with steady force, breaking the silence with a regular, hypnotic pounding. The white tiles reflected a milky, cold light, as if the bathroom were some domestic limbo, provisional, belonging to no particular time. I stood motionless under the stream. The water hit my shoulders, the nape of my neck, my back. But it didn’t warm me. It gave me nothing back. My body, naked and tense, couldn’t find in that shower the symbolic cleansing the rain had offered her.

Steam was starting to fog the mirror, though I didn’t dare look at myself. It wasn’t exactly guilt I felt, but for some reason I didn’t want to see my face.

I still felt the moisture on my skin as if it were something else entirely. As if it didn’t come from the water, but from her fingers. From her lips. From her breath. I felt traced, marked, as if a fine invisible film coated me and bound me to the memory. For some reason, I wished she felt a little like that too.

And I thought about her. How could I not? About her figure walking away, her tie neatly knotted, her breasts under the wet shirt, her voice in the rain. About her obscene purification. I thought about the way she’d held me, looked at me.

It frustrated me, not knowing what to feel. I couldn’t put a name to it. What I did know was that I’d never felt such vertigo. Because of her and everything around her: my student. Her getting into my car… Javier watching.

And Raquel.

I didn’t know what to feel about her either… I didn’t feel unfaithful. Though maybe a little. Not unfaithful in body. But perhaps in affection. A betrayal of the soul. Of suddenly feeling that I was no longer giving everything to the same person.

We’d never talked about exclusivity. And there hadn’t been any. But still, something hurt.

And my mind kept returning to Inés. It didn’t go to the sex, barely to the penetration, to her moans… to her orgasm. It went, almost always, to her kisses: to the wet softness of her lips, to the unexpected warmth in the rain, to the brush of her breath mingling with mine. To the way her mouth opened just slightly, as if hesitating, as if surrendering and holding back at the same time. To the light pressure, then firmer, to the soft slide of her tongue against mine. To how she’d made my chest pound like no one ever had. Inés, Inés Lizardi kissing me. Again, there was no name for it. Words hadn’t been invented to explain, to describe, to capture… what she made me feel.

And of course, my mind also went to her strange game with her boyfriend, to that madness I still couldn’t understand. I didn’t know if it had been revenge, a provocation, or a shared fantasy. I wasn’t even sure if it bothered me that she had a video of me, even though you couldn’t really see anything. I just wanted to believe I’d never been a tool. That from the beginning, she’d wanted everything to happen exactly as it had. That she hadn’t seen me as a means to humiliate him, or as part of some strategy. That everything had been real, chosen, and desired from the start.

I turned off the faucet. The noise stopped. The world became audible again.

And then I heard it.

The distant ringtone of my phone, muffled by the closed door. Barely more than an insistent murmur, repeating. Then it stopped. And started again.

I barely dried myself, as if my body were too heavy. I was hungry but had no desire to eat.

And I was thinking about her again. About what she might be doing right then. About whether coming home soaked would have raised suspicions.

About whether I’d ever see her again.

Because there was no middle ground. If she left the school, she’d disappear forever, and everything we’d shared would fade like a dream that never comes back. If she didn’t, she’d still be my student. Day after day. Month after month. A constant presence. An abyss in the second row, by the window.

My phone rang again. I wrapped the towel around my waist and stepped out of the bathroom.

I walked toward the entrance, feet still wet. The phone stopped ringing and vibrating. I reached it, picked it up, and saw four missed calls from Raquel on the screen.

I frowned. It surprised me. She wasn’t one to insist or make things urgent.

I stood still, staring at it, without unlocking it.

I hesitated. Should I call her back? Send a text?

I wondered if I’d be able to talk to her naturally.

And just then, a voicemail came in.

I had a strange premonition. As if I knew nothing serious had happened to her. And at the same time, as if I was certain that whatever this was… who it was going to affect… disturb… change…

…would be me.

My body tensed.

I filled my lungs.

And I played it.

Her voice came through instantly. Measured. Languid. Serious.

“Migue… since you’re not picking up, I’ll just tell you what I wanted to say… Because something’s happened the last few days and you have a right to know. Well, you need to know… I know I should tell you in person, but you know how I am… when it comes to serious stuff… I’m such a coward…

…I’m seeing a guy named Manu. The guy we saw with Inés. Inés’s boyfriend.


To be continued.

Thank you for joining me in these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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