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When the pursuit of a female utopia leads to a cruel, dehumanized reality, the last survivors of the old world must fight for the right to love—and to exist.
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Synopsis
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A dystopian future —or perhaps a utopian one?— where the tenets of radical feminism have been pushed to their absolute limits. Men are at a clear disadvantage, actively marginalized and replaced at every level by "empowered" women.

This is the story of two generations witnessing the evolution of an overwhelmingly female society, where the few women who choose to have offspring do so through selective artificial insemination to ensure they only have daughters. Men watch helplessly as they are relegated to second-class citizens, while the few boys born are subjected to ‘recommended procedures’ to prevent the resurgence of the dreaded ‘phallocentric’ culture.

Only small, underground groups of Christians remain, accused of hate crimes and facing a persecution more relentless than that of Nero’s time.

Yet, there is still reason for hope. Love, the world’s true engine, will fight with determination to break through a dehumanized society that has become cruel, despotic, and filled with hatred.
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Part One – Angel Face
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The Boss
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I’d reluctantly agreed to go out that night with one of my roommates from the apartment I was living in. The wildest one, naturally. 

Lucy had recently joined a crew, and there was this guy who was “super-hot,” in her words. She’d been chasing him for a while, but so far, she hadn’t managed to get him to see her as anything more than a friend. “Come on, come with me and meet him, see what you think.” 

I tried to convince her I wasn’t interested—among other things, I had a tough exam the next week. But no dice. Deep down, I’ve always had the same problem: I can’t say no. “Come on, maybe you’ll meet one of the other guys—they’re not bad either.” In her own way, she was telling me that I, naive and innocent as I was, couldn’t aim for that guy and should settle for one of the others. 

We got to the bar where this crew hung out almost every evening, and sure enough, there he was—Victor. There he was with his blue eyes, dark hair slicked back, piercing gaze, and an arm covered in tattoos. A mix of Tom Cruise and Patrick Swayze, but taller and more jacked. 

Victor, the alpha male of the pack, who they also called “the boss” and, more often, “Khaki,” after the khaki color of the military uniform he usually wore—either in that camouflage shade or navy blue. 

Lucy wasn’t wrong when she described him, and I’ll admit, my jaw practically hit the floor when I saw him. 

[image: ]

The boss was flirting with Carmen at that moment, the only girl in the group who didn’t give him the time of day, the only one who still resisted him. And that was probably why he paid her more attention than the others. 

That was Victor: a misfit, a rebel, a touch violent (only with guys), a troublemaker, captivating, charming... irresistible. 

And me? Well, I was like Sandy meeting Danny in Grease. I even looked like her—blonde, prim, eyes downcast, a convent schoolgirl who’d never been touched. 

I was in my fourth year of law school, and that year was a real challenge. 

I’d started college like most girls, at 18. My parents scraped together the money for my tuition, and for the first three years, I lived with the Clarist nuns, the same ones who’d taught me in school years before. 

When I moved to the city from my small town, my life was pretty dull. I barely talked to anyone, and every day was the same. Mornings at the law school, afternoons in the dorm, doing nothing but studying. 

But in my fourth year, everything changed. The nuns, strapped for cash, shut down the dorm, and I had to find an apartment with other girls from school. Fate landed me with Lucy and Clara, two girls who were nothing like my old, equally innocent (or more so) roommates. 

And, predictably, my grades took a hit. I’d gone from acing everything to slipping, even failing a class or two. It was a miracle I passed anything at all, because studying in that apartment was impossible. Lucy and Clara were still in their second year, with some first-year classes still pending. Every day was a party at our place, and even with my door closed and earplugs in, focusing was a lost cause. 

So I gave in and went out with them, if only to see this supposedly amazing guy they couldn’t stop talking about at home. 

And just like in Grease with Danny and Sandy, the moment I walked into the bar, he noticed me and broke away from the group to come say: 

“Hey! I’m Victor. You are?” 

“Olivia,” I replied, blushing to the max, barely able to look up. 

“You’ve got such beautiful eyes,” he said, and that’s when I melted on the spot.
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“You too,” I mumbled, but he didn’t hear me. One of the girls had just shown up and grabbed his arm, turning him around: 

“Hey! You gonna finish that story or what?”

He grinned and stepped away, heading back to where he’d left the others. But before he did, he grabbed my hand and pulled me along with him. 

There were three tables loaded with drinks in a corner of the bar. Victor was in the middle, spinning some story that was probably made up. But everyone was cracking up at his antics, the girls especially. There were eight or ten of us, guys and girls, though a couple of pairs weren’t paying much attention—they were too busy making out and groping each other practically on top of me. 

That October 20th was a turning point in my life. Looking back now, after all these years, I sometimes wonder if I should’ve told Lucy no and stayed home studying. Told her I didn’t need to go out with guys, that I just wanted to be a criminal lawyer, that I wasn’t interested in living life with a capital “L,” which is what I started doing from that day on. 

But then again, if I’d done that, I wouldn’t have met him—the person who shaped my life, for better or worse, from that moment forward.
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Senior Year
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My fourth year of college was a total disaster—I completely lost my way. In the end, I let myself get swept up, and I was almost always tagging along with Lucy to the Khan, the bar where Victor’s crew hung out, a crew I was now part of. Sometimes I even went alone if she couldn’t come with me for whatever reason. 
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The only thing I figured out in all that time was that I had no clue what was going on there. On one hand, all the girls claimed they’d hooked up with the boss at some point, though I thought most of it was just big talk, as exaggerated as the stories he told. Because, in reality, Victor only had eyes for Carmen, a skinny Latina girl who wasn’t nearly as stunning as the others. The only thing that set her apart was her apparent indifference to him, to Khaki, as everyone called him. 

Lucy definitely didn’t achieve her goal of getting him into bed. As for me, I can say—at least it seemed this way—that Victor stopped a couple of guys from hitting on me. Or maybe that was just my imagination, because I had no intention of letting any of them charm me. 

When the year ended, I left the apartment and spent the summer with my parents, trying to forget everything that had happened in that wild, unusual year, so different from all the others in my life. 

The next year, my family’s finances improved a bit, and they could afford to rent me a modest apartment where I lived alone, with the goal of finally finishing my degree. 

I tried to keep a low profile and avoid even passing by the Khan, but it was pointless. In a world ruled by social media, you’re always trackable, and soon enough, they not only knew I was back but also where I lived. I’d spent the whole summer saying I was staying in my hometown and not returning to the city, but it didn’t matter. 

Things went back to how they were before, or close to it. The only thing stopping my tiny apartment from becoming another party spot was its size. 

The big news this time was that Victor and Carmen were finally an official couple. Or so it seemed, even though both of them kept flirting with other people in the crew nonstop.
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A Rebel
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Victor had a rough childhood. His dad bailed on the family when he was just two, leaving him and his newborn brother with their mom, who had to raise them with next to no money. It was tough for all three, and as you’d expect, things got messy when Victor and his brother hit puberty. Without a father figure around, they were aggressive with their classmates, and their mom had her hands full dealing with their bad grades and constant expulsions from school. 

Luckily, by their early 20s, both settled down. His younger brother got a girlfriend pregnant young, and against everyone’s expectations, he stepped up, took responsibility for the baby, and threw himself into a job to support his new family. 

Victor, meanwhile, found work as a cop, of all things. After yet another trip to the station for one of his many street fights, one of the officers saw he wasn’t a bad kid deep down and suggested, “Join the force. That way you can hit people legally.” 

And that’s what he did. He was in great shape and passed the physical tests easily. The written exams too—he wasn’t dumb and studied harder than he ever had, discovering he wasn’t half bad at it. 

Right after passing, they sent him to riot control, where he got his fill of cracking down on rowdy protesters—there were always plenty. He was always on the front line, and unlike his colleagues, he wanted someone to act up so he could go all out. And he did, especially during the protests after laws were passed that favored women over men. “I’m a feminist to the core,” he’d say. “For me, women come first.” 

Later, driven by his passion for motorcycles, he got transferred to Traffic. That’s where he found his place—nothing in the world beat riding the roads with Oscar, his usual partner, on a 500cc BMW Trail. 

When he wasn’t on duty, he spent mornings at the gym with Martin and Samuel, his loyal crew lieutenants who’d nicknamed him “the boss.” 

His life boiled down to the same routine: gym, shifts, and flirting at Khan in the evenings. Whenever girls were around, his natural charm kicked in—playful, suggestive—and I wasn’t spared the winks he gave everyone else. I’d gotten them the previous year, but now they were more persistent, like I’d changed somehow, or maybe he had. 

And that was weird, because last year he wasn’t dating anyone, and this year, at least in theory, he was with Carmen.
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Seduction
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From the moment I met him, just like I imagine happened with the other girls, Victor was a kind of “platonic love.” He was the ultimate “hot guy,” the embodiment of masculinity, the kind of man you think about on a sleepless night. 

We all flocked around him just to be near him, to hear his stories, because he was insanely charming. The Khan meetups were nothing and fizzled out fast when Khaki wasn’t there. 

But the problem was, he was already with Carmen, probably the “alpha female” of the group, and no one dared challenge her reign. 

That’s why what happened that day caught me completely off guard, though, to be honest, there were already signs pointing that way. 

It was a Tuesday. I remember it clearly, just like I remember what I was wearing. Unlike the year before, I’d ditched my prim, oversized dresses and started dressing like the other girls in the crew. That afternoon, I had on tight jeans and a fitted tank top that, I’ll admit, showed off my breasts quite a bit. 

Carmen wasn’t there that day, and the boss was in a mood. He seemed annoyed for some reason, not his usual witty self, just sipping his usual rum and orange, sitting quietly in a corner while the other guys took over telling jokes and stories to make us laugh. 

After a while, I got up to leave. Exams were coming up, and I didn’t want to stay out too late. 

But as soon as I stepped outside, the boss followed me and started hitting on me, inviting me to his place. 

[image: ]

“But, Khaki, how can we do that? What’ll Carmen think if she finds out we were there, just the two of us?” 

“I don’t care what she thinks. Why should I? Why do you?” 

“But she’s your girlfriend... isn’t she?” 

“We broke up,” he said flatly. 

“Seriously?” I was stunned. Just the day before, they’d been all over each other, kissing and joking around nonstop. 

“You really broke up?” 

Without answering, he pulled me close and gave me a smile that could’ve melted the toughest woman. 

“Look, Olivia, you’re the most interesting girl in the whole group. From the moment I saw you that day, October 20—” he remembered the exact date! “—I knew you’d be mine sooner or later. I couldn’t get you out of my head!” he lied, smooth as ever. “I would’ve gone out with you if you hadn’t left for the summer. That’s why I got with Carmen. But that’s over now.” 

I was floored and didn’t believe a word. 

“But what do I have?” 

“Such a beautiful face,” he said with his most captivating smile, and then he kissed me. He kissed me, and I kissed him back, melting into a passionate kiss where time stopped for me. 

And somehow, in the blink of an eye, I found myself at his place, unable and unwilling to resist making love with him.
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First Time
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I was never scared of my first time. A lot of girls talked about pain, uncomfortable feelings... That wasn’t my experience at all. It was a pleasurable first time, full of tenderness and beautiful emotions, because he treated me with such care. I didn’t even bleed. 

It was Victor who seemed uneasy, smoking his usual cigarette afterward. He was restless, distant, like he regretted what he’d done. 

“You’ve never been with a virgin before?” I asked, trying to break the ice. 

“Oh, yeah! Tons of times!” His face relaxed, back to his usual self. “They call me the can opener. Didn’t you know?” 

“The can opener? Who calls you that?” 

“Everyone in the crew.” 

“Come on, Khaki, don’t brag,” I said, always using his nickname like everyone else did. 

“No, seriously! I’m not kidding! Look, Martin had this issue with his girlfriend. Not Laura, but one he was with before.” 

“What was the problem?” 

“The guy got nervous when they were about to do it. You know, he couldn’t... get it up,” he whispered, and I laughed. “Plus, she was ‘really tight’—a virgin and nervous too, so, you know, no way! So, he asked if I could ‘open the can,’ get it?” I burst out laughing. “It’s normal, Olivia,” he went on. “Some girls need to be ‘unclogged,’ you know, someone to ‘open the can,’ and then after that, it’s smooth sailing.” 

We both cracked up, and I pictured Martin trying and failing. 

“Come on, Khaki, I don’t buy it,” I said, still laughing, and he finally admitted: 

“Alright, fine. It wasn’t exactly like that. The problem was real, but he didn’t ask me. I was the one who suggested it.” 

“And he agreed? I mean, did she want to...” 

“Nah,” he laughed. “But I swear, Martin thought about it for a second before saying no.” 

We laughed again, and I got up to get dressed. 

“You’re leaving already?” he asked. “Don’t you want to spend the night? I promise more wild passion and intense orgasms,” he whispered, and honestly, I was tempted to stay. 

“I can’t, Khaki. I’m expecting a call from my parents.” 

“Didn’t you bring your phone?” 

“Yeah, but we usually do long video calls, and I doubt they’d believe my camera’s broken.” 

“Well, just tell them where you are, and I’ll introduce myself.” 

“Uh... bad idea. My parents are kinda traditional, so... I’ll introduce you when the time’s right.” 

I finished dressing, grabbed my shoes, fixed my hair a bit, and got ready to leave. He offered to walk me home, but I refused. We lived close by, and I didn’t want my neighbors to see me. They knew my parents and might tell them. 

So he just walked me to the door, and before I left, I said: 

“Another day, you can do all that stuff you promised. Deal?” 

“I promise!” 

We kissed, and I walked down the street, practically skipping. I felt like a kid whose parents had just promised a trip to Disneyland. I was bursting with joy, overwhelmed by happiness.
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Two Unpleasant Calls
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When my parents called, I was the one who was distracted. More than once, my mom had to say, “Olivia, are you listening? What’s wrong?” And I’d reply, “Nothing, Mom, I’m just a bit tired.” Which was true. Plus, I kept kicking myself for not staying the night with him, especially since my mom was only talking about trivial stuff. 

But that was just the setup for what came next. When my dad got on, he dropped the bomb: he’d been fired. 

“But they just promoted you! That’s how we could afford my apartment...” 

“A change in the company’s management, Olivia. And since my salary was higher now, firing me saves them a lot.” 

“Don’t worry, Dad. You’ll find something. You’re a great programmer, and...” 

“It’s tough, Olivia. My age is working against me.” 

“Well, I’ll work for you. I’ll drop out and—” 

“No, Olivia! Absolutely not! I’ve already talked to some friends, and if I don’t find a job, I’m thinking about installing fiber optic cables. It’s hard work, mostly outdoors, but I’m still strong, and it pays well.” 

“Yeah, but...” 

“I don’t want to hear you talk about dropping out again. Got it?” 

“Okay, but at least I could move in with other girls. Renting a room isn’t the same as a whole apartment.” 

“No. Besides, we paid your rent for the year upfront. The money’s already spent. Don’t worry, Olivia. We’ll get through this!” 

That call ruined the sweet moment I was in. Still, I wasn’t too worried. At worst, my mom’s nursing salary could keep the family afloat, though they’d have to pull my sister out of her school and find a cheaper one. 

Honestly, my dad was resourceful and would likely find something. It wasn’t the first time he’d left a job for a better one. 

I was more upset by another call the next morning—one that hit me harder. 

“Hey, Olivia.” It was Lucy, my old roommate. “How’s it going?” 

“Fine.” 

“Got anything to tell me? Huh? What happened last night?” 

“How do you know?” 

“Come on, girl, we saw you leave with him.” 

“Yeah, but...” 

“Did you sleep with Khaki, yes or no?” 

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “Apparently, he broke up with Carmen, and...” 

“Look, Olivia,” she said, her tone turning serious, “Carmen and Victor can’t break up. They’re like a drug to each other.” 

“That must’ve been before. He told me straight up they’re done.” 

“Yeah, and it’s probably true. But I’d bet anything they’ll get back together, sooner than you think.” 

I didn’t want to believe it. After how sweet he’d been, how well he treated me... how could he go back to Carmen? 

“No way,” I insisted. 

“Olivia, it’s happened before, and they always get back together. It’s a toxic relationship, and Khaki always comes out losing. He’ll never leave her.” 

“But why?” 

“He’s hooked on her... like it’s a spell. And she’s hooked on him too, by the way. But they’re awful together. Carmen blows him off constantly, disrespects him, so he gets mad and tries to hook up with one of us out of spite. To mess with her.” 

I was stunned. 

“You too...” 

“No, not us. If Carmen found out, she’d skin us alive. That woman’s dangerous, Olivia. You don’t know what she’s capable of.” 

I felt like I might faint. 

“Lucy! Why didn’t you tell me? I thought we were friends...” 

There was silence on the line, and then it clicked. They’d used me as a scapegoat so Carmen would come after me, leaving the field clear for them to get closer to him. 

“You’re a bitch, Lucy!” I spat with all the contempt I could muster. But she fired back. 

“No, it’s not what you think,” she said. “Besides, would it have mattered? Would you have stopped yourself from sleeping with him if we’d had this talk first?” 

I went quiet. 

“See? He’s into you, Olivia. You’re not like us, and neither is Carmen.” 

“I’m nothing like Carmen.” 

“That’s not what I mean. You’re prettier, more...” 

“No,” I cut her off. “I’m not.” 

“Okay, maybe you don’t have Patricia’s curves or Laura’s breasts. But your face... I don’t know, there’s a grace to you, the way you move, your expression... Maybe it’s your eyes. Khaki’s always looked at you differently than the rest of us.” 

“Okay, so what are you saying?” 

“Be careful from now on, Olivia. What you did can’t be undone, and...” 

“Are you gonna tell Carmen?” 

“No. But she’s not stupid—she’ll find out. I’m just saying, be ready when that moment comes.”
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Red Lipstick
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That day at the university, I couldn’t focus on anything. My mind was elsewhere, replaying every moment of that night with Victor and every word of my talk with Lucy. 

How was it possible that my life had been so uneventful, and then, in just a few days, I’d not only slept with a guy like that but everything seemed to be going wrong? 

I felt let down. It had all been so perfect, so beautiful, so magical, so ideal... it couldn’t be real. 

Yes, Victor was the kind of man any woman would dream of taking to bed. But like everything in life, he had to have some flaw. 

I went through days of back-and-forth—moments where I was determined to cut him off completely, others where I didn’t care about anything as long as he stayed with me. I was even ready to fight Carmen tooth and nail if it came to that, just to keep him by my side. 

The truth is, I’d fallen in love. Who wouldn’t fall for a guy like that after sleeping with him the first time? I was already smitten from the moment I saw him. But now I was drowning in doubts. 

Consciously, anyway. Deep down, I knew I belonged to Victor. I was his, body and soul, and that’s why I kept going to the Khan every day to see him, to be with him. 

I didn’t put on a leather outfit like Sandy in Grease, but I did wear tight leggings, a low-cut blouse, styled my hair, painted my lips bright red and my eyes blue, and adopted a more carefree attitude. 

And yet, the boss had vanished. He didn’t answer my calls or read my messages. 

To make matters worse, Carmen was nowhere to be seen either. Was she with him? I wondered, eaten up by jealousy. 

Since it was all “secret,” I couldn’t ask the others about it, though they did say he was probably “on duty” with the police, and Carmen... well, she was unpredictable. Sometimes she was glued to us, other times she disappeared completely. 

All the girls noticed I wasn’t the same anymore. Lucy, of course, knew what had happened. But the others? Had she told them? Or maybe, just like she knew, they did too? Was there a chance Carmen would find out? And if she did, what would happen? 

Then, finally, on Sunday night, he showed up. I was in my apartment, in pajamas, brushing my teeth, ready to go to bed. 

The buzzer rang, and I thought it was a neighbor. There’d been water supply issues that day, so I figured they were coming to talk about that. 

But it was him. He showed up in his black biker pants, khaki camo shirt, and that heart-melting smile on his face. 

“Hey! I’m here to keep my promise.” 

Unable to resist, all my doubts vanished like magic, and I threw myself into his arms, practically hanging off him, kissing him nonstop, until we ended up in bed moments later. 

It was a dreamlike night where I lost count of how many times we made love. Between rounds, we talked a bit, and he was back to his goofy, sarcastic self. His promise of a night of wild passion and intense orgasms was more than fulfilled, and I had the time of my life like never before. 

He told me he hadn’t called since Tuesday because he’d been away. I didn’t buy it, of course. 

Sure, he had intense road patrol shifts, sometimes spending days sleeping at the station before getting a whole week off. But that didn’t stop him from calling, and it confirmed what Lucy had said: he and Carmen hadn’t broken up. They couldn’t.
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Carmen
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The woman I was competing with for Victor’s love was fatherless, living on the outskirts of town with an alcoholic mother and an older brother, William, who provided for the family. Word was, William was mixed up in shady business, even though he was close friends with a cop: Victor. 

I’d only seen him a couple of times since he wasn’t part of our crew. Sometimes, when Carmen got too drunk or too unhinged—which was pretty common, since she was half-crazy—the boss would call her brother to come pick her up and take her home. Victor wasn’t allowed there; her mom couldn’t stand him. 

Carmen didn’t have a known job. She spent her time scrolling social media while blasting heavy metal, or sleeping, not caring if it was day or night. The music never stopped at her place, even when she slept, which probably contributed to her mom’s drinking and their issues. I think Carmen hadn’t moved in with Victor, despite his suggestions, just to keep tormenting her mom. She tortured him too, in her own way, because that was her nature, just like seduction was Victor’s. Neither could stop. 

Despite her love for that kind of “music,” when it came to making love or dancing, she was all about salsa and bachata, her go-to rhythms with Khaki. That was Carmen in her bipolarity. 

Though Latina, she wasn’t short. More mestiza, about my height, but super skinny, with a gaunt, bony face and sagging breasts from never wearing a bra. Her outfit was always the same: tight jeans, a jacket, and a cotton tank top, summer or winter. 

She never wore earrings, jewelry, or makeup. Her only real asset was her long, waist-length hair and those deep, dark, mysterious eyes that always hid what she was thinking. 

I never saw her laugh out loud. Even at Victor’s funniest jokes, she’d only manage a faint smile at best. 

She was completely different from the rest of us, and maybe that’s why Victor preferred her. Plus, there was a particular strange bond that went back to childhood, which I only found out about later. 

Turns out, they’d known each other since they were kids. 

They went to the same school, being the same age, and always had this weird obsession with each other. Even back then, they’d fight, and teachers would try to keep them apart to stop them from hitting, biting, or pulling each other’s hair. But it was no use—they’d always find each other and start fighting again. 

As you’d expect, they lost their virginity to each other, very young, at the start of puberty. 

Then they lost touch. Victor’s mom had to switch him to different schools because of his troublemaking. But they reconnected in high school, where their “love” picked back up. 

That’s when their current pattern formed: they’d get together, break up, sleep with other people, get back together, break up again... and so on. Eventually, Carmen started taking his infidelity harder, even though she gave him plenty of reasons to cheat. 

And then I showed up, the latest collateral damage in their endless cycle. 

That incredible night we spent together until dawn—he lied to me. He hadn’t just come off a shift; he’d been with her. 

Yeah, he’d finished his shift at noon, but they spent the afternoon together, dancing at a trendy club. Then they went to his place, where they had a big fight—I don’t know why—and didn’t do anything. Victor dropped her off at her place on his bike, then came to mine. From what happened after, I think she suspected he was with me. And that was a serious problem, because I wasn’t just another fling or a one-off mistake like others when they fought. I was a full-fledged rival, more than any of the women who’d come before me in his life. 

But knowing he was still with her didn’t stop me from loving him like crazy. After that night, I thought I’d never love a man the way I loved him, even with her in the picture. 

Even if I was just another of his many conquests and he’d eventually ditch me, that night he made me his again, branded me as his property, like cattle marked with fire. From then on, I knew I’d never belong to another man. No one could measure up. Even if I had to share him with Carmen, I’d be his—or no one’s.
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Reconciliation
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As usual after a fight, one of them would go looking for the other. This time, it was Carmen who went to find him, only to discover he wasn’t at his apartment. Bad sign. She made a few calls and drew her own conclusions. 

She was leaving his building when she saw him pull up. She was crossing the small garden around the apartment complex when she heard the unmistakable roar of his Harley and turned around. 

The boss wasn’t exactly in top shape after the wild night he’d spent with me. 

“Where you coming from, huh?” 

Her presence caught him off guard, and he didn’t know what to say. 

[image: ]

“Uh... I was with Oscar.” 

“Liar,” she hissed, clenching her teeth. “Your partner spent the night with his girlfriend. What, you guys have a threesome?” 

“Fine, I was at the Orbe,” he improvised. “Got a problem with that?” 

She smirked sarcastically and said:

“Alright, Khaki, you just confirmed you were with a girl. Otherwise, you’d have said from the start you were at that bar. Who was it? Huh? Who were you with? Angel face?” 

“Angel face?” 

“Yeah, Olivia! They saw you leave with her on Tuesday!” 

The boss went pale, even more than he already was. 

“How can you think I’d... Besides, that chick’s a prude. Everyone knows it,” he said, looking away. 

“She’s angel face. You can’t fool me. I’ve seen you getting real close to her lately.” 

“That’s all in your head.” 

“Oh, the others imagined you leaving with her on Tuesday too?” 

“Tuesday, I just walked her home.” 

“So you tried to hook up with her, but she didn’t let you. Right?” 

Victor didn’t answer. 

“Come on, tell me who you were with tonight.” 

Khaki sighed and finally said: 

“Fine. Tonight, I was at the Orbe trying to hook up. Happy now? I wouldn’t have done it if you hadn’t ditched me yesterday,” he shot back. “Besides, I’ll be with whoever I damn well please, you hear me? Whoever I want! Olivia, Lucy, Laura, Patricia, anyone. Got it? And if you don’t like it, deal with it or find another guy. Clear enough?” 

Carmen gave a sly smile, stepped close, her lips brushing his. 

“You’ll be with who I let you,” she whispered. “And none of those girls, or whoever you slept with tonight, have my permission. Got that?” 

“I like it when you get all dominant,” he grinned, grabbing her backside. 

“I know.” 

They kissed, and she immediately started groping him, a clear sign she wanted to hook up. But he wasn’t in the best shape after his night with me. So he said: 

“Only now, I’m the one who doesn’t want to.” 

She smiled again and added: 

“Come on, Khaki, I know you’ve still got something left for me,” she groped him again in the same spot. “You’re not gonna give it to me?” She gave him that look only she could, and they kissed again, even more passionately, before heading inside. 

After giving it his all with me, it seems he still had something left for his favorite. 

The jealousy strategy worked, at least for a while. Carmen softened, and they got even closer for a time, barely showing up around us. That should’ve been my chance to forget him, focus on studying, and finish my degree. But I couldn’t get him out of my head. I couldn’t focus because now I was the jealous one. 

Still, their romance didn’t last long. Those two were doomed to fight and make up forever, trapped in an endless cycle of love and hate that consumed them and defined their lives. Then I showed up—angel face—as a twist of fate to break the spell, to end the curse devouring them. 

I, angel face, was doomed to watch it all unfold, powerless, always caught in the middle, serving as Victor’s shoulder to cry on, his mistress, his outlet, every time things went awry between those two lovers.
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Sobriety Checkpoint
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The car didn’t stop—it blew through the breathalyzer checkpoint and sped off. But the officer was on it, hopping onto his bike and chasing after it relentlessly. 

The BMW roared with the full power of its 500-plus cubic centimeters, flying over the ground, and it didn’t take long to catch up to the fleeing vehicle. 

The car had no choice but to pull over, and the officer saw that its occupants were just a couple of terrified teenagers. The driver rolled down the window, looking scared out of his mind, and the cop didn’t hesitate to draw his gun and threaten him aggressively. 

“Get out of the car!” he shouted. “Get out, you damn bastard!” 

The kid was petrified, barely able to open the door. The officer holstered his weapon, grabbed the kid by the shoulders, and yanked him out through the window. 

He held the boy in the air for a moment, and the kid pissed himself. Like a rag doll, the cop spun him around and slammed him against the car, twisting his arm. 

The kid was screaming in pain, and the officer might’ve broken his arm if someone hadn’t stepped in. 

“Victor!” another officer yelled, just arriving. “What the hell are you doing? Go take a walk, alright?” 

The newly arrived officer apologized for his partner and finished the report. As expected, both kids tested positive for alcohol, though the passenger could barely blow into the breathalyzer. He was curled up in the seat, scared stiff, and complied with everything asked of him. 

The two teens were taken away in a patrol car, and a tow truck hauled off their vehicle. Then the two officers got on their bikes to leave. But before they did, Oscar said to his partner: 

“You got into it with Carmen again, didn’t you?” 

“Yeah. I think this time I’m done with her for good.” 

“You don’t even believe that yourself.” 

“I’m serious. I’m sticking with Olivia, and I’m never seeing her again.” 

“We’ll see about that. Why don’t you just admit you’re hooked?” 

The boss didn’t answer, and his partner went on: 

“You’re like a junkie, man. You know the drug’s bad for you, but you can’t quit.” 

Victor nodded and turned away. His partner was right. 

“I can’t do it, Oscar,” he admitted, putting his hands over his face. “I know she’s bad for me... but I can’t. I’m crazy about her, man. I’d do anything she asked...” 

“You should stick with Olivia and forget her.” 

“For sure,” he nodded, glancing at the bike he was sitting on. “Olivia’s like this BMW. Powerful, reliable, obedient, no surprises. Never lets you down and handles great when you want to push it. A way better bike in every way.” 

“Yeah.” 

“And Carmen... well, she’s like the Harley Chopper: a crap bike. Uncomfortable, unreliable, breaks down all the time, leaves you stranded... but you can’t stop yourself from riding it, tearing up the roads day or night. You get me?” 

“Not quite. But tell me, does she know you’re also with Olivia?” 

“No. If she found out, she’d skin her alive. I’m sure of it.” 

“And Olivia...” 

“Yeah, Olivia knows.” 

“And she doesn’t care?” 

“She cares. But she deals with it.” 

Oscar crossed his arms and added: 

“This won’t end well, Victor. Sooner or later, you’ll have to pick one.” 

“I know.” 

“Who’ll it be?” 

“No clue,” he sighed. “I’m dreading that moment, man. But I know it’s coming.” 

“And when it does, who’ll you choose?” 

The boss crossed his arms too and stared at the ground for a moment. 

“Probably Carmen.” 

“Seriously?” 

“Or neither. Sometimes I think about getting out of this city. Request a transfer, start over somewhere else. Find another girl and...” 

“Times are tough for girlfriends, Victor. If I were you, I’d hold onto what you’ve got. Women are empowered now—they don’t need guys.” 

“Not guys like me.”[image: ]
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The Orbe
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The day everything changed, we’d planned to meet in the afternoon at the Paraná, an ice cream shop far from the Khan to avoid suspicion. 

Honestly, I was getting tired of this “secret” romance, of being the side chick, of sharing Victor with Carmen. 

That Saturday, I made up my mind to have a serious talk with him, to say something like, “Khaki, we need to talk. This can’t go on like this.” 

I rehearsed a thousand ways to say it and chickened out a thousand times on how to approach it. The truth was, he got defensive whenever her name came up, acting like I didn’t know anything. Any mention of Carmen made him uncomfortable; his demeanor shifted, he got defensive, and he’d try to change the subject. 

That morning, I sent him a message he took forever to answer. It wasn’t until almost noon, after I kept pushing, that he replied with a curt: 

“Fine, whatever. I’ll come to your place this afternoon.” 

Our meetups were always at my apartment now, never his. After Carmen’s ambush, he didn’t dare bring me there. 

“No,” I shot back. “My parents are in town today, and they won’t leave until tonight.” 

“Then we’ll do it another day. I guess you’ll want to be with them.” 

“No. They’re meeting friends this afternoon. I was with them all day yesterday. You can come after they leave, but before that, we can hit the Paraná if you want.” 

Truth is, I knew if he only came to my place, we’d do everything but talk about what mattered to me. I melted completely when I was with him, so meeting in public was the best bet. 
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He showed up almost an hour late, and honestly, it might’ve been better if he hadn’t come at all. He was cold, in a foul mood, complaining about everything, and I didn’t dare bring up anything serious. I tried to be cheerful, friendly, smiling... but he didn’t budge. In the end, after downing his drink in two gulps, he left. Left... to go find Carmen, leaving me there alone. 

Victor had finished a shift that Saturday at dawn, and naturally, he wanted to see his girlfriend. They’d planned to meet at her place in the morning, but she didn’t show. She wasn’t answering his calls, and he had no idea where she was. He called her brother William, who said she was at home. 

So, without thinking twice, he headed there, even though Carmen’s mom had banned him from coming near. 

When he arrived and rang the bell, her mom saw him through the window, sparking a huge fight between mother and daughter. Finally, Carmen came out and snapped: 

“What the hell are you doing here? I don’t need more problems with this psycho!”—meaning her mom. 

“I just... you weren’t answering... I didn’t know if something happened to you. I—” 

“Get the hell out of here!” 
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The boss hung his head and left, totally thrown off. That’s why he was so distant with me that afternoon and why he bolted so fast—to try and fix his mistake. 

While he was with me, he kept checking his phone, and apparently, he’d managed to arrange to meet Carmen at a café near her place. 

“I’m sorry about this morning,” he told her. She’d just gotten there and, lucky for him, was in her bipolar “green” phase, meaning she’d calmed down a bit. They kissed. 

“Wanna come to my place?” Victor asked, submissive. 

“No. I want to go dancing at the Orbe.” 

The Orbe... the trendy biker spot up on Blue Mountain, near a reservoir. A tough place to get to with all its curves, but the boss navigated them like a pro. They went there often, sometimes with Oscar and his girlfriend. 

Victor, like a typical guy chasing a girl in heat, went all out on the dance floor, and she played along. They danced salsa and bachata, pressed tight against each other, moving sensually. 

Then, when she was just about ready, they stepped outside to where he’d parked the bike to hook up right there, in a spot they’d used before—behind a small shed that used to be storage for the bar but wasn’t anymore. 

[image: ]Carmen liked doing it in unconventional, uncomfortable, relatively exposed places, and he didn’t mind one bit. In fact, over time, he almost preferred it—the extra adrenaline rush. Against the wall with her legs up while he held her, or sitting on the bike, were some of their favorite spots. Once, they even did it while the bike was moving—the Harley made it easier—and nearly crashed. 

The problem was, when they went outside, she suddenly flipped from her “green” phase to “red” and resisted. That pissed off the boss, who wasn’t about to take no for an answer at that point. 

Still, he tried to charm her gently, pulling out all his top-tier seduction moves, but Carmen wasn’t having it. Not yet. 

“You still mad about this morning?” 

“Maybe,” she said, her face serious. 

Whatever the reason, Victor still had to pay a bit more. 

But he didn’t see it that way. He hadn’t done anything wrong—she was the one who stood him up after they’d made plans, after he’d been on duty for days without seeing her. 

Plus, she’d gotten him worked up enough with all the dancing, and he wasn’t leaving without getting something. 

So he grabbed her hard, pinned her against the wall, and started unbuttoning her pants. 

“You won't dare ...” 

“Oh, really? And if I do? Will you report me to the Inquisition?”

“I don’t need those prudes and dykes to defend me,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with defiance. “I can handle myself.” 

That threw him off a bit, and he eased up, kissing her neck but still working on her pants. She shouted:

“Let me go!” 

He stopped and stepped back. They stared at each other for a few seconds, and without a word, the boss got on his bike, put on his helmet, and tossed hers away. 

“Where are you going? You’re leaving me here?” she asked, her face shifting. 

He didn’t answer. With a thunderous roar, he started the bike and took off... to do with me what he couldn’t do with her.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Reservoir
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It was a quick, fleeting, almost frenzied encounter. He made love to me with force, no tenderness, no feeling—like animals. 

And just as fast as he came, he left... and went back to Carmen. After all, she had no way to leave unless another biker gave her a ride... 

And that’s what she was trying to do. When Victor got back, he found her kissing another biker while the guy groped her breasts. To top it off, she saw him coming but, instead of pulling away, hugged the guy tighter and kissed him harder. 

That enraged Victor so much that in two strides, he was on them, yanking the guy off her and beating him mercilessly. 

The other guy was tough too and tried to fight back, but he was no match for the boss’s 220 pounds of pure muscle, especially in a blind fury. It was only because a few guys barely managed to pull them apart that he didn’t kill him on the spot. 

The guy was so battered he could hardly stand, and some wanted to hold Victor until the cops arrived. 

Carmen realized how serious it was. If that happened, they’d open a case against him, and he could lose his job. So she stepped up, saying he wasn’t to blame—that the other guy was assaulting her, and Victor had saved her. 

Abuse against women was a huge deal, and just the victim’s word, without proof, could land a man in prison for years. 

“You want us to call anyway, miss?” the bartender asked, eyeing the guy still on the ground. “We can turn this pig over.” 

“No,” she said. “I just want to get out of here. Let’s go, Khaki.” 

They kissed and walked out hand in hand. They reached the spot where he’d parked the bike—the same place they’d been hours earlier. Then she said: 

“Take me to your place?” 

But this time, he refused. He was still pissed about her careless attitude, which had pushed him to such an extreme reaction. 

“If you want to do it, it’s here,” he pointed to where they’d tried earlier, “or at the water tank before the crossroads.” 

“No. Your place.” 

That threw him off. He could get not wanting to do it there after what happened, but the tank area was one of her favorites, and the night was perfect for at least ending well. Plus, it wasn’t the first time she’d rejected him at the last second, like earlier, and he’d had enough rejections for one day. He wasn’t about to take another, and he knew he’d strangle her with his bare hands if it happened again. 

They got on the bike, and in less than a minute, they covered a stretch that usually takes five. 

“Khaki! Slow down!” she shouted a couple of times as he took curves practically scraping the ground. 

They reached the turnoff to one of the reservoir’s water tanks, a secluded spot lit up by the full moon. Victor stopped the bike, took off his helmet, and she did the same. But Carmen wouldn’t get off. 

“I told you, your place. Why are you stopping here?” 

“Here or nothing,” he insisted, grabbing her hand to pull her off. But she yanked free and doubled down: 

“Your place.” 

There was nothing more to say. He knew her well—she wouldn’t budge. 

So there were only two options: force her or get back on and leave. Deep down, he didn’t even want to do anything with her anymore. All he felt was rage. 

Without a word, they got on the bike and started down the tight mountain curves at breakneck speed. 

“Khaki! Slow down! You’re gonna kill us!” 

But he kept going, taking curves almost flat against the ground. 

“Khaki, you’re gonna kill us!” Carmen clung to him as the Harley roared, sparks flying when metal scraped the ground. 

“Khakiiii!” 

Victor didn’t take the turn toward the city. He kept going straight toward the reservoir, not even sure where he was headed. 

It started raining, making everything worse. The speed, the wet road, the low visibility, a sharp curve—who knows. The Harley gave out, and they were thrown off, tumbling down an embankment, bones breaking as they rolled until Carmen landed in the water and a thick tree trunk stopped Victor’s fall.
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The Judge
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It was almost noon when the judge arrived at the hospital. There, he met the police officer who’d responded to the accident. 

“He’s one of us, Your Honor.” 

“You know him?” 

“No, but he’s in Traffic. Had yesterday off.” 

They both looked at Victor, lying in bed, eyes vacant and filled with tears. 

“He’s got multiple broken ribs, a dislocated shoulder, and a broken arm. Bruises all over, of course. A doctor just confirmed the severe pain he’s in comes from a broken rib piercing his pleura. Hurts every time he breathes.” 

“I see,” the judge said. 

“They were lucky a driver coming the other way saw them slide and fall down the slope. Otherwise, they’d still be there. It’s a low-traffic area, especially on a rainy day like today.” 

“Yeah. How’d she die?” 

“Forensic says she drowned. The fall probably knocked her out, but she might’ve come to in the water. Problem was, her helmet filled up, and she couldn’t get it off. Understandable with a broken arm and another badly injured.” 

“Right,” the judge nodded. “They were coming from the Orbe, yeah?” 

“Yes. A colleague checked and confirmed it.” 

“What was their relationship?” 

“Seems they were dating. They were together that afternoon, dancing. Then he left for a couple of hours, came back, and found her with another guy. A fight broke out and...” 

“The other guy was after her too?” 

“According to the bar owner, she said the guy was assaulting her. But some witnesses aren’t so sure. We don’t know what really happened. Point is, they left, and, well, ended up in the reservoir. When we got there, he was holding her in his lap, crying like a child.” 

“He pulled her out of the water?” 

“Yeah. The full moon gave some visibility. Despite the pain, he managed to swim to her, pull her out, and try to revive her. But it was too late.” 

“I don’t get how someone in his condition could do that.” 

“He’s a strong guy,” the officer said. “Still, it was when he picked her up that the rib pierced his pleura. If that’d happened earlier, he wouldn’t have been able to move.” 

The judge sighed and looked at Victor again, who was now visibly whimpering, broken physically and mentally. 

“Alright,” he concluded. “I don’t think there’s much more to say. I’ll file the report and write it up. Officer, send me yours, and let’s wrap this up.”
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The Military Hospital
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The military hospital was over 200 miles from our city. For security, all state security forces were sent there to avoid criminals taking advantage of their vulnerability. 

As expected, visits were heavily restricted. Only Maria, Victor’s mom, had somewhat free access, but the distance made daily visits impossible. She tried to get time off work to stay with him, but it was denied for reasons I’ll explain later. 

Truth is, Victor was in bad shape. Emotionally wrecked from losing Carmen, the pain when he breathed was so intense they hooked him up to a morphine pump to cope. He needed constant help even for basic things like going to the bathroom or washing up—any movement shredded his lungs. 

His boss pulled strings to get me a special permit, letting me practically live with him in that hospital room for the two-plus months he was there. Maria took over on weekends, giving me a chance to go home and freshen up. 

Honestly, his mom and I became really close. She told me she’d been a religion teacher at the school where she still worked, but when the new government took power and banned public practice of Catholicism, she lost her job. Being a woman saved her from being fired outright—she started as a cleaner and later moved to an administrative role. But her current bosses never forgave her past ties to an “ideology” that clashed with the new “dogmas,” and they looked for any excuse to fire her for good. 

She also said she’d never approved of Victor being with Carmen. She didn’t like her one bit, and she wasn’t wrong. More than once, she warned him he’d never get anything good from her and that she’d make him miserable. Two people with such strong personalities couldn’t possibly get along. Like magnets, opposites attract, but like poles repel. 

But Victor, a natural rebel and thrill-seeker, ignored his mom’s advice, as kids often do. 

After all that time, his broken bones healed, and the infections cleared up. They discharged him and sent home with a three-month recovery period before he could return to work. I moved in with him since he still needed help with a lot. 

Eventually, he physically recovered, but the guilt wouldn’t let him live. His girlfriend died because of him, only because of him, he kept saying, and he couldn’t bear it. 

That’s when my parents told me about Medjugorje. Some neighbors had taken their daughter there on a pilgrimage, and her life changed completely. She’d suffered from severe depression, anorexia, bulimia, and multiple suicide attempts, but after the trip, she “miraculously” recovered, started living normally, lost her negative thoughts and social aversion, and even fell in love with a boy. 

Medjugorje is a small town in Bosnia, in the Balkans, where the Virgin Mary supposedly appears to visionaries. It started in 1981 when “the Gospa,” as they call her in Croatian, appeared to a group of young people (Ivan, Ivanka, Jakov, Marija, Mirjana, and Vicka). The apparitions continued, even though those kids were now elderly. 

Bosnia hadn’t yet been fully gripped by the anti-Catholic hatred, and pilgrimages were still allowed. “We should go before they ban them,” my mom said.
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