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Friday, March 1, 2024

It's eleven thirty and Richard is already asleep. I'm sitting here on the edge of the bed, with the lamp on the nightstand casting a yellow circle on the comforter, and I'm writing because otherwise I wouldn't be able to sleep anyway, just with my head full instead of my hands busy.

Something small happened tonight, the kind of thing that wouldn't even count as a real argument. I'd asked him if he could pick up bread on his way home from work. He'd said yes in that voice he uses when he's not really listening, the automatic yes he gives while looking at his phone. Then he came home without bread, of course, and when I pointed it out he shrugged and said he'd had a heavy day, as if bread were some ridiculous detail to bring up at a time like that.

It's not about the bread. It's never about the bread.

It's that these past few months I've had the feeling of talking to someone who looks at me with his eyes but is somewhere else in his head. At dinner he tells me things about work and I listen, I ask the right questions, and he never asks me how my day went, or he asks late, afterward, as if he'd only just remembered because the silence had gone on too long.

I love him. I write this because it's true, not to convince myself of anything. But tonight, while he was washing the dishes in silence and I was drying without saying anything, I thought that we've become two people who share a kitchen more than a life.

I read somewhere that couples drift apart an inch at a time, so slowly you don't notice until you turn around and the distance is already a mile. I don't know if that's true for us. I know that tonight, when he said goodnight with a quick kiss on my forehead instead of my lips, I felt that extra inch.

Tomorrow I'll try again. I'll make him the breakfast he likes, the one with eggs and long coffee, and we'll see if that look comes back, the one from when we first met, the one that made me feel like the only person in the room.

For now I'll stop here. I'm tired of being tired.


Monday, March 4, 2024 


Today we had a real fight, not one of those little squabbles that deflate on their own within an hour.

It started over Saturday's dinner at his sister's. I'd said I'd rather not go, that I was tired of playing the polite spectator while everyone talks about things that don't concern me and Richard melts into a cheerfulness I never see at home. He took it as an attack on his family, and I pointed out that maybe the problem isn't the family but the fact that with them he's a different person, lighter, more present, and with me he's almost always somewhere else.

He raised his voice. Richard never shouts, but he has that sharp tone he uses when he feels cornered, and he told me I'm always ready to find some fault, that nothing is ever good enough for me. I told him that's not true, that I'd just like a bit of that energy he gives to others, and that from asking so much I feel like a burden instead of a partner.

Then silence. The kind of silence that spreads through the whole house, that enters every room even when you're alone.

I went out for a walk, by myself, with headphones on but no music, just for an excuse not to talk to anyone. I ran into Elena, the neighbor, who asked if everything was okay and I said yes, fine, with that automatic smile you put on when really you just want to disappear for an hour.

I don't know what bothers me more: that we fought, or that after the fight neither of us came looking for the other. We stayed in our own halves of the house until dinner, and at dinner we talked about the weather, about groceries, about things that don't matter at all, as if pretending everything's fine were easier than admitting something has cracked.

I wonder how long this has been going on. I wonder if he notices it as much as I do, or if for him these are just bad days that pass.

Tonight I'm sleeping on my side of the bed, closer to the edge than usual. Not to punish him. Just because I don't feel like reaching for a contact I don't feel tonight.


Thursday, March 7, 2024 


I don't even feel like writing tonight but I'm doing it anyway, so much the worse.

Richard came home late. Not too late, quarter past eight, but he didn't give me a heads-up, and I'd already cooked for two and ended up eating alone, watching my phone, waiting for a message that never came. When he came in he said sorry, the meeting ran long, period, as if that were enough. I didn't say anything to him. I just put his plate in the microwave and went to the living room.

I keep thinking that three years ago something like this would never have happened. He would've texted me even just "heading out now" to let me know. Now it's as if he takes it for granted that I'll be there anyway, that I'll wait anyway, that it's fine anyway.

It's not fine anyway.

I tried to tell him while he ate — late, cold, the chicken had dried out — and he made that tired face, the "not tonight, please" face, and I let it go because honestly I didn't have the strength for it either.

I look at myself in the bathroom mirror while I brush my teeth and I think: am I still the same person who fell in love with him? Yes, I think so. But I feel invisible in my own house, and that's an ugly thought to write down but it's what I feel.

Tomorrow I'm working late, then I have that drink with Sofia and the others. Honestly, I can't wait to get out of here for a couple of hours.


Sunday, March 10, 2024 


Last night Richard and I made love. I write "made love" because that's the phrase people use, not because that's really what it was.

It started after dinner, he came looking for me in a way that used to melt me once, a kiss on the neck while I was doing the dishes, hands on my hips. For a moment I thought: here we go, maybe tonight is like before. I let myself be carried to bed and for the first few minutes I believed it too, that this would be enough to turn things back.

Then what always happens now happened. He goes at the same rhythm as always, the same two or three moves, as if my body were an already-marked path he knows by heart and doesn't feel the need to check the map anymore. I closed my eyes and did what I've been doing for months: the right sounds at the right moment, my back arching when I know he expects it, nails on his back right as he finishes, because he likes to feel them. A script I perform so well he doesn't notice anything. Or maybe he doesn't want to notice.

He didn't worry about anything, as usual. No question, no thought, as if certain things were simply my job alone. Thank goodness I'm on the pill, and thank goodness I remember it every single day, because if I ever forgot, he wouldn't even notice. He used to ask, "did you take the pill?", almost to prove he thought about it too. Now not even that.

Afterward he fell asleep almost immediately, satisfied, with that half-absent smile of someone who thinks he's done everything right. I stayed awake staring at the ceiling, with the feeling of having just lied to someone I love, of having given him what he wanted to see instead of what I actually felt, which was almost nothing.

And while I was there, awake, a silly detail from Friday night came back to me without my wanting it, from the drinks with Sofia. A man at the bar, I don't even remember his face well, but I remember he looked at me a second too long while I was ordering, and I felt something stir inside that here, in bed, with Richard on top of me, I haven't felt in a long time.

I won't think about it. Or maybe I will, but I can't even write it clearly to myself.

I turn to the other side, toward the window, and try to sleep before the thoughts get clearer than I'd like.


Wednesday, March 13, 2024 


I have to write this down before the memory fades, because I want to remember it exactly as it was.

I saw him again. His name is John, I found out only tonight, though in my head I'd already been calling him "the guy from the bar" for days. He works near my office, and we ran into each other by chance at lunchtime, and he remembered me, he said it just like that, "you were at the drinks thing on Friday, right?", with a smile that had nothing shy about it.

We had a coffee that turned into two hours of talking, and then he asked, straight out, no beating around the bush, if I wanted to go to his place, and for the first time in I don't know how long I said yes without thinking about it, without calculating, without feeling guilty in advance.

At his place everything was different from what I expected and yet exactly what I wanted. He looked at me, really looked, not with that habitual glance I know by heart by now, but as if he were discovering something. At one point, when we were already close, he asked if he should use protection. I asked him back if he was healthy, if he'd been tested, and he told me yes, that he donates blood regularly, that every time they run full panels on him and everything always comes back fine. I believed him, and in that moment I believed it with my whole body, not just my head. I told him not to worry, that I'm on the pill, and that I wanted to really feel him, with nothing in between.

I won't write the details of everything that happened after, not yet, I'm still too inside the memory to find the right words. I'll just say this: I felt seen. I felt desired in a way I'd forgotten I could be. My body responded on its own, without me having to perform anything, without counting the seconds like I do at home.

I got home after dark. Richard asked how my day was and I said fine, quiet, nothing much. I took a longer shower than usual.

I don't know what this thing I just did is. I know that for the first time in months I feel alive.


Thursday, March 14, 2024 


This morning I had a real scare that got my heart racing for a good minute.

I'd taken a shower right when I woke up, like always, even before coffee, almost as if to wash away the night along with the sleep. Then, while I was packing my bag to go out, I picked up the black underwear I'd worn the day before, the ones I'd had on at John's, to toss them in the laundry basket with the rest. I looked at them a second too long and saw the stain, still there despite last night's shower and this morning's too, a clear sign of what had happened, of him inside me with nothing in between.

Richard was in the bathroom shaving, two steps away. I balled up the underwear as fast as I could and stuffed it at the bottom of the laundry bag, under everything else, my hands trembling a little. Then I stood there a moment staring at the bathroom door, my heart pounding, thinking: what if he'd seen it. What if he'd asked any question at all.

He didn't see it. Of course he didn't see it, Richard never looks at what I put in the basket, he's never been interested. But that minute taught me something: I have to be more careful. I can't afford distractions like that, I can't leave traces lying around as if I had nothing to hide.

And the strange thing is that, once the scare passed, I didn't feel guilty. I felt almost a thrill, as if the risk itself were part of the pleasure. As if the fact of having almost been caught made everything more alive, more mine.

From now on I'll be careful. Clothes to wash aside, right away, maybe I'll take them straight to the laundromat myself the same day instead of leaving them in the basket at home. Little rules I'm setting for myself, as if I were learning a new trade.

Tonight Richard asked if everything was okay, I said fine, just a little tired. I smiled, and for the first time in a while that smile wasn't entirely fake.


Sunday, March 17, 2024 


I hadn't planned it, that's the thing that surprises me most rereading it now. There was no plan, no messages exchanged for days like with John. It just happened, like a wave that catches you when you've already stopped watching the sea.

I'd gone out for a walk in the park near home, alone, to clear my head after a heavy week. There was a man jogging, he stopped near the fountain for a drink, and we looked at each other for a while that didn't need words. We chatted for ten minutes, nothing special, the weather, the park, and then he said he lived two blocks away, in a tone that left no doubt about what he was really asking.

I said yes with my body before my head even caught up.

At his place it was all instinctive, fast, almost urgent, two bodies seeking each other without ceremony. He didn't ask me anything, not a word about protection, not a word about how I was doing, whether I was comfortable, whether I wanted to continue. I only realized afterward that not once did he ask if I was okay, as if my being there already amounted to consent to everything else, no confirmation needed.

And yet my body responded just the same, with a hunger even I didn't expect, maybe precisely because of that lack of ceremony, that urgency between strangers who owe each other nothing.

When I felt he was about to reach the point, the memory of the stained underwear from a few days ago came back to me, and with a quick move I slid him out of me, laid him back and finished him with my mouth, keeping everything under my control, deciding myself where and how. He let go with a long sigh, almost surprised, as if he hadn't expected that sudden care after so much hurry.

I noticed something funny with a certain pleasure: with Richard it's almost impossible to do it like that, to take my time, to stay there until the end. He's always in a hurry, even with that, as if there's always something else waiting for him. I didn't even remember the taste of certain things anymore, I realized this morning. Good, though. Better than I remembered.

I came home with my usual anxiety, the one where I check my clothes twice before leaving them lying around. Richard was on the couch with the TV on, he asked if the walk had done me good. I said yes, so much. He has no idea how much.

I'm scared, I'll write it clearly. I'm scared that one day a single detail will be enough, a different scent on me, a message read by mistake, and that all of this I'm building in secret will blow up in his face. But for now that fear mixes with something I haven't felt in years, and I can't stop.


Saturday, April 20, 2024 


I'm writing late, with the nightstand light low because Richard is already asleep in the next room, worn out from sun and wine. I have to write this day down before it blurs into the rest.

We've been at the lake since yesterday, at Mark and Claire's place, with Luke and his partner Ellen too. Two days of sun, boat rides, long drinks on the dock. This afternoon Richard went out on the boat with Luke, the two of them always glued together whenever there's water and an engine involved, and Claire and Ellen went to get groceries for dinner, leaving me alone with Mark at the cottage.

We sat outside, on the wooden steps leading down to the dock, with a glass of white wine warming slowly in the afternoon sun. We talked about the lake, about how it changes color with the light, light things. Then, without either of us deciding to do it on purpose, the conversation slid onto something else. He said something about Claire, about how things between them had gone flat, and I found myself answering with the same honesty, as if the wine and the sun had pulled a cork I usually keep firmly shut.

I told him about Richard, about his distractions, about how transparent I sometimes feel in my own house. I didn't tell him everything, of course, I didn't mention John or what happened in the park, but I told him enough to feel exposed, and it was a strange feeling, almost more intimate than certain bodies I've touched these past weeks. I regretted it the moment I said it, that kind of regret that arrives a second after the words, when they're already out and can't be taken back.

He opened up too, maybe to return the trust I'd given him. He said things with Claire don't work anymore, that sex has dwindled to almost nothing, and that what little remains he lives more freely when they do it from behind. He said she likes it that way, also because she's always had trouble with the pill, nausea, mood swings, and that way makes her feel calmer without having to think about anything else. He said it naturally, without shame, looking me straight in the eye as if it were any old thing to share over a glass of wine.

I laughed, said that with Richard it's a closed subject forever, that he's always joked about it as if it were something almost ridiculous even to mention.

Mark moved closer, not abruptly, like someone who leaves time to say no. He stroked my neck with two fingers, just barely, and I didn't pull back. We kissed there, on the steps, with the sound of water slapping against the dock, and then we went inside, fast, with the hurry of people who know they have very little time.

I won't write every last detail, but I'll write what matters. He took me to the guest room bed, the one with the light curtains that let in more sun than I like, and turned me over slowly, with real gentleness, not roughness. He prepared me with care, hands first and then his mouth, taking a time with it that I've never known with Richard. When he entered it was slow at first, almost cautious, and I felt a fullness different from anything I knew, a fullness that took my breath away for a moment, somewhere between discomfort and something that resembled pleasure but wasn't quite there yet.

He found his own rhythm, never rough, one hand meanwhile reaching down in front to find me, but I was too far inside my own head, too focused on the sounds outside, on footsteps that could come back any moment, to let myself go all the way. He instead reached his peak with a held breath and then a long one, gripping my hips as if he wanted to stay there one more minute.

I didn't come. I stayed suspended in a strange place, between satisfied curiosity and a body that hadn't completed its circuit. I don't know yet what I think of this thing. Maybe I'd do it again, more slowly, without straining to hear the door. Maybe not, maybe it'll remain a chapter apart, different from everything else, not to repeat.

We got dressed in a hurry, laughing quietly more from nerves than joy, I checked the hallway mirror twice before going out. We got back outside on the steps a minute before we heard Claire and Ellen's voices coming back from the store, bags bumping against their legs, laughter drawing closer. Just in time. My heart was pounding so hard I was afraid they'd hear it from outside.

At dinner tonight I looked at Mark a couple of times and he smiled at me as if nothing were wrong, normal, controlled. Claire didn't notice a thing. Richard didn't either, of course, too caught up telling everyone about the fish that got away with Luke.

I'm scared, now that I'm writing. But it's a fear that lives alongside something like pride, and it's exactly that coexistence I don't yet know how to name.


Sunday, April 21, 2024 


Last night at the lake, tomorrow we head home. Writing before bed, my legs still tired from the woods.

At breakfast this morning Mark suggested a long walk in the woods behind the house, the trail that climbs toward the ridge. Nobody really felt like it, you could see it on their faces. Luke and Richard wanted to go back out on the boat for one last round of fishing before leaving, and Claire and Ellen had decided the morning would be couch time, tea and television, not moving an inch. I offered to go with him, with that face you make when you're sacrificing yourself but really you know exactly what you're choosing, and nobody asked any questions. Even Richard told me "you're so good to make the sacrifice," without the slightest suspicion, and for a moment I felt almost sick hearing him put it exactly that way.

The trail climbed among the trees, light filtering through in patches, the smell of earth wet from the night before. We walked a stretch talking about nothing, then stopped in a small clearing, out of sight from the main trail. He tried again right away, with his hands, in that direct way of his, but I still felt some soreness from yesterday, a mild ache that made me pull back on instinct. I told him the truth, that it still hurt a little. He said that's normal the first time, naturally, without pushing further.

So I knelt down on my own initiative, and he looked surprised for a moment, then visibly pleased, with that smile of someone who didn't expect it so soon. It was fast, standing there against a trunk, with the risk always present of a footstep somewhere on the trail nearby. To avoid staining myself, to avoid leaving traces to explain once back down, I decided not to stop, to carry it all the way through without pulling back at the last moment.

I have to write this down clearly in the diary, because it's something I only discovered just now about myself: I feel strong when I do it that way. Not submissive, as many think, but exactly the opposite. I'm the one in control, I decide the rhythm, I decide when to stop and when not to. At one point I slowed down on purpose, almost to make him suffer a little, to make him feel that the last word was mine. He tried to grab my head with his hands, an instinctive gesture, but I pulled back for a second and told him no, that I decide when, or not at all. He smiled, let his hands fall to his sides, and simply let himself enjoy the rest without trying to guide me anymore.

It's not humiliating, as many think. I understood that today, my back against a trunk and my knees dirty with earth. All it takes is the right spirit, knowing the control is yours from start to finish, and then it becomes an act of strength more than surrender.

We came back down to the cottage a quarter hour after the others, with the excuse of having stopped to take pictures of the view from the ridge. I even showed a couple of photos on my phone, taken on purpose before coming down. Nobody batted an eye.

Tomorrow we go home. I'm closing this diary page with a strange peace inside, as if I'd learned something about myself I didn't know before this weekend.


Monday, April 22, 2024 


We got home this afternoon, and the evening took a turn I didn't expect.

We were unpacking when Richard, just like that, out of nowhere, asked me why the walk in the woods with Mark had taken so long. He said "almost two hours, for a walk," in a tone that wanted to sound casual and wasn't at all. Then he added, almost under his breath, that he'd noticed my knees were dirty with earth when I came back, and that it had seemed strange to him.

For a second my heart stopped. Then I did what I know how to do best by now, I got offended. I asked him if he really thought something like that, if he really saw me as someone capable of such things, and I told him I'd slipped on a root while we stopped to take photos from the ridge, that anyone would have gotten dirty on that trail full of earth wet from the night. I told him Mark is just a friend, that he's not even my type, that it's almost ridiculous to think of him that way.

And then, to close the discussion with the best weapon I had, I turned the question back on him: why didn't you come instead of going fishing with Luke? If you cared so much about where I was going and with whom, you could have simply come along. He lowered his eyes then, mumbled something about wanting to fish for a while, and I understood I'd won.

I have to write it here because it gives me a strange feeling rereading it: I was convincing. Very convincing. Not a tremor in my voice, not a hesitation. I surprised myself, at how easy it's become to lie to someone I've had in front of me for years.

In the end he almost apologized. He said he'd reacted badly, that he trusts me, that deep down he's much better than someone like Mark and that there's nothing to worry about. He said it with that slightly puffed-up tone, of someone who feels sure of himself for no reason, and I hugged him tight, told him of course, that there's nothing to worry about at all.

Fool. I think it and it even upsets me a little to think it, because I do love him, in my own way, through all of this. But tonight, while he fell asleep peacefully thinking he'd cleared everything up, I stayed awake wondering how long I'll manage to be this good at it.


Thursday, April 25, 2024 


Today I went to see John, and I want to write about it calmly, without cutting the details like I did the first time.

I like his body in a way that surprised me from the start. His chest and arms are covered in dark hair, and I'll say it clearly here because this is by now the only place where I'm fully honest: it's not usually my thing, I've heard so many friends say the same, that preference for smooth skin, almost boyish. It's usually not my thing either, if I'm being sincere with this diary. But John is different. He has a masculine smell, dense, that I catch before I even touch him, a scent of warm skin that makes me want to stay glued to him without thinking about anything else.

Today, after so long since it last happened, I did it on top. With Richard it's an almost forgotten position, he prefers always the same two or three, fast, practical, and I'd grown unused to certain sensations without even noticing, as if I'd erased a piece of myself along with the rest.

It was beautiful to control the rhythm. Moving myself, deciding the speed, stopping when I wanted to feel only the fullness without the movement, then picking back up faster when the tension became unbearable. John watched me from below with his hands on my hips, not guiding me, letting me do it, and it was maybe the most intimate part of the whole encounter, that look that left me in charge without trying to take it back.

We came together, almost at the same moment, something that almost never happens with Richard, and for a moment, lying there on top of him with my breath still short, I thought I could stay like that for hours.

I had to rush off early anyway, the clock racing toward the hour Richard would be home. At home I made it just in time to lock myself in the bathroom and change my underwear before he walked in the door. I looked at it a second under the light, too stained even to think of washing it, too obvious a sign to risk the washing machine or the laundromat. I rolled it up tight and stuffed it at the bottom of the trash bag under other scraps, sure no one would ever notice it in there.

I looked at myself in the mirror a moment, cheeks still flushed, a smile I couldn't wipe off my face, and I thought maybe one day I'll have to stop being this lucky with timing. But not tonight. Tonight it's fine like this.


Tuesday, April 30, 2024 


By now John and I have found our system, and writing it like that, "our system," gives me a strange feeling, as if it had become as normal a part of my life as Saturday grocery shopping.

He's engaged, I found out a few weeks ago without asking too many questions, and he calls when he knows she's at work, usually early afternoon. We always have little time, half an hour, sometimes an hour if things go well, and maybe it's exactly that urgency that makes everything more intense, as if every minute counted double.

Today we did it the classic way, him on top, and what a rhythm when he comes. He holds my wrists against the mattress with his strong hands, and in that moment I really feel like a rag doll in his arms, light, weightless, carried wherever he wants with an ease that takes my breath away.

Then he surprised me. Afterward, without having fully pulled back yet, he went down to kiss me there, right after. I felt dirty in that moment, told him no, on instinct, but he looked up at me with a calm smile, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, and said he likes it just like that.

What a strange effect that had on me. Richard used to do it too, a long time ago, but always before, never after, never under those conditions. The idea that John didn't care, that he actually sought it out, shocked me for a moment and then drove me wild, literally. Knowing he still had his own release inside me, that he could feel it, that he sought it out anyway without the slightest problem, lit something in me I didn't know I had, an excitement almost violent, different from anything I'd felt with him so far.

What a strange guy, John. He keeps surprising me a little more every time, and I have to admit it here, in these pages where I can tell myself everything without filters: I'm starting to like him more and more, not just his body, but also the way he handles things, without fear, without the usual conventions I carry around myself.

I came home still with that feeling on me, a mix of shame and pride I struggle to sort out. Richard got home an hour after me, calm as always, without the slightest suspicion. I made dinner humming to myself, and he told me I've seemed in a good mood lately. If only he knew.


Wednesday, May 1, 2024 


Tonight at dinner Richard told me about the new coworker who started last week. He described her as "very curvy," in those exact words, in a light tone, almost amused, as if it were a detail to share without a second thought.

Pig. That's what I thought right away, before I'd even answered him anything. And the thing that makes me angriest is that I felt jealous, really jealous, without even understanding why, given everything I've been doing for weeks behind his back. Maybe that's exactly why, maybe it's easier to be jealous of what the other might do than to notice what you're already doing yourself.

I imagine him, I'll confess it here, with his perverted little fantasies about this new arrival, his eyes sliding over her at the office while he pretends to be looking at his computer screen. But I'm sure, absolutely sure, that he's too much of a coward and too lazy to actually try anything. Richard has never had the courage to risk anything, and that's exactly the thing that makes me angriest sometimes: that I'm risking everything every single day, and he doesn't move an inch from his comfortable routine.

But it made me angry anyway, hearing him talk like that at dinner, right in front of me. Who am I, in that moment? I'm his wife, we're sitting at the same table, and he talks about the curvy coworker as if I were some friend at a bar instead of the woman who shares his bed. He doesn't even have the sense of how out of place that is, and it's exactly that lack of judgment that makes me feel even more invisible.

Tomorrow I'm calling John. I need to vent to someone who really looks at me, who makes me feel like I'm worth more than some curvy coworker glimpsed in passing by the coffee machine. I'm better than her, I know it, and John knows it just as well, he proves it to me every time we see each other.

You'll see tomorrow, dear husband. While you lose yourself chasing your little office fantasies, I'll have already had my revenge, and you'll never know a thing about it.


Thursday, May 2, 2024 


Today John was busy with his fiancée, I couldn't count on him, but I needed to vent anyway. Richard had really offended me with that story about the coworker, and the anger had stayed with me all night.

At lunch I was alone at the office cafeteria, my mind elsewhere, when I noticed two tables over a huge guy, the kind who takes up space even sitting down. Athletic build, maybe basketball, I couldn't say for sure. Strong features, very attractive. I worked up the courage, with the dumbest excuse that came to mind, to ask for his autograph, as if I'd recognized him from somewhere.

He didn't speak fluent English, said I'd mistaken him for someone else. I insisted anyway, without really knowing why, and in the end he told me he's part of a diplomatic delegation, that he's here for work for a few days, staying at a hotel downtown. He invited me for a drink with a disarming simplicity, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

I said yes fast, before the rational part of me could stop myself. It was over quickly, at the hotel, but Richard deserved it, after that story about the curvy coworker told over dinner as if it were nothing.

I was scared inside, I'll write the truth here. He was a big man, all over, and toward the end, when I leaned over him, I felt a different sensation, the skin rougher under my lips, even the taste different from what I'm used to. I couldn't describe it better than that.

He's leaving in a few days, he gave me his number before I left the room. Who knows if I'll call him back. It was an intense experience, different from all the others, but I'm not sure I'd repeat it. A bit too much for me, maybe, I still feel strange now as I write, as if part of me had stayed behind in that hotel room.

Tonight at dinner Richard asked if I'd had a good day. I said yes, quiet, nothing special. Inside I was thinking: now we're even, dear. Actually, no. We're not even close to even.


Friday, May 3, 2024 


John finally got free today, or rather half an hour, the time he always manages to carve out. I didn't call the diplomat back, these past few days. It still hurts a little, honestly, a dull ache that reminds me of that hotel room every time I sit a certain way.

With John, half an hour was enough anyway. But something has changed, or at least he noticed something. He said he found me strange, "looser," in those exact words, direct, no beating around the bush. I felt my cheeks go hot with embarrassment, who knows what he really thought, if he understood or just guessed something. I didn't tell him anything, let it drop with some excuse, and he didn't push.

He came again right after, without a second thought, and it drove me wild again, but I have to be honest with these pages: less than before. I don't know if it's my fault, my mind starting to get used to certain things, or if it's just that the first times always have that extra rush that fades afterward. I'm realizing it's almost entirely a psychological thing, that you get used to almost anything, even what seemed impossible only a month ago.

It scares me a little to write it, but I'll write it anyway: do you always have to go a little further to feel the same intensity as before? Always one more inch, one less limit? And what if one day I really lost control, not in the good sense I was writing about a few weeks ago, but the real sense, the kind that actually hurts?

I slipped out early as always, and just barely, on the stairs of the building, I crossed paths with his fiancée coming up while I was going down. We looked at each other a moment, a polite smile between strangers, nothing more. I found her pretty, ordinary, nothing exceptional. I'm better, I thought immediately, with a certainty that almost scared me for how immediate and cold it was.

At dinner Richard wanted his turn, as usual, and at the end, while he collapsed satisfied at my side, I said it had been fantastic. He looked at me puzzled for a second, as if the word didn't sound familiar coming out of my mouth in that context, but then he smiled and turned over to sleep.

I'm becoming cynical, I feel it clearly tonight as I write. I'm afraid that sooner or later all of this will come crashing down, that one day the structure I've built for myself will collapse all at once, like a house of cards. But it's stronger than me. I can't stop, and honestly, right now, I'm not even sure I want to.


Monday, May 6, 2024 


I haven't seen John in a few days, and it weighs on me more than I'd like to admit. I was about to call the diplomat back, I already had the number ready on the screen, my thumb over the green button. Then I stopped short, sat down on the edge of the bed and thought better not to. I'm not quite sure why. Maybe that time was too much, maybe I'm still afraid of the pain that stayed with me for days afterward.

Work these days is deadly boring, and I keep having strange thoughts running through my head while I pretend to be focused on the screen. Since I started cheating on Richard it's like I have a lit fuse inside, with a bomb ready to go off at any moment. I look at every coworker in a new way now, assessing them almost without meaning to, as if my gaze had turned into a different instrument than before, a radar I can no longer switch off.

I should calm down. I know that well. But I can't manage it, and it's exactly this inability that scares me a little, if I have to be honest with myself here, in these pages.

At dinner Richard said he finds me different lately. He's noticed I wear more makeup, that I've started wearing clothes I used to leave in the closet, that I wear too much perfume for what should be ordinary office days. Then he added, in a tone that froze me for a second, that today he hung the laundry out himself, something he almost never does, and that he found some strange things among the clothes.

I pretended not to hear, changed the subject by shifting attention to the pasta going cold on my plate. But inside my heart was pounding. I have to be more careful, much more careful than I'm being. Certain stains don't come out right away with a normal wash, I know that well by now. Either I throw things away directly, as I've already done other times, or I have to remember to pre-treat them with stain remover before putting them in the machine, so as not to leave traces anyone might notice while hanging the laundry.

And why today, of all days, did he decide to hang it out himself? He almost never does, it's always been my job, and it's exactly when he starts taking an interest in it that I have to be even more precise, colder, more organized in my little cleaning rituals.

He started talking about that coworker again, of all things, tonight, as if the first time hadn't been enough. He said he brought her coffee today, that she's nice, that they're getting to know each other better working together on a project these days. He's a pig, I think angrily as I write, but at the same time I realize how hypocritical my anger is, considering everything I've been doing myself behind his back for weeks.

Maybe that's exactly why it makes me so angry. Because seeing in him the same hunger I feel growing in myself forces me to look at myself in the mirror in a way I'd rather avoid.


Thursday, May 9, 2024 


Tonight Richard surprised me with a proposal I didn't expect: two weeks in Hawaii, he said, all planned out in his head for a while already, flights, resort, everything. He waited for my reaction with his eyes lit up, like a kid showing off a drawing he'd just made.

Two weeks. My first thought, I'll write it here without shame since no one will ever read it anyway, wasn't "how wonderful" but "how will I manage without John for two whole weeks?" I felt ridiculous thinking it, but it was instinctive, immediate, before I could even stop the thought.

I told him, half joking but not entirely, that he could go with that new coworker he likes so much, given how he always talks about her with that suspicious enthusiasm. He looked taken aback for a moment, then asked if I was jealous. Of course I am, I answered, or at least I acted like I was, with the right face and the right tone.

And that's when the real surprise of the evening arrived. He said he loves and desires only me, that there is no new coworker at all, that he'd made the whole thing up these past weeks just to make me a little jealous, to see if I still cared enough about him to get angry. He said it just like that, with an almost proud little smile, convinced he'd pulled off a clever little romantic trap.

If he only knew. If he only knew how much that made-up story spun my head these past weeks, how many times I thought about it with real anger, how much it pushed me into other arms just to get back at something that never even existed. What a fool, Richard. What a wonderful, pathetic fool.

In the end we haggled like at a market: one week, not a day more, I told him, otherwise between work leave and everything else it won't happen at all. He agreed, a bit disappointed but happy all the same, glad I'd said yes to at least a week.

And now here I am, with the suitcase still to pack in my head and one fixed thought that won't leave me in peace: how will I manage without John for seven whole days, without our system, without that stolen half hour in the early afternoon? John, help me, if you're reading these thoughts from afar. Seven days are endless, and I still don't know how I'll survive all that white sand without a thought to keep me alive inside.


Friday, May 10, 2024 


I barely slept last night. Hawaii, how wonderful, I know, I should just be happy and excited like any normal woman faced with a trip like that. Instead I tossed in bed thinking about John, about how I'll manage without him, and the more I thought about it the more I realized this thing is taking up too much, too much space in my head, too much control over me.

I have to end it. I texted him this morning, and we met as usual, today, half an hour stolen in the early afternoon.

Him on top, me underneath, the usual rhythm that toward the end turns frantic, almost desperate. I feel like a doll in those moments, I write it again because it's the truest word I can find, a doll in his hands, carried wherever he wants with no resistance from me at all, and deep down that's exactly what drives me wild.

I tried to talk to him right after, still out of breath, my head spinning. I told him "This can't work, John. You're young...", the usual excuse people use in these cases, the age-gap one, as if that were really the problem and not everything else, not the risk, not Richard, not Hawaii waiting for me in a few days.

He went down again, with his mouth, right as I was trying to finish the sentence, and I lost myself halfway through. He looked up for a moment, with that calm air he always has, and asked "What were you saying?" I answered "Nothing. Keep going," and let the conversation die right there, swallowed along with the rest.

I can't do it. It still drives me wild when he does it that way, and every time I try to find the strength to end this thing, one gesture from him is enough to change my mind instantly. Maybe I'll try again later, maybe after Hawaii I'll have a clearer head to make a real decision. For now, I admit it here without shame, I have no real intention of stopping.


Saturday, May 11, 2024 


We left early this morning, first stop Los Angeles, then the direct flight to Honolulu. Writing by the window, with Richard already asleep against the inflatable pillow he bought specially for the trip.

The captain on the first flight was gorgeous, I noticed right away as soon as he walked down the aisle before takeoff, with that confident air, the perfect uniform, gold stripes on his shoulders. When he headed to the crew restroom I even tried to follow him, with some flimsy excuse, but the flight attendant stopped me right away, polite but firm, telling me the restroom was occupied and that I could wait at my seat. You can fit two in there, I wanted to tell her, who knows how she'd have taken a line like that out of nowhere. I went back to my seat with a smile I had to hold back.

Captains' uniforms have something special about them, I can't quite explain it even to myself. That authority sewn right onto them, those gold buttons, that way of walking as if the whole plane were their territory. Richard, for instance, has never had fantasies like that, has never dressed up even for Halloween, always says that's kid stuff. I, on the other hand, would sometimes like to do it, would like a game, a costume, something to break the usual routine.

His flatness irritates me so much sometimes that I'd feel like dressing up in leather and studs and whipping him a little, just to see if he wakes up from the stupor he lives in. Too flat, too predictable, always the same for years: he gets behind me, grabs my hips, and finishes on his own within a few minutes, while I'm left there wondering if he's really interested in me in those moments or just in his own relief.

John has a different sensitivity, I have to admit that, though when he really reaches the final moment it's impossible to stay unmoved, for whoever happens to be with him at that moment.

Who knows what the captain would be like in moments like that, all that confidence suddenly melting away. He looks so authoritative in that uniform, with that gaze that never wavers, that it makes you want to kneel just watching him walk down the aisle.

A few hours until the second flight lands. Richard sleeps, I write, and outside the window there's only a sea of white clouds that says nothing of what's running through my head.


Sunday, May 12, 2024 


Honolulu is fantastic, flowers everywhere, a sweet scent that fills your lungs the moment you step off the plane. The resort, a bit less so. Richard cut corners, the usual cheapskate, I should have expected it from him: the view is of a parking lot instead of the ocean, the air conditioner makes a constant noise like a small plane in endless takeoff.

He's already asleep, wiped out from the trip, while I can't close my eyes. The air conditioning hums, and in the middle of that noise I find myself thinking about John, without even meaning to. Who knows if right now he's doing it with his girlfriend, the one I ran into once on the stairs, pretty, but no spark, that's how I picture her even though he almost never talks about her. He's not in love with her, I can feel it, it's an instinct I can't explain but it seems very clear to me. Maybe he's in love with me? He's caring, attentive, but he never talks openly about his feelings, and I don't have the courage to ask him directly.

Something strange is happening in the room next door. The walls here are thin, you can hear almost everything through them. First I heard two male voices and a female one, laughing, talking quietly, then the voices died down and now all you can hear is the steady creaking of the bed, a rhythm that's been going on for a while now.

Who knows what's happening in there. I've never tried anything like that, two men together with one woman, I can't even quite imagine what it would feel like to be at the center of something like that. I don't think Richard would ever suggest it, he's just not the type, too jealous in words and too timid in deeds. It could be an idea, who knows, to spice up our life together a little. No, it's not like him, I know that well. If I cheated on him he'd leave me on the spot for sure. What a fool.

It excites me to death thinking about what's happening in there, behind that thin wall. I want it, a wanting that keeps me awake more than the noise of the air conditioner. There's no hope with Richard tonight, he's sleeping like a log, and anyway it would be the usual quick thing even if he woke up.

Diary, I'll stop here. I'm hiding you under the rest of my things and heading to the bathroom with my phone. Maybe I'll find something interesting to watch, just to fall asleep with something in my head other than the drone of the air conditioner.


Monday, May 13, 2024 — morning 


On vacation time never passes. With Richard at least, that's how it is, a deadly boredom stretching through every hour of the day.

This morning, the moment I heard the door of the next room open, I stepped out almost with a jolt, curious like I'd never been before. I saw her from behind, followed her at a distance without drawing attention. A tiny little thing, very thin, hair pulled back in a hurry. She went straight to the breakfast buffet, and there she ate everything, sweet, savory, then sweet again, as if she needed to recover energy lost somewhere during the night. I only had a coffee, I don't want to gain weight here on vacation, with all the photos you end up taking.

About ten minutes later two guys arrived, a few years younger than her, dragging their feet as if they'd just finished a marathon instead of a night's sleep. Nothing special about them either, skinny, average height, one with messy hair he hadn't even bothered to fix. They sat down at the same table, calm, as if it were the most normal thing in the world, in full daylight, in front of all the other guests having breakfast.

First one kissed her on the lips, a short kiss but certainly not a polite one, then the other did the same, with the same naturalness, the way normal couples do saying good morning. I wondered if there's a word to define a couple made of three people together, just like that, in broad daylight. I don't think one really exists, or at least I don't know it.

Richard meanwhile was still asleep, calm, undisturbed. He proposes a whole vacation and then doesn't consider me at all, not even in the morning when we could have breakfast together properly. Today he's going on a boat excursion to fish, an organized tour that cost him a decent sum. There he spends without batting an eye. Cheap when it suits him, generous only when it's something he likes.

I'll head to the beach to watch the surfers, just to pass the time on something that at least entertains my eyes a little.

Oh god, it's actually him coming, I'll stop here for now.


Monday, May 13, 2024 — a bit later 


How lovely to write here on the beach, under the resort umbrella, stretched out on this wicker lounger that creaks with every move. A paradise, really, despite everything.

He left a little while ago with his thousand-dollar-a-piece fishing rods, happy as a kid on Christmas morning. But just before that, he almost caught me with the diary in hand. I was having breakfast in the buffet room, writing on the sly with the notebook held low, and when I saw him coming over I shoved it under my seat in a flash, onto the chair. What a scare, for a moment my blood ran cold. I couldn't even get up, I just sat there on top of it like a statue.

I wanted a second coffee and asked him for one, just to buy time. "Get up and get it yourself," he answered, curt, without even looking up from his phone. The moment he stood up to head to the buffet table, I bolted toward the room, pressing the diary against my stomach under my sarong, my heart racing. I hid it at the bottom of the suitcase, under everything else, and got back down just in time for the second coffee, as if nothing had happened.

He asked where I'd gone. To the bathroom, obviously, I answered without hesitating. He only takes an interest in me when he doesn't have to, when he's the one who has to do something and would rather I disappear for a minute. I told him, a little irritated: "Sorry, but weren't we supposed to have this vacation together to reconnect a little? And you're off fishing right away? And last night you fell asleep the second we got in." Jet lag, he answered, as if that were a valid excuse for everything. He said there's time, that I can be patient a bit longer. Then he smiled, that sly smile he uses when he thinks he's being funny, and said I only think about that.

Me? No, who does he take me for. If that were really true I'd have left him ages ago, so much for patience.

Today the waves are beautiful, tall and long, and there are local guys surfing right in front of the resort, putting on a show for anyone who cares to watch. I correct myself: for anyone, but especially for us women under the umbrellas, all of us watching without much shame. Those chests. I've always loved chests, that line dividing them down the middle when it shows through an open shirt, or in this case no shirt at all. I'd love to press my nose against that tanned skin, to breathe it in, I can't even explain why.

If I could swim better I'd go meet one of them up close, but with waves this high I'd only risk drowning ridiculously in front of everyone. Better to stay here, get some sun, and enjoy the show from a safe distance.


Monday, May 13, 2024 — afternoon 


Too hot outside today, the afternoon here is scorching, the air seems to shimmer over the sand. It's better in the room, even though the air conditioner still makes that annoying noise I've almost gotten used to ignoring by now.

Earlier, at lunch, a slimy guy came up to the table. He asked if I was alone. I told him no, that my husband's around, even though he's not in sight since he went out on the boat this morning. He, without missing a beat, said "then I'll sit down" and made himself comfortable without even waiting for a real answer.

He wasn't exactly my type, to put it mildly. Greasy hair, slicked back with too much gel, blindingly white teeth covered in obviously fake veneers, you could tell from a mile away. Tall, but very skinny, with an unbuttoned shirt revealing a chest without a hint of muscle, nothing to look at down there. And then that thin little mustache, ridiculous, giving him more the air of a used-car salesman than a beach conqueror. Better without. Actually, better far away from me entirely.

I didn't quite know how to get rid of him without making a scene, but in the end I simply got up and left without much ceremony. He said to me, practically shouting it after me, that his name was Jonathan, as if the name were supposed to change something about my decision. Who cares, I thought, without even turning back.

I went back to the room and I'm still hungry, honestly, since at the table I didn't even manage to finish my plate with that guy glued there. I'll lose a little weight, maybe. Fine by me, really, with all these swimsuit photos you end up taking on vacation.


Monday, May 13, 2024 — evening 


Richard got back just in time for dinner, with the satisfied air of someone who's had a great day out on the boat. I was already waiting in the dining room, dressed up, while he finished showering in the room. That guy, Jonathan, was still lurking around the tables, but the second he saw Richard coming he vanished like a shot, gone in an instant among the other guests.

Dinner was nothing special. Fish that wasn't even very fresh, frozen I think, served with some forgettable side. "Wine?" the waiter asked. "No thanks," Richard answered without even consulting me. Cheap to the very end. I would have loved a glass, but I let it go, I wasn't in the mood to fight the first night after days of tension.

After dinner, a walk on the beach, romantic, the stars clearly visible away from the resort lights. I thought he'd kiss me, in that moment I would have forgiven him for everything, for the boat, for the wine denied, for all of it. Instead he took my hand and placed it right on his thing, straight to the point, no preamble at all. So romantic. He always manages to ruin everything right when things were about to go well. But I have to admit he really was excited, you could feel it. Better than nothing, I told myself, and I looked into his eyes saying "Wow! I want it too," with that pretense that's become as natural to me as breathing by now.

We rushed to the room. Tonight he said he felt like a stallion, in those exact words, and for once he went down to kiss me the way he used to, years ago. I honestly didn't even remember him being that good, when he puts in the effort he can still do it well. He always does it before, never after like John, and it's exactly that difference in timing that gives a different thrill, more intense when it comes at the end instead of the start.

Then he got on top of me. For once he didn't turn me on my side like he always does out of convenience. Five minutes, maybe less, no final rush worth mentioning. And I, as always, was left with the usual question in my head that finds no answer.

At one point, while we were still holding each other, I asked him: "Do you hear that creaking?" "What?" he said, distracted. "That. The room next door. Don't you hear it?" "Yeah, what a racket they're making." "Exactly," I answered, "yesterday it went on all night. Doesn't that tell you anything?" "It tells me I'm exhausted, goodnight," he answered, and fell asleep like a log a minute later, as always, without even realizing what I was really asking him.

I'm writing in the bathroom now, sitting on the edge of the tub with the door locked. Lately I've developed a strange fear, ever since he almost caught me at the buffet with the notebook under my seat. If he finds the diary he'll ask for a divorce, I'm sure of it, no doubt about it. But writing relaxes me, makes me feel alive, it's how I vent, I suppose. Maybe I should keep a digital diary on my phone instead of paper, it would be easier to hide. But it's not the same thing, paper has a different weight to it, it feels more real.

On my phone I watch those videos sometimes, to fall asleep with something in my head. The one I'm watching now is good, one woman and two men together, exactly what I was hearing through the wall the other night.

Bye diary, see you tomorrow. Don't be upset if I leave you here on the edge of the tub. I have other things to do now.


Tuesday, May 14, 2024 — late morning 


Last night, in the bathroom, I found my own pleasure again, the kind that seemed to have gotten lost somewhere among all these days full of people and pretending. That video was strange, tangled bodies moving without much logic, but my hand did everything on its own, without me even having to think about it. Luckily I'd locked the door before sitting on the edge of the tub. Richard slept through the whole night without noticing a thing, as usual.

At breakfast I felt strange, an annoying stomachache I couldn't explain, maybe the fish from last night, not too fresh as I'd already suspected. I left Richard on the beach, getting ready for his first surf lesson, and went back to the room. In the bathroom, though, nothing happened, the stomachache just sat there unresolved.

Then I heard a knock at the door. I thought right away of Richard, told myself "how sweet, kind of him not to leave me alone when I'm not feeling well," and opened without checking the peephole.

It was that guy, Jonathan. He slipped inside before I could even react. "What do you want?" I asked him, in the harshest voice I could manage. "My husband's on his way, you know" I added right after, hoping that would be enough to scare him off. "That's not true," he answered, calm, "he's taking a surf lesson, just started, I checked." "What does it matter," I said again, "you're not my type, get out."

He pulled his pants down without even answering me, and he was already naked underneath, already excited, as if he'd planned everything before even knocking. I don't know what came over me in that moment, I still can't quite explain it to myself even now as I write. I caught a strange, strong smell, and I knelt down just like that, suddenly, with the door still ajar behind me, not even worrying that someone might walk by in the hallway.

I didn't like him, I have to write this clearly, I didn't like him, not his ridiculous little mustache, not those fake teeth. And yet doing it like that, almost out of spite toward myself, excited me instead of disgusting me the way I should have expected. It didn't last long, very little actually. He seemed surprised I went through with it to the end, you could see it on his face, as if he hadn't expected that from someone who'd told him to leave only a minute before. He tasted of onion, an unpleasant taste that stayed in my mouth for a good while after. He got dressed quickly and left without saying anything else.

What's come over me? I can't figure it out, I've been thinking about it for an hour sitting here on the bed. I really don't like that guy, I wrote it clearly just yesterday in these pages. So why did I do it anyway, and why did I get excited while doing it, against all logic, against every taste I've ever claimed to have?

Diary, tell me, if you can. I can't find an answer.


Tuesday, May 14, 2024 — afternoon 


I had lunch with Richard a little while ago, and I feel guilty around him like I haven't in days. What did I do today? I keep asking myself as I write, without finding an answer that really convinces me.

That guy kept pacing back and forth across the room, looking for my eyes every time he passed near our table. I kept my eyes fixed on my plate, determined not to give him a single second of attention. I even tried to look at Richard with real affection, or at least act it out well, hoping that gesture would be enough to make Jonathan understand he shouldn't bother me anymore. Instead he sat down at a free table a bit further on, right in front of us, staring at me with a smile, a smile that seemed almost mocking, as if he knew something no one else in the room could imagine.

Richard noticed too, unfortunately. "Do you know that guy with the ridiculous little mustache?" he asked me, in a tone I didn't like. "Which one?" I answered, trying to buy time. "That one over there, right in front of you. He's looking at you and smiling strangely, almost like you're in on something. What does he want from you?" "Which one? That one over there with the greasy hair?" I asked again, pretending not to understand. "Are you kidding me? He's the only one right in front of you" he said, almost getting irritated, rare for Richard who usually stays calm about everything. "Oh, I see him now. I don't know him" I answered quickly, hoping that would close the subject.

I felt uncomfortable through the whole lunch, with Jonathan's smile fixed on me and Richard's voice still tense in the air. I could still taste onion in my mouth, a taste that won't go away, disgusting, really, I won't manage to get rid of it for the rest of the day, maybe for the whole vacation. We're only on day two, and already I feel like I've piled up more things to be ashamed of than I ever could have imagined before leaving.

I only ate a little plain rice, without appetite, and left Richard alone at the table, saying my stomachache from this morning had come back. I came to the room and locked the door twice, something I never usually do. From now on, before opening, I'll always check who's on the other side, so as not to repeat this morning's mistake.

I'm sorry, Richard. Today you made me feel so sorry for you, sitting there asking me for explanations I really couldn't give you, and I'm disgusted with myself, honestly, more than I can manage to write in these lines.

Diary, help me, please. I don't really know what I'm becoming anymore.


Tuesday, May 14, 2024 — late afternoon 


After lunch I heard a knock again. "Who is it?" I asked before opening, my voice trembling a little without meaning to. "Who do you think? Richard, who else." Then, instinctively, without thinking, I asked "Richard who?", as if there were countless Richards capable of knocking on the door of a room in a budget resort in Honolulu. "Richard, your husband! Open up, what's gotten into you?" I opened. "Sorry, I was half asleep, wasn't all there" I told him. It wasn't true. I don't know what came over me in that moment, maybe it was still that onion aftertaste that wouldn't go away, maybe just fear that's become an automatic reflex by now.

Richard had a bunch of flowers in his hands. Tulips. He knows I adore yellow tulips, he's never forgotten that detail even in the worst months. It's not really the season here, maybe he'd ordered them specially from some greenhouse, must have paid a fortune for them. I was moved right away, couldn't hold it back. "You're the most beautiful wife in the world" he told me, and a tear rolled down that I couldn't stop.

In a single second I saw the whole film of these past months replay, all at once, at the speed of light: John, the diplomat at the hotel, Mark on the cottage steps, that guy with the little mustache this morning in the bathroom. My follies flashing before my eyes in the most sordid details, one after another, without mercy. I don't deserve those tulips, I thought, with a pang in my chest. "Are you sure?" I asked him, almost hoping he'd say no, that he'd lift that weight off me.

He hugged me, took my hands, kissed me. I was afraid he'd taste that flavor still in my mouth from the morning, I kept my lips shut as tight as I could. I felt his tongue pushing gently, with an insistence I hadn't felt in so long, and I couldn't open my lips, caught between the desire to let him in and the fear that he'd understand everything from a single kiss. Not even John does it that way, I realized in that moment. John doesn't love me, I understood now with sudden clarity. Not even a message since I left, not a single word.

I had to break that pressure, had to stop that insistent tongue before it noticed something strange. I knelt down, just like this morning with that guy, but this time with a different weight in my chest. He pulled me up by the armpits, took my arm and laid me on the bed with a gentleness I'd forgotten he had. Why didn't he do this two months ago, I asked myself, before all of this started? It was so sweet, slow, attentive in a way it hadn't been for years.

"Why are you crying?" he asked, stopping for a moment to look at my face. "Because I love you and you never notice" I answered him. Maybe I told the truth, I don't even know myself now as I write. I was crying because I felt guilty, a guilt that gripped my throat more than his hands on my hips. Is this love too, I wonder, this crying mixed with pleasure, this shame that can't stop the body?

He put me on all fours and got behind me. "Has he come to want this too?" I wondered for an instant, with a different kind of chill of fear, thinking of Mark and that guy with the little mustache this morning at the door, afraid Richard might somehow understand this wasn't my first time in that position. Instead he grabbed my hips and entered me from the front, normal, as always, and this time, before the end, he picked up the rhythm in a way I no longer recognized in him. We came together, for the first time in months. He kissed me on the lips, gently, and fell asleep almost right after, calm, satisfied.

I stroked his hair and cried, silently, so as not to wake him. I wish I could erase the past. I wish I could erase myself, right now, the person I've become without even realizing it. Why do I do all this? I can't give myself an answer, not even now, with him sleeping peacefully beside me as if everything were fine.


Tuesday, May 14, 2024 — evening 


I asked him to take me out to dinner tonight. He agreed right away, even though dinner was already included in the resort price, something that would normally make him shudder at the very thought of the waste. I couldn't bring myself to face that guy with the little mustache in the resort dining room again, not after the day I'd had.

We only had burgers, at a simple place on the boardwalk, nothing fancy, but that felt right, exactly right for tonight. The boardwalk was beautiful, full of flowers scenting the warm evening air, and the stars above us really did seem different from back home. Here in the south they say the sky is different, and Richard, as we walked, explained that here you can't see the North Star like in America, the one that always points north, but the Southern Cross, which he said is actually made up of four stars arranged a certain way. I barely understood anything he was saying, the distances, the constellations, but I loved listening to him talk with that boyish enthusiasm I hadn't seen in him for a long time.

I'm looking at him in a new light this vacation, I have to write that here. It was really needed, all of this, the trip, this morning's tulips, tonight with the stars overhead. Maybe things really can change between us, maybe not everything's lost like I thought a few weeks ago.

When we got back to the room, though, the usual Richard came back too. He took me from behind, on my side, the way he always does at home, hurried as always, without the slowness of this morning, without the care that had made me cry with tenderness just a few hours earlier. Never mind, I told myself, it's fine anyway. But a desire stayed with me that didn't fade, a want left unfinished tonight, right when I'd just started hoping things could really be different.


Wednesday, May 15, 2024 — after lunch 


A bit of a scare this morning, I have to write it down right away before my heart calms all the way down.

Richard got up before me and went to have breakfast alone at the buffet. When I caught up with him, I find him arguing heatedly with the mustache guy, the two of them almost close enough to come to blows, voices raised drawing looks from the other guests. I trembled, I confess, my first thought was "he's telling him about yesterday morning," the second "it's over, now he knows everything."

Richard came toward me furious, and I wanted to run but my legs were shaking as if they weren't mine anymore, glued to the floor, unable to move. "You won't believe what that guy over there just told me" he said, his voice still worked up. I could believe it just fine, I thought, but stayed quiet and listened. "He asked if we're interested in some help. What kind of help, I asked him. He said he offers services to couples to spice up their relationship, that apparently a lot of them need it here at the resort. He said he even has a friend, a Polynesian surfer, says he's gorgeous, that women go crazy for him. I nearly hit him, the rude jerk."

I let out a sigh of relief so deep I was afraid he'd hear it. I'd expected the worst, and instead it was just yet another indecent proposal from that guy, this time aimed directly at Richard instead of me. Then, almost without meaning to, my mind started fantasizing on its own about that absurd proposal, a gorgeous surfer, women going crazy for him. How can I think about things like that, I asked myself right after, with Richard two steps away still worked up over the argument he'd just had. Sex is an awful thing to manage inside your head, truly awful, capable of sneaking in even at the least appropriate moments.

We went to the beach together a bit later, to calm down. There really was a Polynesian surfer out there among the waves, gorgeous, muscles sculpted by the sunlight. For a moment I thought he might be the one the mustache guy was talking about, then I corrected myself: what would someone like that have to do with that greasy guy and his fake teeth? It couldn't be him, it can't be, they're worlds too far apart to actually know each other.

After lunch I came back to the room. I needed to write, and then I'll sleep a little, today's heat has drained all my energy. Richard stayed on the beach watching the waves. I still have last night's want left over, the one left unfinished after Richard's usual hurry. I'll watch a video with that kind of Polynesian guys, just to fall asleep with something nice in my head. My hand will do the rest, as always these strange days now.


Thursday, May 16, 2024 — afternoon 


I disgust myself. How could I have done it, I keep asking myself, sitting here for an hour, my pen shaking a little as I write.

This morning the sea was completely calm, flat as a mirror. Richard went fishing early, gone all day on his usual rented boat. I went to have breakfast alone at the buffet. Who do I find there? The Polynesian surfer, the one from the day before, the one I'd noticed from the beach. Up close he was even more beautiful than I remembered, and I wasn't the only one who noticed: all the women were around him, even the older ones turned to look as he passed. He filled his plate with cold cuts and then came to sit right at my table, without asking permission, with a smile that left no doubt about what he was after.

I smiled back at him. He said he's a professional surfer, but that there were no waves today, and he didn't quite know what to do with himself for the day. I won't write here what I thought in that moment, out of modesty, but my heart was already pounding. I didn't know what to say, stammering like a schoolgirl on her first crush. His chest was fantastic up close, I would have pressed my nose right against it to breathe in the scent, exactly as I'd already found myself thinking watching the other surfers from the beach.

When I finished eating, he offered to walk me to my room. I didn't have the courage to say either yes or no, I just got up and he followed me. Out of the corner of my eye, as we crossed the room, I saw the mustache guy watching us go with his eyes, from a distance.

I felt strange, as if it weren't me anymore deciding what was happening. I let them both into the room, the surfer and Jonathan together, I can't even quite explain how it happened, whether it was him who suggested it or whether I myself, in that confused state, left the door open to something I'd never imagined before.

What shouldn't have happened, happened. I thought, while I was there in the middle of the two of them, about that tiny girl from the room next door, the one I'd heard through the wall the first nights. Only now did I understand what she must have felt, what it really means to be at the center of such double, such total attention.

They only left after three hours. Three hours I don't even know how to fully describe, with the two of them switching places with a naturalness that surprised me, a closeness that showed they were used to doing this together more than once. They were the ones who asked, actually, if I wanted to try something different, showed me a video first to help me understand how to move better. It's not easy, it takes coordination, they explained, and I let them lead, since they were already in sync, while I learned along the way. Then the mustache guy pulled out and finished there, like the other time, a gesture that's become a habit between us by now.

The taste of onion won't ever leave, I think, it's become as much a part of this vacation as the salt of the sea. I'm ashamed of myself, deeply, more than I've ever managed to write in these pages until today.


Thursday, May 16, 2024 — night 


I slept all afternoon, I was wiped out, a heavy sleep like I hadn't had in years. I brushed my teeth three times in the afternoon, but that taste won't go away, not even with the strongest mouthwash I found in my toiletry bag.

When Richard got back from fishing he was wiped out too, but for a different reason: he'd forgotten the sunscreen at home, and was red as a pepper, his shoulders looking seriously burned. "Couldn't you have asked the others on the boat for some?" I asked him, almost laughing despite everything. "I didn't know them, thought I'd look like I was mooching" he answered, embarrassed. "You're such a proud fool" I told him, shaking my head.

We ordered dinner in the room, better that way, I was afraid of seeing the mustache guy in the dining room again after what happened this afternoon. Before going up I'd also told him, in a firm voice, not to talk to my husband anymore. "Depends on how you behave" he answered, with that ambiguous smile I know all too well by now. I didn't immediately understand what he meant. "What do you mean?" I asked, but he only smiled again before walking off, leaving me with that unfinished sentence still spinning in my head.

The Polynesian, on the other hand, is different, seems clearer, a bit like John was at the start, before everything got so complicated. John hasn't texted me these past few days, and I haven't texted him either, but why not, I wonder. The forecast calls for good waves tomorrow. I was honestly hoping the sea would stay flat, though I couldn't even explain why. Richard's half sunburned anyway, I don't think he'll manage to leave the room tomorrow without suffering. He's already sleeping like a log now, exhausted between the sun and the boat.

I put the diary away and go to the bathroom. It's become a fixed appointment of my evenings here by now. Those videos drive me wild, I've fixated on one particular kind lately, one girl with two guys together. I can't even explain why exactly that, but it's stronger than me.


Friday, May 17, 2024 — late morning 


Richard was sick all night, fever and chills from the sunburn, I think. He's finally asleep now. I put moisturizer on his back twice, but I don't think it's enough, he'll definitely peel in the next few days. He's really stubborn, if he'd just borrowed some from the others on the boat like I'd told him, we'd have spared ourselves all this.

Earlier I went to breakfast alone. The usual mustache guy, of course, sitting at his table as if he were waiting for me. The Polynesian was already out among the waves, he told me, in a tone that already knew where it wanted to go. He gave me a little speech, short, direct, and I understood right away I had no choice, or at least that I didn't have the strength to refuse again.

I followed him to his room. He took a pillow off the bed and set it on the floor, without saying a word. I understood what he wanted. I knelt down and unbuttoned his pants. He hadn't even washed since yesterday, you could clearly tell. And yet that smell, strangely, didn't bother me, while everything else about him keeps irritating me deeply. I did it quickly, hand and mouth together, just to get it over with fast. This time he held me by the back of the neck toward the end, as if he were afraid I'd pull back right at the best part. The same awful taste as always. He eats junk, I'm sure of it, no one else could have a taste that persistent.

"See you later" he said, as I stood back up. "Get lost" I answered, without even turning around. I went back to the buffet room and drank a glass of orange juice, hoping it would erase that taste. It wasn't enough. Thank goodness the vacation is almost over, I really can't stand it anymore. Who does he think he is, that guy, thinking he can call on me like that whenever he pleases.

I got a tray and filled it with good things for my poor Richard, fresh fruit, some bread, something light for his stomach. He barely ate, he's really sick, poor thing, the fever still hasn't fully passed. I stroked his hair until he fell back asleep. He looks like a child when he's like this, helpless, with that relaxed face in sleep. It fills me with tenderness right now, more than I can say.

I put the diary away and lie down beside him. I just want to hold him, simply, with nothing else behind it.


Friday, May 17, 2024 — night 


Richard is improving, no more fever but he's still sleeping a lot, worn out from the past few days. I had dinner brought to the room tonight, I didn't feel like seeing the mustache guy in the dining room again, and besides, I simply wanted to be with my husband.

In the afternoon I got a message from John. About time, I thought, after days of total silence. "I miss you," he wrote, just that, nothing else. "Miss me how?" I answered. "In every way. I miss the after a lot." He's obsessed with that after thing, only he likes it that much, no one else has ever paid it as much attention as he does.

Yesterday, by the way, I tried it with the Polynesian too, guided his head down the same way, but he pulled back almost disgusted, as if it were completely out of the question for him. And yet it was the mustache guy's own idea, he's obsessed with mouths and only went there to let me feel what it's like with two men in front of me at once. From that point of view, I have to admit, the mustache guy was almost kind, in his own way. John, on the other hand, adores cleaning up after, a strange passion only he has, but that I like, I confess.

"I miss you too" I answered John. "She left me" he wrote right after. I understood perfectly well who he meant, but to play dumb I answered "Who?" "My girlfriend" he wrote. "Why?" I asked. "She found out I was seeing someone." Someone how? What does someone mean, I wondered, with a sudden lurch of my heart. "Me?" I wrote. "Also" he answered, curt, in a single word.

What a bastard. I didn't write anything else after that answer. I felt the phone buzz a couple more times, other messages I didn't even open, then nothing more, I turned everything off and put the phone away in my bag.

After dinner I put moisturizer on Richard. He was lying face down, his back bare and exposed. I don't know what came over me tonight. I put on a lot of it, his skin is really improving, maybe he won't even peel like I feared. I started at his back and moved slowly down to his hips, then his buttocks, still firm there despite everything. He was making odd little movements while I massaged him, and with one finger I traced around there, almost playfully. He kept making those movements, without saying anything. I slipped my finger in slightly. He was embarrassed, kept his head pressed into the pillow so as not to look at me, but he lifted his hips a little, something I really didn't expect from him. The finger went in halfway, but that was his doing, not mine, from how he moved in that moment.

He suddenly pushed himself up and turned me onto my back on the bed. He seemed like a different person, I felt him truly different, a rock on top of me. He kissed me with his tongue, forcefully, then stopped for a moment, looking at me strangely. "I smell onion, what did you eat?" he asked. I didn't feel like answering, took his head in my hands and pulled it back toward me, sought his tongue with mine before he could push the question further.

It was more intense than usual, lasted longer too, maybe a good ten minutes. A little more and I would have come with him, I got close like I hadn't in a long time, but it doesn't matter, it was beautiful all the same, maybe the truest moment we've had this whole vacation. He fell asleep as usual, right after, peaceful.

I went to the bathroom.


Saturday, May 18, 2024 — morning 


We leave tomorrow, finally. I can't take this place anymore, however beautiful it is. Between one thing and another I've seen almost nothing of the real Hawaii, the one from the brochures, the waterfalls, the volcanoes.

I got up early and went out with an excuse while Richard was still half asleep. I wanted to have breakfast with my husband in peace, without the mustache guy circling me like every morning. I got ahead of things, for once. I knocked on his door, went in and took the pillow off the bed myself. He was sleeping naked. It's not a pretty sight, I have to say it clearly here. He's skinny, with a slightly crooked back, and seen like that, without clothes, he's almost repulsive.

This time he didn't want me to use my hands, he took me by the back of the neck and did it all himself, in two minutes, maybe less. This time too he held me still even after the last contractions, I think he wanted to make sure I didn't spit it all out the moment he pulled away. I didn't.

I stood up and told him plainly: "This is the last time. I leave tomorrow, but today you leave me alone, and tomorrow too." He only answered "Fine," in a flat tone. There was room for a thank you too, in my opinion, but I didn't let him say it. "Will you leave me your number? We could see each other again in America" he asked me, almost hopeful. "I'd rather shoot myself" I answered, and walked out without turning back.

I felt relieved, chapter closed with that guy, finally. I went back to Richard, who by then had gotten dressed and was ready to head to the buffet. It was nice eating together at the table, we stuffed ourselves like two people who'd found each other again after difficult days. He asked again about the onion smell, said it seemed even stronger than usual this morning. I told him I've had some digestion issues lately, that maybe it's a smell coming from my stomach that resembles onion. He seemed reassured by the answer, thankfully, didn't push further.

We went back to the room after breakfast, and now I'm writing while he showers in the bathroom. He's singing "Love Me Tender," with that voice he's always had and that I rarely get to hear. He has a lovely voice when he sings, he should do it more often.

I love him. This vacation I understood it clearly, in the middle of everything else I've done, which I can barely justify even to myself. John is just a distraction, I know that for certain now. When we get home I'm leaving him, for real this time. I feel at peace, despite that cursed taste that still hasn't fully gone away, but it will, I'm sure of it, like everything else about this strange vacation.


Saturday, May 18, 2024 — night 


Fantastic day today, the best of the whole vacation, maybe precisely because I didn't expect it.

At breakfast a local guide was going around the tables, offering a trip to Manoa Falls, all inclusive, a hundred dollars a head, transport and proper shoes included. Strangely Richard agreed right away, no fuss about the price for once. He seems like a different person these past few days. I took lots of photos with my phone along the way, and only now do I realize we leave tomorrow and I haven't taken a single swimsuit photo, the height of irony for a Hawaii vacation.

In our group there was an unmarried couple in their sixties who, of all things, live in our same city. Nice people, despite their age, especially him, very distinguished, salt-and-pepper hair, actually almost entirely white. He looked a lot like the actor Richard Gere, the one who's always driven me wild in some of his more mature films, the one with the Japanese dog for instance. Not exactly the same face, but the manner, the bearing, that sort of quiet elegance, were identical.

We ate rubbery sandwiches from the organizers and canned drinks along the trail. The place is gorgeous regardless, huge trees lining the path, and the waterfall impressive at the end, a hundred and fifty feet tall according to the guide. Richard said that as a young man he'd seen Niagara Falls, much better in his opinion. "Take me there someday" I asked him. "If you remarry me, yes" he answered. What a tacky thing to say, I thought right away, but he clearly wanted to be funny, and I said yes anyway. The couple in their sixties applauded, and I felt a little embarrassed by that improvised little scene in front of everyone.

On the way back my feet were hurting, and Richard, my Richard, carried me piggyback on his shoulders for a stretch. His neck rubbed right there, with every step he took, a continuous, unintentional friction he had no idea about. I acted like nothing was happening and I can't even quite explain how it happened, but I came just like that, simply from that repeated friction, without him noticing in the slightest. He made me finish that way, without knowing it, when in bed it almost never happens.

On the ride back, the man who looked like Richard Gere wrote his cell number on a slip of paper and gave it to my husband, maybe for some couple-to-couple exchange, who knows, the kind people do on vacation without much intention behind it. I took it from his hands, since he loses everything anyway. His name is actually Steven, I read on the slip, and he has beautiful, elegant handwriting. His generation definitely wrote better than ours, they taught certain things better in school back then.

At dinner I brought up a subject with Richard, my Richard, that had been on my mind for a while. "Richard" I said, looking straight into his eyes, "when you're about to come, do you think of me?" He looked surprised. "Of course, who else!" "What I meant" I went on "is that you don't worry about whether I'm about to come too, you just come, on your own timing. I take a bit longer." He seemed genuinely surprised by this. "You've never told me something like that. I thought you waited for me. I took it for granted" he told me. There's a lack of dialogue between us, I understood that even more clearly in that moment. He promised he'd do his best, though he added that when the moment comes for him, it comes, he can't always control it. But he'll try, he said. I don't know, I'm afraid everything will go back to how it was once we're back in our home routine.

During dinner the mustache guy walked past our table. He was watching us from a distance, with that insinuating air of his. Richard shot him a withering look, waved a hand for him to steer clear, and jumped up as if he really meant to chase him down. The mustache guy fled for his life between the tables, nearly knocking over a chair. Starts with the same J as John, I found myself thinking, but he's a completely different thing compared to him. How he managed to talk me into certain things remains a mystery even to me. I taste it less now, but I still taste it, maybe it's purely psychological at this point, a memory imprinted more in my head than in my mouth.

"Would you really want to remarry me?" I asked him later, coming back to that line tossed out on the way back from the excursion. "Of course, it would be romantic" he answered. "But it wouldn't have any legal value" I told him. "It would still be romantic, renewing the promise of love and faithfulness before a minister of God" he answered, serious. I said nothing. I just nodded. Faithfulness, he used exactly that word. Could he be suspecting something? I'm afraid, now that things are going a little better between us, that we're starting to really talk to each other.

I'm sure he hasn't opened the diary anyway. I put Steven's slip of paper inside and it was in exactly the same spot and position as before, hadn't moved an inch. I don't want to lose it, the slip I mean. And not the diary either, obviously.

I'm putting it at the bottom of the suitcase now, while he sleeps peacefully already. We leave tomorrow. See you at home, my diary. Stay calm and don't let anyone read you, these are secrets only for us.

I'm going to the bathroom, the last time on this vacation.


Sunday, May 26, 2024 


Sorry, diary, I haven't opened you for a whole week. I felt tired after getting home, didn't even feel like unpacking, the suitcase just sat there tossed in a corner of the room with everything still inside. I only did it today, because Richard was threatening to handle it himself, and he would have found you, maybe even read you without meaning to.

Wednesday I saw John again. I wanted to tell him we shouldn't see each other anymore, like I'd promised myself in Hawaii. Now that he's single, after his girlfriend left him, there was finally time to talk calmly, without the usual stolen half hour. But the moment I closed the door behind me, he undressed without saying a word, and every sentence I'd prepared in my head on the way over failed me.

He took me standing up, against his front door, and for a moment I thought whoever was out in the hallway must have heard everything. I kept my legs wrapped around his hips and breathed in his chest, that smell that still drives me out of my mind. I came before him, with an ease that almost surprised me.

We then sat down on the living room chairs, completely naked, catching our breath. I got a little on the cushion. "That's yours" I told him, smiling. "Never mind" he answered, "it's washable leather." We laughed together, that light laugh that only comes when you really feel at ease with someone.

Then he got going again and took me to bed, as if it were already a little routine between us by now. This time too he went down right after, as always. I thought that over time that thrill he gives me would fade a little. Instead this time it was one of the best ever, maybe precisely because I knew I had to say goodbye to him and I couldn't do it.

I can't leave him, not right away, not just like that, out of nowhere. I'll give myself one more week, to absorb the blow, more for him than for me, I tell myself, even though I know full well it's a convenient excuse to buy time.

Today is Sunday, Richard made lunch. Roast turkey and baked potatoes, delicious, he really put in the effort. I love him, I write that with certainty, but I can't stop thinking about John even while sitting at the table with my husband looking at me, happy about his little kitchen success. I have to do something, or I'll really go crazy, I don't know anymore how to hold together all these parts of myself pulling in opposite directions.


Sunday, June 2, 2024 


Another week gone by, and now that I'm home I don't feel the same need to write to you like I did in Hawaii. Forgive me, diary, if I neglect you a little.

Richard's back to his usual self. Five minutes from behind, on my side, and he falls asleep right after. Then I go to the bathroom and do it myself, as has become my habit by now. I can't keep going like this, I write it clearly, I feel like something has to change.

Luckily I see John almost every day, or at least I used to, because Thursday he couldn't, some obligation he said, and I didn't believe it at all. I hid near his building, with the excuse of a walk, and saw him go in with a brunette younger than him, thin, no spice to her, the kind who have nothing to say but men like anyway. I hate him, right now, for that scene watched from a distance.

I still had Steven's number from when I took it from Richard's hands in Hawaii. I called him. He was surprised, but happy to hear from me. I used the excuse of having printed the photos from the waterfall trip, of having a picture of him and his partner that I wanted to give him in person. He told me to keep it as a souvenir, but I insisted, and in the end he gave me an appointment downtown, at his company.

An extremely elegant glass building, with guards at the entrance who nearly wanted to search me before letting me up. He came down personally and told them to let it go, and they apologized to me a thousand times, more to be seen by him, I imagine, than out of real courtesy toward me. We went up in the elevator all the way to the top floor, his office was bigger than my entire house put together.

"The photo?" he asked, right after we walked in. "I forgot it" I answered. I think he understood right away it was just an excuse to see him again. He had me sit in the meeting lounge, with those pale leather chairs that looked like they cost more than my monthly salary. I felt like a queen in that place, surrounded by all that quiet luxury.

He came closer and I could smell his cologne, definitely some brand, though I couldn't say which. I didn't resist, did what I think I'm best at. I wanted to impress him. I knelt down in front of his chair and, looking into his eyes, opened his pants. He looked uncomfortable, kept lowering his eyes, almost embarrassed. From a manager at that level I expected more confidence, honestly. Age shows, in certain things more than others.

It wasn't quite how it should have been, but I managed anyway, calmly, without rushing. He was polite the whole time, never put his hands on my head like others do. I did it all myself, as usual, taking care not to stain the expensive chair or his tailored clothes.

At the end he offered me champagne. No one had ever done that with me, afterward, before only a few times as a girl, many years ago. "Will we see each other again?" he asked, fixing his tie. "You can count on it" I answered him.

I walked out of the building without even returning the guards' greeting at the entrance. I think that's just what ladies do. I felt like a real lady, in that moment, with the champagne still on my tongue and the sense of power I carried with me all the way home.


Tuesday, June 4, 2024 — morning 


I hate John. He answers my texts hours later, says he's busy, that he can't meet me all week. It's probably because of that damn brunette, I'm almost sure of it. Maybe it's my fault, really, between us I've always let him take the lead, when I should have taken the initiative myself sometimes, done to him too what I do best of all. I hope he gives me a chance as soon as he can, he has to reconsider about me. I'm better than her, I'm sure of it.

Yesterday at lunch I called Steven back. At that age they don't read texts, I think, my parents are like that too, not very tech-savvy. "Hi Steven, can I come see you now?" He told me no, that he had an important meeting in the afternoon. "Just to say hi" I insisted, "just enough time to sit down a moment and have some champagne after." I thought I'd been clear, that I wasn't expecting anything from him. He said what happened was wrong, that he loves his partner, that I'd caught him off guard and out of politeness he didn't know how to say no, that he was afraid of offending me by refusing. I said goodbye and hung up. Offending me? What's he talking about, I wondered. I stood there with the phone in my hand.

The pig had shown his true colors! Half-hearted and not many compliments. In the end he even asked "will we see each other again?" before I left his office. I was in a foul mood all day. First John, then Steven. Two worlds turning their backs on me the same afternoon. I couldn't accept it, I felt the need to take something back, someone back.

After dinner I told Richard it was time for bed. "I want to watch the recorded game" he answered. "No, you're coming to bed" I told him, leaving him no other option. "But I'm not tired yet." "You're coming to bed and doing it right now." He got up slowly, not entirely convinced. I crossed my arms and stamped my heel hard on the floor. He ran up the stairs like a rabbit.

He was lying on the bed, on his back. "Turn over!" I ordered him. He did it right away, no arguing. I pulled his pants off without much care, lowered his boxers and wet the middle finger of my right hand. I slid it all the way in at once, cold, just like that. He arched suddenly and apologized. "I didn't understand what you meant when you said go to bed, sorry" he said, his voice a little cracked. I felt powerful in that moment. He'd better not do it again.

I kept the finger there, still, for a few minutes, while he started rotating his hips. I put a hand in front and saw he was already ready. I turned him over and slid on top, managing the rhythm myself, stopping every time I saw him getting too worked up. "You come when I tell you to, and don't you dare disobey" I told him. He looked at me scared and nodded without a word.

I kept going for twenty minutes, maybe more, slowing down and speeding up as I pleased. I was almost ready myself, but I'd gotten a taste for it, and drew it out even longer. "Now" I finally said. He grabbed my hips and moved as if there were no tomorrow, all from underneath, without me having to move a muscle anymore. I came together with him, finally, after months of it not happening that way.

I lay down on my side, exhausted. I grabbed his hair with my hands and pushed his head down. He didn't say a word, did what he had to do without a sound. Like John. Better than John, maybe. I had a second small orgasm, and fell asleep right after. I slept like I hadn't in years.

I took the morning off work. Richard left early, said goodbye with a kiss on the forehead. He seemed embarrassed to kiss me on the mouth after last night. It almost made me want to laugh, seeing him so shy this morning after what happened.


Sunday, June 9, 2024 — afternoon 


Barely any replies from John all week, almost nothing. I asked if he could see me next week. He answered he'd let me know, vague like that, without committing to anything. He has to give me a chance, I'm sure that if I kneel down in front of him and do my best he'll change his mind again. That brunette doesn't do these things, I'm sure of it, you can tell a mile off she's the type who always stays composed. Men love this kind of attention, they go crazy for it. With Richard I can't manage it anymore, I can't even explain why, he doesn't get to me the way he should. In the early days when we first met I did it often, he loved it, then I lost the urge to do it with him, who knows exactly when, I don't even remember.

During the week I kept him on a short leash, Richard I mean. One night, while we were in bed, he started stroking my back and my backside, gently, with that new shyness he's carried since last time. I turned sharply. "What do you think you're doing?" I asked him. He got scared and pulled his hands away at once. "There you go, good" I said, "cover up and put it away. Don't you dare touch yourself without my permission." He made me feel almost sorry for him, honestly, he'd already pulled down his pajama pants and boxers, was already ready, at attention. He composed himself quickly, but you could still see the bulge under the sheets.

I was too angry at the world that night, at him too, but especially at John. Who does he think he is? First he practically wrecks my marriage, and then he leaves me hanging like this, without even a decent explanation. If it had been up to him a few months ago, I'd still be a happy wife, faithful to my husband. Maybe. Who knows if it's really that simple, thinking about it now.

Anyway, what he's doing isn't fair. He owes me the truth to my face, if he doesn't want me anymore, instead of leaving me hanging like this, texting with no reply like some teenager.


Wednesday, June 12, 2024 — afternoon, at work 


Still nothing from John. Says to leave him be, that he's in love. Him, in love?! Please, with her of all people, and what am I, I wonder, after everything we've shared these past months.

This weekend we're going to the lake with the same two couples as last time, Mark will be there too. I need to pick up a certain conversation with him, we never finished that thing between us, with all that ambivalence I've been carrying since April.

Earlier, by the coffee machine, I heard two coworkers talking about their husbands. What tramps, I'd want to say, even though it's not like me to use words like that, I'm usually polite, but those two really were, shameless. They talked about sex openly, not caring in the slightest that someone might hear them. They didn't see me because I was in the archive next to the break room, looking for a file, and the wall between the two rooms is paper thin. I pressed my ear to it, I confess.

One asked the other if she'd ever cheated on her husband. She said no. And I believe her, honestly. Then the one who'd asked said she'd never had the nerve either. Same for both, and I believe that one too. But what are they trying to make me believe with these conversations of theirs, I wondered, standing still with my ear glued to the wall. I didn't join the conversation, of course, so as not to embarrass myself, so as not to come across as someone who secretly eavesdrops on other people's talk.

Anyway, one of the two said that after years of marriage she'd gotten bored of her husband, and so she'd started giving him orders around the house, silly things, like "clean the bathroom on your knees" and stuff like that. She said her husband, after those ridiculous little scenes, had much more energy in bed. The other answered that he's simply a masochist. All men are, according to her. Hers, for example, likes kissing her feet, especially when they're sweaty after a whole day in closed shoes.

They're perverts, I told myself right away, with a certain disgust. Maybe I should try these things with John, though, if only he'd give me the chance, I found myself thinking a moment later, almost ashamed of that thought I'd just had. Those two disgusted me, anyway. I already wrote what they are and I won't write it again, because I hate being vulgar in these pages.


Friday, June 14, 2024 — morning 


We leave for the lake tonight. Still nothing from John, total silence for days now.

Yesterday I wanted to experiment with Richard, after what I overheard from those two coworkers at the office. I got home from work and he was already cooking dinner. I sat down on the couch and took off my shoes and socks. They didn't smell great, synthetic socks are terrible for that, but all the better, I told myself. I stretched my feet out on the couch and called him over in a commanding tone.

"What is it?" he said, "I've got dinner on the stove." He was wearing his gym sweats, so shabby, honestly. "Why are you dressed like that? A little elegance for me, no? Get on your knees and kiss my feet" I told him. I thought he'd respond a certain way, with a joke, with at least some embarrassment, instead he knelt down right away and kissed them, without a word. "Breathe them in properly" I added. He inhaled loudly, on purpose, to show me he was really doing it. I looked at the crotch of his sweatpants and saw the bulge, obvious. What a pervert, I thought. So that thing those two were saying by the coffee machine is true. If John gave me a chance, just one, I'd know exactly how to win him over now, with everything I'm learning these days.

"Go back to the kitchen" I told him, "and hurry, I'm hungry." He scurried off toward the stove, the bulge still obvious under his sweats.

After dinner I felt him rubbing against my backside, still with that bulge. "I'm tired" I told him. "Maybe tomorrow at the lake" I added, just to leave him some hope. "Can I touch myself?" he asked, in a thin voice. "Don't even think about it!" I answered curtly. He turned to the other side and apologized, submissive.

He's becoming a real pervert, my husband. Who would have thought, after years of absolute monotony.


Monday, June 17, 2024 


The weekend at the lake was boring, I have to say. The two women always talking to each other on their own, and Richard following me around like a puppy, glued to me every moment. I thought I really loved him, after the Hawaii trip, now I'm not so sure anymore. I like making him obey, that's true, but as a man he doesn't warm me up like he should anymore. Sunday morning I practically had to insist he go fishing on the boat with the others, he wanted to stay glued to me the whole time. He looks at me strangely now, as if he's always waiting for something from me, a permission, an order. And I keep catching him staring at my feet.

I went back into the woods with Mark. We understood each other instantly the moment the fishing boat left the dock. He asked me about Richard, why he behaves like that, said he looks like some kind of slave from another era, ridiculous, without a will of his own. Maybe I'm exaggerating, I thought for a moment, but then let the thought drop.

I followed him off the trail, into a thick patch of shrubs and trees. Without planning it, it happened naturally, while we were talking about something else. He kissed my neck while I stroked him right there with my hand. I felt the firmness was good for that thing he likes to do, I smiled at him mischievously and pulled down my jeans, then took them off entirely, so as not to get them dirty with earth like last time. I got on my knees, resting on my hands, my back to him. I heard the sound of the belt, the zipper, then the tip pressing from behind.

It was gentle, he really knows how to do this well, no denying it. I felt less pain than the other time. The pleasure is different compared to the front, hard to explain well in words. While he did it I felt a strange sensation, and I needed to touch myself in front while he moved back and forth, two different sensations, maybe connected, maybe not, I couldn't say for sure.

Anyway he's good at making you relax, really attentive about that. When he was about to reach the peak he asked if I was ready. I still needed a bit more, I told him, and he waited for me. A couple of minutes later I gave him the go-ahead. He has good control, Mark. We came together, me from the front though, superficially but still nice. Then we went back to walking as if nothing had happened, talking about books, American literature I think, mostly he talked and I listened, my head still a little elsewhere. There was no signal in the woods, but there was on the ridge, and I checked: no message from John. Zero again today. Tomorrow I'll go find him in person.

Sunday evening, back home, Richard made me feel sorry for him. I had no desire to have him inside me, none at all. I told him again not to touch himself, it must be a week by now, maybe more, I've lost exact count. I kept seeing that bulge under the sheets and it filled me with tenderness. I pulled down his pajama pants and boxers and stroked him a little with my hand. He was extremely excited, after a few strokes I saw the first drops come out, he pulsed up and down as he contracted. I stopped. He looked at me strangely, as if begging me to keep going.

I made him understand he had to finish that way, without touching himself and without me. He thrust a few times in the air, on his own, and then a few streams of liquid shot out onto his pajama shirt. From his face it didn't look like a pleasant thing, almost painful. I felt cruel, I admit it, but also proud in a way I struggle to explain. He changed his pajamas and went back to bed. He thanked me. For what, though, I still wonder now, writing.


Wednesday, June 19, 2024 


Yesterday I couldn't take it anymore. I went to John's place during my lunch break, without warning, I couldn't stand that silence any longer. I waited almost an hour under the entrance. He arrived arm in arm with that insignificant brunette, laughing about something I didn't hear. His face turned to pure terror the moment he saw me.

"Who's this?" she asked him, pointing at me with her chin. "Who are you?" I answered her, in his place, since John wasn't saying a word. "I'm his fiancée, we're getting married next month" she said, with a calm that froze my blood. My heart stopped for a full second.

"I'm just an old friend" I said, and ran off without waiting for anything else. I couldn't bring myself to ruin everything like that, in front of her, with that news that hit me like a boulder. Something serious, then, not a passing whim like I'd thought. I feel cruel sometimes, for what I've done these past months, but not to the point of ruining an announced marriage right in the middle of the street.

Two blocks further on I stopped to cry. I sat down on the bench at the bus stop, my head in my hands. A woman asked if I was okay. "Nothing's okay. Nothing at all" I answered her, and ran off again, without waiting for more questions.

When I got home after work I was devastated. Richard was still making dinner, calm, oblivious to everything. He understood something was wrong and hugged me without asking anything. I wanted to take it out on him, say something cutting like I often do lately, but that gesture threw me completely off balance. I only said "Turn everything off, I'm not hungry, let's go to bed." He didn't ask me anything, turned off the stove and followed me to the room without any questions.

I cried a little in his arms, then, I'm not quite sure how it happened, we kissed. It was very gentle, slow, unhurried on either side. I stroked him a little there and guided him on top of me. He seemed surprised by this attitude of mine, given our recent history, but he said nothing, let himself be guided. He asked my permission before coming, as has become our habit by now. I wasn't in the right mood to finish myself, I told him to keep going anyway and faked it, like so many other times.

We stayed wrapped in each other like that, after. He fell asleep almost right away, calm, satisfied. I didn't. I couldn't close my eyes, and I know exactly why.


Sunday, June 23, 2024 


Rough week, I didn't expect this kind of turn. I feel drained, as if something inside had suddenly burned out.

Friday I went to the doctor. I told her a few things, not everything obviously, just that I wasn't sleeping, that I was under stress. She gave me a bottle of drops to take in the evening, said they'd help me calm down and sleep better. All I need is just to sleep, honestly, because since Tuesday I'll have slept three hours total, maybe less. I'm exhausted, physically even before mentally.

If I think about that insignificant brunette. If I think about John going down to do that thing right after, and doing it with her now, not with me anymore. She hit the jackpot, that wretched woman, she's secured that thing for life, as long as the marriage lasts, sure, but every marriage has its ups and downs. Mine, deep down, is holding up. Maybe not in the usual, classic way, but it's solid in its own way.

Richard has understood I'm going through a hard time. He hasn't asked me anything, he's just become more present, more attentive. I'm almost thinking of telling him everything, seriously. Maybe I could let him read this diary, that way I wouldn't even have to explain everything in words, wouldn't forget anything important telling it. I'm afraid of hurting him, of course, but I feel that right now he'd accept almost anything just to stay close to me.

How strange men are, anyway. All it takes is taking off your shoes and socks and showing him your feet, and he changes attitude completely. Maybe it's not like that with everyone, I can't generalize from a single case. But since I started treating him a certain way, Richard has changed, he really seems like an obedient little puppy, like Mark said that day in the woods.

Maybe I don't love him like I used to, but I'm fond of him, that's true. After so many years together how could you not be. Deep down I feel like a good wife, in a certain sense you could say I love him. I could have left him even just a few months ago, with everything that's happened, and instead I'm still here beside him. Isn't that a kind of faithfulness too, in its own way?


Wednesday, June 26, 2024 — night 


I feel euphoric today, I have to write it down right away before it passes. Richard saw it in me tonight too, was happy for me, told me so clearly over dinner.

At work, this morning, the sink in the ladies' room broke. My boss told me to handle it, that a plumber would come at lunchtime, when everyone's out. "Why me?" I asked. "Because you skip meals to stay in shape" he answered. That felt more like a jab than a compliment, honestly.

When the plumber arrived I melted on the spot. What an absurd guy. He was wearing denim overalls with straps and nothing else underneath, nothing at all. Hairy as a bear, thick beard and mustache, an enormous chest with a line down the middle and jet-black hair. A living caricature, he looked like he'd walked out of a comic book more than a work van.

I led him toward the bathroom, I don't even know why myself, swaying my hips more than usual, him behind me. I could feel him watching me with every step. He fixed the faucet in just a few minutes, only a gasket to replace, he said. The office was deserted, just me and him on the whole floor.

"And now?" he said, as he was putting his tools away. "Now what?" I answered, playing dumb. "I saw the way you were swaying earlier" he said. I played the fool, turned around and swayed again, saying "Like this?" with a smile. I laughed, but when I turned around I wasn't laughing anymore. His overalls were unbuckled, dropped all the way to his ankles. He was naked underneath, so to speak, with all that hair on him.

He hypnotized me, I think. I didn't have the strength to say anything. He lifted me as if I were a feather pillow and pushed up my skirt. I pushed my underwear aside while he held me with my back against the cold bathroom tiles. He entered just like that, directly, and I felt him completely, all the way in, very deep really. He didn't even seem human, going in and out while holding me up as if I weighed nothing. I came twice within a few minutes, my nose buried right there, between his chest and the black hair.

I told myself "I really have to drive him wild," I wanted to make a good impression to the very end. I used my specialty, got on my knees. He watched me from above, surprised at such initiative. I tried to vary the rhythm every time I felt him getting close, delayed it at least three or four times, then, afraid our coworkers might come back any minute, I let him finish completely. I've never seen anything like it in my life. I really struggled this time to swallow it all. The taste was the sharpest I've ever had, unpleasant, but in a strange way that was also somehow enjoyable, I can't explain it better than that.

We got ourselves together just in time before our coworkers came back. I left him my cell number on a hastily torn scrap of paper. I hope he calls me back. He has to, after what I did to him at the end. He has to.


Sunday, June 30, 2024 — evening 


Richard went out tonight, bowling with some coworkers. I didn't mind being alone for a bit, for once. Maybe later I'll lock myself in the bathroom with a video on my phone, just to pass the time before he gets back.

The plumber never called me. I expected it, really, who knows how many stories like that he has every single day, until he gets old and stops appealing so much to distracted clients like me. I reread the piece I wrote about him a few days ago, and realized I'd exaggerated quite a bit. The euphoria of the moment, I imagine, made me color everything more intensely than it really was. He was hairy, that's true, but not like a bear, let's just say hairy and leave it at that, nothing so extraordinary thinking about it now with a cooler head.

Would I do it again? Honestly, I don't know. It was more of a release, almost animal, after the disappointment with John. A kind of physical reaction to the pain, more than any real desire for him specifically.

Tonight, when Richard gets back, maybe I'll try again with him. Deep down he loves me. Do I love him? I read somewhere that if you really love someone you don't cheat, but mine aren't real infidelities, I tell myself. Emotionally I'm faithful to him, except maybe for John, who was different from everything else. The others are little physical adventures, almost innocent, momentary urges that leave no trace, that pass as quickly as they came.

Yes, in a bit I'll get dressed up provocatively and put on heavy makeup. I feel like making love tonight, and Richard will do just fine for that, why not. The plumber, though, could have at least given me a ring, even just to ask if the bathrooms at home are all in order. A good plumber always comes in handy, you never know when he might be useful again.


Monday, July 1, 2024 — morning 


Last night Richard surprised me. I'd dressed sexy and put on heavy makeup, for him, for once just for him. It had an effect, you could tell right away from the way he looked at me the moment he got home from bowling. He carried me up to the room and threw me on the bed without much ceremony.

While he was undressing, I noticed. Honestly he's seemed different for a while now, changed into something I couldn't quite put my finger on. Even in Hawaii I'd noticed his backside was firmer than usual, but now his chest and abs are almost sculpted, something he'd never had in all these years together.

"What are you up to?" I asked him. "Why?" he answered, almost surprised by the question. "You have muscles you never had." "It's a surprise" he said, "I've been going to the gym on my lunch break for a few months now. Does it show a lot?" "It shows, yes" I answered. "Why are you doing it? Do you have a lover?" I asked him bluntly, without thinking. "What are you talking about? I did it for you, I know you look at the ones with big chests. And besides, I've grown to like it now, I like how I feel" he answered, almost hurt by my question.

I didn't push further. I let him get on top of me and buried my nose between his chest muscles, like I always do with John. Even the smell was different, more intense, more like what I love so much in others. I came before him. That had never happened before, in all these years.

He has someone else, I'm sure of it. You don't change like that, you don't sculpt your body in a few months just for a wife you've been neglecting for years, unless someone else is motivating you that way.


Thursday, July 11, 2024 


The suspicions keep growing. Richard takes me almost every night now, sometimes even twice in the same night. He has someone else, for sure, I've told myself for days, he wants to prove something to me, make up for something he does elsewhere. He gets bigger every day, his muscles more defined, and his smell is changing, more and more intense, more and more masculine, almost sharp.

Yesterday I confronted him about it directly. "Are you taking something at the gym?" I asked him. "What do you mean?" he answered, defensive. "Steroids, testosterone, doping, you know." "A little testosterone, everyone there takes it, otherwise it takes years to see results" he admitted, without much shame. "But you're ruining yourself like this, you're blowing up like a balloon and you smell strange" I told him. "Strange how?" he asked. "Very masculine" I answered. "That must be it, then" he said, almost relieved by the explanation. "Even the thing, I always want it, it's always... well, you know."

I understood, yes. It made me want to do it too, in that moment, something I practically never did for him. We were in the living room, on the couch in front of the TV playing nothing in particular. I knelt down in front of him.

He was discreet, didn't grab me by the back of the neck like others do. I would have liked it if he had, honestly, I would have wanted to feel that firm grip I always miss from him. Even the taste was different, sharper than usual, an echo of what his body is becoming these months. I held him a bit between my tongue and my palate, savoring it slowly. I liked it.

Anyway, I don't trust him. He definitely has someone else. I have to follow him, find out who he's really seeing when he says he's at the gym. I can also check social media, just to start: men are stupid, given half a chance they show off without even realizing it, all it takes is knowing how to read between the lines of a like left in the wrong place or one comment too many.


Saturday, July 13, 2024 — night 


Today at the mall we ran into Mark with his wife. Poor cuckolded thing, I thought right away, who knows with how many others he does what he does with me. We slipped off for a moment to talk, while Richard and Claire chatted in front of a shop window. He told me we need to plan another weekend at the lake. I wanted to tell him that things are good with Richard now, that things have changed, but I didn't want to sound dismissive, or maybe I simply didn't want to close that door completely. You never know, after all. In reality it was just curiosity on my part, nothing deeper. I felt almost nothing about him from behind.

Instead, I miss what John used to do right after, I have to write that here. That was truly special, it excited me so much, that way of having absolutely no shame. I don't even dare think about what it would be like with someone doing it to me after another man, the taste of the other after he'd only watched. Just the idea is making me wet, sitting here writing.

Should I suggest it to Richard? He'd never agree, I'm almost sure of it. Maybe by working up to it gradually, maybe I should start again with that thing about the feet, warm him up with that, and then tell him I'd like to do it with someone else while he watches, without stepping in. Then, at the end, give him that order, the one I miss from John. Just the idea drives me wild, I can't even write it out in full without stopping every couple of lines.

Tomorrow at work I'll check Richard's social media more carefully, just to make sure there really isn't someone else behind all these changes of his. Maybe I'll find some proof and use it to get what I want, one way or another.

I'm locking myself in the bathroom now, I'm soaked.


Sunday, July 14, 2024 — before lunch 


I'm curious, I admit it, and this morning I gave in. I searched social media. Richard seems not to exist there, no active profile, no trace. Too clever, I feel, or maybe he really just isn't interested in that world at all.

Instead I found the photos of John's wedding, from last week. I had no idea, no one had told me. My world stopped for an instant, my ears were ringing, I really thought I might faint right there in front of my phone screen. Her in the white dress, please, she looked like a farm girl, tiny next to him, that dress didn't suit her at all, badly cut, chosen even worse.

You made a terrible deal, John, I should tell you to your face, though I should really say worse. You could have aimed higher. If I hadn't been married to Richard, maybe our story would have had a happy ending different from this one. Instead here I am, like a fool, thinking about what-ifs and making guesses that lead nowhere.

Meanwhile I find myself caged with that prude Richard, who doesn't want to try anything new, always closed off in his habits. Is it possible he doesn't have a single friend, someone I could even just invite to dinner, just to start chipping away at that rigidity of his?

That idea from yesterday kept me awake almost the whole night. I had to go to the bathroom three times. The second time he woke up and asked if I felt sick. Fool, I wanted to answer him. If I told you what I've done these past months, you wouldn't be so closed off to new experiences. One more, what difference could it possibly make, after everything that's already happened without you knowing.

I don't think I'll ever have the courage to actually bring this up with him, though. Tonight I'll start again with the feet thing, maybe with that I can get him to slowly digest the idea, one step at a time, without scaring him right away with everything else.

John, I hate you. How could you do this to me?


Sunday, July 21, 2024 — night 


After dinner I sat on the couch and told him to come into the living room as soon as he'd finished tidying up the kitchen. Like that other time, I stretched out my feet and told him to kiss them. They didn't have any particular smell tonight, I'd been home all day, but I was angry about the John business, I needed to vent somehow. I'd treated him badly in the afternoon too, and I think he was already expecting it.

"Use your tongue" I told him. I saw the bulge, his sweatpants never hide anything. "Between the toes too" I added. He didn't flinch. Now or never, I told myself.

"What would you do if I had sex with someone else in front of you?" I watched him carefully, I knew I was playing with fire, I could feel it clearly. He froze for a second, but the bulge stayed right there, obvious. "What do you mean?" he asked me. "Like, as a fantasy?" Fool, in real life I wanted to tell him, but I didn't have the courage. "Yes, as a fantasy" I answered. "But how would the fantasy go?" he asked again, slow to get it as usual. I didn't know what to say, improvised on the spot. "Well, I could have sex with you, but you're not you, you have another name, and then I'd pretend he left and you arrived, Richard, my husband." Truthfully I'd already fantasized about something like this, more than once.

"And what would I be called?" "I don't know, any name. John, for instance." How that name of all names came to my mind, I don't know. "I like the idea. John's a cool name, gives the sense of someone who uses you without much regard" he said. I was already getting excited just from the idea. "Then let's go, John, before my husband Richard gets back" I told him. I stood up, took his hand and led him to the room.

The room is ordinary, I know, but I was already thinking about the after, about when John would leave and Richard would arrive. We sat on the bed and I kissed him on the mouth, the way I would with John, the real one. I don't know what came over me. I kissed him everywhere, even on the feet, the way he'd just done to me, even between the toes. I got on all fours and told him to take me.

He really felt like someone else, truly seemed like a different man. It lasted almost forever, we changed I don't know how many positions. In the end he told me he was at his limit, couldn't hold back anymore. I didn't tell him I'd already had three orgasms, really three, never happened before with him. I'm good at hiding them, he never notices.

"John, come inside me" I told him, "my husband knows you're here, afterward he'll want to check how good I was." I couldn't quite bring myself to say that certain word for a woman who sleeps around, but I came close to it in my mind. It was brutal, he kept contracting endlessly, I have no idea how much he poured into me, felt like liters, maybe I'm exaggerating, but it was truly a one-of-a-kind thing.

"Now get out, John, let Richard, my husband, come in" I told him. I thought he wouldn't keep going with this game so far, usually once men cross a certain point they change from one moment to the next. Instead he got up and went out the door. I heard him go to the bathroom, and a minute later he came back.

"Come here, love, he just left, go ahead and check how full I am" I told him. I spread my legs and motioned for him to come closer. He seemed in a trance, actually came closer to check. "Now lick. It's John's, lick it all up properly and show me your tongue every now and then. I want you to clean it well and swallow it down." "Yes, love" he said. Love. So sweet, with that name still on him. I could have picked another name for him, but that one made everything more exciting.

He started doing what I'd asked, and every now and then he'd pull up to show me his white tongue, then close his mouth and let me see it pink again. I had a really intense clitoral orgasm. I stopped him and had him lie down beside me. He was extremely excited.

"You did well, Richard, you cleaned up every trace of John nicely. Now I'll touch you a bit, but when you're at your limit I'll stop" I told him. He was too excited, I must have stroked him with my hand ten times, twenty at most. At the first drops I stopped. I saw his hips contract, and the rest of him moving up and down in the air, until thicker and thicker drops started coming, and finally two real bursts. "Good boy" I told him, and gave him a couple of tissues to clean his stomach. I don't think he really enjoyed it all the way through, but Richard has to get used to this, before the decisive step.

"Did you like it?" I asked him at the end. "Yes" he answered, and then "should we do it again tomorrow?" "I need to think about it" I said. Truthfully I'd love to do it again tomorrow, but with a real other John, while he, Richard, only watches, before stepping in to clean everything up.


Monday, July 22, 2024 — morning, at work 


Such a boring day, I brought the diary along with me. Almost everyone's on vacation, only me and a few others are still working in July. Honestly there's almost nothing to do in here.

I looked again at the social media photos from John's wedding. I'd told myself not to do it anymore, that it only hurts me. I did it anyway. John's family is distinguished, I don't know what his father does for work, but they look so much alike. He must be around fifty, but carries it very well, thin, athletic like his son, mature but appealing, maybe almost more charming than John himself. His mother is distinguished too, though she looks a few years older than him, a solid sixty I'd say. He definitely has a lover, he can't possibly be satisfied with a wife so far along in years.

Her parents, on the other hand, don't even bear mentioning. Country folk, in the negative sense of the term. Short, badly dressed. The father has crooked teeth all over, I can't figure out what he has to smile so much about in those photos. And he's got his jacket sleeves pushed up to the elbow, even though it's summer and hot, some things just aren't done regardless. The mother is unbearable to even look at, ankles and calves swollen like bagpipes. Has no one ever told her women can wear pants too? With legs like that, a skirt makes no sense at all. My John, who on earth did you marry into?

That little scene with Richard last night was fun, though, I have to admit. One of the best performances between the two of us, maybe not even with the real John was it ever this intense. We should take a step forward now, though. Maybe I could bring Mark into it, he respects him, has known him for years by now. Not Claire, though, she has nothing to do with that kind of scenario, with that fixation of hers on the back-door thing. Pathetic, honestly. I'm the main character here, after all, not her.

Anyway, Richard liked it too, no doubt about it. This morning he was like a little kitten, docile and affectionate, almost purring when I stroked his chest. Bigger and bigger, by the way. He's overdoing it with that stuff he takes, but the fact is the real alpha male now seems to be him, not John, and certainly not Mark.

It could actually be an interesting option: Richard playing John, and Mark playing Richard. What a mess, what am I even thinking?


Thursday, July 25, 2024 — evening 


Tomorrow we leave, another weekend at the lake. Tonight Richard went bowling. I asked him not to. I can't do without him and our little act anymore by now. We've done it every night this week. I like it, but he seems to like it a whole lot too.

When he plays John, we tease Richard together, call him "the big cuckold," and he asks me if last time he licked me well, if he licked everything properly. I say he wouldn't want to do it, but that I force him to. He knows perfectly well that's not true, he throws himself down there the second he walks into the room, the second the part of the watching husband comes up. For once there's a real feeling between us I've never felt with anyone else, not even with John.

Tonight I even got on my knees to get him to stay home. I would have done anything to keep him. He said to wait up for him, that he wouldn't be late. I begged him anyway. I promised him that in the second part I wouldn't stop right at the best moment, like I always do. "But that's the best part" he said. I think deep down he likes to suffer a little, maybe I should take advantage of that more.

As he was leaving I asked if Mark would be at bowling tonight too. He said he'd be there, that he's always there, that I should know by now. I did know, in fact. "Bring him back here with you afterward" I told him. He smiled and left without asking any questions. I don't think he had the slightest idea what I was thinking in that moment.


Monday, July 29, 2024 — morning 


I took a day off today after the weekend at the lake. Richard's at work. The weather, over the weekend, was terrible, rained almost the whole time.

I saw Mark again, the real one. I'd wanted to see him with Richard Thursday night, after bowling, but we didn't quite understand each other, let's put it that way, and in the end nothing happened in that direction. Anyway Richard played his part just the same, that night. To vary the script I called him Mark instead of John. I think he understood why, didn't say anything about it, but he seemed more into the part than usual, more convinced. Maybe he even knows Mark's tastes, maybe friends confide certain things to each other without my knowing.

At one point he turned me over and I felt him pushing from behind. I told him "No, not Mark there today, I'm not up for it," and it was true, I'd eaten too much at dinner and was afraid of feeling sick. It would have been a nice variation for Richard's part, licking behind instead of in front, maybe that's exactly what he wanted to try this time. I put him underneath and sat on top of him, at my own rhythm, I love doing it that way. He watched me with different eyes than usual. He even said "I love you," Richard, in that moment. I smiled and answered "You, Mark, are married, between us this can only work for one thing, we're not going further," what I really think of the real Mark, deep down. He looked at me puzzled for an instant, maybe he understood something deeper in that line, but said nothing, let me know it was time to keep going.

I let him grab my hips from underneath and set the final rhythm himself. We came together. If I counted the orgasms I've had since this new game started, I'd say I've more than doubled his tally. But it's not a competition between us, obviously.

This time we skipped the whole leaving-and-returning act. I simply told him "Richard, your friend Mark left you a nice little souvenir. He asked that you clean it up well, down to the last drop." He did it without commenting at all, in better shape than usual. It was fantastic, for a moment I really thought it was the real Mark's.

Afterward, once I'd come from the front, I introduced a variation, with my mouth this time. I wanted to go all the way, to feel him and make him fully mine, but just before he pushed me away. He's completely into the part by now, gets off on suffering a little. So sweet, really.

I almost forgot about the lake. Nothing special this time, rained almost the whole time, no woods, no opportunities. And Mark, the real one, with that slack backside and those drooping shoulders, what does he even think he could do with me?


Monday, August 12, 2024 — night 


What a story. Now that things were really going well with Richard, John texted me. Said he wants to see me again, that his wife isn't what he thought she'd be. That she's not bad, but in bed... I didn't cut that sentence short, he wrote it exactly like that, ellipsis and all. In bed what? Hadn't you tried her out before marrying her? And why write that to me now, of all people? I'd really like to answer him just like that, direct, sharp, but honestly I don't quite know what to say back.

Now that things with Richard are going so well, why now of all times? We've introduced some new games these past days too. We bought a riding crop together, just for fun at first. We also got rid of that leather ring at the tip, because even used gently it left red marks that then embarrassed him at the gym, with the others seeing him change.

We play the little pony game, it's become a fixed thing of ours by now: he gets on his knees and I climb onto his back, he carries me around the house and every so often I whip him when he goes the wrong way. I tell him "go right" and he goes left, systematically, I think he does it on purpose by now, to get whipped a little more.

One day we went together to one of those special shops, we were both dying of embarrassment. We told the clerk we were there for a funny gift for a friend getting married, that we were just looking. While we wandered embarrassed among the displays, another couple came in and said the exact same words to the clerk. "So many people getting married these days" she commented, calm, evidently used to every kind of excuse. But two identical ones in a row seemed like a rather strange coincidence to us.

We stopped to look at a peculiar gadget, made like a kind of underwear, not very pretty, almost rigid, with a strange locking mechanism in front. From the illustration on the box you could tell perfectly well what was meant to be locked in there. There were several sizes. We looked at each other with a lot of complicity. "If you keep being a disobedient little pony, I'll just have to buy one of those" I told him. Since that day he's been going the wrong way systematically, more and more. Maybe he's trying to tell me something with that behavior, who knows.

I absolutely have to answer John. I don't know what to say. I need to think it over carefully. I'll do it tomorrow.


Wednesday, August 14, 2024 — morning, at work 


I answered him. I don't even know myself why I did it, but I texted him that I'm ready to meet him. He wanted me to come to a friend's place, said it was free all afternoon. I insisted on a coffee downtown, "like old friends" I added. "Why, Pam?" he answered.

He called me Pam. The way my mother calls me, the way friends from childhood used to call me. I didn't think I'd ever confided that name to him, that intimate a name. Not even Richard calls me Pam. To him I'm Pamela, and lately he's been calling me "my Mistress" more and more often. I write it with a capital letter on purpose, because when he uses those two words he looks at me as if he were looking at the most beautiful person in the world, as if looking at a queen.

Our game is evolving, we're relying more and more on pure fantasy. With John we'd never gone this far, there was a lot of chemistry between us, a lot of physicality, but nothing so mental. With Richard it's different, it's an attraction of the mind too, not just the body, even though the body has drawn plenty of attention since he built up those muscles, I worry he's hurting himself with those shots he takes, but we don't talk about it anymore, it's a closed subject between us by now.

What does he think he's doing, John, calling me Pam now? Does he think you can just disappear like that, not call, not say a word for months, get married, and then come back to being friends like before, after just a few months? That kind of friendship, I mean, made of half an hour on a bed with the clock always nagging.

The other night, with Richard, we played until late. I tied him to the bed and teased him constantly. When he was about to reach the point of no return, I whispered in his ear that his time was up, that he hadn't paid enough, that I had another client in the other room. I'd come back after five or ten minutes and start all over from the beginning. I love keeping him in constant arousal like that, with time meaning nothing to him anymore. When I let him come, with just my hand, I really felt like his Mistress, capital letter and all. In that moment, or rather just before that moment, I could have asked him for anything and gotten it.

Why should I start something up again with John now, with the same routine of sneaking around and clock hands moving too fast? I'm afraid that looking into his eyes could sink all these convictions of mine in a second. I shouldn't have accepted that coffee. I only understood that now, writing here, too late to back out without looking like a fool.


Wednesday, August 14, 2024 — afternoon, at the bus shelter 


I saw him again. It hurt me, I shouldn't have. I have to write it here, on this makeshift scrap of paper, sitting at this bus stop. I left the real diary at work, safe where I know. At home I'm always afraid Richard will find it, I keep changing hiding spots, then I forget myself where I put it and get seized with terror that he's found it. I'll have to recopy it, or staple it back together like I've already done a couple of times. Not elegant, but I need to keep my thoughts together, it helps me not to lose myself.

The café downtown was crowded, but there were a few discreet tables in the dim back corner. He'd reserved one under his name, with a tip, he said. I arrived before him, the appointment was for two, I was already there at quarter to two, I can't even explain why so early. He too arrived ahead of time, ten minutes after me.

The moment I saw him again I understood everything. Too many memories, maybe still real feelings. I remembered him broader in the shoulders, more athletic. Maybe I've grown used to the new Richard without even realizing it, he seemed almost frail by comparison. Yes, Richard is overdoing it with that junk he takes, but I like him this way, I don't even know anymore what's right to think.

He stared straight into my eyes, I did the same. He sat down close to me, on the wooden bench, too close. I could feel the warmth of his breath. We said nothing to each other for I don't know how long, we just looked into each other's eyes, holding hands. Then he hugged me tight and only said "sorry." Everything slipped away from me in a split second, his silences, the messages that never came, the wedding photos, everything, as if nothing had happened, as if we'd last seen each other only a few minutes before.

"You could have told me you were getting married" I told him. "Forgive me. It was a moment of weakness, I don't know how to get out of it now. I need you" he answered, his eyes glistening. The waiter brought two coffees, neither of us touched them. I hugged him tight. "So what do we do now?" I asked simply. "We start over. Like before. I need it. I've even had dark thoughts" he said, leaving that sentence hanging there, without adding anything else. He never seemed the type, or so I thought, but said in that moment, in that context, it sounded almost like a small piece of blackmail.

"I don't know. My husband has changed lately, he's different. I gave him a chance. I felt alone after you started avoiding me" I said, all true, but how do I manage now, I asked myself right after. Sex with Richard works, and everything else between us works too.

He kissed me, suddenly. I kept my lips shut, sealed. He pulled back, frightened. I don't know why, but it almost made me feel sorry for him, he seemed truly lost in that moment. I gave a different meaning to that earlier sentence, suddenly, the dark thoughts. He looked at me with those glistening eyes. I put my hands on his cheeks and pulled him toward me to kiss him, this time, with my tongue. Yes, really with my tongue. I felt the warmth of those days together return for a moment.

My hand went down, onto his light summer pants. Through the cotton fabric I could feel him well. I've never given weight to size, usually, men do, seems to be a fixation for them, not for me. Except for that absurd flash that time at the office, when the sink broke, that time it really was obvious, it hurt deep inside for a few days afterward, my cervix I think, or maybe it was just my imagination, heightened by the whole cheap-novel situation. Anyway John seemed different from Richard, slightly, maybe a little more. None of that matters to me anyway, Richard has learned to be exactly what I need. And yet I had that strange feeling there, with my hand on his pants. I suddenly felt dirty thinking about it.

"I can't" I told him. I pulled free and ran off. I thought he'd chase after me, instead he only said, surprised, "Pam." Yes, just Pam, not Pamela, the way he used to call me. Actually, he never called me by name at all, usually, it was always just the two of us in that apartment, no need for names.

I stopped, out of breath, and sat down here. I'll go back to work, it's already late. I'll figure out what's best to do. My phone has already buzzed four times. I don't have the courage to look now. I'll deal with it later.


Wednesday, August 14, 2024 — night, at home 


Even at work, in the afternoon, my phone buzzed many more times. I have to find the courage to look inside them, sooner or later.

At dinner, though, I couldn't look Richard in the eyes. He noticed right away, asked what was going on, said that usually when I treat him badly in the evening it's a prelude to our games, even without going all the way to the feet thing. "I'm just tired, I think. Hold me, please" I told him. He got up and knelt beside me at the table, rested his head on my thighs and wrapped his arms around my hips. I stroked his hair.

Richard's becoming sensitive, and I'm becoming sentimental too. It worries me, because feelings cause pain, I already learned that many years ago, in high school, when a crush sent me through a rough patch with food, losing too much weight. He was busy with the cheerleading squad girls, only called me when they stood him up, to take me to the drive-in at the last minute. It's there, on those fallback nights, that I learned the thing I still use today to impress men.

I asked Richard to stay close to me tonight. He said we're in August, that it's still early for autumn mood swings. He said it just like that, with little tact, reminding me of the hard stretch last October, when sadness had gripped me more than usual. Anyway he took my hand and led me to the room. We made love. It wasn't sex, this time, it was really love. I don't quite know how to put the difference into words, but I feel them as different inside. More holding, more kissing, everything slower.

I'm afraid I really do love him. And yet I'm afraid to read those messages from John still sitting on my phone. I'm afraid of losing everything I'm rebuilding with such effort. I'm afraid that come October everything will go back to how it was last year, or maybe even before that.


Monday, August 19, 2024 — morning, at work 


Sometimes I want to stop writing. It helps, that's true, but I'm afraid Richard will find everything one day or another. I have to hide you at work, my diary, nothing gets touched here, I have my locker with the key, safe.

Too many things happening these days, I'm afraid of going crazy. I finally read John's messages. Always the same request, he wants to see me, alone, at a friend's place. That doesn't seem like a good idea to me at all, not anymore.

Richard, these past days, has been different than usual, romantic I'd say. Saturday night he took me to dinner at a beautiful restaurant, put on his suit with jacket and tie, one of the ones he wears at work for meetings with upper management. I wasn't quite as dressed up, felt almost out of place, like a girl who didn't belong amid all that care.

Lately, when I look at him, I see again the Richard from early on, the one who bewitched me after high school, with that eternally boyish face, delicate but symmetrical features. He looks a bit like that actor from an old movie, the one with the two women who drive off the canyon at the end. He doesn't have the same blue eyes, his are brown, but when he really looks at you they seem much warmer than any blue. Even his teeth aren't quite as perfect, I think the actor had his redone, or capped, like the mustache guy from Hawaii. How foolish I was on that vacation, I don't even know what came over me.

I have to learn to say no. Even to John, even if he insists. I told him I need to think about it. I can't do this to Richard, not now, not after everything we're building together.

Lately we really do make love, and yesterday afternoon, almost out of boredom, when he asked why we don't play anymore, I put my feet up on the couch, the way he likes. I looked at him sternly and motioned for him to come over right away, pointing at my feet. He started kissing them, on his knees. We looked into each other's eyes and suddenly burst out laughing together. "Silly" I told him, "carry me upstairs." He picked me up in his arms and lifted me, light, as if I were made of feathers. I put my arms around his neck, and as he carried me up the stairs I whispered in his ear "I love you," nothing else.

It was beautiful, afterward. I fell asleep on his chest, like it was a pillow. I'm scared for him, honestly. I asked him to stop with the doping, told him I love him for who he is, even more deflated than he is now. He said he'll think about it.

I really have to tell John not to text me anymore. I have to, for real this time.


Sunday, September 1, 2024 — afternoon 


The need to write is fading a little, bit by bit. The diary still stays at work, safe. Richard's out for a run. Says he's doing some "finishing work," those exact words. Still muscular, but leaner lately. I love running my fingers over his veins, especially on his chest, they look like twisted rivers making strange curves, splitting apart and then seeming to join back up further along. It's sexy, I have to admit.

The phone buzzes nonstop. John, I think, is almost losing his mind, I've become an obsession for him, he won't accept my rejection. Richard has asked a few times why it buzzes so much. I told him I have some glitchy apps sending me useless notifications. "Want me to help you remove them?" he asked. I don't know how I found the coldness to tell him that deep down they keep me company, they're funny bits of news I like to read. He didn't ask anything else after that answer.

Sometimes they come in a row in the dead of night. I don't know how to make him understand he has to stop. I could block him entirely, I know how, I've already done it with other inconvenient numbers these past months. A few minor stories, sordid situations I haven't even had the courage to write in here, I've stuck to the most important ones, the most embarrassing and the funniest, like the one with the plumber, what a flash that was.

With John, still, I can't bring myself to cut him off completely. He's in the "most important" category, I even thought I loved him, at a certain point in this story, before he got together with the one he then married and shut himself off from me.

Richard got a promotion at work, with a decent raise too. I'm proud of him, honestly. Now he always goes to work looking sharp, ties his tie in the blink of an eye, perfect every time. John was more careless about these things, always unbuttoned, his shirt open at the chest, I liked that casual way of dressing back then, but now I find it sloppy, almost crude by comparison.

I hear Richard's footsteps on the stairs.


Sunday, September 8, 2024 — early morning 


Richard's asleep. I'm using a scrap of paper again, the diary stays safe where I know.

The days are getting shorter and shorter, the weather's changing too. The first leaves are falling from the trees, the ones that remain are starting to yellow. I'm afraid it'll happen like last year. October isn't far off, but that time too it started gradually, earlier, much earlier, around this same time of year. Richard stayed close to me, that time, then I don't know why, with the first light of the following spring, I suddenly felt euphoric. That's where it all started, the emotional pit that came after. How could I sink like that?

Tonight John texted me that he wants to come here, to the house, to talk to Richard. Says he'll do it if I don't agree to see him. Real blackmail, but I don't know how to react. Richard would surely believe him, after months of meetings and messages he could show as proof. I've been careless, I understand that only now. Hiding the diary is almost pointless if the danger comes from outside anyway, from him, not from my pages.

I texted him that I agree to see him, but that he must not go near Richard for any reason. He asked when. I said I still need time. He answered "ten days, not one more, then...", again those three trailing dots he always leaves, like a threat left unsaid to the end. Ten days. Maybe I should face him right away, but I'm truly afraid of ruining everything, with Richard I mean.

He suspects nothing, still. How can he still trust me after everything I've done these months? From that point of view he's really a fool, naive through and through. I'm not like that, I keep everything under control. I always set his clothes aside before washing them, I've made it a rule that only I can run and empty the washing machine. I check everything of his before washing, I look, I sniff, I even bought one of those UV lamps for bodily fluids, that's what it says on the box. Nothing so far, on him. I'd actually gotten it for my own underwear, to check it got washed properly after certain situations I don't want to think about anymore. Many times they'd still glow, even after washing. I had to throw them away, I felt them as dirty regardless, even if nothing showed to the naked eye.

If Richard cheated on me, I don't know what I might end up doing. From any other man I'd expect it, from all men I think by now, I believe I know the average male and his most sordid thoughts far too well. But not from Richard, I see him as an angel, spotless. I could never forgive him, because I'd discover he's completely different from what I've always thought he was.

A twisted thought, I know, but I have to trust him, and I can only do that by constantly checking on him, because I know myself far too well and know exactly how I behave when I know I can get away with it. I hate myself, sometimes, for how I am inside.


Sunday, September 15, 2024 — still early morning 


I write and throw away, always scraps of paper now. The diary always stays there, locked up tight. It's just an outlet now, it clears my mind, nothing more.

Richard's still asleep. Last night he made me cry with his gentleness, and again in the dead of night, from behind, the old-fashioned way. I don't know why, but now I like it that way too, with him. I love everything about him now, every part.

John, though, is hounding me, keeps insisting with those messages that all start with the countdown of days left. "Minus three" was written in this morning's. Maybe I should report him, but then what? No, I think Richard would get dragged into it anyway, I've resigned myself to that. I told him Wednesday, at lunchtime. He sent me the address. I checked on the app, the street-view one: it's not a friend's house, it's a pay-by-the-hour hotel.

What if Richard had me followed? I have to be careful, I have to think carefully about how to throw off the trail. Maybe I should change clothes along the way, go into a bar, use the bathroom, come out different from how I went in. That should be enough to confuse anyone following me. And what if I had a hidden tracker on me? I took the case off my phone, everything seems fine, but the battery compartment is sealed, all built in, I can't check it properly. Is it possible that it's possible? I don't know what to think anymore.

Even the weather isn't helping. It's rained all week, gray sky, cold winds. Autumn is early this year, and I'm scared. I can't survive another period like last year's. I got through it, in the end, but exactly how I don't even remember well.

I have to be clear with John when I see him Wednesday: "Leave me alone, I love Richard. You were just a fling, a necessary stop to realize I was wrong. Goodbye." I have to learn these lines by heart, I mustn't add anything else, mustn't let myself get dragged into any discussion.

By heart. By heart. By heart. What a fool I am.


Wednesday, September 18, 2024 — early evening, bus stop 


Victory. Victory. Victory. I destroyed him. John, I mean.

This morning I didn't want to leave the house. I started last night by cuddling up to Richard. "Please, let's run away far from here" I told him. He smiled and stroked me. We made love, tender, like lately, me underneath and him on top. We reached the peak together. He's still taking something at the gym, I can feel it, since he started it's been heavier, it's obvious. Synthetic male hormones, not his natural ones, but what he leaves inside me is still his, and it's truly abundant. We fell asleep in each other's arms, and early in the morning we did it again, same story as the night before. Abundant.

I kept it all inside, like a shield, against the advances John had waiting for me. I didn't know how I'd react when I saw him again. Which Pam would I be? The old one, or the one I am now? At work that morning gave me no peace, but I managed not to think about it too much, kept my thighs pressed together the whole time, vulgar to write but that's exactly how it went.

I left at the right time and took a taxi. The neighborhood wasn't much. Even the taxi, once it dropped me off, sped away right after. The hotel in person was even more squalid than in photos. Room 27, John had texted me, second floor, elevator broken. I arrived fifteen minutes late. I knocked. He opened. "You're late! I was about to come to your house." "I had trouble with the taxi" I said, "but where have you brought me to?" I asked him, giving him a dirty look. The room was a mess, dirty, carpet and brownish sheets.

"I lost my job" he said, "I can't afford anything better." I didn't want to know anything about his messes, you could tell from his face he's not having a great time. "And your wedding ring?" I asked. "I sold it a week after she packed her bags" he answered. Consistent, at least, with the stories he tells in his messages. It didn't move me to pity in the slightest.

"It's over between us. I love my husband. Ruining my marriage won't give you back yours" I told him, more or less, maybe with less grace, but writing it now it certainly sounds better. The lines I'd memorized didn't come to me, too much tension in the air. "I know, but I've realized I love you" he answered, with a face deliberately arranged to inspire pity. "None of that interests me. You just need to leave me alone, get out of my life, for good" I told him. "Fine" he answered.

Fine? Hooray. I was already about to leave when he added: "One last thing, please. Then I promise you'll never see me again." I'd already understood what he wanted, I think I know him well by now. I decided how it would go, though, not him. I pulled off the top sheet hoping underneath would be better, I was wrong. I lay down on my back, pulled up my skirt and moved my underwear aside. "Go ahead" I told him, "then never again." He took off his pants and got on top of me. "Not like that" I told him, and gently pushed him downward, guiding him with my hands until he understood what I really meant.

He hesitated a moment, embarrassed more than anything, then gave in and started doing what I was asking, the way he used to those times, afterward, once we'd already done it. I thought back to those days now long gone, when he had no scruples about leaving his stuff inside me without worrying that I had a husband. Now there's Richard, inside me. I held his head close, guiding him, until I came, letting him stay there until the end.

He came back up and lay down beside me, still excited. I started stroking him with my hand, calmly, unhurried, looking into his eyes with a cold expression, of someone who no longer feels anything for him at all. After a minute he was already near the end. I saw the first drops come out and stopped. He was at the peak, tried to finish with his own hand, but I told him no. He came like that, that tense expression on his face, his stomach dirty.

I got up and walked toward the door. I turned and said "goodbye." He answered with the same word. He won't text me again, I'm sure of it.

It was a victory, I got my hands dirty with him, but there was no better way to make him understand.


Wednesday, September 18, 2024 — night 


Getting out of that neighborhood by bus was a nightmare. Rough people on the streets, and inside the bus too. Thankfully I made it home in time for dinner, safe and sound, as they always say, but tonight I feel that phrase true all the way through.

Richard gave me a surprise. On the table there was a brochure, one of those from travel agencies. Niagara Falls, the destination. He understood I hadn't been well lately, and deep down it was a kind of promise made in Hawaii, that day of the Manoa Falls hike. I've always wanted to go there. "Unfortunately there was no availability sooner, we leave in ten days, on Saturday. One week. Did you want something more?" he asked me. I cried, I wasn't sad, I was happy, but I cried anyway, unable to stop. "I love you!!!" I shouted. He laughed and told me to lower my voice, to come to the table for dinner. Fried fish, I adore it, it has that taste and smell that always seems a little sensual to me, who knows why. A perfect evening, after everything I'd feared for weeks.

I was terrified before meeting John, afraid I wouldn't manage to stand up to him, that I'd fall right back into everything. I'll never be able to tell anyone how it really went, but I felt strong, for the first time in this whole story. A dirty ending, effective, far from what would have been the ethically right thing to do. So many words, so many speeches that could have stayed empty, and maybe everything would have gone back to how it was. Instead I struck his ego exactly where it needed to be struck. I made him understand that I belong to Richard now, only his, that I know how to stand up to bullies like him when it really matters.

I hope the coming autumn doesn't ruin everything we've rebuilt. Tonight I made Richard happy, we played the feet game and the little pony game, the way we both like by now. Then we went up to the room. He fell asleep almost right away afterward, I didn't. The adrenaline of these past days, I think, won't let go of me so easily. I kept staring at the dark ceiling, holding Richard's hand all night long, without any sleep coming.

Then I got up to capture this moment on paper, before it faded. I'll keep this one, staple it inside the real diary, without recopying it, in the original, just as I wrote it tonight.

I feel free, now. And above all, happy.


Sunday, October 20, 2024 — afternoon 


I hoped it wouldn't happen again. It happened anyway. Autumn's fault, I think, little sun, cold, bad memories resurfacing without even asking permission.

The therapist has only given me some drops for now, to help me sleep better. He talked about seasonal distress, said he suspects something like mild bipolar disorder, to be explored further calmly in coming sessions. Richard's been staying close to me these days, without asking too many questions. The weight of the memories crushes me regardless, I'd like to cry but the tears don't come even when they should.

And yet the trip to the falls was wonderful, I have to write that here before the rest takes up all the space. I even caught a cold, one day my rain poncho blew away and I got soaked through from the spray. Richard gave me his, but by then it was too late, so we got soaked together, laughing like two kids. We stayed in bed for three days straight afterward, and went through our whole now-tested repertoire of games, including the one where he goes back to being the real Richard and I bring him close to the peak only to leave him there, writhing on his own trying to get there anyway. It reminded me, in that moment, of the ending with John. I'd promised myself not to do it that way anymore, but Richard himself insisted, says it's become the script that brought us back together, our secret language.

He also said something about Mark, a quick, almost offhand mention. My ears perked up for an instant, then I thought that I'm good with him, only him and no one else, by now. Something funny even happened, dirty maybe, but exciting: for three days we decided not to wash down there. Nothing worrying happened, we didn't get sick, though I was a little afraid of it, but we claimed our own scents, something right on the edge between embarrassment and real arousal. He always fell asleep with his face pressed against my underwear, said it deeply calmed him. Then he'd wake up an hour later, all worked up, and we'd do it again, as if time didn't matter.

I've never had such deep intimacy with anyone, ever, not even with John at his best. I'd like to share everything with him now, tell him every page of this diary, but I'm afraid he might take it badly, and soon I'll have to find the courage to get rid of it somehow, or hand it over to him, or burn it, I don't know yet.

I realize that even the strongest love, the one I think I feel for him now, maybe can't survive everything, can't accept the ugliest truth without cracking forever. Maybe he's hiding something too, who knows, and if that were really true I wouldn't want to know it for anything in the world. And yet there are couples who say they tell each other everything, past, present, thoughts of every kind, without filters. I'd like to believe that's really possible, for someone, even if not for us.

I'm scared, and I only hope this period passes quickly.


Author's Note

I don't know what became of Pamela, or of Richard either. I'd like to know, even though the names are made up and not the original ones. As for John, Mark, the mustache guy, and whoever else, I couldn't care less.

My husband found this diary some time ago at a secondhand dealer's, one of those places that sell furniture tossed out by companies, used office fittings. It was locked inside a metal locker with no key, which he'd bought to store some valuable drills in the basement, modest ones really. He had to drill through the lock, and it finally opened. Inside there was a winter scarf, a small bottle of medication now empty, a perfume almost entirely evaporated, and this diary.

An actual notebook, really, with a hard, pink cover. Inside, some pages were held together with a stapler, others were loose, folded in half, tucked between the pages however they could fit. The handwriting wasn't always easy to read, and the last page, the most recent one, was truly difficult to make out, the writing shaky, crooked, full of crossed-out words.

I began reading it smiling, sometimes growing aroused, then angry, and finally in tears. Maybe I was wrong, but I thought it was right to share it with other readers. Because Pam's confessions, however raw on many pages and jarring on others, opened my heart, and I hope they can open yours too.
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