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Roberto was nearly fifty and lived the life of a man who had done everything “right.”

He was Operations Manager at one of the country’s largest fuel companies. He had held the position for more than twelve years. He knew every tank, every pump, every safety protocol, every number on the inventory sheets as if they were extensions of his own body. He arrived at the plant at seven in the morning, reviewed the night reports, signed authorizations, mediated between the technical and commercial teams, and left at five in the afternoon with the quiet satisfaction of a day properly completed. His car waited for him in the same parking spot every day, the one marked “Management.” The drive home to Lambaré never changed: the highway, the bridge, the same streets, the same potholes, the same electric gate that opened only after a firm press on the worn remote.

The house was spacious, silent, and always clean. His wife managed the household with quiet efficiency. Dinner was ready on time. The clothes were ironed. The bills were paid. There were no loud arguments, no crises. There was also no desire. Years earlier the marriage had settled into a polite, functional coexistence. They slept in the same bed, but each kept strictly to their own side, as if an invisible border had been drawn down the middle. Every now and then she would allow him to touch her. Roberto approached those moments carefully, almost with shame. On the rare occasions she did not refuse, she responded out of habit—no moans, no urgency, none of that warm wetness he still remembered from the early years. He would finish quickly, turn onto his back, and stare at the ceiling while she was already asleep. After a while he stopped trying. It was less humiliating to take care of himself.

And that was exactly what he did, night after night, for years.

He waited until the house fell completely silent. Then he would pick up his phone, either slip into the bathroom or stay in bed facing away from his wife, and search. He didn’t need complicated sites. He knew precisely what worked for him: real women in their forties and early fifties, natural breasts, dark nipples, round asses, voices that moaned in Spanish. He preferred longer videos—ones where everything was visible, where the woman begged for more, where the man took her without hurry and she came for real. Sometimes he put on headphones. Other times he simply turned the volume down to the lowest setting and listened just enough. He would take out his cock—thick, heavily veined, always ready the moment the video grew intense—and stroke himself with the same technique he had perfected over the years: slow at first, faster once the woman on the screen began to cry out, and a final, tightly controlled release so he wouldn’t make a sound. The cum landed on his hand or on a tissue he later flushed. He cleaned himself, washed his hands, and returned to bed as if nothing had happened.

He was nearly fifty and he knew this was his sex life. There was nothing else. He never went looking. He never flirted. He never dared. He had no confidence. He was a genuine nerd: a chemical engineer who preferred talking about books, science podcasts, and documentaries rather than the weather, sports, current events, or whatever political trend was dominating the day. His social skills were almost nonexistent and he knew it perfectly well. With that handicap he would never attract a woman’s attention, so he didn’t even try. His pale green eyes weren’t enough. Neither was his financial position. The expensive car, the job title, the house—those things could impress in a corporate meeting, but they opened no doors in anyone’s bed. And he needed absolute discretion. He was married. He had an adult daughter. He had a reputation to protect. Dating apps, nights out, careless comments at work—any false move could cost him far too much.

So he limited himself to watching. To imagining. To jerking oft to relieve the ache. 

During the day at the plant he sometimes lost focus. He would watch a female colleague walk by and wonder what it would feel like to touch her. How her breasts would look once the uniform came off. How she would sound when she moaned. Then he would scold himself and return to the reports. By the time he got home at night the fantasy was already waiting for him again. He would switch on the television just for the background light, sit on the living-room sofa for a while, and eventually go upstairs. The ritual never changed: a quick shower, pajamas, bed, phone, video, hand, silent orgasm, cleanup, darkness.

Sometimes after he finished he stayed awake longer than necessary. He stared at the ceiling and thought about how absurd it all was. He had health, money, stability... and yet he jerked off to videos of strangers because his own wife no longer desired him and he had no idea how to make another woman want him. He felt old and, at the same time, as frustrated as a teenager. His cock worked perfectly. The desire was still there. What no longer worked was access. There was simply no access.

Weekends were worse. More free time. More empty hours. Sometimes he went out walking through the neighborhood just to tire his body. Other times he stayed at the home desk reviewing reports that could easily have waited until Monday. Anything was better than sitting still with an idle mind. Because when the mind was free it always returned to the same place: the need to touch and be touched, to smell a woman who was already wet, to feel a hot, slick pussy closing tightly around his cock, to hear real moans directed at him and not at some porn actor.

He had tried, once, years earlier, to talk about it with his wife. He had told her he missed sex, that he needed more. She had listened in silence and then answered that she was tired, that her body no longer responded the same way, that those things faded with time. There was no fight. Only a cold acceptance. After that Roberto never brought it up again. He learned to take care of it himself. He learned not to ask. He learned to live with the hunger.

And the hunger kept growing.

Over time the porn videos began to bore him—the unreal bodies, the improbable scenarios, the situations that never happened in real life. In the amateur category he rarely found anything well filmed; most of it was dark or shaky or both. The only exception were the cuckold videos, the ones with tripods, lights and microphones carefully set up to document the husband’s humiliation. Those never appealed to him. He couldn’t imagine himself in either role. So at night he started asking himself whether he would ever again feel the weight of another body on top of his own. He liked to fantasize about that. Used to relying on images to get aroused, he eventually discovered WhatsApp statuses. He had no social media, so it surprised him pleasantly to see that people he knew shared fragments of their lives—lives that looked far more interesting than his own. Most were motivational quotes, photos of food or landscapes, but every now and then some woman from his contacts showed a side different from the professional one he knew. He saw them barefoot, in shorts, in party dresses, in bikinis. He no longer had to imagine what his colleagues’ legs looked like; he could study them in detail. They were the ones putting the photos out there.

With time it became his favorite activity: quietly silently watching the private lives of the women in his contacts through their WhatsApp statuses. He especially loved the weekends, when the volume of photos increased and with it the chance of catching a glimpse of feet, legs, cleavage, or of imagining what the photo didn’t show. Until one particular status changed everything. From that day on, his life was never the same.

He was scrolling through WhatsApp statuses, feeding his usual private hunger, when he came across one that wasn’t a photo at all. It was a sentence. An accusation.

“The people at the Ministry of Labor are just like Alcibiades, damn them!!”

It was from Rosa. He remembered her. Like most of the others, she was a work contact. She had been the industrial safety supervisor for a contractor crew that had to repair a tank—welding, work at height, degassing, the whole complicated list. She had been the best. Her own people followed her without hesitation, and soon Roberto’s staff started following her instructions too.

Roberto stared at the status longer than he normally spent on any of them.

His first reaction was almost automatic: a half-smile. It wasn’t a photo of legs, or cleavage, or tight shorts. It was a cultured, direct, venomous complaint. And he, who had opened the statuses looking for exactly the opposite—a little visual flesh to feed the usual jerk-off session—suddenly found something that stirred his mind before it stirred his cock.

He remembered the story almost at once. The brilliant, arrogant, beautiful and dangerous Athenian. According to Plutarch, Alcibiades owned an exceptionally handsome dog, the kind people stopped to admire in the street. One day, without warning, he cut off its tail. When his friends asked why he had done something so absurd and cruel, he answered with complete nonchalance: “So that the Athenians will talk about this and stop talking about my real affairs.” The severed tail became the perfect smoke screen. While the whole city gossiped about the poor mutilated animal, Alcibiades went on doing exactly as he pleased with his political intrigues, his lovers and his betrayals. The people distracted themselves with the minor spectacle and lost sight of what actually mattered.

Roberto read Rosa’s status again and understood the blow. She wasn’t just cursing. She was accusing the Ministry of Labor of using exactly the same tactic: creating a minor scandal, a ridiculous fine, an absurd inspection—anything that made noise—so that no one would look at the real problem.

He settled deeper into the armchair, phone still in his hand. For the first time in a long while he felt no immediate urge to pull his pants down. He felt curiosity. And strangely enough, he found that exciting.

He typed slowly, choosing his words with care:

“And what tail did the Ministry cut off, and what smoke screen do they need it for, Rosa?” He sent it. 

The two blue ticks appeared almost at once. Rosa was online.

Her reply didn’t take long:

“Hahahaha. Good one. Exactly that. I’m so fucking fed up. They sent a ‘workplace safety’ inspection to a degassing operation that already had every protocol signed and audited by us. Instead of looking at what actually matters—the gases, the welding, the hot-work permits—they zeroed in on the first-aid kit. One roll of gauze was missing. One roll of gauze, Roberto. And with that they wrote up a report, threatened a fine that got bigger every time they mentioned it, and now I have to answer an official statement as if I’d left people without oxygen. Meanwhile the real risk is still sitting there, but nobody’s talking about it because they’re all staring at the fucking gauze. Severed tail. Perfect distraction. Alcibiades would be proud.”

Roberto read the message twice. The irony was dry, precise, free of unnecessary decoration. It wasn’t an emotional complaint. It was an intelligent accusation wrapped in fine poison.

He answered:

“Classic. While the dog runs around without a tail, the owner keeps doing whatever he wants. So how do
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