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As soon
as I got home, I jumped into the shower. My parents were surprised,
but I didn't want the salty smell from between my legs to seep in
and be perceived by my parents. In order not to arouse suspicion, I
indicated with signs to my mother that it was the monthly visit.
She understood instantly and let me go to the bathroom. Possibly
she would take care of explaining the situation to dad, so that she
wouldn't complain about my behavior. Normally he would come from
school, we would have dinner together and we would hear about our
news of the day. That instead of that, I came to bathe would be
very strange. Except if it was the rule. That broke the usual
protocol.

 


Already
in the bathroom, I slowly undressed. The skirt was stained.
Adrian's semen and my vaginal discharge were dry, but I could see
the places where they had landed on my clothes. That was the least
showy thing about it. My panties were a mess. There the liquids did
not dry, so they were soaked. They were slimy to the touch. I was
tempted to throw them away, but my parents might find them in the
trash. It wouldn't take long for them to guess.

 


I decided
to rinse my clothes, under the shower. Soap and water would remove
traces of crime. Those same items would remove the heap of gunk
that built up on my thighs.

 


When I
finished, I felt refreshed.

 


After
dinner, I ran to my room. I opened the laptop and browsed for a
while. I was kind of scared. Adrian did not penetrate me. No one
had. That afternoon was my first contact with a real penis. He had
touched it, felt the hardness of it, felt the soft head of it. He
had felt the heat of his seminal fluid and then his
semen.

 


But I
also put that member between my thighs, running between my vaginal
lips, rubbing them. But without penetrating me. I was a virgin, but
I knew that a vagina that keeps its hymen intact has one or several
small perforations that make it capable of eliminating menstrual
flow. And if something could get out, something could also get
in.

 


That
afternoon, Adrián filled me with his juices in my slit. He did not
know if those liquids would be enough to enter through my hymen and
reach the vagina. According to my calculations, on those days he
would be ovulating. My fertility was at its best. If a bunch of
Adrián's sperm reached inside me, my life would go to
shit.

 


Going
through the pages, I found that it was a possibility. A little
liquid between the lips could make fertilization possible. Nothing
said about a virgin who could get pregnant like this, because
surely many young women would prefer to be penetrated, receiving
the semen and being fertilized. My game was less invasive, but just
as dirty.

 


I found
information on how to avoid pregnancy. Condoms, the intrauterine
device, hormones, rhythm. All with failure rates. For me, there was
the morning-after pill. I just had to go to the pharmacy, ask for a
pill and sleep more peacefully.

 



Easy.

The
problem was that the next day I was so embarrassed and scared that
I couldn't set foot in the pharmacy. She knew she had to do it, but
I couldn't. I would not have the face to present myself in front of
the clerk and request that medication. If one asks for an analgesic
it was because they could have a headache, a joint ache, a cold, or
a knock on the knee. Anything. If one asks for a morning-after
pill, it was because she had most certainly had sex. And so good
that she could get pregnant and that's why she asked for that
"help". There was no other explanation. I didn't dare to see the
saleswoman and know that in her head she thought for sure: «so
small and so dirty».

 


So leave
everything to chance.

 


They were
not easy days. She was in distress and afraid. I couldn't bear to
bear knowing I was pregnant. My parents would kill me. Or else they
would fire me from their home. Adrian was no help to me. Days
followed where all he offered me was indifference and evasion. It
was as if he knew of my fears and he wanted to get as far away from
me as possible to avoid further compromising him. As if that would
work. If she got pregnant, he wouldn't get rid of his
responsibility so easily, she thought. Just as he didn't flinch
when he placed his penis between my legs, he shouldn't either if a
child of his formed in my womb.

 


Weeks
passed, and my joy was enormous when my trickle of blood flowed
through my vagina. She was free from anxiety. I loved my
bloodstained panties so much. She almost kissed them.

 


I went on
with my life.

 


I would
prepare myself to avoid such heartbreak in the future.

 


A month
and a half passed after that meeting. At first, she was furious
with Adrian. Then I began to think that it was almost impossible
for him to know about my fears. He was a man, I was a woman.
Different thoughts. Different fears. I could almost bet I was
running away from the sorrow of that day. He ran putting his penis
in his fly, leaving me behind with my breasts in the air trying to
accommodate them inside the blouse while an old man shouted his
claims at us. Fear made him act that day and he chose the response
of flight. Any novice would answer like this.

 


I
understood Adrian. I understood my answer. I put him in that
situation. He followed me. We were both guilty, although I a little
more. And I still liked it a lot.

 


I decided
to go back to look for it. Also, you had to be fast for two
reasons. The first was the end of the course. Soon the year would
end and Adrian, being in third grade, would soon drop out of
school. It couldn't end like this. The easiest thing would have
been for her to find another man and drop the matter. But he had
the spine. She was obsessed with her member. He was the first to
play and she wanted to get to know him better. That before meeting
other members. Many more members. The second point to heal our
relationship as soon as possible is that it was very hot. Yes Yes.
I could find another man who will lower that sexual heat, but no.
She was obsessed with Adrian. That was my type. Also, something
told me that his physical attractiveness had served to start his
sexual life early and become someone with some experience. That I
needed. Although I had a folder on my laptop that grew by the day
with information regarding sex, it was just theory. I needed the
practice. And Adrian could be my teacher.

 


Luck
smiled on me when one afternoon I decided to skip a class. I don't
know, I didn't have any excuse to do it, but at the moment of
continuing the classes I decided to leave the room, pretending to
go to the bathroom. I went downstairs, down a couple of hallways,
past the sports room. In the distance I saw a figure, sitting on
the bleachers. I thought it might be a teacher, so I acted
stealthily. The living room had a few lamps burning, so shadows
fell everywhere. Therefore, I did not quickly distinguish the owner
of that silhouette. I walked slowly and when I closed the distance
a few meters, I knew that that day he had picked me up with the
right foot. It was Adrian. I moved closer until I was in front of
him. He had his arms on his knees and his head down. He was in
sports uniform, so I guessed he must have been training.

 


-Hello! I
mumbled with a certain fear of rejection.

 


-Hello!
He replied, the moment he looked up and saw his face drenched in
sweat. That excited me greatly.

 



"Training?"

 


—Yes… The teacher for this hour did not come and I came to
practice for a while.

 


I felt
strange. She expected a hostile response from her, but she answered
me with a normal tone of voice, as if nothing had
happened.

 


"Why
don't you sit down, Sofia?

 


-Oh
thanks!

 


I sat
half a meter from him. His forehead was beaded with sweat. I
imagined that face like this, soaked in drops, but after having
done another physical activity, let's say, something more intimate.
I taste my lips.

 


How have
you been, Sophia? She inquired calmly. She couldn't see any trace
of anger or pity.

 


-Very
well thanks. And you what about?

 


-Well. I
say, as far as it goes.

 


-What are
you talking about?

 


-Okay.
Last week we won another game, with a school south of the
city.

 


-How
good! I expressed with feigned joy. However, I didn't feel like he
noticed. I'm really glad…

 


"Yes...
But I feel... empty," he said, with a pout of sincere sadness. I've
been wanting to run to you so much, just to tell you that I miss
you. Now my dream is fulfilled and you are here, by my side. I
should feel happy, but the shame invades me and I don't have the
face to see you after that day.” There was a silence. I was
dumbfounded. After almost two months of estrangement, I almost bet
that my relationship with Adrián was more than mired in a grave.
She was wrong. I was glad-. I'm so sorry," Adrian said, breaking
that silence.

 


I moved
to get closer to him. I took one of his hands and squeezed it. He
didn't know how to tell her that he needed it too. That she was
obsessed. That the image of his member came to me every night
before sleeping. And every morning. And at any time. Yes, she felt
something for him, but in search of the truth, what she needed most
was to explore his body. It hadn't been enough those minutes in our
hideout where I barely even rubbed that hard cylinder of his.
Obviously she couldn't tell him like that. Perhaps he would walk
away, spooked by such a statement. Or on the contrary, I would
infect him with my excitement, my desires, my obsession and he
would do no more than give me his body in some dark corner of that
room. Boy, would it be fun to explore our bodies there!

 


"I've
missed you too, Adrián," I replied, without further
explanation.

 


He turned
to me, smiled and hugged me warmly. I found her lips with mine and
kissed them. It was a long moment. Heavier when you consider that
she wanted to touch him. Him and his instrument.

 


 


Days
followed where the incident turned into a fun experience. We
remembered that day and laughed uncontrollably making us look crazy
in front of our friends. When asking for explanations, there were
only evasions and gestures of complicity. Although a special
experience, we decided never to go to that secret corner again. We
didn't know if we could find that old man and if he could recognize
us again. End of place.

 


For
several nights, leaving school, we walked through some nearby
streets, unconsciously looking for an intimate place to give free
rein to a small portion of our passions. It was useless. We had to
make do with some trees in a small nearby park that half hid our
hugs and kisses. Obviously, I was still burning with desire, a hot
desire that overwhelmed me and that I needed at all costs to
release. I needed to put into practice a lot of things that I had
read. It just frustrated me every night.

 


-Saturday
afternoon…

 


The words
echoed in my head. I didn't know if I had heard correctly or if it
was just a mirage created by my mind thirsty for
pleasure.

 


-How? I
said, waiting for a confirmation of what I had proposed.

 


-Sofia .
This Saturday afternoon. My parents will not be. Come to my house.
Tell your parents you have group homework.

 


"Okay," I
paused as I went back to my thoughts. And what is your plan? Films?
Video game…?

 


"Enough,
Sofia! We can do that another day. I know you want something… that
day you will have it.

 


And he
ran to his class while I stood there, surprised.

 


Was my
thirst for pleasure so obvious?

 


I arrive
on Saturday. I
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