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	  I dedicate this work with lots of love to my wife,
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			the most perfect inspiration for a lifetime.


		






			“Mr. Gorbachev, open this gate.


			Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this wall!”


			Ronald Reagan, Berlin, June 12, 1987


		






[image: ]








[image: ]






		

			[image: ]

		




		

			Bruno Fischer was no different from many other German people living in the poor neighborhoods of southern Berlin. Stern by nature, he hardly smiled. After the divorce, his ex-wife, Helga Müller, got married to a British man of German descent. He traded in olive oil, buying it from Greece and exporting it to the US, although Bruno suspected the guy was involved with smuggling goods into East Berlin. In any case, right after his divorce, he left his wife and son in the tiny apartment where they had lived in the district of Buckow, and relocated to the other side of Neukölln, in the district of Kreuzkölln, notorious for its nightlife and the number of immigrants who lived there. She had still visited him in his new home for a while, giving Bruno some hope of reconciliation, but their differences grew again, and Helga stopped coming altogether.


			It was 1987 and besides the electronic music, which was beginning to fill the nights, there was a certain feeling in the air — a sense of strangeness, as if something big was about to happen. But this feeling couldn’t be considered uncommon for people like him, born immediately after the end of World War II and for whom loomed doubts about their own paternity. In fact, his own mother hadn’t been married to his father. The man who had raised him — out of knowledge, cruelty, insecurity or some other reason — had spent years telling him that his father was a “soviet pig” which, for his stepfather, explained the evil he saw in the boy. However, he was used to that feeling of being about to jump off a cliff. He was reaching his forties and have not come even close to make the dreams he cherished as a child come true. In a corner of his room in his little apartment there was an old, out of tune piano, a symbol of resistance or a sentimental bond with a future lost. Cannons, those ferocious machines of death, had gone quiet for a long time in the city that once promised to be the center of a new world order. While the synthesizers of the so-called new wave, allied to the punk movement, etched the contours of an emerging era, they also seemed to be the requiem of another era that insisted on hurting people. On the other side of the wall, the Iron Curtain started to vanish, and among the young people there was an urgent, almost palpable clamor for reunification, joy, and frenzy.


			As usual, Bruno Fischer, whose ancestors could have been homonym fishermen, woke up before sunrise to prepare his taxi, a black 230 Mercedes-Benz, his only worldly possession. He had certainly not dreamed of making a living as a taxi driver. Actually, in the first years of his youth, while the debris of the great war could still be seen here and there, he dreamed of becoming a successful musician. That was why he had at the same time neglected formal studies and learned English. Knowing the foreign language was extremely valuable for his job now, as he had become accustomed to picking up industry owners, mostly Americans, at theTempelhof Airport, and driving them to the booming industries and factories of West Berlin. The radio, always on the same station, started his day with the almost enigmatic sounds of “Strangelove” by the British band Depeche Mode, while he brushed his teeth — after having coffee mixed with milk and a sip of white rum —, and tapped his foot on the floor in the rhythm of the music, as if it could drive away the first thought that invaded him daily, about his failure in life and the pain he felt for being alive.


			Every day looked the same, and although like any other of his fellow countrymen he was used to fulfilling his tasks with all the exactness and precision possible, he always felt like there was something just out of his reach, no matter how close he felt to it. He was always tortured by the same dream, in which he ran down a wide avenue of ruins, and was attacked by cannons of greenish light and fell into a smoky grave, where his sight was of no help at all. He felt hunted by some animal of mysterious ancestry and ran until he woke up covered in sweat. The next night, this routine started all over again like a clock. He would get up, make his breakfast, turn on the radio, drink a hot beverage while looking at the usually empty street, and then he would brush his teeth, get dressed, and take his car keys and wallet along with his documents. 


			As soon as the song ended, while he spat on the small sink and washed his mouth out, the radio interrupted the daily programming, which alternated between the weather forecast reading and songs, and played the intro to the official communiqués: According to information received this morning by the four Allied Powers, former Reich Vice-Chancellor Herr Rudolf Hess was found hanged in the morning of the 17th of the last month at the age of 93. According to this communiqué, his body was buried in an unannounced location. The Vice­-Chancellor committed suicide with a wire he removed from a lamp of his reading room in the Spandau prison. Back to our regularly scheduled programming. The suicide of the person who was the Nazi party’s number two was being publicized only a month after his death so that neo-Nazi groups would not seek out his place of burial or organize a demonstration in honor of his passing. 


			Bruno was born on February of 1946 and haven’t witnessed anything of the Nazi government, although he had heard at school the accounts on the extermination camps and other atrocities carried out by the regime. He was nowhere near a national socialist. In fact, he considered himself a world citizen, as Bob Dylan had declared. He certainly didn’t doubt that there were still Nazis. However, leaving aside the symbolic and political aspects involved, when he heard the news reporting the death of an old man, he felt a chill down his spine as he considered that his life, with his new daily routine, was itself heading for the fatality that awaits every living being. Suddenly, in the orange half-light of the bathroom, he saw himself in the mirror. He could see himself in the mass grave of his dream, the smoke dissipating as if by magic, and the decay of once-living bodies all around him.


			He took a deep breath while squeezing his eyes and splashed a new handful of water on his face. Cut the crap, Fischer, he said aloud, staring at the mirror and remembering the phrase often said to him by Mr. Albert von Krisgler, his old friend and piano teacher, who had died of a massive heart attack a few weeks before. He evaporated in the smoke of existence, with his musical scores, his seventh chords, his favorite composers, his passion for music and his originality. Bruno turned off the radio, took his keys and documents and left, locking the door behind him. The moon, a nude sphere, floated beautifully in the sky like music. At a distance, he heard some suspended notes in the air. A cat enjoying Ziggy Stardust in the ears of the night, which was already leaving, ending its shift in the sky, dizzy, hungover and saying goodbye do Berlin. 


			Bruno methodically put the thermos filled with hot coffee on the roof of the car as he opened the door. That morning seemed colder than usual, the street was empty and only the barking of a dog could be heard far away, mixed with the dry sounds of footsteps, cadenced as if a woman were walking hurriedly. For a moment, he looked at both sides of the street, trying to see who was producing those mysterious footsteps, but he wasn’t able to see or hear anyone. Everything was as it should be, except for the dog that stopped barking, probably on the other side of the square, where he supposed the footsteps also came from. He accommodated himself on the driver’s seat and placed the bottle and the snack he brought on the passenger seat, resisting the temptation of driving to the back street of his apartment just to see who was the source of those steps, but instead, he wended his way towards the airport, as he always did in his daily routine.


			—


			It was past 9 a.m. and he was on his way to the airport to deal with an unusual request from Ivar Müller, his former father-in-law. Bruno had to pick up a foreign tourist who would land at 10 a.m. Both men hated each other, so Bruno was taken aback by the request. He almost told the old man to fuck off, but hesitated and eventually caved in. In the end, that old bastard would pay him a good amount for the job, and Bruno still owed him a certain debt of gratitude for having the cab he now drove. He listened to music very leisurely while smoking a cigarette and took a sip from the coffee, which quickly cooled down because of a malfunction in the lid seal. That was a task he thought to solve long ago, but out of negligence or stubbornness, he always came up with an excuse and refused to replace the goddamn bottle. Helga gave it to him when he bought the cab. Thank God, the woman said when he finally decided to give up his career as a professional musician and changed the jazz bars for something more certain — a monthly income. He accepted his father-in-law’s loan and bought the car, using part of the money to pay for a license. Bruno had always been a music lover and, as soon as he graduated from the conservatory where he learned the fundamentals and classical music, he fell in love for jazz and specialized in piano. He had been trying to achieve some success with his band for almost a decade. Berlin was a very propitious city for jazz and music in general, but he and the band never managed to break through the bar circuit. For a while, in recent years, especially after the birth of his son, he survived more thanks to the small money he earned as a taxi driver and sometimes as a piano private teacher than as a real musician. 


			Helga’s father had been an officer in the Mauthausen concentration camp in Austria, and had spent five years being held by American troops after the war until they eventually brought him to trial, where he was sentenced to a little over eighteen months. When he was released, in 1952, he married a distant cousin and quickly made a fortune importing goods from America. It was said in many circles that he, like other former Nazis, had hoarded treasures plundered from the Jews in the camps — things like gold teeth, prostheses, besides jewelry and wedding rings. After the war, when he was released he supposedly rescued the valuables and exchanged them for dollars on the black market. Although no one could affirm with certainty that this was the source of his fortune, the fact was that, thanks to the contacts he had made in prison, especially with the American guards, he was able to maintain a thriving import business. Bruno hated the old man, firstly because he had been against his involvement with Helga. And secondly because, thanks to him, Bruno was forced to abandon the dream of being a musician and buy the cab. And finally, because it was him who introduced Helga to her new husband, Cater, with whom Bruno swore she had cheated on him — and it was probably true, since she asked for a divorce as soon as she found out about her second pregnancy and was soon remarried. Bruno was quite sure that was Cater’s child and he almost had this suspicion confirmed, because the Englishman registered the boy as his without any kind of resistance.


			For a moment, Bruno was jolted out of his thoughts when he saw a beautiful woman in her forties coming out of the airport gates. She had a slim, slender body and a highlighted neck, and wore a flowered hat and sunglasses. She recognized her name on the sign Bruno displayed for the passengers who were coming out of the airport, arriving tired from their trips.


			—


			“Nikolaikirche?,”1 the woman said in German with a strong accent, bending over towards the passenger seat window. Bruno was a bit bewildered with her question. Firstly, because the destination was a bit more than thirty minutes away from the airport, but mainly because he was more used to passengers talking in English — he rarely drove German people during that period. Judging by the accent of the woman, whose scent was heady, he could tell that she probably wasn’t German. Her destination was on eastern Berlin. 


			“Do you speak German?,” he asked.


			“Nikolaikirche?,” the woman repeated, almost in the same early intonation, standing on the tip of her toes and looking at the car behind Bruno’s cab.


			“Yes. Nikolaikirche,” he answered in German, coming around the car to open the door for the beautiful lady, who stared at him. “It’s very close to here.” Bruno didn’t want to lose the passenger, but he knew that she would need a special authorization to cross the border. But that was none of his business. He would be paid for the ride whether he reached the destination or not.


			The woman carried no luggage of any kind — nothing besides a small brown purse. She sat hurriedly in the back of the vehicle, looking carefully at a man reading a newspaper standing in front of the entrance gate, a fact that didn’t escape Bruno’s attention. He was a very thin man with gloomy features and a skin that looked like it was tanned by the sun of the tropics, and who did not take his eyes off the newspaper opened in front of him at any time.


			“Could you please hurry up?,” reinforced the woman without any hurry or restlessness, just giving her voice a certain sense of urgency.


			—


			“Do you have relatives here?,” Bruno asked, after more than ten minutes of ride in silence.


			The woman didn’t answer. She simply looked out of the window and lit a cigarette. Bruno didn’t mind, he smoked too, after all, and was intrigued by the woman, both for her figure and her destination. Of course, the church was a famous tourist spot, but she didn’t seem like the kind of tourist who visits churches, especially right after leaving the airport without even having been to a hotel.


			“You don’t seem to be from here,” Bruno said, trying to strike up a conversation. She took off her sunglasses, revealing her almost hypnotic blue eyes, in a very rare silver tone.


			“How long before we get there?,” she asked, staring at him through the rearview mirror.


			“Twenty minutes.”


			They reverted to silence, as the woman pulled in a sharp breath.


			“I’m from Brazil,” she said finally, keeping her eyes on him.


			“Brazil… Good music there, huh?”


			“Hmm…”


			“I’m sorry,” Bruno said, smiling awkwardly, “but I thought there were only mulattoes there…”


			“And I thought the German people were quieter.”


			“Oh,” he laughed, “they are, but according to my dad it’s likely that I have some Russian blood, so…”


			The woman frowned, looking even more closely to the driver.


			“Are you Russian?”


			Bruno laughed, nodding and returning to silence.


			“Was that man with you?,” he asked. She questioned him with her eyes. “That tall, thin, dark-haired guy who was standing in front of the airport gate.” 


			“I don’t know who you’re talking about.”


			“Right.” Bruno took a deep breath. “You know, we’re used to seeing Intelligence agents here. Actually, most of the popu­lation in Berlin either is a spy or is involved with one. Both sides of the city are under constant surveillance…”


			“I don’t think that’s true,” she said with a charming and attractive smile. “Anyway, in case it is, should I assume that you are from the Stasi?”


			“I don’t think that would be bad. At least my wages would be better, I guess,” he answered.


			“I came here just to solve a family matter,” she said, turning her head towards the windowpane.


			“So you come form a German family?”


			“So to speak,” she gave a dull answer to end the conversation.


			“I’m asking this because you must know we’re heading to the east side, right?”


			“Don’t you have a permission to get in? That’s what I’ve heard, anyway.”


			She was not referring to some agreement between the governments, but to the custom established between the two taxi driver unions on the east and west sides, maintained by bribing the border guards. It was unusual for anyone to know about this scheme. And to cross to the other side, not only did you have to pay the agents in dollars, but you also had to wait until there was no one around. Usually, the mere crossing could take all day, and no one wanted to be on the east side when it got dark, because then you would have to wait until the next day to cross back.


			“There you are,” Bruno said, parking a few feet from the Sorting Center on the Wall, which in this part of town was just a bunch of fences and barbed wire. “Nikolaikirche is on the other side.”


			The woman showed no reaction at all, she just stared in the direction of the border guards, then in the opposite direction, down the street they had come from, to make sure there was no one there.


			“How much is the toll today?,” she asked, making Bruno turn from his seat and face her, surprised that she also seemed to know that the price of the ticket varied according to the mood of the commander who was on duty that day.


			“I don’t know… We’ll have to wait,” he answered, returning to his normal position, already a little annoyed by what happened. He thought that the woman would tell him to go back as soon as they reached the border. He knew that this arrangement existed among his colleagues, but he had made the journey on only two occasions, and even then, it had not taken long. The arrangement was valid only if the passenger was not a German citizen, as the entry to the eastern part was prohibited in such cases; the administration turned a blind eye for foreigners, except at times of great tension in the Cold War.


			“We’re staying here?,” the woman asked. “What are we waiting for?”


			Bruno flashed the headlights twice, praying that this was still the agreed upon signal.


			“Yes, ma’am. We’ll wait. Would you like a coffee?”


			“Does it take that long?”


			“Sometimes it does, sometimes not,” Bruno said, making himself comfortable on the seat and filling the cap of the thermos with warm coffee. “You’d better smoke a cigarette,” he said, lighting his own cigarette as he waited for the guards’ signal.


			“Shouldn’t you flash the headlights again?,” she suggested, a little impatiently. Bruno noticed that she was sweating, no longer maintaining the apparent coolness she had displayed until then. He didn’t answer, wondering what on earth that woman was looking for in East Berlin, especially in a church. Clumsily, and looking as if he didn’t know what he was doing, a young guard signaled to the car, asking it to approach.


			“And here we go,” Bruno said, breathing hard. He was apprehensive too. Without saying a word, and under the supervision of an older guard who was looking at the cab from inside the booth, the young soldier leaned towards the driver, keeping his gaze on the passenger, as if checking her out.


			“Brasilianisch,” Bruno said, pointing to the pretty woman. The guard looked at him. “Nikolaikirche; adventure travel.” He and the guard smiled.


			“Does she speak German?”


			“She thinks so,” answered Bruno with a smile.


			“She must be wanting to try a spicy bratwurst2.”


			Both of them laughed, and the guard inside the booth lost the interest and looked away.


			“Name?”


			“Bruno Fischer.”


			“Not yours, hers,” answered the guard.


			“Olga,” she said. “Olga Tavares.”


			The guard nodded slowly.


			“Five hundred,” he said.


			“Five hundred dollars?”


			Bruno was surprised at the price, as he had been charged between fifty and 120 dollars the other two times.


			Without hesitating, Olga pulled out a wad of dollars from her purse, counted the bills quickly and gave the five hundred to the young guard, who seemed quite happy upon seeing the amount. The scheme had grown in the past few months, and due to the success, more ranks in the hierarchy had joined in, which raised the fee a lot. The more mouths to eat, the bigger the bite. After a hand wave from the guard, the barricade was removed and the car was freed to go.


			“Five hundred dollars,” Bruno repeated, whistling in admiration as he crossed the roadblock. “That church must mean a lot to you.”


			Olga didn’t answer and remained in dead silence; stock-still.


			“I’ve got to say that I’m going to charge you in dollars too. And this… adventure of yours is going to be priced off the charts…”


			“Just drive,” she answered. “You’ll be well rewarded, I assure you.”


			—


			Following her strange instructions, Bruno stopped almost in front of the church and saw when the woman got out of the car and walked towards — without getting through — the doors of the building, with its two recently rebuilt Gothic towers. She seemed to look carefully at the buildings of the housing estates surrounding the medieval construction. Without getting out of the car, Bruno noticed that the mysterious woman’s gaze stopped for a few seconds and returned to the building on the left, moving in that direction right after. A little over thirty minutes had passed since Olga entered one of the buildings, and Bruno was seriously considering returning to West Berlin, even though he hadn’t been paid yet. The woman wisely refused to pay him any money in advance, chosing to settle it on the way back instead.


			He had never been involved with espionage or anything similar, so he couldn’t tell for sure if that went something like this. What he knew was that, although that day had started like any other, it was quickly turning into a very strange one. He was smoking on the side of the car, leaning against it and curling into his body to protect himself from the cold wind blowing.


			East Berlin was a real contrast to the west side. While on the capitalist side the streets were always busy at almost all moments of the day, with cafes and restaurants, in the eastern portion there was almost no movement in the streets, except at the entrance and exit times of the factories. The street was semi-deserted, and Bruno checked his watch. It was already close to 4 p.m.; the first shift workers from the factories would be released in a quarter of an hour.


			At a distance, Bruno heard the sharp, long whistles coming from the factories and in a few minutes the Historic Center of old Berlin seemed to have been flooded with hundreds of workers hurrying back to their apartments, looking tired and almost indifferent as they came upon a vehicle with West Berlin license plates. Bruno looked longingly at the building where Olga had entered; trying to see in the faces of the men who got in if any of them could be the man she was looking for. He had no idea what he was getting into or even thought that could be some kind of sex tourism, as the guard had joked. As quickly as it had filled up with people, the street emptied out, going back to the gloomy, gray aspect of before, with the sunlight getting weaker and the orange streetlights, like the ones on his own street, starting to take over the darkness that emerged.


			The clock read 5:24 p.m. when Olga finally came out of the building, carrying a very similar purse to the one she had come in with. Bruno could’ve sworn the first one was much smaller in size, but he could also be mistaken.


			“Let’s hurry,” she said, before she even got into the car. “We have around forty minutes.”


			“It would’ve helped if you had left earlier. We might freeze in the car if we have to spend the night in here,” Bruno said, starting the car quickly.


			“So you better hurry up, isn’t it?,” she answered him a little breathlessly.


			On their way back, they came across the same young soldier guarding the trench. Looking at his own watch, Bruno smiled, and the soldier answered with a smile of his own. It was seven minutes before the official curfew time.


			“Just in time, huh?,” Bruno said, a little sweaty as he had to speed up as much as possible to get there before the strict curfew.


			The young soldier, just as he had done before, leaned over the driver’s window looking at Olga, who was still sweating and whose hair seemed disheveled. He smiled and looked back at Bruno.


			“Five hundred,” the soldier repeated sending a shiver down Bruno’s spine. Once again, the woman didn’t hesitate and took out the amount requested, handing it to the young man, who laughed and ordered the opening of the gate to the opposite side.


			Bruno drove in silence for a while, heading almost ins­tinctively in the direction of the airport, angry and anxious to be paid soon. He had lost the whole day and wondered if there was any money left over from the woman to pay him.


			“A thousand dollars,” he said after a while, his voice shaking, oscillating between anger and curiosity. “A thousand dollars! Look, I have no idea what you’ve gone for and, honestly, I don’t even know if I should ask. What I do know is that no one spends that amount of money just for a fuck. So I don’t think that was the reason. What I’m sure about is that I’m going to charge you the same amount they did. A thousand dollars: for the day, for the ride and for the risk.”


			“The meter says 220 marks,” she answered, with a cynical air and a slight smile on her lips.


			He became enraged, throwing a furious glance at her through the rearview mirror.


			“We can go to the police and discuss it with them,” he retorted, unable to hide his irritation. She laughed, pulling out another wad of money of her purse.


			“A thousand dollars,” she said calmly, as if she was spelling every syllable, and passed the amount over his shoulder. He barely believed when he felt all that money in his hands. His day — his whole month, actually — was paid for.


			The mood change was almost instantaneous and, even if his tiredness made him want to finish that ride, he felt he owed something to that woman.


			“I’m sorry,” he said smiling. “I’m going back to the airport, but I didn’t even ask if that’s where you want to go. Are you staying at a hotel?”


			Olga stared at him, keeping a slight smile on her lips.


			“That thing you said to the guard,” she answered, “is what you think I came for, a spicy Bratwurst?”


			Bruno was embarrassed.


			“I was not sure you would get that… My apologies, I didn’t mean any disrespect. I just wanted to gain a degree of trust and familiarity with the guard.”


			“Hmm… No. I’m not staying at a hotel. But… If you’d like to provide me with this Bratwurst, I’d be happy to spend the night with you. I like your type. Do you live near the Tempelhof?”


			“Twe… twenty minutes away”, he answered confused and swallowed hard. “You’re joking, right?”


			“Do I look like someone who makes jokes? Don’t you like Latin American women?”


			Bruno looked back again, ignoring the traffic and thinking about spending the night with this strange woman from overseas. He laughed nervously, turning his eyes to the street.


			“No ma’am. I have nothing against them. And if that’s what you want,” he shrugged, “I can perfectly well spend the night with you. No problem.”


			“Good.” She smiled. “My flight leaves tomorrow at seven. I hope you can get me a decent breakfast at the dump where you live.”


			Bruno didn’t answer. He just nodded and turned the car around on the way to his apartment.


			—


			When they arrived, Bruno saw that the house was weeping. It was raining outside and the slightly open bedroom window had left the floor all wet. It was as if the night was in teary solidarity with the house. Perhaps it was a late longing complaining about Helga, Bruno’s ex-wife, who didn’t fill up its empty spaces anymore. After quickly closing the windows and wiping the tears of the house, he turned to that strange, attractive woman from the tropics and gave her a long kiss. His hands ran over her soft white skin. His tongue flowed like a waterfall and sailed gently through that sea, covering all its islands, rivers and lakes. In the middle of that flood, the woman decided to take the helm and led Bruno into a swirl of sensations. Gently, she kept on causing waves and tremors everywhere. Her sweat dripped down Bruno’s pores. The waves crashed in all directions and a storm emerged inside and outside the room. That’s when absolute silence appeared in the middle of the hurricane. Her eyes fixed on his. A kiss. A long breath. A smile. The calm. Everything was wet, and it was still raining in the city. The sound of drops exploding on the window. The house no longer seemed to mind Helga’s absence. At this point, it was as if she were nodding from an island far, far away.


			One-night stands were not alien to Bruno; in fact, it was commonplace, especially in the circles he frequented, full of musicians, dandies, tramps and amateur artists. And most of the German society, like the American and the English, lived a long period of sexual liberation, which was a legacy of the social movements set off by the Vietnam War and the hippies. But this woman in particular tasted different: she was the type who knows what she likes and likes what she knows in bed. Her body was ripe, but still held the glow and softness of youth. Rosy skin and fine brownish-blonde hair. A descendant of Goethe, of Strauss, but born on the other side of the Atlantic. A perfect blend, a pretty woman. Olga sat down on the small single bed. From her manners, it was clear that she was accustomed to refinement and comfort, and she seemed keen to show that for her, this — lying down with a taxi driver from another country — was an adventure, a quick escape. Still naked and showing off the magnificent curves of her back, she lit a cigarette, stood up and walked towards the stereo. Seeing her walk around the apartment, naked and barefoot in the half-light, brought back to him a nostalgic memory of the time when he was married, and it was only at times like this that he realized how much the beautiful sex was missed in a home, just by its presence or its smell.


			“Elvis?,” Bruno asked when he heard the song she played, loud enough to fill the small apartment, but not so loud as to disturb the neighbors. She smiled and remained silent for a while, standing in the middle of the room, smoking a cigarette and gazing into his eyes.


			“Only fools rush in,” she whispered, stubbing out her half-finished cigarette in the ashtray on the table next to the bed. Her exuberance was irresistible and, lulled by Elvis, she stuck her hand on her large brown handbag and went to the bathroom, locking herself in and immediately turning on the shower.


			Bruno had been married for long enough and had already been involved with a few women to know that her shower would certainly take a while, especially because she not ne­cessarily was under the shower — no woman wants her bed partner to hear what she does in the bathroom, especially after a night of intense sex.




OEBPS/Images/labrador.jpg
IL.abrador







OEBPS/Images/01.jpg
CHAPTER

SO1d0UL L,
nywom a1






OEBPS/Images/titulo.jpg
EpvAaLDO SIiLvA

BEYOND
the SMOKE

In the twilight of the Cold War: mystery, art

and secrets

rad

Labrador





OEBPS/Images/fumaca.jpg






OEBPS/Images/sumario.jpg
SINIINGD
10 111





OEBPS/Images/capa.jpg
EoyALD@ STV

BEYOND

rad

o Labrador






