
QUEEN OF HEAVEN


Table of Contents

Title Page

Queen of Heaven

Preface

Warning

Chapter 1: Who am I?

Chapter 2: President

Chapter 3: Logging in

Chapter 4: One hundred and sixty-two thousand photos!

Chapter 5: Entrance door

Chapter 6: What would you do?

Chapter 7: Officially dating

Chapter 8: Stones in the Window

Chapter 9: On the bed

Chapter 10: Confession

Chapter 11: On the way back

Chapter 12: Suicide is for Cowards

Chapter 13: Boobs in the air

Chapter 14: Heaven

Chapter 15: Home video

Chapter 16: You’re so dirty

Chapter 17: Talk to me, please...

Chapter 18: Mother’s pain

Chapter 19: Foam through the body

Chapter 20: “Pop”

Chapter 21: Ready to not be the same

Chapter 22: Past

Chapter 23: Dust in the Sun of a Confession

Chapter 24: Trying an open relationship

Chapter 25: Thinking of him

Chapter 26: Return of an Ex-Offender

Chapter 27: The Big City

Chapter 28: My clients’ desires

Chapter 29: Sex and Blood

Chapter 30: Escaping

Chapter 31: Beauty in what could be considered grotesque

Bonus

Type: Light novel

Author: Ramón H. Guiardinú 

First edition: December 2023

Publisher: Editorial Lafirma

Copyright © 2023 Ramón H. Guiardinú

All rights reserved. Under the sanctions established in the legal system, the total or partial reproduction of this work by any means or procedure, including reprography and computer processing, is strictly prohibited without the written authorization of the copyright holders.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface
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This book tells the story of Rebeka, a young woman from Earth, just before hell materialized in the form of an epidemic virus. Intelligent, beautiful, and diligent, the model student hides her suffering, loneliness, and obsession for a young man she relentlessly stalks. Logic and good sense, together with indomitable willpower, have been the pillars that have allowed Rebeka to earn her place in the world and become the respectable young woman that the elders wish her to be. However, everything was about to change as soon as she came of age. In that instant, society would no longer be able to stop her from her stubborn task of cleaning up her family’s name, taking care of her mother, and preventing her house from being taken away from her by any means necessary.
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Warning
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This reading is not recommended for underage children; it contains explicit sex and controversial topics such as forbidden relationship, emotional dependency, kidnapping, exhibitionism, violence, suicide, depression, anxiety, prostitution, alcoholism, parental rejection, debauchery, and bad decisions.

In this story, I aim to get the perfect dose of romance/tragedy that I desire as long as I test my skills in these two genres. I think I put a lot of those doses in because this world I built arose without necessarily thinking about the happiness of the characters, who can make bad decisions if they have the opportunity to do so. In the beginning, unhappiness and suffering will be washed away with sex and pleasures, as if this were the solution to the problems, but it won’t happen that way in the end. Please do not read if you think you might be affected by a tragic ending. 

Listen to the cry of silence, 

do not think, at the moment 

that hell becomes your heaven.

I’ve been thinking that maybe...

our lives won’t go back to what they used to be,

that we might even experience

the boredom of routine one more time.

Maybe it’s selfish of me,

but I really want you to be the one

to come and save me.

So far away, so close.

Be strong, my beloved queen.

Ramón H. Guiardinú
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Chapter 1: Who am I?
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Along with the restless sound of the alarm clock, Rebeka opened her eyes and stretched her body out on the sheets of a cozy bed. Like every morning, she reached out her arm to turn off the phone, which, although it was charging, kept ringing persistently.

“No matter that I use the melody of my favorite music, in the end, I always end up suffering as soon as I return to reality,” she thought, already somewhat more awake, realizing that she had no clothes on, not even the most intimate garments she always wore.

Still lying face down on her bed, when she raised her head, Rebeka saw among her tousled hair the result of a restless night. A lump of pillows piled up to simulate the anatomy of a man’s body lay on the opposite side of the bed, next to the dolls, blankets, and other sheets. Protruding above the mound was something previously created by stockings rolled to the outside of a pen, which in turn remained inside a prophylactic, which had a knot at the opposite end.

“Aaah! Another damn day. Can’t the invasive stress of routine knock more punctually at the door of my life?”

Already more awake than before, Rebeka rolled over on her back and looked up at the ceiling of her room. It could be said that that bedroom was normal for a girl who was about to turn twenty-one. The place wasn’t too small, but it wasn’t spacious enough for her to have everything she wanted, which included must-haves for someone her age. 

She wanted to have many more bookcases inside her room to place her favorite works—those that literally made her run, feel alive, experience feelings, and leave her boring life behind and that was now under her bed, piled up among the darkness and dust.

The room had a small table with several drawers, located right next to the window. Attached to the wall, on top of the wood, was a round mirror with several lights that could be turned on and off. There were some makeup accessories, several notebooks, a laptop charging, and school supplies such as pencils, erasers, and markers. A desk chair was displayed in front of the table. On the other wall were the sliding doors of the storefront that were attached to a bookcase, making it look larger and more imposing. The bookcase carried many works of different titles, a few ornaments, and a couple of paperweights.

"Rebeka,” she said out loud to herself, “you are a twelfth grader, you have to be responsible; get up; you must not be late. Ahh! But I need to feel my male’s milk hitting the back of my throat or something! Why is it that nothing interesting happens in my life like it happens in books?!”

With this thought in mind, Rebeka looked down at the dildo she had rustically fashioned the night before in an act of desperation. The room was submerged by gloom, and on the bed, all that existed were pillows, sheets, and stuffed animals piled up. That there was no flesh and blood, no breathing person to say good morning to her and make her feel appreciated, caused her melancholy.

“Sleep may ease the sorrows of the heart, but I find myself suffering more in my thoughts than in my dreams,” she said to herself, with a bitter smile and eyes that were close to tears. “I want to sleep, but not for a little while... I want to go to sleep and never wake up! That’s all I ask for in compensation for my suffering. But who am I kidding? That’s not the solution. If I want to find something good, I’ll have to look for it. Life won’t give it to me, just like that.”

Since Rebeka was in the habit of sleeping on her left side, she settled down and stretched her right arm over the bundle of pillows. Although she was awake, she didn’t feel motivated enough to get up. No matter how many spins she gave to the day that was about to begin, she was back to laughing bitterly. A pressure in her chest seemed to take over her heart and twist the pit of her stomach. She hugged the lump that pretended to be a person tighter and tried to wash the loneliness from her body, but the attempt was in vain.

“What’s the point of continuing to live a life as miserable as mine?” She asked herself with a weary attitude. “The pressure on my shoulders is constantly increasing. The demands that society places on me are much greater with each passing day, not to mention the discomforts of being a woman in a world like this. Having to follow social norms and behavioral patterns, being treated as less important or even irrelevant, keeping my distance from men, being polite and setting an example in everything, and not even receiving the same praise as someone who does half my job. Literally, fuck this whole world!”.

Amidst the sadness that was turning into anger, she felt inside her legs a slight warmth. She had her head placed on the mound of pillows and sheets, and when she opened her eyes, she could see the rough imitation penis she had invented, which had small irregularities because the stuffing had shifted a little out of place. With her right hand, she held the item and brought it to her mouth to run her tongue over it and suck on it with desire, while with her left, she focused on fanning the sparks she felt in her most intimate area, intending to turn them into flame.

As she sucked and absorbed the stuffed prophylactic, she slid her fingers between her legs.

“Something else can also soothe the sorrows of my heart. Mmm, how yummy this feeling is the horniness I’m feeling,” she thought. “But no, I have to get up. Masturbating right now will only make me feel worse later. On top of that, the body has to rest, and because of this very detour of my mind, I didn’t get the eight hours of sleep I need, so I don’t wake up in a bad mood like I am now. Also, once I start, I don’t know when I can finish. It’s getting harder and harder for me to be able to climax.”

“For example, if I was late for the first class and one of the instructors notices my fault, at that point, I would demand a disciplinary meeting with my manager as a warning before an expulsion. My poor mother already has a lot of problems. Had it not been for her begging on her knees to the principal, I would have already been expelled for an offense I didn’t even commit. At that point, even though I went before the principal and told him my side of the story, my voice went unheard. I bet it must feel good to sit in your office and look down on everything arrogantly with a god complex! Stupid old man who can’t even have a hard- time, you were decades overdue to retire, along with your surely tiny peanut. From your chair, you weren’t able to hear my words, just because they were petty excuses, but to my mother, you did listen when she kissed your shoes; you spoke to her from above, with all your superiority Aaah!”

“It’s better to leave the past behind; after all, it won’t happen again if I can help it. When circumstances cannot be changed, it is I who must adapt. I am left with the hope that, before long, when I turn twenty-one, I will get a job, leave school, earn a lot of money, and pay off my mother’s debts, those left by my father just before he went to prison. As a cashier in a supermarket or as a waitress in a restaurant, it might take me a few years, but once the family no longer gives money, my big day will come true! In the meantime, and back to the present, I better get up and get ready before I’m too late to catch the train to see him.”

Rebeka took out what was in her mouth, turned over in bed, unplugged her cell phone, and, looking at the screen, pronounced the time that the little numbers marked: six fifteen in the morning.

“One day more or one day less?” Along with this kind of thoughts, she slid to the edge of the bed and gathered, as best she could, her black hair while looking at her hardened nipples and bare thighs.

Her uniform was neatly arranged on the small chair in front of the table, and without turning on any lights inside the room, she began to dress in front of the window with frayed curtains. She had always done it this way, whether she slept with clothes on or off, even knowing that, if she happened to turn on any light bulb without first closing the covers, people passing by on the street would witness an act of indecent exposure. Not that it bothered her much, but even if she was in her own home, it was a crime for the authorities to be naked if a sensitive public could see you.

After squeezing her two slender, slender legs through the holes in the black panties whose fabric could show through the color of her skin, she lifted her naked torso to pull the garment up. Then, grabbing the next piece she was about to put on, she glanced outside her house to see how countless individuals preferred to walk past on the sidewalk in front of a very particular dwelling they seemed to avoid.

It was not because the paint on the house was cracked and worn or because the grass in the garden was dry, but because the people of the city moved from home to work and from work to home, day in and day out, non-stop. They preferred not to associate with the “killer house” that had been the talk of the town for the past decade and a half.

Rebeka took the bra, the same color as her panties, placed it in her stomach, then turned it over her torso, slipped her hands through the elastic straps, and tucked her breasts into the size ‘D’ cups. The bra didn’t show through like the panties did, as it was padded and firm enough to make sure a breast wouldn’t slip out in case she had to run. Then she put on the black stockings, which were so long they went past her knees. She proceeded with the saya - skirt - and finally put on the shirt with the student stamp on it. 

“Who would say this is a city when, at first glance, it looks like an anthill?” she thought after making a sour grimace with her lips as she finished buttoning her blouse. As soon as she finished using the small bathroom on the side of her room, she brushed her teeth and sprayed a discreet perfume behind her ears and on each wrist. Finally, after combing her hair better, she fixed the strands of hair that covered her right eye with a beautiful blue barrette, which was in the shape of a discreet butterfly.

“I see it more like a colony of hoarder rats. None of them are content with what they have. Chasing happiness, they end up eating so as not to die and defecating so as not to explode into a thousand pieces. Why are people so blind? But who am I to talk like that if I have not yet the mastery to stop other people’s problems and my own opinion from affecting me as much as it does?”

A second alarm went off, and the clock inside the telephone already read seven o’clock. Already dressed, well-perfumed, and groomed, Rebeka went downstairs and out the front door without even eating breakfast, she wouldn’t have time anyway.

After locking the worn door, she sighed deeply and thought, “This house clearly needs a man’s hand.”

The place had an inconspicuous entrance, a fence about the height of an average person’s chest, two walls on either side, and the other extensions of the fence were covered with many unkempt vines. The hallway to the interior separated two gardens in which lush roses had bloomed. Evidently, the weeds had more life than the wilted ornamental plants. The entrance had a small doorway with two armchairs sturdy enough to stand outdoors, next to a glass table with an empty potted plant.

After passing through the hallway that divided the garden in two, Rebeka went out the second door that adjoined the street. She was carrying a backpack full of books, notebooks, documents, and other things a girl might need. Once past the gate, she walked in the direction of the train station and joined those heading to the same destination.

The crowd of people continued to move quietly forward and completely ignored the presence of the newcomer. Black suits, formal clothes, dress shoes, some with hats, some with suitcases, and many with a steaming glass of coffee from which they took a sip from time to time. 

The light on the horizon grew brighter as the sun rose through the clouds. It looked imposing, cheerful, and haughty, as it did not apologize or cease to be what it was to the tired eyes that did not even deign to greet it. 

“No one says ‘good morning'; they don’t say hello or laugh. Still, the sun doesn’t stop shining, nor does time stand still,” thought Rebeka. “Is that the solution to living a happy life? Leave the hypocrisy that many know out of politeness and being selfish. To move forward without caring who you are or having to apologize for what you do or how you do it. It’s said so easily, but in practice, it isn’t.”

From the crowd, you could see that there certainly wasn’t much of a social life; it was an individualistic atmosphere in an urban area. Of course, no one would say good morning, say hello, or laugh if it didn’t represent a benefit to them.

“Is it even possible to go on living in such a lonely world where footsteps sound louder than words?” she wondered as she heard someone calling out to her.

“President!!! Good morning!”

They were the distinguishable words of a boy that stood out among the rain of footsteps. With them, the world became brighter, the colors intensified, and the smell became softer to Rebeka’s perception. 

”In a world where no one does anything unless it’s convenient and he wants to get something, he says good morning to me. Isn’t it obvious?” She thought, a heartbeat escaping her. “At least we’re past the stage where we just looked at each other in silence. It’s one thing to want something and resign yourself to not having it, it’s another thing to want something and fight for it. Before, he didn’t talk to me, now he shows more initiative, in his own way, to show me how much he likes me.”

Boom-boom-boom, went Rebeka’s heart, fleeced inside her chest, after holding her breath so as to counteract the palpitations.

“Well, the question is different if I have him... Who would have guessed that in such a crowded, colorless place, I would suddenly hear him calling me? My mother would say it’s love knocking at my door... I don’t think so,’ she said to herself while discreetly brushing her hair behind her ear. ‘Well, I resign myself to believing it. It’s not that it’s the first time we’ve met on the way to school, because I delayed my departure from the house so that this very casual event could take place, nor that the lump of sheets next to me wasn’t entirely based on him. But that he would call me incorrectly with such confidence and freedom makes me so irritated!”

“It’s offensive that you still won’t call me by my name, Omar,” Rebeka said aloud, trying to hide the happiness she felt. “Pick up the pace; we’re minutes away from missing the train and being late!” she said in a bossy voice.

“Aaah! When you’re in love, sometimes you don’t act your best, I know. Rebeka, you’re not an immature child anymore, you need to act better with him. However, what can I say in response to any of Omar’s questions? The public transportation system runs from three in the morning; besides, the school provides free breakfast to those who arrive before seven forty-five, while classes start at eight. Why, despite being the class president, do I take the train that leaves at seven-thirty with the intention of arriving ten minutes before class? He might be able to ask me.”

Of course, he would never understand that, despite having the same uniforms, the class difference is obvious. How do I tell him that I am practically the teacher’s slave? No matter how early I arrive, they will have a homework assignment ready for me to fulfill. I also want to avoid the other students who tease me to the point of making me feel sick. On the other hand, telling my problems to the boy I love, venting and crying on his shoulder, would be unpleasant and pitiable. Besides, men are notorious for looking for easy and quick solutions to the problems they are told, without even getting to listen or put themselves in the place of the speaker. It’s not worth it.

“It’s contradictory that they want to kick me out since I’m also the president. But that’s the point, it’s not that I’m an exemplary student from the beginning, but that the teachers want to demand things from me that I can’t give, until I make a mistake and they can throw me out, with the justification that I failed to meet their expectations.”  

“Why don’t you just complain to the principal or say you’re overworked? If you let them treat you like that, it’s because you allow it.”

“Isn’t it, Omar, things aren’t that simple? I can’t refuse to do the homework and assignments they send me, and if I did, the principal would surely show up with a voluntary resignation. The other teachers would hold my parents accountable for raising such a troubled, unreliable, and delinquent daughter. Moreover, I am sure they could expel me at any time and save themselves from any accusations against them for such an act of injustice.”

Fearing that such questions would arise, Rebeka, with her mind cluttered with worries and a hungry stomach, walked on without bothering to continue any kind of conversation with the boy.

One step after another, in her black high-heeled sneakers, she advanced over the bricks that made up a busy street. Only someone who was capable of paying attention to small details would notice that the girl’s steps were preceded by the soft tread of sneakers of the same color.

“Nevertheless, I have a reason, a very good one. The mere fact that in all this time he tries to approach me without asking or inquiring into my problems makes him special and sets him apart from so many others. It is I, perhaps, that keeps him very far away with my aggressive attitude.”

Calmer, Rebeka glanced sideways at the boy approaching her from behind. 

‘It’s amusing the way he acts,’ she thought. ‘I can feel him stalking me through the crowd. Every morning, after he greets me, he moves forward and moves around, until, in fact, he ends up walking beside me, at my pace, so close together that we look like a couple. We have the academy clothes, so we match. If someone secretly took a picture of me with him, here, now, I’d be able to plaster it all over the walls of my room.’

Reflecting on the situation, Rebeka trembled with happiness at being a “couple” although it was unofficial, and she was ready to deny it out loud a million times. With this excitement, she decided to turn her face just a little more than she usually did and saw something she wasn’t expecting. 

‘Aaah, he’s carrying his right hand out of his pocket. Maybe today could be the day! If not, I’ll take the first step, but if, by coincidence, our hands come together, Aww!!!! My heart is racing....’

Tac, tac, tac... Her footsteps sounded.

With her hands even looser than usual, Rebeka swayed back and forth, not even worried about being prepared in case a gust of wind tried to lift her saya.

‘Just a brush... don’t worry, I’m going to pretend I didn’t feel it. Brushing my hand against yours this morning will brighten the rest of my days, I swear. Read my thoughts; read my body. Oh, despite your appearance and slacker attitude, I know you’re hailed as the craziest risk-taker of high school students... don’t make me keep waiting, be a man.’

Behind her, his footsteps sounded.

Short, unkempt, spiky hair. Tall, lean, muscular body. He wore a tight white shirt, with the first two buttons loose and the collar turned up, something that hid little of his athletic physique. He wore a black belt with a simple buckle that matched his pants and shoes. Between his left hand, inside the corresponding pocket, and his body, he held a black cloth jacket. 

‘Come to think of it, maybe that’s the hand he touches himself with when he’s alone. He uses his right hand to write, he must also use it to touch himself. On the other hand, I used my left-hand last night and this morning. It would be perfect, and at the same time, much more than a touch, it would be more like an indirect contact between him and me, between our sexes, just as it is special to breathe the same air as he does and to see what he sees. Ahh!’

She needed to control herself not to run away, cover her face, and even almost die of embarrassment for having such a thought in the middle of a crowd. Rebeka justified herself with her episode of morning self-satisfaction that had to be cut off right after it started, so she decided to keep acting like she was a normal person, free of indecent thoughts. Pretending that she was still horny, desirous, and in need of someone who didn’t love anyone else but her was no easy task. At least not when the same hormones were going through her head, to the point where it was normal to think inappropriate thoughts. As weird as finding herself looking up at the sky hoping to see a penis-shaped cloud or not being able to help praising nature for providing mankind with cucumbers and carrots when she was at the grocery store and even looking inside the windows of houses with the desire to casually see two people having a moment of intimacy.

‘Who am I kidding? After all, if I’m not sleeping or thinking about morbid things, I can’t help but act negatively or feel depressed.’ As Rebeka was justifying her thoughts, the people intensified in number. Less cautious than before, those who felt rushed sought to position themselves at the front, and the number of those going in the opposite direction also increased. 

“The train bound for downtown will arrive in five minutes. Please stand behind the boarding line,” said the distant voice of an operator.

‘Time goes by fast when you’re fantasizing! I wish it would go by just as fast when I’m at school. Rebeka could see the horrified faces of those who were almost running with heavy footsteps and gasping breaths in the direction of the station as soon as they heard the loudspeaker speak.
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Chapter 2: President
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Every morning, the scenario for boarding the subway was the same as always; only the people who, over time, became more desperate and selfish changed. Since those who arrived first in line could be seated and the last ones would have to make the trip standing, those who did not want to get up five minutes earlier or were late when ordering coffee just had to hurry up their steps. Even inside the train, everyone’s intentions could be clearly seen, regardless of age or gender; they all felt tired enough to prolong the pain in their bones, and no one was going to get up to give up the seat they had worked so hard to occupy.

Rebeka felt the need to stop those running and explain to them how bad it looked for society and how selfish they were being when they didn’t get up early enough to be first in the first place, but knowing she couldn’t change the nature of a rat who only ate and defecated made her limit herself to thinking:

‘It’s not like I want to get there first to have the courtesy to give the seat to whoever needs it more than me either, it’s one thing to think about what’s right and another to do it. It is better for those in a hurry to take a seat, especially when they have coffee in hand. Theydo me a favor by not taking up so much space, so they can spill the contents on them and not on people like me. Changing the subject, we are separating, he and I.’

The long-awaited contact never happened between the two hands, while those going in the opposite direction came between Rebeka and Omar. 

‘Sometimes, when you walk among people, if you look resolutely at the side you want to go to, they won’t get in your way. But if you look at the ground, people can make inconvenient decisions for you. Omar doesn’t even have to look where he’s going; with his body, people make space for him, while I have to furrow my eyebrows and impose my presence. I miss my bed, my sheets, and my pillow. Why do you have to get up and fight so many people five times a week? Omar, I need you to hold my hand and brighten my day.’

After finding her shoulders slumped and heaving a sigh, Rebeka decided to puff out her chest as long as she could lift her chin and continue forward.

‘Rats who walk against youth, dare to stand in the way! They are envious of our bodies. You think you have the right, and you think we owe you respect. You are all so irritating, so much so that you can disappear if it were up to me’ she thought, after changing a tired tone to one that gradually raged in her mind.

With her thoughts on the outside, Rebeka totally changed the projection of herself that she exposes to the outside, causing more people to get out of her way. Who would dare clash with someone who was ready to fire complaints as soon as given the chance? Along with this, under the roof of the train station, the sounds grew louder.

The barking of small ill-tempered dogs sounded constantly, accompanied by complaints from some old woman, as she fought irritably to be knocked to the ground. The cries of disconsolate babies being pushed into cars. The noise of people talking on the phone, of those laughing among themselves, the coughing of sick people and those humming or whistling melodies in the wind.

‘Even with strangers and noises between us, he feels so close, and I can tell today is the day. I want to breathe and close my eyes, just to hear him, to hear his footsteps and the sound of his clothes moving away and around the stream of people, just to get back to being behind me. But still, with so much noise and distractions, this distance is abysmal. Oh, happiness, let me breathe. This nonconformity is what keeps me from happiness. To be happy, I find myself wanting what is not between my hands, but I forget that what I already have was something I once also wanted to have. How many times did I not wish that there existed in this world, so wrong and meaningless, someone like him? At the time, I was content with just having the chance to share the same sky as my ideal guy. If so, I must settle for what I have as the best and deny that I love him too.’

After crossing a block or two, passing several benches, and crossing the lights of stores offering fast food, Rebeka began to despair as contact became more and more impossible.

‘Conformity is the basis of stagnation. Selfishness and necessity are the drivers of development. This society is the most vivid example of this concept. Just look at those who live better and are happier and see how they are selfish, ambitious, nonconformist, and fighters. By settling for just seeing him, being by his side in the shadows, and waiting for his eyes to be able to see me, I risk losing countless things. For example, their first kiss, their first time together, and their new experiences as a couple. Yes, I would appreciate an experienced guy to take care of me, but I would already be tainted by someone else’s habits. He would kiss me like he kissed someone else, fuck me like he did someone else. All while I was waiting for him to decide for me instead of someone else. My conscience wouldn’t be clear.’

Taking as deep a breath as she could, Rebeka filled her movements with life and walked as if she were floating through the air.

‘For that very reason, I put on the sexiest panties I have in my arsenal, and I’m also wearing my shortest skirt. Leave him behind, and he can see my legs, maybe a little more if I make a small oversight. Now that my hand is waiting for his hand, I would be willing to let the wind do its whims and have an oversight.’

As if she had also caught the happiness that motivated the brown-eyed girl, a gust of summer wind seemed to come down from the sky and caress her contented face before she continued her stride.

‘With this breeze, I’m sure he could smell me if he wasn’t too focused on seeing my tail, but that’s not enough. I have to be even more adventurous,’ she thought.

The subway stop heading downtown was already just ahead, and the operator was announcing thirty seconds until the train arrived. The perfect waiting time so that any awkward silence wouldn’t dare to be born, in case she had to stay waiting.

‘I know he’s watching me, and I just have to wait for the perfect distance in 3, 2, and 1” as she glanced sideways at Omar.

Rebeka bumped her shoulder into a passerby, a person who looked like he was returning home after finishing a late shift. Rude and without the best attitude, the fellow said to her:

“Be more careful, for God’s sake!”

“Oh! I’m sorry, sir,” she replied, and she bowed her head as a sign of respect.

As soon as the citizen continued his pace, muttering between his teeth, Rebeka took her hand in the direction of her hair to draw the expression of someone surprised and worried.  

“Omar! I dropped my barrette, help me find it!” she said aloud. 

She paused in place and looked at the ground again, as she thought:

‘As I have read, the first step to be taken in the arts of seducing a man is to make him owe you a favor or you owe him a favor. A seemingly selfless helping hand from one individual to another can lay the perfect foundation for the foundation of romance. In this case, following that guideline, if I am going to admit that I love him, I would rather owe him a favor, show myself vulnerable, give him the opportunity, and end my bickering attitude towards him. Relationships that are born out of fighting, I don’t think, end well.’

Approximately three seconds passed, and her gaze could not catch sight of the hairpin that had fallen out of her hair, nor could she see Omar straining to find it.

‘Maybe I should have spoken a little louder and sounded desperate. What’s done is done, and I have confidence in the boy I love. I know he’s been watching me meticulously, waiting for an opportunity like this. His manly instincts are going to click, and with this, he’s going to help me; after all, a moment like this doesn’t come around twice. The perfect opportunity, the prince who rescues the damsel, the hero who saves the day’ she thought, at the same time as she searched the floor.

Omar stopped short to avoid crashing into Rebeka. She broke her bent position and stood up straight, paying absolute attention with her eyes, after noticing that something had happened that she hadn’t intended. 

‘All this time, you’ve been paying attention to your damn phone instead of me, to my skirt, to my smell, to my person. Calm down, all is not lost, I can still ask you again to help me get my pin back. I can’t use this as an opportunity to claim you, I’m mature, I’m all grown up.’

‘Oh, wow, I heard the sound of my pin being crushed by the shoe of a rat, the fattest and heaviest rat in the whole damn city. It feels fantastic. But no, I’m not going to fight; my heart craves violence and blood, but my self-control will hold up just fine...’

“What’s going on?” asked Omar, who stopped answering the phone in his hand, to raise his eyes and make eye contact with the president.

The phone he was holding was a modern, oversized touchscreen phone with four rounded prongs. That device was still on, and she sat at Rebeka’s chest level.

‘Great, that question, coupled with your stare, makes me so irritated I swear my blood boils. ‘I better take a deep breath and lower my gaze,’ she thought calmly, until her eyes locked onto the lit screen of the electronic device Omar held in his right hand. ‘What the hell does that message with hearts and kisses on your damn phone mean? Who is she? Who the hell gave her permission to text you?!’

With a flick of his thumb, Omar turned the phone off as quickly as he realized the screen was exposed to the view of the girl in front of him.

“Are you okay? You dropped a barrette; what color?” he asked, at the awkward demeanor and silence he was receiving from the chairwoman, whose facial expressions were obscured.

‘Isn’t this feeling so nostalgic? The world around me is losing its colors. He keeps talking, but his voice is no different from the rest. I must calm down. Patience,’ she thought, ‘He turned off the phone as fast as he could, it means he has respect for me. I didn’t see him answering his messages either. I’m sweating, it’s not good for my skin, my face might redden too; and I might look nasty. What color is the barrette? My ears don’t deceive me, and he really asked me so blatantly about the color of my most precious bracelet.’

“Ha, ha, ha, ha, that was definitely not a question,” she said, after launching discreet guffaws into the air.

Omar took a step back, swallowed dryly and took a deep breath. He was so uncomfortable with the president’s behavior that he ducked his head to hide his face.

‘I really must have been imagining it, but it wasn’t my imagination. Oh, you were the one I thought was going to make me happy. It will cost you dearly to pay more attention to someone else’s messages than to mine. I really don’t understand how I can feel so disappointed. I assure you that when you want to answer the messages of that one who wrote you, your damn phone will be getting smashed by the train. You idiot. Idiot. Idiot! I’m not going to cry over someone like you.’

“Forget it, it doesn’t matter anymore,” she said loudly, with a grin from ear to ear, one so big that even her eyes were closed with such a happy expression. “Oh, the train!”

Omar watched as the president turned and hurried her pace in the direction of the train, and he felt a cold sweat trickle down his forehead. The words he had heard definitely had a contrary meaning, just like the smile he saw. “Forget it” translates to ” you won’t understand”. ”It doesn’t matter” could mean “apologize to me right now.”. “The guffaws and happy expression” technically emanated uncontrollable rage from the pores. “That was definitely not a question” meant “why don’t you just die?”. Still, they were very specific translations that a boy like him could imagine but not understand. 

‘At least my bra was the best option to prevent this kind of situation. Running with my loose hair covering my right eye is not very comfortable. He must be following me and must have kept the phone in his right pocket, you’ll see,’ she said to herself, well irritated.

After going through the small labyrinth of ropes and metal bars intertwined to make the waiting line more organized. Rebeka was able to stand behind the last few who were about to enter the train.

‘Once we’re inside the carriage, I’ll wait for the moment to take the phone from him, I need to take it out on something.’

“Oops, sorry,” said someone, who stumbled and pushed whoever was in front of him.

“Just a little more, and we close the doors” announced a security officer.

Among the last places were Rebeka and Omar, who were well worried about being able to move forward among the people who did not want to move, despite having enough space to keep moving. From one movement to another, she stayed among the individuals in front, since they had the way closed to her, while Omar continued to move forward. Leaning on his body, he did not mind inconveniencing some and moving others.

While Omar managed to get to the front, Rebeka fixed her eyes on what would be his prey. For men, one of the disadvantages of having tight pants is that if the phone they carry is too big, a part sticks out of the pocket, is exposed, and can be grabbed. An ordinary person can’t focus on several tasks at the same time, he is more likely to ignore a minimal sensation of movement inside his pants when he is forcibly moving between people pushing him back.  

‘Perfect, now let me stay away from him. I don’t want to arouse suspicion or have anything more to do with that bastard, he’s just like the others,’ she thought as she successfully withdrew her hand with the device, and as soon as she approached a window, she absentmindedly threw it away.

After looking at the ceiling, she tried to control the tears that wanted to come out. Knowing that she had done something wrong in order to feel better, what frustrated her most was not feeling good. 

Along with the sound of the train’s electric doors being closed and the words of the operator announcing the train’s departure to downtown, a man’s voice could be heard saying:

“Someone has seen my phone!” 

“Sir, the train is leaving. There is nothing that can be done; for your safety, stay behind the line,” said the uniformed station security officers.

Rebeka could recognize the man who was looking for her phone, who was the same man she had bumped into when she set out to drop her hair. It was a rather odd situation, to tell the truth. ‘Maybe, karma?’ she said to herself as the train began to move, and with this, some people began to protest that Omar was on his way back to where she had been left. 

‘Mmm, did he realize I took his phone? No, impossible; maybe he thinks he dropped it and is going back to look for it’ she thought as she hid her gaze.

Willing herself to act as if nothing had happened, Rebeka felt the boy’s towering body come up behind her.

“I’m really sorry about what happened with your hair, Barrette,” he said in a trembling voice to Rebeka. “And that I took a picture of you while you weren’t looking. I don’t want you to think I’m someone weird, please. Just hear me out first, and we can talk about it.”

‘He’s... nervous,’ she thought after feeling her heart about to pound out of her chest. ‘He’s sweating. A picture of you, someone weird... we can talk about it. If he noticed, why is he apologizing instead of complaining?

Looking down at the ground among the crowded people, the metal surface of a phone came into view, protruding from Omar’s left pants pocket.

‘Mmm? He’s got another phone next to the hand holding his coat. Why in the world would a guy have two phones? Besides, what picture did he take of me?’ She said to herself and then said aloud to him:

“I don’t have anything to say to you... Give me your other phone.”

Due to the sound of the moving train, it could not be noticed that Rebeka’s voice was trembling and sounded scared. On the other hand, Omar showed what could be called a real frightened face, so much so that one could see her intentions of wanting to leave from there. But the train was closed and moving, and all the passengers stood as if they were sown to the ground. To top it off, as a man, he would have to clean up his image.

“No! No, please! Anything but that. I couldn’t live if you broke it,” he replied, like a little boy who had done something wrong.

‘Mmm, his needy, pleading face is so adorable, I think I’m going back to a good mood. But he is aware that I destroyed the other device, and he still begs me. I can’t let my voice falter again; it wouldn’t be good for the outcome of this negotiation,’ she thought after adding aloud:

“Give me the cell phone, Omar!” What were firm words turned into a shout that Rebeka unintentionally made heard?

The boy stood in place, transfixed, breathless, and white as a sheet of paper.

“What are you waiting for?” She insisted again in a more commanding voice, “Omar!”

One of the old ladies, right in front of the chair, with a willingness to help the enraged girl who was demanding something from a criminal almost twice her size, added in a low voice:

“Is he bothering you? Do you need me to call the authorities?”

Rebeka answered the old woman’s questions:

“No, I don’t think we need to go that far do we, Omar?” Using the kindest tone, she could employ in such a stressful situation and lighting up her face with a smile, she did her best to reassure everyone whose attention had already been called.

The old woman put her glasses back on and lowered her gaze to continue reading the book she held in her hand, entitled “Gilgamesh the Great, Still Among Us.”.

After looking at Omar again, she totally changed the expression on her face. The boy swallowed dryly and clutched his pocket even tighter.

‘It’s been over two minutes now,’ she thought. ‘Everyone seems less interested in our conversation, and he’s squeezing his pocket even tighter, but when is he going to accede to my demands?’

“Only if you promise me, you won’t break it." Omar cleared his throat and spoke in a regretful voice, looking down at the girl’s rising hand.
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“OKAY, I PROMISE...” she replied, agreeing to the request. 

By the way, as a girl she was, “I promise” could mean: “If I see messages from another, I will definitely throw them out the window. I will keep my promise, but the chances of it getting lost are very high.” Interpretation by which Omar grabbed another handrail with his left hand and with his right, despite being somewhat awkward, pulled out the device he so badly didn’t want to let go of to offer it to the president, whose angry facial expressions were enough to cause nightmares. 

‘Perfect. I’m so excited, it’s like having a gift in my hands. Nowadays, someone’s phone is the most precious thing. And I have his phone. I feel like I have his heart in my hands. By opening it, I can see the contents... Oops!’

The lit screen was guarded by a padlock that required a password to open.

“What’s the password?” she demanded.

“No, please don’t. I’d rather you break it,” he said. “Better break it; throw it out of the window; indeed, I’ll break it for you. 2

In desperation, he tried to take from the girl what she had given him. But as Rebeka was already prepared, using agile movements, she prevented him from doing so. She had already missed a boy using his more dexterous hand to give her something that was in the opposite pocket.

“The password?” She demanded again, this time lowering her voice as if forcing herself not to shout, “I don’t want to keep repeating it or making a scene. Take responsibility for your actions and behave like a man, with maturity.” 

“Break it, I beg you,” he said.

Rebeka had not the slightest intention of letting go of what she had obtained; rather, she praised his caution in remaining attentive to Omar’s change of heart. Still, in the face of closeness, her attitude was changing. She wanted to sound firm, but having him so close and seeing him so needy was making her loosen up. Plus, the struggle of trying to take and protect could feel like foreplay before sex.

With clothes in between, the two bodies were thrusting and rubbing against each other in a slightly different attempt at clothed mating.  

“Hey!!! You two! Stop the childishness!” demanded an older gentleman between his teeth, someone who had been pushed back and forth for quite some time now and had run out of patience to keep putting up with it.

Omar calmed down, apologized, and resignedly said:

“Your name.” 

He couldn’t win, he was at the mercy of whatever the president of his class could come up with.

“What? I couldn’t hear you, what was the password?” She said, blushing and somewhat disappointed, that the grappling would stop. Feeling horny, her body demanded to keep being pushed from behind by the boy’s hips, and after letting her libido speak, she uttered the following words: “Come closer, say it in my ear...one more time.”

‘I may be a freeloader, but... what could be more erotic than being fucked from behind and having your name called in your ear?’

“The password to get into my phone is...” In a whisper, Omar moved to her neck and said,  “...Rebeka.”
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Chapter 3: Logging in
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At first, Rebeka intended to solve the problem calmly, open the phone, and look at the photos and messages calmly, especially to find out if Omar was also being written to on that phone. Afterward, perhaps she would look through all the other applications, including the deleted files, so that she could come to a sensible conclusion about what to continue to feel and think. But who was using someone else’s name as a password?

‘It’s a cheap shot, and if it’s true, it means he’s obsessed; why not forgive him? Ultimately, that someone else beat me to it means I was wasting my time by not taking the first step.’

‘After putting the horniness aside for a moment, he analyzed, ‘In this device’s gallery, there might be compromising photos; if so, checking them wouldn’t be enough. It’s better to have the occasion to admire them and even memorize them if necessary. Maybe the messages from another girl have been the fruit of my imagination, which is what I most want to believe. But, now, the curiosity to see the pictures of another person naked, doing things that can’t be told and only seen, even if it was with someone else, eats me up inside.’

The fantasies in Rebeka’s mind were proliferating, but time kept running and the train stopped.

In the moving crowd, Omar was still hovering over her. In plain sight, he looked like someone suspicious, a pervert who would take the opportunity to sniff the hair of a stranger, watching closely and maintaining contact. The reality was that between the two of them, even if no one noticed, the most perverted one on the train was Rebeka. The irrefutable proof was that she ducked her head and let her hair fall over her face as she discreetly looked down to see if the boy who was so close to her was getting an erection.

‘I can’t think straight;, what am I doing? From just wanting to touch his hand. He’s so close, he can make any move and take my phone if I keep getting careless. Let me hide it between my bra and my breasts. I’m not going to be the only one getting horny in a situation like this.’

“My name, uh?” she said as she pocketed the phone, unable to help but soften her bravado face with a smile. “How sweet of you. I forgive your audacity to sneak a picture of me. For now, I’m afraid to tell you that your cell phone is confiscated until further notice.”

Of course, Rebeka went out on a limb with that comment. For sure, she was simply assuming something and hoping she was right. When he said'sneak photo’ her feminine instinct had screamed at her, and she had done nothing but listen.

“Until further notice?” he asked her, well surprised, wide-eyed, at such lenient punishment.

He didn’t deny, nor did he claim innocence, nor was he surprised at her words, something that made Rebeka assume she was right.

“It’s time, here we get off” she said, as long as she didn’t answer the question and followed the people who were heading towards the exit.

‘Out of all the passwords someone could put on their phone, why in the world would you choose my name? Because he likes me. There is no other explanation. If so, I still have a chance, maybe I should give her a gift. Dare while I’m moving to leave. ‘ It’s already confirmed that if I don’t take the first step, things will go on as usual.’

One step behind the other, passengers were getting off the carriage at the corresponding train station.

‘Why check with my eyes something I could feel with my hands?’ she wondered, somewhat hesitantly. Rebeka paused, ‘Now!’ and discreetly let Omar bump into her. ‘All I have to do is wait with my hand open, behind my ass, at the level of his crotch, to feel what I want so badly.’

The collision between the two bodies took place, and her hand received, grabbed, and massaged the package of the distracted boy, who didn’t hesitate to give a little jump in such an unexpected situation.

‘Phew, yes... exactly on the spot,’ she thought, having as a reference point her thumb, which made contact with the buckle of Omar’s belt. ‘He’s got a hard-on. Tremendous bulge I could feel it live and direct. Too bad I couldn’t see the reaction on his face. Maybe, from now on, he will look more at my cheeky and almost shorter skirt than allowed.’

Omar was stunned, he didn’t know if it had been a coincidence or something intentional, just as he couldn’t correctly interpret the implied language of the women. With more doubts than answers, he took a little distance so as not to avoid planting his eyes on the fabric that was swaying back and forth with each of the steps the girl took in her pompous walk.

‘I don’t mind having my hair down so much anymore,’ she said to herself, almost jumping up and down with happiness she couldn’t contain. ‘Maybe I look less strict and that’s why everyone is looking at me more than usual. What a wonderful morning! With my nipple, I can feel the hardness of his phone. I would put him in my panties, but I’m afraid to get him wet. Against my breast, he is in less danger. It would be even better if it started to vibrate. Oops, I can still feel his erection in my hand, and not long ago I was content with indirect touches and caresses.’

On the way out to the train station, Omar and Rebeka were practically the only ones on their way to the academy. In the place where they were, they didn’t have to use directions or signs; the building already had a great reputation for being the only one in the whole city. Without further interaction between the two, they found themselves at the entrance of the academic center and went their separate ways. Besides,  they wouldn’t have anything to talk about, even if they wanted to.

‘What time is it?’ I wondered if Rebeka was looking at her handwatch; it was seven fifty-three. ‘There’s still time before classes start; maybe I can stop by the bathroom. It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve played with myself at school....’

In the academic center, there were three types of bathrooms, for men, for women, and for everyone. But they didn’t have much difference between them, only the gender-neutral ones were kept cleaner than the others.

‘I know me, it takes me time to finish,’ she thought somewhat regretfully. ‘Time is very tight. I’d better stop by my locker, grab my belongings, and go to the teacher’s lounge to turn in my homework on time. Then I’ll go to the classroom to take attendance, set up the board, take out the trash, and see that everything is in order. How inconvenient it is to be the class president and representative! However, keeping my mind busy is going to help me control these urges.’

Pushing past the restrooms, she made her way to the lockers down the well-traveled hallway of students milling about, something a little different from the way the train station was.

‘Okay, Rebeka, remember this,’ she said to herself as soon as she heard mocking laughter from people and someone tripping her unapologetically. ‘You’re going to be tried to be made to feel bad today too; you’ll have to deal with moody, jealous, and haughty people. That’s not reason enough to respond back, start an argument, and end up being ejected. Be a rock, control your emotions, and let everything subside around you without letting it affect you.’

After taking a few sharp breaths and checking her watch, she entered the teacher’s lounge, and after pretending to be interested in what they were saying, she stopped to listen to some people’s chatter.

‘Is it really necessary to stay in this school uselessly when I can look for a job and be independent?’ She asked herself, intrigued, while saying yes to the words of someone speaking to her.

The question came because, deep down, she wanted to get out of the life she had. She had to listen to the talk of older gentlemen, which, by the way, she was not listening to, as she could predict exactly what the end point was. They were talking with the aim of putting her through work and making her existence difficult. But it was one thing to want to and another to be able to. She could shut up and listen, because if she didn’t make it through school, how could she be sure that she would be able to make it through a day’s work and survive? After all, old people rule the world today. Those of little patience who complain and argue with their manias, point their fingers, attribute great expectations to others and those around them, and never assume to be wrong because they are incapable of learning.

“... These are the plans that the council plans to implement,” commented one of those present.

“I understand” replied Rebeka, with a submissive and well-mannered attitude.

“Convey the information to the students, collect the complaints, and at the end of the day, place the report on my desk,” said the subject in the midst of his busy morning activity, while realizing that he had had to rush his report so as not to consume too much time. 

With the math book and notebook, Rebeka left the teacher’s lounge with exactly two minutes to get to her assigned classroom. After walking down the hallway, she noticed that the doors were open. She walked in and observed, as was now usual.

‘Some are already sitting at their stations, getting ready to start the shift,’ she thought, then said good morning, even though no one responded to her as was common there. ‘Being polite was part of society, and yes, once in a while it might get you out of some trouble, but it didn’t get you worse or better grades in school, so why be polite?’ Well, the answer was simple: you can’t be the class president, ask and demand work without following the basic rules of etiquette, introduce yourself, inquire, and ask.’  

Rebeka wrote the day, month, and year on the board using the chalk on the side near the eraser, then wrote the instructor’s name, subject, and class topic. Finally, she organized everything and picked up the trash that was left in plain sight.

Ring, ring, ring.
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THE BELL RANG, AND those who had previously stood in the hallway talking now came through the door and, as quickly as they could, moved to take their respective seats. 

‘Mmm, he’s not there, nor is his friend,’ She thought she was not too surprised to say aloud:

“Pay attention; I’m going to pass attendance.”

She spoke from the front of the classroom, looking everyone in the eye. Pronouncing name by name, everyone responded “here” or "present,” but almost at the last moment, a boy entered who said something different.

“I’m sorry “”, Presi.""I hope I’m still on time.”

‘Precisely had to be Omar’s best friend, who walked in at the last moment, making a dramatic entrance. It doesn’t change that it’s irritating when he shortens my title, which from the beginning I didn’t like to have.’

Under Rebeka’s unfriendly gaze, the young man ran his hand behind his head, offered his apologies, and took a seat.

‘He is characteristic for having a personality that sets him apart from the others; if I had to describe him, I would say he is a relaxed, improvising, cheerful boy who almost always avoids trouble in his own way.’ Rebeka thought to add aloud:

“You are still on time; the teacher always takes ten minutes before coming to class. If your tardiness is repeated, I will be forced to report it, and once the instructor enters the classroom, you will be out of the class, which will force me to do extra paperwork.”

Reporting why she did each thing was a way of trying to soften up those listening to her. ‘Not that it always pays off, especially if no one is paying attention to you, but it feels good to say, “I told you not to do that” when you’re taking action on it.’

“You’ll excuse me, I’d better sit down quickly in this seat, as usual,” he said, with the characteristic look of a child who was about to do something bad.

Rebeka lifted her eyes from the paper she was holding and, ignoring the silent murmur of the individuals who had already confirmed attendance, decided to take a deep breath to add:

“That’s not your seat, Miguel.”

The seat selected by Miguel belonged to the table where the professor sat whenever he stood for a long time and did not want to return to his chair because it was too low and he could not make eye contact with the students. A booth that always remained empty because it was precisely marked with the smell of an old ass, one that was conveniently attached to the entrance and exit doors, Rebeka could tell that something was afoot in the atmosphere.

“May I conclude the attendance,” Rebeka said, not as a question but as an affirmation. 

“No, Omar is missing. I saw him in the morning I could tell he was in the cafeteria much more worried than usual, like he had a tummy ache,” said a girl sitting right in the class corner.

Rebeka did her best to behave as civilizedly as possible. The pretentious voice that gave her a headache and very bad memories belonged to her former best friend, Lizandra, nicknamed “Liz”. Although in the past they broke up on very bad terms, Rebeka told her that she didn’t want to listen to him anymore, and Liz, as usual, made herself heard every time she had a chance to speak because of her very “intense” personality.  

“If I remember correctly and my mind doesn’t fail me, he was next to you, Mig.” The blonde continued speaking and took the opportunity to abbreviate the name of the boy who was now sitting in the first seat and who was giving her something to talk about. “Am I wrong?”

Rebeka acted as if she hadn’t heard Lizandra’s words and continued to watch Miguel.

“Speaking of which, he had to go to the bathroom. He had stomach problems. Yes, he had to go very urgently,” said Miguel. 

At this comment, the members of the class burst into laughter.

Rebeka, on the other hand, clenched her fist tightly. She was not amused by the mocking and immature laughter of this group of students. ‘How dare he sully his best friend’s reputation like that!’ she asked angrily. ‘I’d already forgotten how much it bothered me to hear that backstabbing, mean friend’s voice, and now that you're making comments like that, I may have to put you on the undesirable list.’

Aloud, Rebeka tried to regain order, for she was determined to focus on the matter at hand.

“I understand that fear can make someone feel like going to the bathroom, but Omar is not one of those. I hope you guys are still able to laugh when he is present and not behind his back.”

The comment from the president was bitter, but real. None of those present had the courage to laugh in such a way in front of Omar.  

Once the commotion was resolved, Rebeka calculated the situation, which made her think. ‘What are you up to, Miguel?!’

Suddenly, the answer to the last question came along with a characteristic sound.

‘Ufff, with what so?’, she thought. ‘Someone is making a call, and that’s why his phone is vibrating.’ Miguel sat in the first seat and was paying much more attention to me than usual, as if he wants to know where my phone is. You are an open book to my intellect. But I must give you some credit. In front of the classroom, I am so embarrassed by my indecency that I don’t think I can stand the feeling. Even I didn’t know my nipples could be this sensitive. Maybe I’m about to come down with my period. Whatever it is, now I’ll have to take this thing out of my bra, but if I do, maybe he can snatch it from me and run; the door is still open... Ha. Don’t make me laugh.’

Tu, tutu, tururu tu... The rhythmic sound of a tone was gradually heard amidst the murmur of the classroom.

The students realized that a phone was beginning to ring, which made them keep quiet and pay attention to the direction of where the sound was coming from. Someone as proud and arrogant as Rebeka, who no one would imagine was such a pervert, was standing in front of a class, feeling the vibrations of someone else’s phone on her chest. 

‘What?!’ ‘It wasn’t on the buzzer! What can I do now?’ she thought.

“Oh, ho ho ho. A phone is ringing. You’re not going to answer it, pre-si-dent” Miguel mentioned, stretching out every syllable uttered.

‘And you’re telling me this so blatantly?’ Rebeka said to herself, almost about to be caught in the act. ‘Many don’t recognize that such a common tone belongs to Omar, but if I pull out the phone now, not only
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