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         Once in a while, she’ll stare across the rainy city, searching for something to rest her eyes on. Usually, she’ll turn and look at me. She knows how much I love her, and how much I hate it. I can do nothing but sit there, in front of the typewriter I got just after we moved here, my brain is just as blank as the white sheet of paper on the roller. She’s the most beautiful woman on the planet; she’s a slut.

         

At night: She keeps me awake; tossing and turning below or on top of him, her fingers entwined in his, while he pounds into her. He does things to her, and she climaxes now. The sounds are not the ones I have gotten accustomed to, not the fluttering moans and deep sighs of orgasm flowing through her body. No, now; with him, she screams without abandon until the neighbours hammer on the walls and the concierge is summoned.

         

She has the same effect on him, and he takes her again.

I turn away from them, close my eyes tightly, and hide the pain away in the dark.

         

We had only been here a few days. She has been mute and quiet since we left home, and did not seem to enjoy any of it when we finally arrived. I don’t know how long we had talked about it, and fantasize together during the nights, for months. Suddenly, with the tickets in our hands, the joy and love had gone from our hearts.

         

It rained when we arrived. She stopped smiling at me.

         

We went sightseeing, and pronounced the new, and somehow familiar, names. Her hand was in mine as we strolled through street from movies and novels. She loves the language, and I adore the words here. The grew heavy and horny from the food and wine, yet something wasn’t right. I would write, while she lay on the bed, paced the room, embraced me, and stared out into the rainy, foggy night; humming some sombre melody.

         

Right there and then, I would give her my death.

         

She left home one day, and returned with him; A young dancer from the Opera. She ordered us take-out and we all ate it in bed. They spoke French together, a language I don’t understand. I went back to the typewriter and starred at a dot.

         

Barely thirty minutes had passed when they became quiet. The silence was only broken by a giggle and heavy breathing. He had a deep voice, and was apparently unable to whisper, but he didn’t say much. He only moaned as she rose to her feet in front of him, pulled down her panties and pushed her warm pussy in his face.

         

She moaned, too.

I could still hear his tongue licking her juices after I closed the door.

         

During breakfast, she stares at me silently, her eyes as deep as ever. But I can’t reach her there. And she’s seeing him, not me. I can’t reach her, even when she turns towards me in bed, away from him. She offers herself to me, newly fucked and warm, and lets me lick the leftovers that slips out of her warm, smooth lips. She’ll often reach inside herself and gather his sperm, before she pushes her slim, sticky fingers inside my mouth. She comes, soaking my face, and maybe, just maybe, she’ll let me inside of her. I wrap myself around her and fuck blindly, coming like a rush of water after seeing them have sex. But I never reach her anymore.

         

She’ll kiss one of us after I’m empty and fall asleep. Sometimes, I can feel him put his arm across her soft, flat stomach below the thin sheets. And sometimes, she’ll put her hand on my chest, memories echoing in my mind.

         

I get up in the early morning and place myself in front of the typewriter. But I never write anything, fearing I’ll wake up my girl with the hard tapping of the keys. However, no words come to me anymore.

         

I asked her once if she could tell me a fairy tale, like she used to do before we got married. 

 She simply traced her finger across my cheek and closed my mouth with a kiss.

         

Soft, her lips are so fucking soft.

         

I woke up one night, my heart hammering, a nightmare. I must have screamed because her eyes flickered open, looking at me in surprise. She had been sleeping in his arms with her beautiful face on his large, muscular arms, and her fingers entwined with his. She moves towards me, calming me like a mother, whispering comfort and calm into my ears until I start breathing normally and the spotted dots fade from my eyes.
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