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I want to dedicate this book to my family.

My children, Angela Daniela and Dario, 

Because they have given me the best moments in my life.

My husband, for being my inspiration.

And, of course, to you reader,

For believing in me once again.

​​​Synopsis

​

"Love is jumping into a void without feeling imprisoned"

This is the story of a guy who didn't believe in love, he found it and lost it. Now his life is chaos.

Thanks to a visit from his friend Mario, it helps him open up his eyes, and he manages to redirect his life. He'll have to make decisions that make him think everything will be better.

A girl who has always lived in the shadows of her partner until an incident opens her eyes and comes face to face with reality. She takes the reins and decides she needs to live again and make up for lost time.

A call and a pub for a couple exchanges cause the paths to cross.

Will David get over his fears? And most importantly, will he believe in love once more?

Based on true events.

Readers Reviews:

With and without you... will seduce you passionately. Let yourself be carried away by your instincts in this exciting story that will make you believe in second chances.

Without you I’m a sad man, with you the happiest!!!!

A hopeful story.

​Thank you
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To Eva Maria Florensa for reading very calmly every paragraph and advising me with some changes that I ended up loving. Thank you for making my world a lot better. You are my muse. 

To Loli Peris, Loli MA, Awela, and Marta Romero, who were my #0 readers. I sincerely thank you for your encouragement to continue writing. For all your wise advice and, overall, for correcting me when I was wrong.

I would like to mention my sisters; two of which have left this world for the wrong reasons and, especially, the one that has known how to rise from its ashes, enduring like a wild boar. To my nephews and with all my love, to my goddaughter who has also known how to start from zero.

Our family is like that saying my husband likes it so much: "In life as well as in boxing, the one who wins is not the one who never falls but the one who gets up once more than the one who loses". Thank you to my parents for giving me the right education and for letting me that; if I want to, I can.

To Dr. Romero for being my image consultant... She has encouraged me to continue and to believe in me. Without liking this genre, she reads this whole story and that tells a lot about her as a person.

To Manolo, for giving me a bit of his knowledge for creating jumps and turns. Above all, to clarify that dirty bikes don't have a rearview mirror.

To Isa and Pepe for putting up with me with the ramblings of the creation of the book and, with great love to the latter, for helping me with the doubts that arose in the first chapters.

To Eve Romu for helping me and always being there. Her book trailers are the best that I have seen and that's why I trusted her for this new adventure. Thanks for everything, from the bottom of my heart.

I leave for the end, the most important: I want to thank you, reader, you got to this point after reading all of this. I hope you have liked this story and are encouraged to read more of my work. Above all, you must get to know the story of Jana which I have left in the prologue. I will love for you to immerse yourself in the life of this gypsy who will find herself between two waters. And if you haven't read Caroba yet, don't wait any longer and discover her loves or mistakes.
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​Prologue

"There are two tragedies in life: one is not getting what one wants, and the other is getting it"

-Oscar Wilde

Seville...end of October

Remember me...

I played that song on my iPod regularly, and I wanted to play it repeatedly. I wish I could stop the clock just like the song says. I wish I could go back and do things differently. I just wanted her to remember me and not forget we were once one.

I felt lost, defeated, and disgusted with myself.

For the first time in my whole existence, I was scared. For the first time, I thought about the future, a future with someone who was worth it. A woman who showed me I was capable of love. I always heard I could only understand when it happened to me... and now I completely understood. Wow, now I do! It was HER. The person you want to grow old with.

I was a man who, because of the terrible events I suffered when I was little, needed to live life day by day. I treated women the way I always thought was right; because of what I saw in my childhood and because of what I lived through with Maria. But, the moment Caroba crossed my path, everything changed.

The walls that I had built around me crumbled down the second our eyes crossed. She, with her innocence, said everything that I needed to hear. She trapped me in that same instance she let herself be kissed. In that moment, in that exact second so revealing to my heart, I knew I was in love because I was sure of that with her. I would achieve maximum pleasure. It was absurd to think that when I had just met her. Over the years, my relationship with women were merely carnal, and with Caroba I knew it was different. I had a feeling she could be my partner. I could talk to her. And no, it didn't consist in the fact that I could, but with Caroba I wanted to. I felt the need to try everything with her. There was no explanation, I just knew. And, of course, because she was smoking hot. She had an aura that gave off such a quantity of pheromones that attracted me like honey to flies. I couldn't stay away from her, her lips, sex with her... how good was the sex with her!

Resigned and dejected, I got up, put on another stripe, another cup of whiskey, and... Augh!! I yelled when the amber liquid went down my throat burning my sorrow and my disappointment. I grabbed it hard and pounded it thinking about my honey-eyed blonde until I lost consciousness at some point during that process.

***
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I came out of the pub quite upset. I had to find Caroba. I needed to talk to her, and I explained. I looked everywhere between cars and nothing. Shit! I said to myself as I clenched my fists in anger. I looked up to the sky trying to find some calmness. Things got even more complicated. The hope I had put into us died when I truly understood she was gone. The same hope I had to find her waiting for me to take her home. I thought that, after the scene I witnessed at the club, she would be there crying, hurt, and broken. Seeing her tied up, and so frightened broke me inside. I never could have imagined that something that I enjoyed so much like sex, would leave me feeling so empty. 

I turned around towards the club, and fresh vomit on the curb caught my attention. In that instant, I knew it was hers. A sour taste crept into my mouth. I could feel her stomach churning because of what she had experienced. I could feel her grief. Her drowning. I could even feel her eyes filled with tears, causing one to escape from between my eyelids without me being able to control it. God! It's been years since I cried. The same ones I had promised to not do again. My heartbeat at a vertiginous speed like it wanted to come out of my chest to meet with hers wherever, with all the security, that it would find peace. That peace she could only give me.

I recorded a message for her to alleviate the feeling of guilt that made me feel like drowning. My head wouldn't stop showing me that scene of my blonde crying... Forget about her! A tiny voice screamed in my head.  "No, don’t forget her. Without Caroba you'll be the same person you were before", said the other selfish part that lived in my head. Not knowing what to do, I let time give me an answer and let her be the one to choose what happens to us. With my shoulder dragging by my feet, I chose to return to that location. There I met a guy who gave me a proposition and I thought that would finally help me forget about her. I decided to participate in an orgy that was taking place in a nearby club. It was the first time. I had never done something like this, but I needed to get rid of this anxiety that was fixating. I had the urge to let go, fuck without thinking about anything other than sex. Fuck without thinking about her.

***
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I woke up startled. It was dark and I heard some weird noises. They were like sighs. I went into the darkness following the moans that disrupted the night's silence. Without making any noise, I peeked my head in through the slightly cracked door and what I saw horrified me: my mother was spanking my father and there was another man with them.

​​Part I

Lost

​Chapter 1

"The world is invaded by sexes and beings. 

The world is an orgy of pleasure"

-Giannina Braschi



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Luisa
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25 years before...

Dear Diary:

I've decided to write to you as if you were my best friend who listens to me. That friend that I so desperately need in moments like this. Being here, alone and so far away from the world, has me in a situation without living that I understand. I need to share my day-to-day with someone because if I don't, I think I'll go crazy. I don't want to do anything. The house is falling on me and for moments I feel like I am sinking into a pit of no return.

Lately, I haven't been feeling well. I feel pretty exhausted and feel sleepy all the time. I have scheduled an appointment with the doctor. It's most likely anemia or something like that. I can't say that my diet is the most appropriate, but I get lazy when I think about cooking for one person. I usually eat some turkey a portion of fresh cheese and a little more. The reason I don't get sick is because the heavier meals I have with my husband, it's the only moment we have together.

When I left the doctor's office, I felt like the wind blew me away. I couldn't believe it. If I thought, I had hit rock bottom I would have completely wrong. I took a taxi, and I went straight home to wait for him. When he came in through the door with a smile on his face, I got up on my feet with my arms crossed and a murderous look on my face. Manuel looks at me with a worried look, not understanding what's going on.

I would love to write word for word about the conversation we had since I want to remember it clearly:

"You asshole! I told you I didn't want to get pregnant!" I yelled angrily like there was no tomorrow. I'm in such a nervous state that I can't control myself. "Pregnant! Now what do I do huh?!" I screamed desperately.

"My love... this is a blessing. When we got married, you already knew you wanted kids. This... is the best thing that could have happened to us. You'll see how everything will be figured out when the baby arrives." While he's been saying all of this, my husband has been trying to hug me as if that would calm me down, knowing well that I don't like hugs or acts of affection. I got even angrier, and I yelled at him:

"What part of 'I don't want any kids' didn't you understand?!"

"Honey, we've been married for three years, and I thought that not wanting children was only temporary. My love, a child! Do you know what that means for us, for our future? We will have a connection, something that we have created between you and me, the fruit of our love."

At the end he got to hug me, as weird as it sounds, this gesture got me to calm down a little.

***
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Dear diary:

My life with Manuel has not been what I expected. When we were dating, we would do it everywhere: the car, the garage, and the restaurant bathrooms, at the beach... However, after the wedding, everything winds down to just doing it in bed. Gone were the fiery passion, the spontaneity, and everything that this entailed for a woman like me. My husband goes out to work all day and comes home at night tired, we eat dinner barely speaking a word while watching the news, as if we've been married for many years. And, yes, we have sex, but only because I encourage it. Come on, I'll undress him almost by force so he can give me at least one orgasm. God! Just one orgasm, when I have always been multiorgasmic!

***
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Dear diary:

My relationship is going from bad to worse, though for him everything is normal. Manuel has completely focused on his job, and I'm supposed to, in the meanwhile, take care of all the chores in the house and wait for him until late with dinner so I can at least have someone to talk to.

Like I've told you before, we live right outside Chiclana, in a nice chalet with a beautiful garden and a huge pool. We fell in love with this house because of its location, far from the city. We wanted privacy and now I greatly regret that decision, since I don't have a driver's license or a car. I guess I should've thought of that then, and now I spend my days waiting for my husband's arrival bored like an oyster, jaded by loneliness with nothing else to do other than watch TV and waste time. I've called a taxi before to go out and clear my head for a while and I've walked around downtown, but the truth is I get tired of doing it alone. I don't know anybody here and I also don't want to, I don't even make the minimum effort of getting to my neighboring chalets. I find myself in a vicious cycle that I have no idea how to get out of.

***
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Dear diary:

Today I'm here to tell you about something that has pleasantly surprised me: porn. Sometimes I put a movie on. I do it to satisfy the sexual cravings that run through my body. After looking for a while, I located a video club downtown, finally, I've been able to rent out some movies without them making faces at me. It's kind of ridiculous that in this day in age, we women can't enjoy our bodies. The clerks looked at me as if I was a sinner who had to be burned at the stake. Above all, I like them, or rather, they turn me on, the protagonist of a dominatrix, even though there are not many in the market.

The first time I heard about this was from an old book. It was satisfying to know that a woman is also able to have that kind of control during sex. Until then, according to what I had been taught and what I had gathered on my own, I always thought the man was the dominant one.

It would be fascinating if I could buy myself some leather lingerie, dark garter belts, tall high heels... I feel like I'm a woman ahead of my time or, at least, that's what I think. Us women should be able to enjoy sex the same way men get to enjoy it. I know that with Manuel I will never be able to do any of that, and much less now, with my pregnancy belly he won't want to touch me.

***
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Dear Diary:

It's been a while since I've updated you in my life. The reason I haven't had time to write is because my husband has had me all day from here to there, buying everything that has occurred to him and more. He's requested off from work to fix up everything that has to do with the baby.

Yes, it will be a boy and he's more than happy, that's what he wanted. We painted the room and redecorated the whole house. And he's also extremely worried about the baby's security, to the point, that is kind of scary.

As I had guessed, my husband has not touched me in the 9 months of pregnancy. He hasn't even come close to me. I was very aroused, which is something people say is normal during pregnancy, because of all the hormonal changes.

To alleviate my arousement, I had to beg him for some relief. Either way, it has not worked, since he has completely denied me. He was convinced that it could harm the baby. How stupid! He's obsessed with the baby's protection. Even the gynecologist said that there was no problem with having sexual intercourse while pregnant, actually, he recommended it. 

At this moment I was realizing nothing was going to be the same as it was. At this exact moment, writing these words, I digest the fact that my husband will not sexually satisfy me again.

And, as cold and heartless as it sounds, I am seriously considering an affair, a lover that can satisfy my thirst for sex that overwhelms me every hour of every day.

***
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Dear diary:

Thank goodness the bastard is out of my belly, and I'm fully recovered. Well, not really, my body will never be the same. After hours of trying and pushing him through where he needed to come out of, they had to do a C-Section, so my stomach was left a little disfigured.

The only thing I can think of now is that if before he was born, I didn't want him, now even less. He's fucked my life up. He has disrupted all my plans. Who's going to love me with all these marks? How am I going to find someone to satisfy me with a deformed stomach?

***
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Dear diary:

Lately, I've been in low spirits. I don't know what's wrong with me. I don't even have the energy to write. You're always there for me. You listen to me complain when no one wants to listen. Manuel is so concentrated with the baby that he won't even look at me. I think I'm falling into a depressive state of mind or something like it because I can't even stand myself. I don't even have a sexual desire and that is very weird for me.

***
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Dear diary:

I've been able to convince my husband to not breastfeed the baby who is going to be named after his grandpa: David. That's the only condition he set for me. To be honest, I don't care what he is named because I don't plan on raising him. Not that he had many options to refuse, in the end, it's about my body and my life: my decision. He's insisted on satiety for me to do it, claiming that he supposedly they are raised healthier and better, but I am not going to give in. I don't want my chest to be deformed as well. I've been speaking to a few of the women that I met while I prepared to give birth, some of whom were mothers before that. They have told me what their chests are like after lactating, and it's horrible. That would be the last straw, with a big scar on my stomach and a saggy chest. Come on, that's the last thing I need to be fully deformed, and nobody would want to fuck me.

***
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Dear diary:

I've asked Manuel to look for a babysitter during the day. I'm not going to lose hours of sleep. It's very difficult for me to fall asleep all horny and the fat ass... If he wanted a kid so bad, now let him accept the decision and be consistent with what he has done to me. I refuse to go out in the neighborhood with the stroller and feel obligated to talk to the neighbors. I refuse.

At least my husband is a very patient man and loves me like crazy, there's no doubt about that. He grants me all my whims without exception, and, because of that, he hired a girl who, even though she is younger than I would prefer, is going to walk the baby around the neighborhood and will feed him. To me, after they don't bother me, I'm not worried about it.

On her first day, I set up a schedule for her to follow. That way I can do whatever I want without anyone bothering me.

***
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Dear diary:

Today I was skimming through the newspaper that they leave outside the house every morning. I did it, taking advantage of the fact that the girl went on their morning walk, and I had a little peace. I've seen, in the classified section, an ad that caught my attention specifically; of a "limitless sex" club and emphasizes in bold that it is not a brothel. I wrote down the address and decided to go check it out. It's still early, so I'm going to take a shower to kill time. When the baby wakes up from his nap, they'll be going for their walk so I'll take my chance and go then. I don't like the idea that much since it's going to get dark soon, so the sitter won't be out long enough.

***
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I was finishing up writing in my diary when I noticed the house was too quiet. I looked at the kitchen clock and I noticed that it was late. I have to take a really quick shower before they come back, and I get caught. I'm a little nervous because I don't know what I'm going to find, but, on the other hand, I'm anxious. I can feel my heart racing. I try to calm down with some of the breathing exercises I learned during the birth training classes. Stealthily, I got out of my house and got into the cab that was waiting outside. After I sat down and told the taxi driver the address, I looked out the window wistfully and excited about the idea of how I could be walking into what could be my future, a future full of pleasure.

As we got to our destination, I paid the taxi driver and, when I was about to get off, he told me in a strange voice that showed concern:

"Would you like me to wait for you, ma'am?"

I look at him hesitantly with that "ma'am" choking in my throat. I hate that word that makes me sound old just hearing it. I shake my head, thanking him under my breath for his concern. I pull off the road while I check in on the address the ad said. It's a house away from everything. If I wasn't sure I truly needed this, I would run away terrified. When I can't hear the taxi's engine anymore, I realize, I'm scared. The silence and gloomy sundown invade everything around me. I clear my mind, thinking everything is going to be ok. I walk slowly to the gate fixing my clothes and calming down a bit since I remembered how good I look. I'm wearing a fairly tight black dress, with which I try to hide the deformities that my body has suffered after the pregnancy, and super high black heels with garter stockings for whatever might arise.

It calms me to find the gate ajar, I cross it and walk a small path that leads to a gate. It's kind of stuck so, I push it and go in with a determined step. So far everything seems sinister, there's poor lighting on the outside. When I finally get to the living room, I discover that it seems like a meeting place and not something gloomy as I suspected when I got out of the taxi. Everything is pretty calm, too calm, I'd say. Maybe I just expected something else. That's what it's like to watch porn, you think everything is going to be the same as in movies.

At the end, there is a group of men sitting on a stool next to a bar. A girl, with light clothing, flirts with them. The bartender signals me over to go to him. With a steady pace, marking each step and suggestively moving my body, I start walking to a man who is leaning against the bar and has left me speechless. He's so handsome. He has messy hair and a three-day beard that reveals a mouth with full lips. Phew! Wow, man! Just by looking at him, I get hot. The best part is his eyes: I see, when he got closer to talking to me, they're emerald green and had a piercing glare.

With no ambiguity, I told him about the ad that I read in the newspaper, and I was here for that, even though I don't know what it entails. The handsome guy, who seems to be in charge of public relations, takes some kind of form from the bar and explains to me that I have to fill it out with my information. He assured me that it is completely confidential and that they only want this kind of information for their own protection just in case of any mishap that could occur in the future. He flips the paper over and shows me the very detailed questionnaire where I have to write down my sexual preferences. Finally, he informed me that there was a fee to pay to enter, a price that would cover two drinks, and the right to use the facilities upon reservation. Everything that happens in the building will stay within the walls of the building. Both men and women can approach each other and figure out whether they want to be together or not. There are no rules: just show respect and, of course, if someone says "no" it should be stopped immediately. The rest is on my own.

"What would you like to drink, beautiful?" He says after explaining the form to me, with an accent I can't make out. "It's on the house. Today is just a test, if you like it and decide to come back, just bring back the form all filled out with your ID to confirm the information, and then, you'll be welcomed into our family. I can assure you that you'll find what you're looking for, cute. I can see from far you're looking for something different." He finishes while looking at me up and down, waiting for a response.

"Umm... a rum and coke, please" He turns around and tells the waiter to put in my order.

I keep thinking, looking around. All of this sounds perfect to me. I've never been to a place like this, and I'm surprised a place like this exists in the time we're living in. Especially considering the look on their faces when I tried to rent porn. That memory gives me all the impulse I need to keep going with this. I take the money out of my purse and pay the fee that it asks for.

Now more relaxed, I lean back on the stool and grab my drink. I remain still for a few seconds to absorb everything that's around me, reviewing the decoration of the enormous living room: there's a glass chandelier in the shape of a spider hanging from the ceiling, beautiful, right in the middle of the circular bar. Surrounding this, I discover a few comfortable-looking sofas with small side tables next to them. Looks like the owner wants the bartenders to keep an eye out for everything.

In the middle of the set, I glimpse the figure of a tall and impressive man approaching. He seems nervous. Because of the way he's looking at me, I would say it is between desire and fear. He tries to appear confident, but his body conveys that he is a mess.

"Hello! My name is Julian and, are you?" He introduces himself while he kisses both my cheeks.

I put my hand on his chest to gesture to stop, and I shake my head. His facial expression told me he didn't understand my reaction. I take off my heel, raise my leg, and offer him my foot. In a way that he could see the lining of my fishnet stockings. He smiled and gave each one of my toes with his warm lips, while he massaged my calf. When I noticed his touch on my skin, it woke something deep inside me.

"My name is Luisa. And I would love for you to get on your knees and beg me to fuck you so I can then tie you up and do with you whatever I want. Are you willing?"

​Chapter 2

"With you and without you I keep dreaming that one day... Although I think my big mistake was believing that you were real"

-Torrancek
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David
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Boom! Boom! Boom!

I hear some blows that I can't identify suck me out of this state of lethargy in which I have immersed myself in. I grab the cup ignoring them. Surely, it's the neighbor to complain about the music. He's so annoying. Fuck! People don't let one feel sorry for themselves in peace.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Again, those damn blows. I strain my ears looking for the origin and I think they're coming from the door. I get up from the couch pretty pissed off. If it's that damn neighbor, I'm going to be pissed. I open the door full of rage and I’m stunned, stuck in place. The last person I thought I'd see at my doorstep was my friend Mario.

He's looking at me with a stern face. I feel like he wants to attack me, a fight that could make history. He crosses his arms like he's waiting for an explanation from me or he's just waiting for me to invite him in. I have no idea what's going on and nonetheless, what made him come to my house. We weirdly became friends. When Maria left me, drinking was my refuge. I would go to seedy bars to drown my sorrows with alcohol because of my job I couldn't visit those where I attracted my clients. One day, accidently I walked into Mario's bar. I was already pretty drunk and when I asked the bartender for a drink he refused to give it to me.

Instead, he handed me a strong cup of coffee and he made me tell him what I was going through and why I was like this. 

I don't know why, but I told him everything to the last detail that my girlfriend had left me for another man after I had opened up my heart to her. I also confessed that my whole life has been tortured since birth, and I was fed up with it all. I needed to disconnect, and drinking would help the thinking stop. I had found the best heart relaxer and, for nothing in the world, wanted to let it go. 

Despite my semi-intoxicated state, I remember he gave me really good advice. And, since then, I made it a habit to always go there and have a couple of drinks whenever I could. I got used to letting off steam with him. In those times, my business was going just like my life: like ass. After a few visits, we became really good friends. Mario shared with me some of his flirting tricks and, also, to get the girl on shift to not get hooked. He recommended I not be taken to the house and not let them know anything about my personal life, not even if I had a car or motorcycle. A discovery that has brought me to where I am today.

"Dude! What are you doing here?" He asked me pretty surprised when I finally came out of my trance from when I saw him standing in front of me. Nobody knows where I live, not even him.

"I came to look for you in person because you're not answering my calls, it's been days since I've seen you at the bar and you haven't gone to work either" He yells at me like he's my father.

"And who asked you to come? For what? Can I know why the fuck you're looking at me like that?" I asked him very nastily because he was looking at me with a disgusted face.

"Because you stink! Fuck! When was the last time you showered? And... What the fuck have you been doing these past few days, jerk it?" He says with a tone of irony.

"Well yeah, I've been like this for days. I stink and I haven't showered. You got a problem?" I respond quite furiously at the direction this conversation is taking.

He shoves me to the side and comes into my house without me telling him to. He starts looking around with a disgusted face.

"Do you not clean? This place looks like a pigsty..." He says while he looks around the living room.

My apartment is not much, but it's enough for me and I have plenty. And most importantly: it's mine, my property, not the banks. It has an American kitchen that connects to the living room and has enough open room to the apartment. I had to take down some walls, so it was to my liking. I like decorating and entertains me; it's something that relaxes me almost as much as sex.

"You decorated this place?" He insisted even though I ignored his first question.

I slowly closed the door holding back wanting to kick him out because of that annoying tone he's using with me. I take a deep breath trying to calm down, and I can't. I turned around and I asked him with my arms to my sides.

"Can I know how the fuck you know where I live? And, most importantly, I'll say it again in case you didn't get it the first time: what the fuck are you doing here?!"

I can see how his face adopts a feigned expression as if my words had hurt him.

"You had me worried man. I've gotten used to your presence at the bar and not seeing you around makes me miss you. Why are you like this? What happened?" He said suddenly.

I could see how worried he was for me. Mario gives me a third degree that ends up leaving me exhausted. I tell him everything that's been going on with Caroba and, far from scolding me, his advice is that I fight for her. He insists that I get out of this self-destructive loop that I'm in and go to a psychologist. He also worries about my economic situation, and I tell him not to worry about it; I have the money that my father left me in a fund and that gives a lot of interest, in addition, I have money saved to live comfortably for about six months without working. Besides, I've asked for a couple of days off since I have no obligation to go in person, they're also not going to know if I make sales or not.

Before he left, he turned around and told me that as soon as I got to the bar, he'll give me the contact information for a psychologist that has good reviews. He's so insistent that I have to reassure him that I will call her. Of course, before he left, he said one of his little quotes: "A friend never tells you what you want to hear, they'll tell you the truth and what they think is best for you. Remember that!"

After I closed the door, I couldn't help but slip back into thinking about all the mistakes I made with Caroba. I hope this goes away soon. I pour whiskey into a glass that I found, and I start thinking how much my life has changed since I can remember. In reality, I've always been a mess and that strength that I thought I found after what happened with Maria is completely collapsing. In one big gulp, I drank all the whiskey and lay down. I need to realign my life.

***
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I wake up startled when I hear murmurings from somewhere in my house. I get up however I can. I'm still a little dizzy from the excesses committed. I slowly walk towards the hum of the voices that lead me to the living room. When I get there, I stop myself at the door trying to understand what I'm seeing. I can't believe what I'm seeing: a lot of people, hiding behind weird masks, almost naked, the only piece of clothing they have is... their shoes. They're touching each other and enjoying each other's bodies.

At the end, I can see someone's hands waving at me. I think I can recognize Mario and... Lola? What is she doing here? I remember her very clearly; she was the rebound girl I hooked up with while I was trying to seduce Caroba. While I nodded my head greeting him, I felt someone graze my shoulder. That smell... I instantly become stiff and hard as I turn around to face... There's no doubt, I can distinguish those unforgettable honey-colored eyes behind that mask, I can recognize them anywhere.

What is she doing here? My sex goddess! 

I trace my eyes all through her curved and perfect body, her skin with that pinkish tone that incites me to devour it. Mumm... I remember her being so soft under my fingertips...

A man who I suspect must be Ewan, from what I remember of him, he surrounds her waist kissing her neck while giving me a lascivious look. She doesn't take her eyes off of me, even when that man caresses her breasts, a moan comes out of her lips and goes straight between my legs.

I get close, cautiously. I want to touch her, I need to. Then Ewan gives me an affirming gesture allowing me to join the game. With shaky hands, I caress her face and kiss her eagerly, rudely, with all the love that I have for her.

God! She tastes so good! Our tongues play in sync, savoring the moment. Ewan started to lower his hands and started touching her breasts. Those firm breasts that I have longed for so much.

Mumm! I feel her moan in my mouth, she starts rubbing on my erection, sliding her hand inside my pajama pants while she skillfully gets off the rest of my clothes. Ewan raises her but causing Caroba to rise more towards me.

I remember how she liked me to push myself inside her butt. How she trembled with joy when he attacked her with force. I think about that while I slipped my two fingers in her vagina, and I can feel she is dripping wet. In that moment, Ewan grabs her by the waist and penetrates her from behind. Because of Caroba's expression, I know she liked it and wants more. I grab her leg to facilitate my entry, and I feel how my glans makes its way inside, causing my body to tremble with its contact.

Ahh... This is paradise. Oh, how I missed her! Our movements are rhythmic, all three of us enjoy the situation. I look up to see how satisfied Caroba looks when she's close to an orgasm and... I froze. A cold whiplash runs through my body from head to crotch, leaving me almost breathless: what I see is my mother's icy look, her hypocrite smile and her hands grabbing my shoulders. I choke, fuck, I can't breathe. This can't happen.

***
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I can barely sit up; my body is shocked. Silence. I look around me and I'm in my room, alone. It's all been a dream, a fucking nightmare. I rubbed my eyes trying to get that image out of my head. I get up quickly from the bed and walk around my apartment making sure there's no one here, and that everything is calm. It wasn't real. This has to end now. It's been a long time since I've had a nightmare like that and getting them can only mean one thing: it's done. I have to get ahold of what I have left of myself.

At this moment, when I'm licking my wounds, my phone starts ringing. I pick it up but not before I look at the screen: It's Marta, the psychologist. Damn! What a coincidence. This must be a sign from the universe to take the reins of my life again. As soon as I picked up, she explained to me that a patient of hers just fell through and that I could come in half an hour. She apologized for the last-minute call and, without thinking about it, I confirmed the appointment and that I could be there in half an hour. I think I need to externalize everything that I have in my head. After my father's death, I haven't been able to heal from that correctly. The memories from what happened in that house... what I saw... what I lived through there... I have a feeling that that past trauma is what's been taking me through all these different paths and led me to where I am today and I'm grasping at straws all the time. 

​Chapter 3

"Trusting yourself does not guarantee success, but not doing so guarantees failure"

-Albert Bandura



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


David

[image: image]




I looked at the address Marta gave me, making sure I got to the right place. Kudos to the psychologist! It's an elite apartment complex. This place doesn't look like a place for a consultation. She must be pretty successful for having a place like this. With determination, I ring the bell, even though I need a moment to mentally convince myself that I'm doing the right thing. When the door opened, I see this attractive woman: she has long brown hair, long and curly, and was dressed informally. I'm not sure that I had in mind when it came to what a psychologist should look like, but this wasn't it. She has a look that commands respect and at the same time excites me. No! I say to myself. Don't hide behind sex again.

"Come in, please" she says and moves to the side signaling to enter. "Take a seat I'll be with you in a moment."

I take a seat on a very comfortable couch and grab a magazine that is on the coffee table. It's cozy here. I'm very comfortable, which is weird for me. I don't know how long I've been looking at this magazine when a tall and strong guy comes out the door the hot doctor disappeared into.
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