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"Anything that can go wrong will go wrong".

(Ley de Murphy)

To all of those to whom Murphy 

makes their life bitter.
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Morning after Halloween I wake up bewildered, disoriented and lost, just as in life. I didn’t know where I was, the time of day or how I ended up in that room, on that very comfortable couch. Nor why was I naked and covered with a blanket. I remembered going to a party. José invited me. A costume party with a lot of hot, and most importantly, easy broads, just what I needed to get over Sonia. I wore fine fabric green pajamas, a face mask, and a surgical cap, I smeared myself with ketchup: a butcher’s costume, but not the kind that sells steaks; as I told every girl Jose introduced me to, who asked me what I had come as. They were all good looking, or at least they seemed that way to me, but the thing that helped me forget Sonia were the drinks, quite a few drinks, plenty of drinks, too many I’d say. So much so that I’d forgotten how many I’ve had but judging by my headache definitely more than ten. They also kept me from remembering everything else. The last memory imprinted in my mind was a blonde pulling herself away with disgust in her face as I tried to explain that it was just a costume, that I was a nice guy, and that I wasn’t a butcher nor did I sell anything. But from that point on nothing, up until waking up in this house, on this couch, with that cozy blanket fondling my balls.

I heard a noise and jolted. I wasn’t alone. I instinctively lowered my hand to touch my side and back looking for the slit where somebody would have taken a kidney, as those things happen, but no, all was good. Perhaps...I checked elsewhere in my body and was relieved to see they were still with me. I didn’t know who it was, but apparently the night ended in triumph. I heard footsteps coming my way. God let her be hot, or at least not to ugly. The pace was slow and the wait unbearable. God at least let it be a woman. It was close.

Holy smokes what a knockout! I couldn’t believe myself. Could it be true? Had I laid with such a woman and finally put an end to my bad streak? All things pointed to yes. Here, take that! It was a pity that I didn't remember anything, but that wouldn’t stop me from telling everyone. Drop dead, Sonia! I had gotten over us, and in the biggest way.

Oh, you’re awake —she said—. Are you Ok?

As if it wasn’t enough she was able to speak. I thought I was falling in love. Just a few steps away from me, I could see her now, and yes, she was ravishing. Attractive, beautiful, perfect face, long blonde wavy hair, light green eyes, thick lips and a perfect body, crammed into some jeans and a white t—shirt that read Beauty Inside. And I, only I, had banged her last night.

Yes...dear. —I didn’t know her name and that felt right.

—Great! I just...wanted to...ask you something. 

There was no way, this goddess wanted more, last night hadn’t been enough, whatever it may have been. I knew that glass of soy milk I drank, in spite of its horrible flavor would bring me some joy.

—Of course...babe. —I still didn’t know her name and that was the best that I could come up with. About to go a second round in less than twenty four hours I was a little reticent to ask her name and her finding out I didn’t know it. Women don’t take those type of things very well, and I didn’t want to spoil everything.

—I wanted to ask if you could leave now...I’m in a hurry and...

Holy shit! And they say guys are the insensitive ones. You give them your best, and they use you for a night and break your heart.

—Are you Ok? —she asked with a concerned expression, coming closer to me. God she smelled good!—. Do you want to call someone to pick you up?

—No, no, I´m leaving.

I wasn’t planning on crying. When Sonia and I split up and I tried other women, I gave myself two unbreakable rules: don’t be pathetic, and don’t be pitiful.

I started to get up and realized I was nude. And I hadn’t gotten myself there, or undressed, or taken that soft blanket. If I was in this situation there must’ve been a reason, and maybe this girl needed to be reminded. I stood up dropping the blanket and smiling at her.

—What are you doing? Cover yourself! —she yelled.

I panicked. Stepped back, fell into bed and covered myself as best I could.

—No... Nothing. I thought we might repeat last night.

—Say what? Do you think you and I?

—Well, it’s not that I don’t remember, but it seems obvious to me, No? You brought me here, undressed me, put me in the couch.

—Stop, stop... When we left the party you were whining and yelling: “Sonia, Sonia! Why? Why?” There was no one else and I tried finding you a cab but there were no available ones. I remembered Jose introduced us at the party so I called him, and he asked me to take you home. But truthfully it was a little out of my way so I brought you here and let you sleep it off on the couch.

It made sense. It was possible, but something wasn’t quite right.

—Ok then, but why am I naked?

Maybe she made it all up and she actually did want to take my kidney or anything else. Please let her want a sperm donation, so not everything would be lost.

—I took your costume off. It had tomato all over it and I did not want to get my couch and blanket stained. The boxer shorts are on you, when I tucked you in, you had them on.

It was possible. It happened sometimes; I lie down and take them off while dreaming.

—So then... you and I haven’t...

—No! Of course not!

—And there’s no chance that...

—No! No!

—You couldn’t even think about it...? —I was taking the desperate route.

—No, no. Look, it’s not you, it’s me.

—Yes, sure. —What a bad excuse and so lame—. Make an effort, woman. Think a little.

—No, I’ve already thought about this: I’m a lesbian.

I stayed quiet, waiting for further explanation. I didn’t understand the problem, just more to brag about when I told everyone.

—And if you think about a girl while we do it?

—Huh? —she said in disbelief—. Nooooo! –She stated.

I had lost yet again. I was pathetic and had nothing to tell, except being bear naked in front of a lesbian. And Sonia wasn’t going to drop dead. And Sonia had won again. I wasn’t going to cry. I had to bear through.

—Don’t take it that way —she said. You’re breaking my heart. Look, there’s something we can do...

I smiled.

—If you want, go into the bathroom...

Yes. Yes. Yes. Lesbians have needs too, and a heart.

—... there are magazines, I’m sure you’ll like them. I’ll go to the kitchen. Take it easy, I’ll turn the radio on. Enjoy.

And, once again, I was pathetic and pitiful all at the once.
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My dignity prevented me from entering that bathroom. I put on my costume, though I didn’t find my boxer shorts. I wanted to get out of there as soon as possible, and did not waste any time searching for them.

It was cold and my skimpy outfit wasn’t helping much. The street name didn’t ring any bells, I tried asking a lady where I was, but she ran away screaming as soon as she saw me. Finally, I found a subway station. I wasn’t that far away from home. Lesbian, yes, but a little vague too. I had gotten used to walking and using public transportation ever since I sold my car after the break up. I didn’t have my wallet or cellphone on me as my costume didn’t have much storage room so I’d left them in Jose’s car before coming into the party, so now walking was my only option. It shouldn’t take longer than half an hour, go down the street towards the park, cut through it, and get into a nice warm shower right away, forgetting about the last few hours.

After just a couple of steps I realized I should’ve gone to the bathroom, I was peeing myself. That and the cold were both good enough reasons to pick up the pace. People started to look at me funny; I couldn’t tell you if it was my clothes, the ketchup or my long strides. 

Lately everything was going wrong for me, especially after Sonia left me, after fourteen years together. Our life wasn’t perfect, but I was happy. We drifted away a little but all couples go through bumps in the road. When she said she couldn’t stand me anymore and wanted me to leave, my whole world shattered. After all my whining and begging for a little more time, she said she had met someone else, someone else? Yes, a fitness instructor, ten years younger. I told her not to be crazy, to think it through, that it was just a midlife crisis and she’d get over him, that it was temporary. It didn’t work. She laughed and confessed that she had been banging him for over a year now, and would gladly spend another forty years doing so. I said I forgave her, all was forgotten and she said she couldn’t stand me, and I was a royal butthead. 

We split up. She kept the house and our daughter Andrea, so I had to pay part of a mortgage and alimony for my daughter, who isn’t really mine. Andrea was a newborn when I met Sonia. I fell madly in love and adopted her as my own.  Now she’s mine, all mine, in comfortable monthly installments. She kept the dog, who for some reason always hated me, so it was my only win. So many expenses and too little income forced me back into my parents’ home at the beginning of the year. Thirty nine years old and moving back to family rules was not pleasant.

As I pondered, with the cold and the urgency to pee, I had now reached the park. 

After the break up I’d tried to think positive and look at the brightside: I was single and I could have any broad I wanted. My first few dates were a total disaster, and I couldn’t find anyone to fill the void Sonia had left in me. Or maybe I wasn’t very inclined to replace her. Yes, I still loved her, and every phone call brought on this thought that she was finally fed up with frantic sex and missing our quiet time watching television on our sofa. But no, it was usually intended for me to go pick up something I had intentionally left at our apartment, or to let me know about some extracurricular activities or unexpected expenses with Andrea’s dentist.

I made planes with friends of friends or acquaintances of acquaintances, but never made it to consummation on the first date or even onto a second date. I laugh at female liberation. At the slightest insinuation I got nothing more than a slap and the bill. I also didn’t quite get it, I wasn’t so bad. Granted I wasn’t a muscular fitness instructor but I had my own charm. I mean there was a time where my hair was anthological, and now my stomach was a little rounder than flat, and I get winded going up the first three steps on a flight of stairs. But the systematic rejection the female gender displayed could only be due to my behavior towards them, which they often defined as that of a “royal butthead”. Maybe I talked about Sonia too much, and when I didn’t, I made some poorly received sexual advances. One thing was clear; I had to change my attitude and my way of facing this new stage in my life. It was either that or persuading Sonia to come back or some woman to engage in casual sex with me. This change was going to be hard.

The park was never ending. I’d gotten used to the cold now but the urge to pee was unbearable. I thought about relieving myself on some tree, but it was crowded with people walking and exercising. I felt my bladder twitch. I closed my eyes, clenched my teeth and sped up. Then it happened.

I felt the blow to my side and fell on the ground. A female voice screaming near me and random shrieks further away. I opened my eyes. A girl was stroking her legs just a few feet away from me. 

—Ow! Ow! —she moaned— what do you think you’re doing? How can you just start running without looking at who’s walking by? Are you insane?

—I’m sorry... I... —I dared not speak as I thought that if I moved I would pee all over myself. 

She seemed like a very young girl, even under eighteen. She had short hair, a brunette, big dark eyes, thin lips and white skin, almost pale. A small piercing on her nose and black eyeshadow covering her eyelids, making her seem older than she actually was. She was wearing a black t-shirt with what seemed to be a music band logo, sneakers and black leggings torn on her thigh, right where she was patting herself, revealing with this a thinly shaped body. She was wearing an armband with headphones coming up to her ears. 

Several people tried to help her, coming up to her while avoiding any contact with me.

—I’m fine, I’m fine —she said.

—I’m sorry... —I apologized— I didn’t see you there, I’ve had a terrible day.

—No need to say that —she said as she looked me over up and down— who did you kill?

—Nobody, No one! –I replied startled— it’s a costume, Halloween...you know... butcher, but not the kind that sells steaks. 

—Oh man, I figured. It was a joke. Aren’t you helping me up?

I had to move, I started slowly fearing I might not be able to hold it. 

—Are you Ok? Did you break something? —she asked me.

—No, no, it’s just that. I’m a little dizzy.

I stood up holding my breath. Nothing, mission accomplished, despite the jabbing to my bladder.

—And you? —I asked slowly drawing close, with short strides.

—Nothing, just a scuff and torn leggings. Goddamn it, there’re brand new! 20 bucks down the drain. Well, I guess I could wear them to go out. But, what happened? Why are you like this? Have any prostate issues or something like that? 

—No, no, it’s just better to be cautious, just in case I hit my head or something like that. Don’t worry, I’ll reimburse you.

—Naah, you don’t have to.

—So, is it bad?— I asked as I finally closed the 6 feet gap between us and bent down to help her.

—A scrape. Do you want to see it Doctor? —she said, lifting her leg up to my face.

I stopped, not knowing what else to do.

—Just kidding, it’s the costume. By the way, yours ripped too; you can see your sausage when you bend over. 

I stood up immediately, not measuring the possible consequences that luckily didn’t come to pass. Slit my hand to my groin to find out, sure enough, my pants were torn.

—Well then, seems like you’re all better. I can understand a lot, but I think a butcher that doesn’t sell steaks can still wear underpants.

—Excuse me, miss, Is this man bothering you? —said a voice behind me— I turned back to see two policemen with theirs arms crossed.

—No! Nothing like that! It’s all been handled, a little bump that’s all. He’s not wearing underpants and you can see his genitals.

—Their expression changed, they came up to me relaxing their posture but frowning as they drew near.

—Have you been drinking?

—Me? No...

—You reek of alcohol.

—Well, not today, last night, a little yes.

—And, why are you dressed like this?

—Halloween, a party, last night. —my bladder was starting to come back into action. I did not think running towards a three would be a wise idea right now.

—And you’re still dressed like this? 

You could definitely see that they were cops; they knew exactly how to hurt you. 

—It’s a long story.

—We’ve got the time. Start by showing us your ID.

—I don’t have it on me. I didn’t have anywhere to put it. I left it with a friend, Jose.

—Call him.

—I can’t. I don’t have my phone with me. I left it with Jose.

The girl kept looking at us. She seemed amused.

—Then you’ll have to come with us.

I almost said yes just so they’d take me somewhere to pee.

—But come on, it’s not that big of a deal —the girl interjected—I’m sure there is a logical explanation. 

The cops just looked at me.

—Yes, yes, of course. Maye I did drink a little more than I should have. Ok, too much. And I wasn’t feeling very well, so a friend took me in for the night at her place, and I’ve just left now. –I disregarded the fact that she was a lesbian and I hadn’t gone to bed with her, let them think what they wish.  

—And, what’s this friend’s name? Where does she live?

—Over there... —I said looking across the park.

I was about to burst into tears. They were taking me downtown, and anyone knew what could happen, they could just throw me in jail. What would become of me in my fine fabric very ripped pants?!

—Come on Come on —the girl interrupted again—. Let him go, poor thing is having the worst time. Couldn’t you just check his information quickly to make sure he isn’t Freddy Kruger?

I gave my name, last name and id number, and after verifying I had no record, they let me go. 

I walked as I was able; holding the ripped area of my pants so nothing would peek neither out nor in,  leaving the girl and the policemen behind. 
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The week after Halloween, and related incidentals, unfolded with an amazing tranquility to which I was not used to. I took refuge at work and at home, trying my best to avoid my parent’s well intentioned questions that would often include a hidden reprimand. My mother’s usual choice was to inquire if I’d already found a decent woman to make her a real grandmother. She never got along very well with Sonia, and much less liked she came with a daughter. My father enjoyed bringing up the subject of me leaving home again and supporting myself; that is unless I started bringing real women home with me, in which case I could stay for as long as I wanted to.

I started losing interest in relationships, especially with women. I assumed that there are things we are not all built the same for, and in my case, it was my relationships with women. I had to be realistic: I wasn’t very good at it. I had to adapt to my own reality creating a world of solitude and onanism, not a very hard thing to accomplish.

But then my mobile rang, I saw Sonia’s name and picture on the screen. Maybe she’d thought things through. Maybe she’d realized she needed me, that watching TV while having pizza wasn’t the same without me; that while my body wasn’t perfect it was fluffy enough to not be uncomfortable.

—What kind of mess have you gotten yourself into you scoundrel? —she spat into the phone without leaving me a chance to say anything.

—Excuse me?

—I said what have you done?

—Me? Nothing –I said intuitively hiding the magazines I had in the room. I’d always admired Sonia’s sixth sense to know what I was doing even when we were not together.

—There is a subpoena in your name. Good God, David, you have a daughter! What is it that you want? To humiliate her even more than you do already do?

—I have no idea what you are talking about Sonia. There must be some sort of mistake. Look, how about we meet for dinner tonight and talk it over?

—Are a moron or what? Get it straight, David: we are through, we are done; there will never again be anything between us. If it wasn’t for the girl I wouldn’t have to put up with you ever again. I’ll send you the letter when you pick her up this afternoon. And change your mailing address; you’ve been gone for over a year! Oh, and in two weeks, you she can’t stay over; she is going to stay at a friend’s house.

Sonia’s call left me unsettled. Not the subpoena, that was irrelevant to me, it was probable jury duty or something of the sort. But hearing Sonia’s voice again, and on top of it all I was going to miss a weekend with Andrea.
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