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Esmeralda 
 
 
 
 
 “I have always wanted to make love in the rain,” I said.  I turned and pressed 

my back against the balcony railing.  I tilted my head, exposing my face to the 

raindrops.  Warm, thick drops landed on my face.  I felt them shatter, only to gather 

in the creases of my eyelids and the part of my closed lips.  The hot moist air pressed 

against my skin.  The air smelled like a freshly turned garden being watered for the 

first time.  I loosened my robe.  The cool satin slid down, exposing my bare 

shoulders. 

 The raindrops landed on my shoulders and face.  Slowly they traced their way 

down my neck and over my collarbone.  Then, ever so gently, they crept between my 

breasts and to the reaches beyond.  I laughed and shook my head.  My long hair 

sprang into curls in the moist air. It tickled my exposed back. 

 “Why don’t you join me?” I called into the bedroom.  There was no reply.  I 

opened my eyes.   How could he not have heard?  I looked down and bit my lip.  He 

must still be in bed.  I fixed my robe and walked to the open French doors leading 

into the bedroom.  I stepped inside and looked at his large bed.  It was empty except 

for the silk sheets tangled about the comforter and pillows.  With a deep sigh, I shut 

the French doors. 
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 I could hear a humming coming from the bathroom.  I lifted the front of my 

robe and headed towards the noise.  Occasionally the humming was interrupted by 

words sung off key.  I was nearly to the bathroom door when I felt a silky softness 

beneath my foot.   

Here is a 
complication 

My foot and the fabric slid across the floor.  I reached out for his dresser.  

My hand slid down the polished mahogany side as I fell.  I landed hard with a loud 

“oomph.”  Pain shot up from my backside to my head.  I sat there for a moment, 

dazed.  He poked his head out from the bathroom doorway. 

 “What are you doing,” he asked. 

 “I wanted to surprise you,” I said, hoping he would offer to help me up. 

 “Well, you certainly did.  Come on get up.  You look ridiculous with your 

foot wrapped up in my dirty boxers,” he said before disappearing back into the 

bathroom.  He left the door slightly ajar.  I stood slowly, my body protesting.  I 

hobbled into the bathroom and carefully sat on the padded bench next to the 

shower. 

 He washed the last of the shaving cream off of his face.  He shook out his 

razor and placed it in a cup next to the single toothbrush.  He unplugged the shaving 

cream warmer.  He picked up a bottle of after-shave.  I watched longingly as his 

naked back arched. The muscles in his arms bulged as he patted his cheeks with the 

scent.  He drew in a breath through clenched teeth.  In the mirror, I could see his 

eyes squint with pain. 

 “I nearly forgot.  Wait here,” he said.  He strolled into the bedroom.  I could 

hear a drawer slide open, a soft shuffling sound, then the hollow boom of a drawer 

being shut.  He reentered the bathroom and handed me a small wrapped gift. 



 “Happy Anniversary.  It should fit.  I had Ga-Ma’s ring resized.  You know 

how I knew what size?”  He waited a moment before continuing.  “I measured you 

finger when you were asleep.”  With a bow and a flourish he removed the towel 

from around his waist.  His deeply tanned skin stood in sharp contrast to the white 

where his Speedo usually hid all.  

He tossed the towel onto the bathroom floor and twirled into the bedroom.  

I followed him out, the unopened gift lying on the bench. 

 “I don’t want your gift.  I want you,” I whined.  I cautiously stepped around 

the treacherous boxers lying on the floor. 

 He laughed.  “You can have me.”  His naked, freshly-scrubbed body glowed 

in the candlelight.  “But first I have to take Esmeralda to the Spa.  Then I have to 

pick up her gift.  I’ll be done by dinner, then we’ll go somewhere nice, just the three 

of us.” 

More 
complication! 

 I shook my head. Tears formed at the corners of my eyes.  My vision blurred. 

I pretended to rub my face and wiped my eyes dry.  I wanted him to hold me in his 

arms and tell me everything would be all right and that I was the only one he wanted.  

He disappeared into his closet and after some mumbling came out carrying two 

different outfits.  He laid them on the bed and stood back. 

 “Which one should I wear?  I don’t want to be overdressed, but I want to 

look nice for Esmeralda.  You should have seen her yesterday.  I pumped her hard 

and she gave a little shake, then gave me her all.  It was like an orgasm,” he said.  

 An orgasm?  He never brought me to an orgasm.  Why doesn’t he take that 

kind of consideration in choosing what to wear when he meets me?  Last night he 

had one blue sock and one plaid. 



 “I don’t care what you wear when you meet HER,” I snapped.  My face was 

hot and my chest felt tight.  Tears were forming again.  I stood and hobbled over to 

the chair by the door where my clothes lay neatly folded.  I grabbed them and 

marched out.  Wearing only my robe and my pain I descended the stairway.  I went 

into his first floor guest bath and changed into my clothes.  Damn, I forgot to take 

my shoes.  It didn’t matter.  I knew I wasn’t wanted here.  I was just a distraction.  

His heart belonged to Esmeralda.   

 I headed to the garage through the kitchen.  I grabbed my purse off of the 

mudroom counter on my way out. 

 I opened the door to the garage and turned on the light.  There she was, 

basking in the glow of the fluorescent bulb.  He had covered her in a red cloth, 

which enhanced the sensuous curves of her body.  There she sat, her body absolutely 

perfect.  It’s as though she knew how much he loved her.  She seemed to mock me 

as I stood there with my bare feet poking out of my faded jeans. 

 “You bitch!  What can you give him that I can’t?  What pleasures can he have 

with you?  You are nothing but a body!  You have no intelligence, no soul. How can 

he love you?  Why doesn’t he love me?” I sobbed. 

 Esmeralda was silent. 

 I stepped closer, then closer. Still, she did not respond.  I knew what I had to 

do.  If she were no longer beautiful, he would love me, not her.  I inched forward.  A 

tire iron lay to the right of me.  I picked it up.  I dropped my purse to the ground. 

Oh  no! 
Confrontation! 

More 
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 The red drape lured me closed.  Her curves called to me.  I needed this.  My 

breathing grew heavy.  I was panting.  A warm dampness encased my body.  My 
What’s she 
going   to 
do now?



chest  heaved from the exertion of controlling myself.  I ripped the covering off 

Esmeralda. 

 “What do you have to say now, you hussy?”  I stroked her smooth body. 

 “YOU ARE TOO CLOSE TO THE VEHICHLE.  PLEASE STEP AWAY 

FROM THE VEHICLE.” Esmeralda demanded, her voice cold. 

Crisis! That’s it.  That sent me over the edge.  I grasped the tire iron in both hands 

and spread my feet for better balance.  I swung the iron up above my head, a smile 

across my face. 

 “Stop!  Don’t you dare touch my baby,” he yelled.  He was standing at the 

door to the mudroom. 

 “Don’t you dare touch my baby,” I mocked.  “Why don’t you caress me the 

way you do her?” I asked, the tire iron still ready to strike. 

 “Please, sweetheart.  Shnooky!  Put down the iron.  We can work this out,” 

he begged, fear and panic on his face.  “After I take Esmeralda to the Spa.” 

 “The Spa!  You never took me to a spa!  You never take me anywhere!  You 

never spent a whole weekend with me.  You never told me you love me!  How can 

you do these things for Esmeralda!” 

 “I don’t understand.  Esmeralda is my baby, my Boo.” 

 My arms were tired.  I lowered the tire iron.  He tensed, ready to leap in front 

of me to defend his baby.  Maybe I should try to hit Esmeralda, see if he would die 

for her. 

 “Choose,” I said. 

 “Choose what,” he asked, glancing from the tire iron to Esmeralda. 

“Her or me.” 



“I don’t want to choose.” 

 “Choose.” 

 “We’ve only been together for a year.  I’ve had Esmeralda for over five.  

How can I turn my back on her?” 

 “Urgh,” I yelled as I flung the tire iron at him.  It missed.  I picked up my 

purse and strode to the automatic garage door.  I pushed the button by its side.  The 

large door slowly retracted to show a gray morning.  Once the door opened enough 

for me to step under, I left the garage.  I walked to my car, the rain falling harder and 

harder.  I dug through my purse looking for my keys.  Between the rain and my tears, 

I couldn’t see clearly. 

Damn, I needed to clean out my purse.  I couldn’t find my keys.  This in not 

how it goes in the movies.  And where is he, any way? He is supposed to come to 

me, begging my forgiveness.  Why can’t I find my damned keys?  Why does the 

infernal rain smell like dirt?     

My fingers closed on cold metal.  I unlocked my car and took one last look at 

him.  He was hopping around the garage wearing only his boxers, trying to cover up 

Esmeralda.  I got into my car and turned it on.  “Heartbreak Hotel” wafted on the 

soggy air. 

 I pulled out of the driveway I tried to remember the good times we had, just 

he and I.  I couldn’t think of any.  The only times I ever saw him happy was when 

Esmeralda was there or he was thinking of her.  How romantic!  A man and his car. 

 

 

 

Climax!! 

Resolution 
At last. 

Do you see that the strength of this piece lies in its power to evoke specific moments as if they were 
happening right before our eyes? Instead of summarizing an event, whether real or made up for a 

grade, Melanie has ‘conjured’ that event as if it were happening in real time. This is showing instead 
of telling, and that ‘conjuring’ ability is the basis of all fiction (and a good deal of poetry.) Notice 

how she avoids interpreting for us—she knows we’ll see what she wants us to see through her 
presentation. Is this history? Hardly. Do we care? Nope. We just enjoy “seeing” (i.e. perceiving) for 

ourselves what the author hasn’t told us—that the main character is little bit immature, that her 
boyfriend is a sweet, funny guy who ‘gets’ how big a deal the car is but is nevertheless sure he can 

balance it all—and that the CLAST writer’s assertion that “not many women could endure that kind 
of competition” is superbly dramatized here.  


