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Chapter 1: The Mask of Success
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The municipal pool shimmered under the fluorescent lights that Monday afternoon. Michael walked along the edge with confident steps, the whistle hanging from his neck. His athletic figure cut through the air effortlessly.

Rosalía adjusted her swimming goggles before stepping into the water. She had been studying her target for weeks. Now, enrolled as a novice student, she had him only a few meters away.

He raised his hand and the group fell silent. His deep voice echoed clearly against the damp walls.

“Let’s start easy, ladies. Freestyle first, then we’ll correct the details.”

Sarahi floated in the center lane with her hair tied back. Her eyes followed every movement Michael made as if he were the only man in the world. Fabiola, beside her, bit her lip with obvious nervousness.

Michael approached Sarahi and placed a firm hand on her hip to adjust her rotation. The touch lasted just long enough for her to sigh.

“Relax your shoulder, like that. Perfect.”

Sarahi smiled with flushed cheeks. Rosalía registered everything from her side position.

The class progressed with military precision. Every instruction from Michael produced immediate results. The women advanced faster than in any other course.

Fabiola got her turn. Michael submerged partially and looked straight into her eyes while guiding her arms. The eye contact lasted several seconds too long.

Rosalía felt a strange tingle at the back of her neck. That look wasn’t from an instructor. It was something personal, possessive.

When the hour ended, the group left the water amid laughter and comments. Michael invited them to stop by his office for individual feedback.

Rosalía walked behind with the towel over her shoulders. The hallway smelled of chlorine and disguised ambition.

Inside the office, the walls were covered with diplomas and medals. Michael pointed to a framed photo on the desk.

“My wife and my kids. They’re the reason for all of this.”

The image showed a happy family on the beach. He hugged two small children while the woman smiled with pride.

Rosalía pretended to admire it. The man projected absolute stability, the kind of person anyone would trust without hesitation.

Michael handed out personalized advice. He gave Sarahi a long compliment about her rapid progress. Fabiola received a pat on the shoulder that made her blush again.

Rosalía waited her turn. When he approached, she felt the heat of his still-damp body.

“You’re new, Rosalía. You have a good base, you just need to let go of the fear of deep water.”

His tone was professional, but his gaze dropped a second too long toward the neckline of her swimsuit.

The class dispersed little by little. Rosalía lingered, pretending to adjust her bag.

Michael bent down to pick up a pair of forgotten goggles. The movement exposed his left ankle.

A small tattoo appeared under the light. Intertwined lines forming a symbol Rosalía had seen in old exploitation files.

The design was discreet, almost elegant. But it matched point by point with the marks from other archived cases.

Rosalía swallowed hard and quickly left the building. The cool night air hit her face.

She walked toward her car with her mind racing. Michael seemed like the perfect instructor, the exemplary father, the attentive husband.

Yet that mark on his skin opened a crack. The façade remained impeccable on the surface.

She knew that behind the smiles and diplomas something much darker was beginning. And she had just taken the first step inside.

At home, Rosalía reviewed the mental notes she had taken. Every look, every touch, every word.

Sarahi and Fabiola already seemed caught in Michael’s orbit. Their expressions betrayed everything.

Rosalía showered with hot water to wash off the chlorine. Steam filled the bathroom as she replayed the tattoo over and over.

It wasn’t a coincidence. That symbol belonged to a pattern she knew all too well.

She turned off the light and got into bed. The image of Michael correcting postures with sure hands repeated in her head.

She felt an uncomfortable heat between her legs that she attributed to fatigue. She closed her eyes tightly.

Tomorrow she would return. She would observe more closely. She would document every detail without letting herself get carried away.

The pool was waiting for her again. And Michael, with his perfect mask, remained there as the center of everything.

Rosalía smiled in the darkness. The game had barely begun, but she already had the first piece of the puzzle.

The tattoo glowed in her memory like a silent promise. The crack was open.

And she intended to go all the way to the bottom.
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Chapter 2: The Game Begins
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The water felt colder that Wednesday afternoon. Rosalía slipped into the outer lane and began swimming with controlled movements. She observed everything from the periphery.

Michael appeared in the same tight black swim trunks and easy smile. He greeted the entire group, but his eyes lingered on her a second longer.

“Rosalía, today we’re evaluating you closely. We’re going to correct your posture in the deep water.”

His voice sounded casual, professional. No one else seemed to notice the nuance.

The group dispersed into individual exercises. Sarahi and Fabiola swam in the center lanes, silently competing for who would receive the instructor’s attention first.

Michael approached Rosalía. He told her to stop at the edge.

“Arms extended, head neutral. Let me see.”

He got into the water with her. His large hands took her by the waist to turn her. The contact was firm; his thumbs brushed just below her ribs.

Rosalía felt the heat of his palms through the wet suit. The touch lasted longer than necessary for a technical correction.

“Like that, relax your hips. Very good.”

He smiled close to her ear. His breath brushed her damp neck.

Rosalía kept her expression neutral. She mentally noted the exact duration of the contact: twelve seconds.

Michael got out of the water and moved to Sarahi’s lane. She turned toward him with an anxious smile.

“Can you help me with my breathing? I feel like I’m drowning every time I turn.”

He leaned over the edge and placed a hand on the back of her neck.

“Breathe through your mouth when you turn. I’ll show you.”

He guided her with exaggerated patience. Sarahi bit her lower lip and nodded as if receiving a revelation.

Fabiola, from the neighboring lane, pressed her lips together. She swam faster, splashing with contained fury.

At the end of class, the women gathered in the locker room. Rosalía changed slowly, waiting for the right moment.

Sarahi approached wrapped in a towel, her hair still dripping.

“Can I tell you something?” she whispered. “Don’t tell anyone.”

Rosalía nodded naturally.

“Michael and I... we’re together. For three weeks now. He says he’s never felt anything like this with a student.”

Her eyes shone with excitement. Rosalía pretended surprise.

“Really? He clearly treats you differently.”

Sarahi lowered her voice even more.

“He takes me to his apartment on Thursdays. He says I’m special, that it’s not like with the others.”

Fabiola walked past with her bag over her shoulder. She shot Sarahi a sharp look before leaving.

Rosalía took advantage of the distraction. She entered the back stall, took the small recording device from the inner pocket of her bag, and taped it under the highest bench. The angle covered the locker area.

She left as if nothing had happened.

That night, in her apartment, Rosalía connected the device to her laptop. The audios loaded in
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