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WARNING
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This book is not suitable for anyone under 18. It describes erotic scenes and fictional sexual acts. All sexual acts must always be performed with the consent of both parties, and never under any form of coercion or threat; therefore, they may only be performed voluntarily and between equal partners.

For all these reasons, it is reiterated that this work is not suitable for minors and may only be read by those over 18 years of age.
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THE AUTHOR
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Scarlett Winslow is an American writer of erotic and romantic novels and short stories. Single and an insatiable traveler, she always strives, and succeeds, to imbue all her writings with passion, desire, and pleasure, making the protagonists, both male and female, appear as strong heroes and heroines, unafraid to love their wives intensely.
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INTRODUCTION
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This time, bestselling erotic writer Scarlett Winslow immerses us in the world of Valentine, a sweet and angelic young woman about to embark on a journey that will transform her life. Raised in an environment that concealed trauma beneath an idyllic facade, her life takes an abrupt turn when she meets Steve, an older man whose presence triggers dormant desires. That encounter marks the beginning of an emotional and sexual journey of no return, where the forbidden and the passionate intertwine with the shadows of her past.

As she delves deeper into this relationship, Valentine begins to explore aspects of herself she never knew existed: her vulnerability, her power, her contradictions. What begins as a sensual awakening spirals into a series of intense and, at times, self-destructive decisions. Fate and the secrets of her past drag her down paths that crisscross love, promiscuity, pleasure, darkness, and the taboos of forbidden practices. The experiences she endures—some consensual, others imposed—shape her, deform her, and at the same time strengthen her.

Behind her tender face lies a story marked by submission, mistakes, desires, abuse, and moments that blur the boundaries of morality. Her journey between the present and the past reveals hidden layers of a woman struggling to define herself: is she a victim, a survivor, an accomplice... or all at once?

Valentine's story is an odyssey of self-discovery, desire, humiliation, and survival. It is an unfiltered portrait of a woman confronting her history, her pleasure, and her pain, searching for answers in a world that doesn't forgive weakness, abuse, or desire.
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CHAPTER 1
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In a vibrant metropolis anywhere in the world, where the bustle of traffic mingles with the incessant pulse of nightlife, Steve felt the weight of routine like an invisible chain. At twenty-four, he was a man of predictable routines: days at the office, nights in bars with friends, and an emptiness he admitted to no one. But that night, in a bar filled with neon lights and laughter muffled by cigarette smoke, everything changed. George, his lifelong friend, burst into the room with a mischievous smile, dragging with him a figure who seemed to have emerged from a forbidden dream, from what would be the beginning of a story of transformation, unexpected steps, and unveiled desires, the likes of which neither the heroes nor the villains of the future could have anticipated.

"Hey, Steve, meet Valentine," George said, his voice cutting through the noise like a sharp knife. "She's Andrew's girlfriend—well, ex-girlfriend, to be precise. She's joining us tonight. I thought a little fresh air wouldn't hurt at this gathering of old fogies."

Steve looked up, and there she was. Valentine, all of seventeen, was beautiful in an ethereal and captivating way: large, expressive eyes that caught the light like dark jewels, long, curly hair that fell in wild cascades over her shoulders, a slim, slender body with long legs that extended like endless promises. Her playful smile was a lethal weapon, curling across her lips with an air of mischievous innocence. Her breasts, very small but beautiful, hinted at beneath the tight red top that left her back bare, an expanse of soft, tanned skin that invited the prying eye, like a promise whispered in the dark. The black jeans clung to her hips with erotic precision, outlining youthful curves where a small, luscious ass stood out from her body, evoking the silhouette of a French model in full bloom, slim and provocative, with a subtle sensuality that made the air around them throb. Her eyes locked with his, and in that instant, the world narrowed to a shared pulse. It was as if time had stopped, leaving only the echo of a desire neither of them could yet name.

"It's nice to meet you, Valentine," Steve replied, his voice husky with the surprising rush of emotion. He reached out, but his eyes never left hers. His mind whirled: why did this barely out-of-adolescence girl provoke such unease in him? He vaguely remembered seeing her before, with Andrew, a boy George was helping, wearing a school uniform and an innocence that now seemed like a torn disguise.

She took his hand, her touch warm and electric, like a forbidden touch that sent sparks along his arm.

"Actually, I've met you before," Valentine said with a smile that was equal parts virginal and malicious, emphasizing the "ex" with a subtle wink. "I'm Andrew's ex, but it seems you don't remember me. Or do you? Because I do remember you, Steve. That look on your face... it's not easily forgotten."

Steve felt a chill.

"I think I do remember you," he lied halfway, his voice low and controlled, though inside, the memory surfaced clearly: a girl in uniform, smiling and innocent, but now transformed into this woman who exuded a raw eroticism, a morbidity that drew him like a moth to a flame. "Only today you look... different. More yourself, I guess. What's changed?"

Valentine laughed softly, a sound that reverberated in Steve's chest like a caress. She leaned forward, her red top revealing the soft arch of her back, a silent invitation to imagine what lay beneath.

"Everything changes, Steve. Life's a game, isn't it?" Her words were a veiled challenge, laden with an erotic undertone that made the air between them thicken.

As the night wore on, the bar became an intimate stage for their invisible dance. George and the others chatted animatedly, but Steve and Valentine existed in a bubble of their own. He watched her sip her drink, the way her lips curled around the rim of the glass, a gesture that was pure morbidity, conjuring images of stolen kisses and bodies entwined. Psychologically, Steve struggled with his contradictions: the attraction was undeniable, a rush of passion that made him question his own morality. Was this love, or just a longing to possess that purity she still held, tinged with dark secrets? Valentine, for her part, felt the weight of her own demons: a past with Andrew marked by toxic abuse and nights of forbidden pleasure, which had molded her into this version of herself, a woman who used her enigmatic smile as a shield. But with Steve, for the first time, he felt a crack in that armor; a nascent romanticism that terrified and excited her in equal measure.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked him later, when the group had dispersed and they were alone in a corner of the bar, the smoke enveloping them like a sensual veil. Her hand accidentally brushed his, but neither of them removed it. The environment was a chaos of flickering lights and pulsing music, but for them, it was a sanctuary of intimacy.

"Because I can't help it," Steve admitted, his voice heavy with raw honesty. He leaned closer, inhaling her scent, a mix of vanilla and something wilder, indefinable. "You have that smile that promises everything and nothing at the same time. You intrigue me, Valentine. What are you hiding behind it?"

She bit her lip, a gesture charged with sensuality, her eyes shining with an inner fire.

“Secrets, Steve. Dark, delicious secrets. Like the fact that, ever since I saw you that time at the party, I’d been dreaming about this.” Her confession was a whisper that seemed like a joke but carried a hidden reality, resonating in him like thunder. Romance mingled with morbidity: he imagined undressing her right there, his fingers tracing the curve of her exposed back, exploring the softness of her skin as she moaned his name. But there was depth to their connection; Valentine struggled with her vulnerability, the fear of being seen beyond her youthful beauty, while Steve confronted his own emptiness, finding in her a mirror to his repressed desires and the strange purity she emanated like a musk interesting to discover.

In the damp gloom of the street, where the rain fell like a veil of torn fabric, Steve and Valentine gazed at each other with an intensity that cut the air, their bodies close but not touching, a prelude to unconfessed sins. Desire burned silently, a fire that was stoked with every glance, every accidental touch that sent sparks through their skin. Steve felt the ravenous heat consume him, a deep longing to delve into the mysteries that enveloped her being—those secrets that lay beneath her white but tanned skin, yearning to unravel them with the same passion with which his eyes traced the exposed curve of her back, feeling the softness of her flesh like a map of forbidden promises. But in his complex mind, contradictions simmered: at twenty-four, he saw his freedom as a balm against the familial responsibilities that bound him—a contentious family business, outstanding debts, unresolved emotional experiences that made him shy away from any stable bond, seeing it as just another invisible chain. Valentine represented a fascinating enigma: not just a youthful body to possess, but an emotional connection that compelled him to unravel her most intimate recesses, a dance of mind and body where seduction was complicity, but could he afford it without it becoming another burden?

Valentine, for her part, embraced that tension with an emotional whirlwind that made her tremble in the rain. From their first glimpse that time, she'd seen him as the archetype of the ideal man—confidence radiating in every gesture, maturity that transcended his years, a beacon of security in her uncertain world. Even tied to Andrew, her traitorous mind compared him, fantasizing about a shared life, a future of deep passion that her conservative upbringing had taught her to deny, to see as something light and improper. She longed to be taken by him, not in a fleeting rapture, but in a total surrender that fused soul and flesh, but her upbringing made her repress that desire, turning it into a delicious conflict: her heart pounded for an idealized romance, for a bond that promised intensity, while her body betrayed her with a liquid heat between her legs, a wetness that arose not from rawness, but from the depth of her denied feelings. Now, free of Andrew—that childhood relationship she believed had ignited true passion, although she surrendered to it unconditionally, believing it to be her first and only love—she drew up a meticulous plan in her mind: to win his attention, to risk everything for that dreamed-of spark, even if her innermost secrets—those dark impulses that shamed her—betrayed her in moments of weakness.

They returned to the bar, soaked and electrified, where the gathering of friends continued in a whirlwind of laughter and conversation that flowed like spilled wine. But for them, the world faded away, enveloped in a separate universe where every exchange of glances was a silent dialogue, charged with promises and forbidden desires, electric sparks that ignited a dormant passion. The thick air of the place, permeated with smoke and the sweet jasmine scent of their perfume mixed with the sweat of the crowd, created a sensorial environment that amplified the morbidity: neon lights flashing in irregular rhythms, reflecting in their large, expressive eyes, while salsa music throbbed like a shared pulse, vibrating through the worn wooden walls and floors sticky with forgotten spills.

The bar was a visual labyrinth of moving bodies—tables piled high with half-empty bottles, glasses clinking in noisy toasts, and the bar lit by spotlights that cast elongated shadows over smiling faces, steam from the rain outside filtering through the fogged-up windows, creating an ethereal halo around everything. Steve would lean toward her across the crowded table, his hand fleetingly brushing hers under the guise of passing a drink, sending currents over her skin that made her arch imperceptibly, her small but beautiful breasts pressing against the halter top of her red top, the tight fabric revealing the subtle curve of her lean torso. Valentine felt that familiar sensation—a rising heat, a wetness emanating from her vagina that wasn't foreign, but intriguing in its purity, arising only from delicate touches or a fleeting glance from him, unnerving her at the maelstrom of desire her upbringing commanded her to deny.

Beneath her tight black jeans, her pussy was beginning to betray her, a treacherous pulse dampening the fabric, intensifying her arousal as she tried to hide it with knowing laughter, her long, curly hair falling in messy cascades over her shoulders, catching raindrops that sparkled like jewels in the lights.

The night stretched on, languid and charged, as if time had dilated in the bar's stifling heat, the hours passing in an uninterrupted flow of conversation and laughter that wove through the music, shifting from alternative rock to a melodic beat that shook the seats, the rhythm inviting bodies to move on the makeshift dance floor in the back, where couples swayed with casual eroticism, hips colliding in fleeting promises. Steve, with his magnetic charisma, drew glances from other women in the group—a voluptuous brunette in a low-cut dress who would approach with a flirtatious smile, brushing his arm as she commented something trivial about the Lima weather, her floral perfume invading the space, or a mischievous-eyed blonde who would lean across the table to whisper a joke, her hand lingering on his shoulder, a touch that was pure flirtation, her breasts pressing against the material of her blouse like a visual invitation.

He played the game masterfully, responding with a husky laugh and a witty comment, his eyes sparkling with fleeting amusement, perhaps leaning in to whisper something in the brunette’s ear, causing her to giggle and lean closer, their bodies nearly touching across the crowded table, the air thick with playful tension. But always, like an unavoidable magnet, his attention snapped back to Valentine—a lingering glance across the table, a subtle wink that made her feel silently claimed, or a deliberate brush of his foot against hers under the table, sending a surge of heat that made her bite her lip, her arousal growing in visual and emotional layers, jealousy stinging like a fine needle.

Valentine watched it all with a mixture of burning jealousy and resignation, her wide, expressive eyes following every interaction, the knot in her stomach tightening when she saw Steve smile at these other women, their gestures of mutual attraction to him—a brush of hands, a shared laugh—making her feel a rush of raw emotions: envy burning in her chest, a desire to claim him colliding with the reality that he wasn't her territory, not yet. She said nothing at first, just watched with an intensity that betrayed her inner turmoil, her fingers toying with the rim of her glass, the amber liquid reflecting the neon lights in hypnotic patterns, her mind swirling with images of him touching these others, a jealousy fueling her own arousal, making her pussy pulse harder beneath the tight jeans, the wetness spreading like a guilty secret. But she couldn't quite stop herself; In a quiet moment, when the brunette had momentarily stepped away, Valentine leaned toward Steve, her voice a whisper laden with playful but genuine complaint.

“You seem to have admirers everywhere tonight,” she murmured, her tone a precarious balance between amusement and reproach, her eyes boring into his with an emotional vulnerability that made the moment more intense, jealousy welling up not as possession, but as a longing to be the only one in his spotlight, even though she knew she had no right, her conservative upbringing amplifying the guilt at feeling such unearned territoriality.

Steve turned his head toward her instantly, his lopsided smile and his dark eyes deepening in hers, a gesture that was pure mutual attraction, acknowledging the jealousy without words, his hand reaching under the table to brush her knee, a fleeting but charged touch that sent visual sparks across her skin, making her breath hitch. “I only play around a little, but watch me... I always come back here,” he replied softly, his husky voice cutting through the noise of the bar, a gesture that was a visual promise, his fingers lingering a second longer on her leg, tracing a subtle circle that fueled the fire between them, the emotional tension escalating in that exchange, their bodies leaning toward each other like magnets, the air between them charged with electricity, no declarations, just that dance of glances and touches that built desire from less to more.

The night dragged on as the group moved onto the dance floor, where the music became a visceral pulse, sweaty bodies colliding in the stifling heat, strobe lights painting silhouettes in shades of red and blue that danced across exposed skin. Steve danced close to Valentine, their hips rubbing against each other in synchronized motions, a brush of his hand on the curve of her back exposed by her red top, feeling the softness of her skin beneath his fingertips, the pearly sweat glinting like diamonds, while other women tried to capture him—the blonde joining in, pressing her body against his in a playful gyration, their laughter merging with the music, or the brunette stealing a moment to whisper in her ear, her breath warm against her neck. He would respond with a deft turn, though he disliked dancing and avoided it whenever he could. Today he did so with a few laughs and brief flirtations, his hands brushing against hers in the flow of the dance, but invariably, his eyes would seek out Valentine, returning to her side with a magnetic pull, taking her hand to spin her around in a motion that held her flush against him, her small breasts pressed against his torso for an eternal instant, the heat of their bodies merging in rhythm, fanning an emotional arousal that had her gasping silently, her jealousy ebbing and flowing like waves, complaining in hushed whispers as they returned to the table.

"That blonde again... doesn't she get tired?" she complained during a moment of respite, as they sat down again, her voice tinged with emotional frustration, but with a smile that tried to hide it, her legs crossed under the table, the tight jeans highlighting her small, delicious ass, while she felt the persistent wetness between her thighs, the desire becoming almost uncontrollable, a visual whirlwind of colors and emotions that painted the night in intense tones.

Steve just laughed softly, his hand covering hers for a second, a gesture of attraction that calmed his jealousy, “It’s just the bar, Valentine... but you’re the one who has me trapped,” he murmured to himself, his words an emotional balm without promises, only that raw connection that made their hearts beat in unison, the sexual and emotional tension building in dense layers, visual like the dancing shadows on the walls, emotional like the accelerated pulse they shared.

As the night drew to a close, the bar emptying to the echo of belated goodbyes, Steve offered her a ride home, his voice casual but heavy with subtext.

"Let me walk you, it's not safe this late," he said, his eyes fixed on hers with a veiled promise.

On the drive through the humid streets of Miraflores, the car became a cocoon of palpable tension: the engine purring like a low heartbeat, the scent of rain and its vanilla-wild perfume permeating the space, the city lights reflecting on the fogged-up windshield, creating visual patterns that danced like her pent-up emotions. Playfully, he would fuel her longing with suggestive innuendos—a touch of her thigh as he shifted gears, a comment about how her smile drove him wild, keeping his desire simmering without providing complete satisfaction, the road winding through neighborhoods lit by orange lanterns, the ocean murmuring in the distance, a salty tinge that seeped into the air, amplifying the poignancy of the moment. Valentine was experiencing a mixture of restlessness and excitement, her heart racing with their mutual attraction, her body betraying her with that persistent wetness she verbally denied, yearning to be explored but resisting the slightest, the emotional and sexual tension escalating to a peak where every second was exquisite torture. Steve, for his part, felt the conflict: his freedom versus the urge to unravel her secrets, body and soul, knowing this could complicate his already saturated life, but desire became an uncontrollable tide, visible in the raindrops running down the windows like tears of anticipation.

As they reached the door of their building, under the dim light of a lantern that cast dancing shadows on the neglected facade of an old building facing the sea, they exchanged phone numbers with hands that barely touched, sending a final electric shock. Steve, with a mischievous smile, murmured:

—Call me soon, Valentine... just in case you leave me wanting to ‘explore’ more of you... friendship, I mean—He said in a suggestive tone.

She gave a genuine laugh, the double entendre hitting her like a playful thunderbolt, but it was the final straw for her pent-up arousal: a torrent of liquid heat washed over her, her pussy pulsing with an intensity that left her trembling in the doorway, desire finally spilling out into silence as he walked away.

Valentine entered the apartment with a sigh that was half relief, half forbidden anticipation, the echo of her heels pounding in the narrow hallway like a racing heartbeat. The door closed behind her with a soft click, sealing off the outside world—the terrace where Steve had ogled her, the salty scent of the sea that still clung to her skin like a shared secret. The air inside was warm, stagnant, heavy with the childhood scent of her room: faded posters on the walls, stuffed animals on the shelves, pink sheets with Barbie prints that screamed an innocence that no longer belonged to her. She kicked off her shoes in one fluid motion, feeling the cool floor beneath her bare feet, a welcome contrast to the heat bubbling inside her from that smoldering gaze of Steve's, that almost-touch that had lit a slow fire in her belly. The apartment, a familiar refuge overlooking the sea, now felt like a sanctuary for her private rebellion, far from her mother's judging eyes and the memory of Andrew's clumsy caresses. She made her way to her bedroom with stealthy steps, her heart hammering in her chest, each step quickening the pulse between her thighs, a reminder of the wetness that was already insinuating itself, treacherous and delicious.

Once inside, she closed the door with a twist of her wrist, leaning against the wood for a moment, eyes closed, letting the night's adrenaline settle in waves of heat that coursed through her body. The amber light from the bedside lamp danced on the pastel walls, casting shadows that made her feel exposed, desired even when alone. It was here, in this bubble of preserved childhood, that Valentine decided to surrender to the tide of sensations that Steve had awakened—the slightly older than seventeen, sophisticated man, with eyes that promised pleasures beyond the repressive lessons of his Catholic upbringing. She looked at herself in the fogged-up mirror, blushing, her red top clinging to her slender torso, tight jeans outlining curves she was only just beginning to claim as her own. With a deliberation that bordered on the ceremonial, as if her body were a temple desecrated by the night and she were now offering herself as a willing sacrifice, Valentine began to undress.

The amber lamplight danced over her skin, casting elongated shadows that accentuated every curve, every subtle valley of her feline silhouette. First, the red top, that garment that had borne witness to Steve's covetous glances, the fabric he'd imagined shrinking to reveal more than it should. She gripped the hem with fingers that trembled slightly, not from cold but from an internal heat that spread from her belly like fiery roots. She raised her arms in a fluid, almost dance-like motion, feeling the rough brush of the cotton against her flat abdomen, up over her ribs, brushing the underside of her breasts with an accidental caress that made her catch her breath. The top slid over her head, releasing a cascade of dark curls that fell like wild silk over her bare shoulders. The cool air of the room kissed her exposed torso, raising the fine hairs on her arms, and there she remained, in her white lace bra, a delicate armor that barely contained her small treasures. The lace, fine as cobwebs spun by lustful spiders, clung to her skin with a promise of vulnerability, the thin straps leaving pale marks on her shoulders where they had pressed all night.

She unclasped her bra with exquisite slowness, deft fingers working the clasp in her back, feeling the soft click like a whisper of surrender. The straps fell first, sliding down her arms like silken tears, and then the bodice fell open, revealing her small but proudly firm breasts, hard beneath simmering arousal, like ripe apples ready to be bitten into. The pink nipples, erect to sensitive, hardened peaks, caught the amber light in a pearly glow, swollen with the memory of Steve—his smoldering gaze on the terrace, the almost-graze of his fingers that had sent waves of heat straight to these pleasure buds. They were perfect in their modesty, soft, rounded curves that lifted with each deep inhalation, the skin around them pale and sensitive to the point that the mere touch of air made them twitch, sending electric spasms to her core. Valentine stared at herself in the fogged-up mirror across the room, blushing at her own image, feeling a surge of empowerment mixed with guilt—these breasts Andrew had clumsily groped, she now imagined beneath Steve's expert hands, suckled with devotion, nibbled to the brink of sweet ache.

With the same slowness and erotic vocation, a vocation that arose from the depths of her hidden hedonistic being, she turned to the jeans. Her fingers, still trembling from the previous release, unbuttoned the top closure with a soft pop, the sound reverberating in the silence like a shared secret. She lowered the zipper inch by inch, feeling the cold metal against her heated skin, the tight denim that had molded her curves all night now yielding like a reluctant lover.

She thought of Steve's hands replacing hers: strong, sure, tracing fiery paths up her long, slender thighs, exploring the softness of her flat stomach, promising pleasures that would erase her mother's repressive lessons. He pushed the jeans down, the fabric brushing her hips in a rough, sensual rub, sending tingles up her legs like live sparks, the scent of her own arousal already seeping subtly into the air, mingling with the saltpeter drifting in through the half-open window. The jeans pooled at her ankles, and she kicked them aside with feline grace, leaving her in only her pink panties, that lace-edged cotton children's garment, more whimsical decoration than actual barrier, protecting the secret triangle of her semi-shaven pubis, soft as rose petals, and the throbbing heat beneath.

Now free of most of her clothes, her beautiful body exposed—endless legs like those of a stylized model, subtle hips curving in an inviting arc, white skin gleaming in the amber light—temptation and longing enveloped her like a thick, warm fog. He ran a hand over her panties, in the most hidden corner between her thighs, curious but insistent fingers mocking the barrier of her instinctively closed legs, as if her upbringing compelled her to resist even herself.

He had to apply gentle but firm pressure, barely parting her thighs to gain access, and there he discovered with a shock that was more confirmation than revelation: the wetness that betrayed her, not a mere dew but a flood of her essence, a viscous, burning tide that soaked the fabric until it was sticky, smelling of forbidden desire, salt, and secret flowers opening in the darkness of her being. She felt the heat radiating from her core, a rhythmic pulse that made her clit swell against the cotton, each accidental touch sending waves of pleasure that made her bite her lower lip, contradicting the maternal voices that screamed “sin” in her mind.

Pressing a little harder, a finger sinking into the soaked fabric directly over her erect clitoris, she couldn't help a low moan that emerged from her throat like a stifled sigh, guttural and soft, reverberating off the pastel walls of her girl's bedroom, a sound that embarrassed and excited her in equal measure, making her blush spread across her chest.

Still standing, she began a subtle, intimate dance over the panties, her fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles over the damp fabric, feeling the wetness seep sticky against her skin, each movement sending pure electricity coursing down her legs like rivers of lava, rising through the muscles inside her thighs to converge in her belly, where a knot of longing clenched and loosened with each touch. She felt herself slowly surrendering to pleasure, both physical and emotional—the explicit friction against her desire-swollen vulva, her labia pressing against the soaked cotton, her throbbing clitoris demanding more, all the while emotionally wrestling with the contradiction: the happiness of imagining Steve as the perfect man, the guilt of her repressive upbringing, the secret hedonism that drove her to surrender. Her legs parted slightly, an instinctive gesture of permission for his own exploration, thighs parting just enough so that his fingers could dance more freely, pressing rhythms that quickened her pulse, the scent of her arousal filling the air like a forbidden perfume, her body swaying in a hypnotic sway, hardened nipples brushing the cool air, each gasp a step closer to the release of this “lady” his mother had forged.

She ventured to the bed, flopping faceup onto the pink Barbie-print sheets, the mattress welcoming her with a soft creak like a patient lover, her legs stretched but slightly parted in a tantalizing V that invited indulgence. She returned to the game with renewed intensity, fingers dancing over the soaked fabric, pressing in spirals that made her back arch slightly, feeling the pleasure build like a slow wave, from the tingling in her feet to the fire in her core, each explicit touch—fingers skimming the outline of her labia through the cotton, clit rubbed in precise circles—laced with turbulent emotions: the romantic joy of dreaming about Steve, the contradiction of her pure facade against the hedonism burning within, surrendering herself step by step, moan by moan, to the ecstasy her mind had labeled taboo.

Her fingers on her panties begged for more, begging for the raw, exposed flesh, direct contact with her throbbing heat that beat like a second heart. She raised her knees with poetic slowness, feeling the muscles of her thighs tense, the cool air kissing the newly exposed skin of her inner legs, arching her back in an erotic bridge that lifted her hips off the mattress like an offering to the emptiness of the room. Her hands, trembling with anticipation, gripped the lace edges of her pink panties, fingers sinking into the soaked fabric that clung to her vulva like a second skin, the heat and humidity making the elastic resist at first, sticky and reluctant to release its prize. She began to ease them down inch by inch, feeling the tortuous brush against her hips, the cotton sliding over the curve of her mons pubis, slowly revealing soft, shaved skin, glistening with arousal, a pearly sheen that caught the amber light like dewdrops on a night blooming flower. Every movement was a symphony of sensations: the gentle tug sending waves of pleasure that made her gasp, the scent intensifying—sweet and thick, the essence of her pure desire—her swollen outer lips parting slightly as the pressure was released, her erect clitoris poking out like an eager pearl, erect and sensitive, begging for direct touch.

She arched her back further, hips lifted in an arc of poetic vulnerability, thighs trembling as the panties were pulled down her thighs, the material brushing the sensitive skin of her inner legs with a caress that was almost painful in its sweetness, sending electric spasms that had her biting her lip to hold back louder moans. She felt every detail: the elastic leaving fleeting red marks on her skin, the cool wetness now exposed to the air, cooling and heating at the same time, her vulva throbbing, slick pink inner lips revealed in all their raw glory, the core of her being pulsing with a pulse that synced with her racing heart. Emotionally, it was a total surrender—the little girl in Barbie's sheets giving herself over to the woman Steve had awakened, contradictions dissolving into pure pleasure, romance tinged with morbid curiosity, as if removing this last piece of clothing would shed years of repression, releasing a torrent of longing that left her panting, exposed, and burning in her own sensory storm. The panties finally slipped from her ankles, falling to the floor with a soft whisper, leaving her completely naked, vulnerable, and ready, the sea whispering outside like an echo of her racing pulse.

And there, at the center of her being, her vagina was revealed: perfect in its apparent virginity, as if never touched by another hand, a rosy and immaculate sanctuary exuding carnal purity. The soft, full labia majora curved into a symmetrical, pale pink oval, swollen only by natural longing, tenderly protecting the more delicate inner folds, which glistened with crystalline moisture, pink as rose petals freshly opened at dawn, undisturbed by wear or use, each fold smooth and elastic as if time had preserved it in a state of eternal innocence. The clitoris, a tiny, erect pearl at the peak, gleamed a vibrant pink, sensitive and pristine, surrounded by a soft hood that cradled it like a divine secret. The scent emanating from her was impeccable, a subtle and sweet floral nectar, like dew-kissed jasmine, pure and intoxicating, without any hint of rawness, inviting adoration rather than conquest. It was the most virginal and beautiful vagina imaginable, a canvas of untouched femininity, pink in every hue, throbbing with virgin life that contradicted her minimal experience, making Valentine feel reborn in her own exploration, the epicenter of her devout rebellion of the senses.

Valentine lay motionless for a moment on her Barbie-pink sheets, the warm night air filtering through the half-open window, heavy with the distant echo of the ocean that seemed to whisper secrets of forbidden freedom. Her body, naked and exposed beneath the amber light of the nightstand, trembled with a mixture of anticipation and guilt, as if two souls were battling inside: the sweet little girl, raised on Sunday masses and maternal admonitions about purity, and the other Valentine, that delight-loving shadow who craved sin like an elixir of life. “God, why do you tempt me like this?” she murmured softly, her voice a fragile thread in the gloom, as she conjured Steve—that man with piercing eyes and a smile who promised a future of unbridled passions, of stolen afternoons on hidden beaches, of bodies melting together without remorse. Desire for him burned inside her, a fire that contradicted her innocence, making her intimacy throb with an insistent pulse. "Just a little... it's not that bad," she convinced herself, but the inner voice countered, "It's dirty, Valentine, good girls don't touch each other like that." Even so, the arousal was gaining ground, a heat that spread from her belly like melted honey, inviting her to surrender.

With a shaky sigh, “ah...” his right fingers descended with deliberate slowness along the curve of her hip, skimming the sensitive skin of her inner thigh before reaching the pink sanctuary. The first movement was gentle, almost reverential: the pads of two fingers tracing the outline of her labia majora, a circular brush that slightly parted the folds, feeling the swollen softness beneath his touch. Pleasure arose like an initial spark, a warm tingle that made her hips rise a millimeter off the mattress, a shy moan escaping: “mph...” She thought of Steve, imagining his hands instead of hers, guiding her toward a shared ecstasy in a romantic and carnal future. But the contradiction pricked her: “What if he knew? Would he see me as dirty?” The touch intensified a notch, his fingers now sliding along her inner lips, exploring the damp folds with slow longitudinal strokes, up and down, collecting the crystalline moisture that was already welling up like morning dew. Each stroke heightened the pleasure, an electric pulse expanding from her core, making her breath quicken in short gasps, “Oh... yes...”

She didn't dare go any further; penetrating herself was a sacred limit, an act for whores who defiled their purity, she repeated to herself. But morbid curiosity played dirty: on impulse, the tip of her middle finger pressed against the pink entrance, sinking just a centimeter, sending a wave of forbidden pleasure that made her arch her back. "No! Out!" she exclaimed in a strangled whisper, withdrawing her finger immediately with a gesture of guilt and excitement, her heart hammering like a war drum. The accidental touch had heightened everything, leaving her clitoris more sensitive, throbbing. Now, her movements focused there: her index and middle fingers formed an inverted V, rubbing the soft hood with increasingly wider and firmer circles, pressing the erect pearl in spirals that built the pleasure layer by layer. “Steve... ah, Steve...” she whispered, her voice cracking with soft interjections, imagining a future where he touched her like this, without barriers, where their rebellion turned into union. The pleasure grew, a heat radiating to her breasts, hardening her nipples like pebbles in the night breeze.

Treacherous curiosity led her lower, one finger exploring the ring in its most hidden place, brushing the pleated edge with a tentative touch that sent waves of unexpected pleasure through her, an involuntary “uh...” escaping. “It’s sinful, dirty... that way is for losses,” she thought, ashamed, quickly withdrawing her hand, though the echo of that sensation lingered, stoking the fire without consuming it. The arousal was escalating, her face contorting in a grimace of pleasure that horrified her—eyes half-closed, lips bitten in ecstasy. “I don’t want to see myself like this, not even alone,” she told herself, and with her free left hand, she grabbed the fluffy pillow, pressing it against her face to stifle that sinful expression, inhaling the musky scent of her own arousal mingling with the subtle breeze. Now, in that voluntary darkness, her right hand continued the symphony: fingers alternating between gentle strokes on her folds—gliding back and forth like brushstrokes on a living canvas—and rhythmic pressures on her clitoris, lightly prodding before rubbing in swift circles. Each movement heightened the pleasure, a gradual ascent: first a tingle, then hot waves, now a rush that made her legs open wider, her knees bending involuntarily. Timid moans filtered through the pillow, “mph... ah... Oh, god!” perceptible in the stillness, like echoes of her internal contradiction—pure pleasure colliding with Catholic guilt, surrender to desire for Steve versus fear of dirt.

Step by step, the ritual deepened: his fingers now pinched her clitoris with precision, alternating with longitudinal strokes that ran the entire length of her folds, collecting more juices that lubricated each movement, making the pleasure build like an impending storm. “More... just a little more,” she thought, imagining Steve whispering in her ear in a shared future, their bodies entwined in a romantic, raw dance. A failed attempt at penetration resurfaced: his ring finger pressed against her entrance, sinking in the tiniest bit. “Oh, no!” she gasped, withdrawing with a spasm that only amplified the sensations, leaving her throbbing and soaked. The pleasure climbed another notch, her body trembling, hips rotating in involuntary circles against his hand, her breathing turning into deep, rhythmic gasps. “There... there... yes...” Beneath the pillow, her gestures turned wild—head thrown back, feet planted on the mattress to push against her own touch—the morbidity of the forbidden fueling each muffled interjection: “Steve, oh! ... mph, sinful... but so good...”

The climb continued, inexorable: now his fingers rubbed her clitoris in a figure-eight pattern, building surging waves of ecstasy, each lap faster, more pressed, the pleasure transforming from diffuse heat to intense pulses that radiated through her entire being. “Almost... ah, almost...” she moaned, the contradiction reaching its peak—the sweet girl crying inside while the other, the joy-lover, roared with release. One last exploratory brush against the anal ring, just a fleeting circle that made her convulse slightly, “No, filthy! ...but... uh...” withdrawing before giving way, catapulting the pleasure to new heights. His final movements alternated quick strokes on her clitoris with pauses to brush against the entrance without entering, each cycle raising the tension to the brink.

Then the climax washed over her like a raging tide, a delicious orgasm that invaded every fiber: a small but profound convulsion wracked her body, muscles contracting in rhythmic spasms, hot juices spurting out in soft jets that soaked her fingers and dripped onto the pink sheets, sweet, pure nectar sealing her rebellion. “There... Steve! ...room!” she gasped from under the pillow, the sound muffled but laden with raw emotion, tears of pleasure dampening the fabric. Her breathing, previously a flurry of gasps, leveled out into long, shaky sighs, her chest rising and falling with diminishing slowness. The pillow fell to the side, revealing a flushed face, eyes glazed with satisfaction and guilt intertwined.

Exhausted, Valentine lay there, wet and naked, her body languid in the amber gloom, debating in her mind the desire—“it was dirty, but... necessary, liberating”—and the burning longing for Steve, that beacon of a future where pleasure would be shared, without shadows of sin. Sleep gradually enveloped her, her heavy eyelids closing as the waves murmured their distant lullaby, their intimacy still warm with the echoes of that contradictory exploration. She allowed herself a moment of reflection, her thoughts hovering between reality and dream. Despite the intensity of her experience, a serene calm enveloped her, as if every moan, every touch, had been a note in a symphony that only she and the universe could hear. In her mind, Steve became a beacon of acceptance, a lover who not only desired her body, but yearned for her soul, understanding that her innocence was a strength, not a weakness. She imagined his eyes, deep and understanding, seeing beyond the surface, accepting every corner of her with a tenderness that made her feel safe. With a sigh, she drifted off to sleep, knowing that in his heart, the purity of her love for Steve was enough to justify any surrender, because he, unlike others, would see her vulnerability not as a flaw, but as the very essence of her beauty. In his mind, her mother, with her unconditional love, would understand that this surrender was a part of growing up, a celebration of life and love, and not an act of filth, but of valor and courage. With that inner peace, Valentine drifted into a deep sleep, where her dreams intertwined with reality, creating a world where her love for Steve was the guide, and every step toward him, an act of bravery and surrender.

CHAPTER 2

Valentine and Steve immerse themselves in a relationship fraught with sexual tension, where each encounter intensifies their desire. Valentine, 18, feels trapped in a sweet torture, yearning for Steve's total surrender. He, 27, struggles with his responsibilities and hesitates about formalizing the relationship, fearful of the consequences and of playing with Valentine's feelings. Her innocence and his experience create an internal conflict in Steve, who relishes his single life but also feels deeply attracted to Valentine.

With each passing day, their moments together became scenes seared into their memories: intimate chapters in a story with no name, no end in sight. The movie outings, the candlelit dinners, the bursts of laughter that erupted without warning, and the seemingly casual touches were the threads they used to weave a bond that grew ever tighter, ever denser, ever more laden with everything... except innocence. This wasn't friendship. It was a spark that grew like a hidden fire in a dry meadow.

Their sustained gazes, filled with silent promises, became touchless caresses. And though they didn't yet know it—or wouldn't admit it—they spoke to each other in a language that required no words, one born from the skin and written with dilated pupils. Valentine felt it boiling inside her. A silent, burning desire throbbed with growing force in her belly, and the moisture escaping from her crotch soaked her clothes, releasing the scent of desire like a secret too delicious to confess.

The first kiss erupted like a long-suppressed storm. It wasn't an act, it was a detonation. An electric shock that climbed up her spine, made her body arch, and set her soul ablaze. It wasn't the touch of lips: it was a voiceless pact with the wildest side of herself, a promise sealed with tongue and gasps, a direct access to that universe of forbidden sensations that slumbered, waiting to be awakened.

And they were. Every heartbeat from that moment on begged for more. Her body became an instrument tuned by desire, her skin an open letter. Every touch, every new kiss fueled a torrent of longing that flowed unchecked, soaking her crotch without any stimulus other than a glance from him. The wetness she felt against the fabric wasn't shame: it was evidence, living testimony to how much she wanted him, even though she hadn't yet expressed it in words. A heady mix of modesty and arousal covered her like a damp, transparent veil. Her soul danced on the border where desire meets guilt, and where innocence writhes, begging to be undressed.

But despite the obvious, he seemed unwilling to take the next step. Valentine sensed this distance with growing frustration. The caresses were repeated, the kisses lingered, her body begged, pleaded, cried out... and yet, total surrender remained postponed, trapped in a limbo of touch and sighs. The fire didn't cease: on the contrary, it grew, feeding off the very delay. She was beginning to feel trapped in a sweet torture, a back-and-forth between tenderness and despair.

Every night, as she closed the door to her room, loneliness became her accomplice. Valentine slipped into the shadows in search of the solace she couldn't find in her lover's still-elusive arms. Her body, already accustomed to his closeness, now burned in his absence. And when surrender didn't come, need drove her to seek relief within herself.

Every night, upon returning home, Valentine found the dimness of her room the only space where she could confront her body and her thoughts without reservation. She closed the door with an almost ritualistic slowness, and let solitude take over. Desire swept her away like a warm, powerful current, and the lack of real consummation with him drove her, once again, to seek relief within her own skin.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, she breathed deeply, her fingers trembling with anticipation. The furtive caresses of the past few days, the strange hands running over her curves over her clothes, had sown a gnawing restlessness, a hunger that wasn't quelled by kisses or sweet words. Guilt and desire intertwined within her, and in that strange dance, her body was both judge and hostage.

She slid her fingers beneath the fabric of his pants, with the gentleness of someone who knows herself perfectly. She touched the moisture already soaking her underwear and sighed, closing her eyes. Each touch on her sensitive clitoris was a spark, an electric shock that rose through her belly and quickened her breathing. She shed her clothes without haste, as if each piece of clothing that fell away was one less barrier between her and what she needed to feel.

He caressed her breasts with the gentleness of someone caressing an offering, feeling her nipples harden at the touch. They were small, still almost adolescent, but at that moment they burned like embers. The tips of his fingers traced slow, wet circles around her throbbing clitoris, feeling her center open like a flower in the middle of the night, drenched with desire, glistening with the nectar that flowed with every forbidden thought. The wetness was clear evidence of her desire, like a whore waiting for an imminent encounter.

Moans began to escape her parted lips, silenced by the pillow she buried her face in. She needed to release that tension without being discovered. She bit her lip as her fingers sank deeper, playing with the moisture that flowed without asking permission. Her mind sailed between immodest images and exquisite sensations: him, his voice, his smell, his mouth... The friction of desire against guilt was a constant, delicious, and brutal friction, as if the member that still eluded her were brushing against her with every sigh.

The rhythm of his movements intensified. Each firmer, more demanding stroke pushed her to the brink of madness. She gasped, trembled, and held back screams that wanted to explode with the force of a storm. "Ah..." a long, broken, irrepressible moan escaped. Her entire body convulsed in a burning, liberating orgasm, while her back arched like a taut bow releasing its arrow. Then she fell onto the bed, wrapped in sweat and the sweet trembling of someone who has been liberated... at least for now.

The peace was brief. The sound of footsteps in the hallway startled her. Her mother. Valentine reacted immediately, sitting up, cleaning herself up quickly, and slipping on a nightgown to cover herself just in time.

"Dinner was served a while ago, Valentine. I can't keep waiting for you," her mother said, in that rigid tone she used to mask her blindness. To her, her daughter was still the same pure, virginal girl she'd always been, and she couldn't imagine the desires that consumed her, but Valentine knew that wasn't true anymore. The whore inside her wanted out.

“I need to be more careful,” she told herself silently as she walked to the table, but the touch of the fabric over her still-erect nipples made her shudder. The memory of his fingers still throbbed between her legs, and the lingering wetness bore witness to what she'd just experienced. She couldn't get him out of her mind. Steve. She had to stop thinking about him before her body betrayed her again... or someone noticed.

Waking up surprised her with that same familiar tremor: the still-latent echo of the desire that had overwhelmed her a few hours earlier. The shrill sound of the alarm clock tore her from the sheets with a bodily laziness that wasn't just sleep. Standing up, she slowly removed her cotton nightgown, letting it slide over her skin like a shy lover. In front of the mirror, she leisurely contemplated herself: her youthful figure, her small, firm, and sensitive breasts; her soft stomach, her skin still reddened in places. There was beauty in her reflection, even if she couldn't always recognize it.

Stepping into the shower, she allowed the hot water to melt away the last traces of guilt. The steam enveloped her like a liquid embrace, and her hands, automatically, began to lather with the slowness of someone eager to explore. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to imagine that it wasn't her fingers, but his, sliding the lather over her thighs, her hips, her belly.

She took the handful of dried chamomile flowers she kept in a jar. The infusion had been taught by her mother, but for Valentine it had become a private ritual of reverence for cleansing that part of her that wasn't a secret to some, but that the world had yet to truly discover. She let the warm liquid fall between her legs, then used her fingers to spread it tenderly over her already sensitive vulva. Each touch was a tribute, a sacred caress. Her clitoris responded immediately, pulsing beneath her fingertips, rekindling that fire that not even water could extinguish.

She bit her lip. She remembered the few times she'd been touched by something other than his own hands: a tampon applicator... and a penis that had barely been a host, not a conqueror. Nothing compared to how Steve made her feel, even without actually touching her. The thought was enough to make her wet again, to tense her nipples and make her arch her back with a slight shudder.

Her breathing quickened. The gentle friction of his fingers between her folds grew more intense and furtive, bringing her to the edge of ecstasy that not even whores could feel. She squeezed her thighs together, let out an almost inaudible gasp, and it was at that precise moment—just as her body was beginning to give out again—that the bathroom door swung open.

"What's all this time in the bathroom, sis? It's for everyone!" said her brother, barely a year younger, in that tone somewhere between reproach and mockery.

Valentine froze, caught in the act. The foam still trickled down her thighs. Her body, glistening with water, was an impossible sight to hide. The scene she thought she'd create never came. Instead of screaming, she just clumsily covered herself with a towel and silently left, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and something else... a cloudy, indescribable feeling. Something in her brother's fleeting glance, in his pause before closing the door, had disarmed her.

Her brother, Rodrigo, for his part, felt a mixture of surprise and something deeper upon seeing her like that. His heart pounded, and his eyes remained fixed on Valentine's figure, unable to look away. The foam sliding down her wet skin and the glimmer of the water on her body hypnotized him, awakening an incestuous desire that had been dormant until then. But what truly took his breath away was seeing her fingers moving between her legs, in a wild and sensual rhythm. His sister was masturbating, and the image of her hands exploring her own body left him speechless.

The image of his naked sister seared itself into his mind, and he felt a surge of warmth rise in his chest. Something changed in him at that moment. He no longer saw her as a child; now he saw a woman, and a very desirable one. The reproachful, mocking tone with which he had entered quickly dissipated, replaced by a kind of muted astonishment and a sudden alertness from his companion below. His pause before closing the door was a moment of indecision, an internal struggle between the impulse to stay and admire her a little longer, and the need to respect her privacy. In the end, Valentine's shame and confusion brought him out of his trance, and he closed the door with a lump in his throat.

As he pulled away, his mind was still filled with the image of his sister reaching climax. Incestuous desire began to take shape, mingling with feelings of guilt and confusion. He knew what he felt was taboo, but he couldn't deny the attraction that had surged in that moment. The murky feeling Valentine had experienced also enveloped him, leaving him with a mix of emotions he didn't know how to process, but he knew something had changed, and his member wouldn't let him forget it.

Valentine, her heart racing and her cheeks flushed, composed herself as best she could. Shame washed over her, but also a kind of residual excitement coursed through her body. She dressed hastily, her trembling hands barely able to button her blouse. She combed her hair quickly, running her fingers through her damp hair in a futile attempt to tame it. With her heart still pounding, she left the house for school, leaving behind the scene her brother had interrupted.

Her body was still throbbing, and she could feel the pulse between her legs, a constant reminder of what she'd been on the verge of achieving. Her desire hadn't been quenched; it had merely hidden, waiting for the right moment to resurface. As she walked the streets, she tried to calm her mind, but images of her brother entering the bathroom and the expression on his face when he saw her replayed over and over in her head. She knew that later, when she was alone, she would find a way to pick up where she'd left off, to complete the act that had been so rudely interrupted.

The rest of the day at school passed in a blur. Valentine could barely concentrate on her classes, her mind constantly returning to the shower, to her brother's gaze, and the feel of her own fingers on her skin, to remembering Steve's touches on her clothes that made her simmer with desire and love. She knew she would have to face her brother again, but for now, all she wanted was to escape the storm of emotions that had engulfed her and eagerly await the moment she would see Steve again.

Steve, at 27, found himself in a whirlwind of emotions and doubts. Every time he was with Valentine, his heart beat with an intensity he'd never felt before. Her innocence and freshness intoxicated him, and her smile, so pure and genuine, awakened in him a deep desire to make her his. However, Valentine's age—barely 18—generated a mixture of excitement and fear in him. He didn't know if he was doing the right thing, if it was legal, if he wasn't playing with her feelings.

Steve was a successful, self-confident man with a full life. He'd had numerous relationships and had always been faithful, but he also enjoyed being single and having occasional flings when he was alone. He liked his life the way it was, and the idea of ​​committing to something formal with someone, especially someone as young as Valentine, made him hesitate. He didn't want to rush into a commitment and then regret it, but he also didn't want to hurt Valentine. It was a constant dilemma that gnawed at him from the inside.

In addition, Steve had many responsibilities and issues to address at home. His family expected a lot from him, and the pressure to live up to those expectations sometimes overwhelmed him. The mere thought of formalizing something with Valentine and facing the consequences that could bring made him anxious. Was he ready for such a commitment? Could he handle all his responsibilities while also being in a serious relationship? These questions kept him awake at night, analyzing every possible scenario.

Despite everything, Steve couldn't deny the attraction he felt for Valentine. Her almost teenage body, her soft skin, and her innocent gaze drove him wild. He wanted to explore every corner of her being, discover all her secrets, make her his in every way. But he also knew he had to be careful, that he couldn't just let his instincts get the better of him. Valentine was special, and deserved to be treated with respect and consideration.

Steve stood at a crossroads, and every decision he made could change the course of his life. He knew he couldn't keep putting off the next step, but he also knew he had to do it carefully, considering not only his own desires, but also Valentine's feelings and the consequences of his actions. He was a mature young man, and he would act accordingly, but for now, his thoughts were a whirlwind of doubts and desires, an internal conflict that kept him awake, dreaming of Valentine's body and wondering which path to take.
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CHAPTER 3
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Valentine, lost in thoughts filled with desire for Steve—still reeling from the strange incident with her brother, which had left her feeling confused, not only by shame, but also by something different in his gaze—failed to notice the classroom or the others. Her mind wandered between sensual images and a growing sweetness that filled her chest. It was in that private, almost hypnotic trance that a dry voice snapped her back to reality.

"Miss Corradi," Professor Montoya said, with that cutting tone he knew how to use like a verbal whip. "Could you tell us what the main design trends seen today were?"

Valentine's silence was as evident as it was awkward. Several of her classmates looked around curiously. She blinked, surprised, searching for an answer that wasn't forthcoming.

—Do you think I'm just talking nonsense? Or that it's my duty to explain everything to you alone while you're busy thinking about... who knows what?

—No, professor. Excuse me, it's just that...

—I'm not interested in your excuses. It's not enough to have a sweet face and a job well done. Don't confuse indulgence with privilege.

Valentine looked down. She felt her stomach clench. That feeling she hated returned: submission without consent. Something about figures like Ricardo Montoya caused an internal short circuit. It wasn't desire. It was vulnerability. And that disturbed her more than any rebuke.

Ricardo watched her silently for a few more seconds, enjoying her discomfort. Since arriving at the institute, he had earned an ambiguous reputation: competent, yes, but also manipulative, especially with young students. He knew he was untouchable. Academic coordinator, member of the teaching committee, he had enough power to shape realities with a single phone call.

He'd noticed Valentine from the first day. Not just her beauty: there was something more to her. A fragility clothed in virtue. An air of purity that awakened in him a different desire, more psychological than carnal: to subdue her, break her little by little, make her dependent on his authority. He was in no hurry. He knew that this kind of submission wasn't forced; it was induced. Her silence, her discomfort, her way of apologizing without a fight... everything about her confirmed what he'd already sensed: she was made to obey, and she was already determined to achieve it. Her nakedness would be voluntary; he would penetrate every corner of her body; every commanded moan, every pose, every spurt of femininity would be his. She would be dominated, humiliated, but more than that: she herself would beg him for it. She would find a way.

And even though I knew it wouldn't be easy, that only made it more interesting.

The rumors in the hallways were plentiful. It was said that Ricardo Montoya had had “incidents” with students in the past, all of which were resolved with an institutional grace that erased any trace. Nothing was proven. Everything was insinuated. The kind of things you knew were true, even if no one dared to put them in writing. Some said he had a devious ability to turn promising girls into obedient devotees, into confused accomplices or satisfied victims of abuse, into horny whores willing to keep quiet, whether out of fear, joy, or shame.

Valentine, even though she knew it, told herself she was safe. That she wasn't like the others. That with Steve by her side, she was strong. That his love was her shield. She fantasized about a life together, far from everything. But deep down, a part of her—hidden and silent—trembled every time Montoya said her last name in that icy voice.

For now, as long as his academic excellence remained impeccable, it would remain beyond his reach.

Valentine, still recovering from the initial shock in class, stood in the hallway between classes, trying to calm her mind and heart. Suddenly, she felt a familiar presence beside her. It was Sebastián, her lifelong friend, a marketing student, and her eternal crush. Ever since she broke up with her ex, Sebastián had been there to comfort her and take every opportunity to get closer to her, dreaming of the day he could make her his.

"Hi, Valentine," Sebastian said with a smile that was meant to be reassuring, but to her it seemed more predatory. "How are you feeling after class? I saw Professor Montoya had you pretty nervous."

Valentine tried to smile, but her expression was more of a grimace of concern.

—I'm fine, Sebastian. Just a little nervous, as always.

Sebastian leaned a little closer, his voice dropping to a more intimate tone.

—You know, I'm always here for you. You can count on me for whatever you need.

Valentine nodded, feeling a mixture of gratitude and distrust.

—I know, Sebastian. Thank you.

Sebastian took the opportunity to gently brush his hand against hers, a gesture that Valentine felt was too intimate for the place and time.

—Remember, Valentine, I'll always be here for you. No matter what happens.

Valentine discreetly withdrew his hand, trying to maintain his composure.

—Thank you, Sebastian. I really appreciate it.

Sebastian, however, didn't walk away. Instead, he suggested:

—Come on, let's go somewhere quieter. There's something I want to show you.

Valentine, though reluctant, agreed. Sebastian led her to a hidden corner of the school, a place she often used to retreat to read, study, or escape the hustle and bustle. It was tucked away between the storage rooms and the service stairs, a rarely visited spot within the school.

As they walked, Sebastian kept up a light conversation, trying to relax the atmosphere.

—This place has always seemed special to me. It's like a little oasis in the middle of the chaos.

Valentine nodded, remembering the times he had found peace in that corner.

—Yes, it's a good place to get away from everything.

Once there, Sebastian turned to her, his gaze intense and penetrating.

—Valentine, there's something I've wanted to tell you for a long time. I can't keep it inside any longer.

Valentine felt a lump in her throat, anticipating what was coming.

—What is it, Sebastian?

Sebastian leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper.

—I've always had feelings for you. Ever since you broke up with Andrew, I've been waiting for the right moment to tell you. I want to be with you, Valentine. I want to be the man who makes you happy.

Valentine felt guilty and trapped. She knew she didn't want anything to do with Sebastian, but she also felt she owed him something for being there for her through difficult times. Besides, she now had Steve; although their relationship wasn't formal, she knew in her heart he was the man for her. She had to stop Sebastian, but she didn't know how to do it without hurting him.

"Sebastian, I... I don't know what to say," she began, her voice trembling. "You're a good friend, and I'm so grateful for everything you've done for me. But... I don't feel the same way you do."

Sebastian looked at her with a mixture of pain and determination.

—I know, Valentine. But I can't help feeling what I feel. I just want you to know that I'll always be here for you, no matter what.

Valentine nodded, trying to maintain his composure.

—Thank you, Sebastian. It means a lot to me.

But Sebastian wasn't about to let it go so easily. His expression hardened, and his voice became more aggressive.

"You know, Valentine? I always thought you were different. But now I see you're just like all the others. A playful little dog who enjoys kisses and cuddles, but doesn't want to commit."

Valentine stood in shock, feeling tears begin to well up in her eyes.

—Sebastian, it's not like that. I... I just... I don't know... I don't see you like that.

Sebastian leaned closer, his voice filled with resentment.

—Like this? Why? To keep playing with me? To keep offering me your tits? To keep driving me crazy with desire and then leave me wanting?

Valentine stepped back, feeling cornered and vulnerable.

—Sebastian, please. Don't talk like that.

Sebastian did not stop.

—Why not? It's the truth. You've always given me signs, always let me touch you, kiss your little nipples, feel your skin. But then, when I want more, you stop me. What am I supposed to think? That I'm a toy for you? That you can use me whenever you want and then toss me aside?

Valentine felt a mixture of shame and guilt. She knew she'd allowed Sebastian to get too close, but she also knew she hadn't been fair to him. It was also true that he'd exploited moments when she was weak and vulnerable, upset and sensitive about the way he'd broken up with Andrew.

—Sebastian, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you. But now I have Steve in my life, and even though it's not formal, I know he's important to me.

Sebastian laughed bitterly.

—Steve. Of course, the great Steve. What about me? Am I just a replacement until he shows up? Or is it that while you're letting me touch your tits, you're fucking Steve from behind?

Valentine felt a wave of anger and pain.

—Don't talk like that, Sebastian! You don't deserve to talk to me like that. What you said only happened a couple of times. You knew I was feeling bad and you took advantage of it. I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to hurt you.

Sebastian leaned closer, his voice filled with venom.

"And what are you going to do, Valentine? Are you going to hit me? Are you going to scream? Or are you just going to continue being the submissive little dog you've always been?"

Valentine froze, unable to react. Sebastian's words had left her breathless, and a strange force held her immobile, unable to defend herself. Tears streamed down her face as Sebastian continued his verbal assault, each word stabbing into her heart like a knife.

"You're a whore, Valentine. A whore who plays with other people's feelings. And now, when I finally have the courage to tell you how I feel, you reject me. What am I supposed to do? Keep being your faithful little dog, hoping you'll give me a crumb of attention?"

Valentine, heartbroken and mind blank, could only stand there, tearful and helpless. Shame and guilt flooded her, and although she knew Sebastian didn't deserve to speak to her that way, she couldn't find the strength to defend herself.

"Has he fucked you yet, Valentine?" Sebastian asked with a wicked grin. "Has Steve put his cock all the way in? Or would you rather I fuck your asshole? Is that what you like? Letting yourself be used like a whore?"

Valentine felt a wave of nausea at his words.

"Sebastian, please don't continue," she pleaded in a whisper.

Sebastian leaned closer, his voice dropping to a threatening whisper.

—Why not? Are you embarrassed when people talk to you like that? Or does it turn you on? Do you get wet when they call you a whore? Do you like being treated like a slut?

Valentine tried to back away, but Sebastian grabbed her arm, preventing her from moving.

"Let me go, Sebastian. You're hurting me," she said in a trembling voice.

Sebastian looked at her with a mixture of lust and resentment.

—Hurt? What do you know of hurt, Valentine? What do you know of the pain of wanting someone who doesn't love you? Of the pain of watching them use you and toss you aside?

Valentine felt the tears falling harder, she had never used him, he was the one who had taken advantage of her depression.

—I'm sorry, Sebastian. I'm really sorry.

Sebastian let go of her, but his voice was still hard.

—Sorry isn't enough, Valentine. Not after everything you've put me through. Not after all the times you've let me touch you, kiss your tits, feel your skin. Not after all the times you've left me wanting.

Valentine remained silent. Sebastian took advantage of her vulnerability to continue.

—You know, Valentine, I've always been good to you. I've always been there for you, even when no one else would. And now, when I finally work up the courage to tell you how I feel, you push me away. What am I supposed to think?

Valentine tried to speak, but the words stuck in his throat.

—Sebastian, I... I don’t know what to say.

Sebastian leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper.

—You don't have to say anything, Valentine. You just have to let me show you how I feel. Let me make you feel what I feel. Let me fuck you, Valentine. Let me be the first to break your ass. Let me be the first to make you scream with pleasure.

Valentine felt a mixture of fear and excitement. She knew Sebastian was willing to seize any opportunity to try to fill the empty space Andrew had left in her heart and life. And while part of her was flattered, another part felt trapped and vulnerable.

"Sebastian, I can't. I don't want to hurt you," she finally said, her voice breaking.

Sebastian looked at her with a mixture of lust and determination.

—You won't hurt me, Valentine. On the contrary, you'll make me feel alive. Let me show you how I feel. Let me be the first to make you feel like a real woman.

Valentine remained silent, unable to react. Sebastian's words had left her breathless, and a strange force held her immobile, unable to defend herself. Tears streamed down her face as Sebastian continued his verbal assault.

Valentine, her heart racing and her mind blank, felt Sebastian grip her arm tightly, pinning her against the wall. She wanted to get out of there, but the shock of seeing what her friend had become had paralyzed her. Fear was overcoming her, and she didn't know how to act. Her body wouldn't respond, and her throat refused to scream, trapped between fear and shame.
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