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"But, I nearly forgot, you must close your eyes otherwise you won't see anything." Lewis Carroll

They told me to forget you, but they don't know how dark and hungry obsession can be.

Lana

20:30

The pastry is in the oven. I can smell a sweet and airy scent that makes me feel light and brings me back to my childhood. It is warm and carefree there - the world is naive, good, and uncorrupted. I breathe in the warm air, proud of my culinary skills. I wipe the flour from my hands and hurry to get ready.

The phone vibrates. Ray.

I move my eyes quickly over the display.

I'll be there in 30 minutes.

Great, son of a bitch, I think to myself, you'd better be. I'm gonna drain you to the last fucking drop.

I turn off the screen and take a quick shower. The water is hot, just the way I like it. Drops slide on my skin, steam enters my nose. I feel light again, and warm, and everything is good again.

I dry my hair in the bathtub and wrap myself in a soft, black towel. All is well again until I remember the text Ray sent my husband.

I know you would cheat on her with Hanna.

I feel my heart beating strongly, almost unbearably in my chest, and some invisible fist hitting my stomach. I apply a thick layer of mascara to my lashes, take a deep breath, and regain control of myself.

Not this time motherfucker, not this time.

This time, I'll be smarter than you. I'll be one step ahead of you.

Maybe you thought you were playing your little twisted game nicely, but you were wrong. You were terribly wrong, and tonight I will prove it to you. I'll make you confess everything, even if it's my last.

I take out a loose, black dress from the closet. The one with a neckline whose depth is on the borderline between decent and flirty. The well-cut, smooth fabric accentuates my every curve.

Yes, that's good.

I'm going to make you drool all over me today until I give you the final blow.

Shiny, blonde curls fall freely over my back and shoulders. I walk through a cloud of my favorite perfume, the scent of rose and cinnamon is all over me now.

I lock the apartment door and look at the clock.

20:45

It's time.

Ray

The city is quiet tonight. The streets are wet from the rain and smell of something wild and primal.

Or maybe it's the smell I smell every time I see her.

Wild, primal, piercing, almost unbearable.

She is the torn half of my soul, the dream of happiness that I let down the drain. She is magic, black, that kind that takes you over. She is the darkness that swallows my thoughts, kills the ego.

She is a woman I would kneel for, and I don't kneel.

She is the woman I prayed for, and I do not pray.

She is my best friend's wife. Lana Chatterfield.

Blonde, thin, interrupting me when I'm talking. Who allows herself everything. Who humiliates me with one look.

Lana.

I open the door of the small, cozy cafe and see her sitting in the corner. She waves at me with her thin hand.

Soft music completes the carefree atmosphere. People are happily laughing and talking.

They try to hide how miserable their lives really are.

I'm not trying to. I'm aware of the fact that I'm rotten and dirty, and I don't want to change that about myself.

I approach Lana's desk and watch her curious, nervous face.

-Sit down, Ray.

Lana

I squeeze his hand nervously as I feel his rough cheek press against my face. It's cold and smells like rain. It brings with it something stormy, something dark. The thing I've been wanting to run away from for so long.

He presses his cold, dry lips to my face, and now there is a storm inside me too.

The scent of his menthol bubblegum collides with rose and cinnamon. I watch him under the soft, rustic light of the cafe as he casually sits across from me.

-How are you, Lana?

His gaze is piercing, fixed on my face for far longer than is proper.

-You look good.

Again, he sizes me up like I'm a mannequin in a shop window. Like I'm his property. He runs his eyes over my body, and I feel the warmth spread under my skin. Not this time.

- I'm fine, thanks. But we didn't come here to chat, and I don't plan on taking you up a minute more than necessary. I know how precious your time is.

His lips curve into a half smile. Dimples appear on his cheeks every time he makes that face. He runs his fingers through the dark hair that now falls over his forehead.

- What exactly do you want to know?

That jerk. I light a cigarette, trying to hide my trembling fingers. I would die if he saw that. I inhale the smoke as I feel him watching my every move closely, and something dark and hot seems to come out of my nostrils as I try to stay calm.

-Everything.

I emphasize that one word to let him know I'm serious about this. No games this time. I let the silence sink between us as I look at his unbuttoned shirt.

- Well, Lana, you yourself know what Alex is like. But what you want, you should ask him, not me.

He drains the drink the waitress brought a moment ago, looking away for a moment. My stomach twists more and more.

- Why did you send him that message? Why do you think Alex would cheat on me with Hanna?

I'm trying to say this slowly, but my tongue is faster than my thoughts, and I'm almost not catching air between words. I can feel my thighs shaking.

Hannah is the nurse of my husband, Alex. They have been working together for years. Several times, I noticed that Alex was very kind and good to her. You know, kind in that way. But I would never have thought that he would cheat on me with her.

Until his phone vibrated in the dead of night while I was working on my laptop, tormented by my constant insomnia.

- I know you would cheat on her with Hanna.

My fingers became cold, and a bitter taste pooled in my mouth. Ray had been undermining our marriage for years, but this was just too much. I was feeling sick. I couldn't let him do that; he already allowed himself too much.

I called him and asked him to meet. As a means of blackmailing him into not saying anything to Alex, I used my only trump card - the threat of cutting off all contact with him, and I
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