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LEGAL AND CONTENT ADVERTISEMENT

This work is a work of fiction. It is intended exclusively for persons over 18 years of age. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, organizations, events, or situations is purely coincidental.

All characters participating in this story are of legal age within the narrative context. The relationships described correspond to fictional dynamics between adults.

This novel contains literary representations of emotionally intense situations, psychological conflicts, and power dynamics. These elements are part of the narrative development and do not constitute promotion, justification, or apology for inappropriate behavior in real life.
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Chapter 1: The first page
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January 12, 2005

Today I opened this cheap notebook I bought on the corner. The ink stains my fingers and smells like dust. I don’t know why I’m writing. Maybe so I don’t forget who I was before everything turned into charging by the hour.

Three weeks ago the restaurant manager told me he didn’t need me anymore. Too many customer complaints, according to him. Lie. He just wanted to bring in his niece. I looked everywhere. Nothing. No waitress jobs, no cleaning jobs, nothing that would pay for the room and food.

After five months and with no money left, I made a radical decision. One night I stood on the avenue in a short skirt and borrowed heels. The cold bit at my legs. A black car stopped. The window rolled down.

– Get in, baby. I’ll treat you right.

I accepted. The money in my wallet weighed more than any pride.

The man was around fifty. Impeccable suit, expensive watch, breath smelling of mint and whiskey. He took me to one of those hotels with mirrored elevators. He paid for the room without asking the price.

– You’re beautiful, you know? You shouldn’t be here.

His soft voice twisted my stomach more than if he had insulted me. He stroked my hair as if we were dating. He kissed me slowly, almost tenderly. Each kiss felt like a slap in disguise.

We entered the room. It smelled clean and like lies. He undressed me with patient fingers. He looked at me entirely, slowly.

– Relax, sweetheart. I’ll take care of you.

He laid me on the bed. He opened my legs gently. His mouth went down. He licked slowly, like someone savoring an expensive dessert. My body responded out of habit. My mind went somewhere else. I counted the lights on the ceiling. One, two, three.

I felt him enter. He pushed deep but without hurry. His hands held my hips with feigned firmness. He whispered close to my ear.

– That’s it, very good. You’re perfect.

Every kind word sank me deeper. I would have preferred screams, blows, something honest. This was worse. It made me feel like I deserved to be treated like a broken princess.

I closed my eyes. I imagined myself on the Acapulco beach I never visited. The sun, the sea, none of this. His rhythm sped up. He grunted softly. He finished inside without asking. He stayed on top for a few seconds, breathing hard.

Then he got up, took bills from his wallet, and left them on the table.

– Five hundred. For being so sweet. Next time I’ll invite you to dinner first.

He smiled as if he had saved me. He gave me a kiss on the forehead before leaving. The door closed. The silence fell on me like cold water.

I stayed sitting on the bed. The semen ran down my thigh. I wiped it with the sheet. My body was no longer mine. It was a tool I rented by the hour.

I looked at the money. Enough to eat for two days. Tomorrow I would be back on the street. Tomorrow I would look for another.

Tonight I learned the first rule. Kindness hurts more than violence. Because it makes you believe, even for a second, that you still have some value.

And I no longer have any value. Only what I charge.

I closed the notebook. I turned off the light. Tomorrow will be another client, another room, another lie. But today, for the first time, I wrote. Maybe this way I won’t disappear completely.
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Chapter 2: The Protector
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February 27, 2005

Forty-five days have passed since I started writing here. The notebook already has coffee stains and something that looks like dried blood, though I don’t remember when I cut myself.

Today I met him. I’ll call him “The Protector.” Forty-something, short hair with gray at the temples, clear eyes that stare at you until you look away. Dark gray suit, loose tie, smell of expensive cologne and expensive tobacco. He found me on the corner of Reforma and Hamburgo, where I usually stand on weekends.

– You shouldn’t be here alone – he said as he opened the car door. – Get in, I’ll take you to a decent place.

I accepted because the cold cut to the bone and because his voice sounded like he really cared. He took me to an apartment in Polanco. Not a hotel. His own apartment. High floor, huge windows, view of the city shining as if it were clean.

He sat me on a leather couch. He poured me red wine in a crystal glass.

– What’s your real name? – he asked.

I gave him the name I use with everyone. He didn’t insist.

He took out an elegant paper bag. Inside was a simple black dress, matching heels, and a fine silver necklace.

– Put this on. I want to see you as you deserve to be seen.

I changed in the bathroom. The mirror gave me back a version of myself I almost recognized. The dress fell perfectly, the heels made me walk differently. When I came out, he smiled as if he had won something.

We had dinner at the dining table. Steak, salad, more wine. He talked about his job in finance, trips to New York, a house in Valle de Bravo he’s remodeling.

– You could live there with me – he said suddenly. – Leave this life. I’ll take care of you. I’ll get you off the street.

I looked at him steadily. I wanted to believe him. I wanted so badly to believe him that it hurt my chest.

After dessert he took me to the bedroom. King bed, white sheets, dim light. He undressed me slowly, kissing every piece of skin he uncovered. His hands were firm but not aggressive. He laid me down, opened my legs carefully.

– Let me take care of you – he whispered.

His mouth went down. He licked slowly, focused, as if my pleasure were his job. My body arched without permission. I moaned softly. He lifted his face and smiled.

– That’s it, beautiful. Let go.

He entered slowly. He pushed deep, controlled. His hands held my wrists against the pillow. Not hard, but enough so I couldn’t move them.

– You’re mine tonight – he said. – And soon you’ll be mine forever.

Every thrust came with a caress on the cheek, a kiss on the neck, a “I’m going to save you” murmured against my skin. The mixture confused me. My head wanted to flee, my body surrendered. When he sped up, he pressed my wrists harder. I felt the edge of control, the line where tenderness becomes possession. I finished trembling beneath him. He finished inside, grunting my fake name as if it were real.

He stayed holding me afterward. He stroked my hair.

– You’ll see. Everything is going to change.

Half an hour later he got up. He took out his wallet. He counted bills. He left three hundred on the nightstand.

– Five hundred was what we agreed – I said in a low voice.

He smiled, leaned in, and kissed my forehead.

– I give you less so you have a reason to come see me again. Next time I’ll bring more. And the next, I’ll take you to the lake house.

He got dressed, gave me one last long kiss, and left his apartment.

I stayed looking at the bills. Three hundred. Less than usual, but more than nothing because they came with promises.

I left the building alone. The semen still warm was dripping between my legs. The silver necklace was still around my neck. I touched it. It weighed little, but it felt like it was choking me.

I want to believe him. I want to imagine a house, a bed that doesn’t smell of disinfectant, a man who looks at me without calculating a price. But I also know how men who make promises work. They give you crumbs so you come back for the whole
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