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Chapter XIX: More than 30 years with Maria Galdamez 

(When the undercover narcissist is a woman) 

 

We are going to reserve the real name of the covert narcissist this time and we will name her 
more appropriate with what some of her friends called her, which is Maria Galdames, a prostitute 

from Talcahuano, Chile. She will charge CLP$500 / 1 USD per the escort services she provided 
there. 

I've been wondering for a long time what goes through a woman's mind. covert narcissist soon to 
turn 51 … and I want to leave the facts of her life captured in this chapter. Maria Galdames grew 
up in a department of Ñuñoa accompanied by 3 sisters and 2 brothers plus her father, her father is 
a collective transportation driver, and his mother Mater Narcissist. Since I was a child She grew up 
in the same environment, she was instilled with fear and trepidation, and her greatest terror was 
to a personification of a dark being that arrived in the night, opened the door of the apartment, 
she had dinner   and then She went around to abuse whoever crossed her path.   It was a recurring 
fear that everyone who lived in that place had, who couldn't really tell if this was a nightmare or 
just happened in fact, since it resembled the horror stories that are told at around a bonfire on the 
beach. Then we will know why this was not something dreamlike but it had everything of reality. 
Her first-person story begins here: 
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Maybe I was really abused, that's maybe why I remember my 
brothers taking me and They locked my room and didn't let me out 
all night, not even I couldn't even go to the bathroom.  Then my 
brothers grew up with me and the eldest left, leaving me a bit 
orphan, I still had my other older brother. Sometimes he would lock 
me in his room and I would sleep. I napped there, when I looked at 
his room I felt like my visual space was reduced to the minimum 
expression since he had a wall of things on the four walls of his piece, 
as I matured I knew that this is the symptom of Diogenes' disease, I 
find the explanation now in the way our mother tormented us for 
years “You're a good-for-nothing” “You're rubbish” “You're not even 
good enough to go to buy” “it was useless and a piece of shit” and all 
kinds of insults towards we her sons and daughters. She invented 

that her children   hated her, that they had performed witchcraft on her, that no one loved her, 
that she was going to die, that her children hated her and she didn't know why, which for me was 
clear. After a while I started hearing that noise at night, which didn't bother me. I had realized 
what it was, and as the minutes passed it became more Of course the noise I heard was the moans 
of my sisters sodomized by the pedophile who came in at night and attacked us all equally. I 
achieved I escape most of the time thanks to my older brother but several times he I left the door 
open and I fell asleep with my headphones on and he brutally sodomized. After suffering this 
several times I became a slave of my headphones that he used to not hear inside me the screams 
of my sisters asking for help. As the years went by, one of my sisters became she as a secretary as 
she could, even though she was morbid, she was able to develop her sexuality Although she 
promiscuously she developed a genital virus which is why she had to having her uterus removed, 
of all the relationships she had, her only child was born from a baker. Another of my sisters had an 
only daughter and after a while she she became mentally ill until an event that occurred at my 
house where she left running screaming that he didn't know where she was. My other sister at the 
age of 35 years she got Alzheimer's and forgetfulness from her Biology Thesis until school where 
she was working as director. My other sister, the closest to me She is a Kindergarten Educator and 
together with her baker whom she has as her husband when She became pregnant, she did 
everything possible to abort, however the only thing she achieved was she was to give birth to a 
child who survived with some after-effects to whom It makes it difficult to speak and you have 
problems with enzymes that his body does not produce. He brother who was like my father, had 
the habit of stealing books, even though he was mechanical civil engineer of the USACH, he never 
practiced and acquired the disease of diogenes,  at the age of 40 he found a Brazilian woman my 
mother's age who, after giving it to her, is a month later acquaintances took the few things and 
disappeared from it without saying goodbye to anyone, I think that he lives in Brazil with his 
elderly wife. Then when I entered adolescence I married and had three children in a row, the 
middle one died after several months of pregnancy, after seven years trying to be happy in a 
normal way I realized account that no I was happy and I began to surround myself with people 
who made me feel alive again. time, that's how my husband at the time had the brilliant idea of 
moving in in front of a farm and after a few years there I met the group of security guards. the 
construction company that set up shop in front of our house, they harassed me which It made me 
feel like a goddess, I'm rich, I'm seriously rich, I told myself, I A tingling sensation started from my 
pubis to my head, no one had ever done this to me. feeling like this, that a real man looked at me, 
for the first time I find myself a real man who wants to take me and make me his. This guard who 
always I was wearing sunglasses, he started by asking me the time even though his watch It 
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worked well, I realized that he was interested beyond 
what I could. See, I let a few weeks pass, maybe the 
passion of the moment would pass, but He insisted 
even more strongly that I invite him to come to my 
house, I asked him if he could fix my dog's wooden 
house, to work I noticed that he got a very tight T-
shirt that showed off his well-formed body, when he 
finished He asked me to go to the bathroom, I served 
him a glass of drink to thank him but I He said that he 
could thank him in another way, while I smiled and 
my heart It was throbbing along with the rest of my 
body at 1000 per second and before I could To 
answer him, he pounced on me, grabbed me roughly, 
put me on the table, and I ended up playing the role 
of being married to him. This was repeated for 
months, and Every time my husband had to travel, 
the man with glasses appeared for me. house and he 
came in, I waited for him every day at the time when 
my children were not there and He took me like a 
real man and   made me feel like his wife. After a few 
months I asked for a car My husband and he bought 
me one upholstered with velvet, it was perfect since 
my My knees were not hurt by the velvet and I walked with my lover naked. two in the soft velvet 
while he was unfaithful to her every chance he got. This me made me feel punished for all the 
abandonment I suffered because of my husband, On one of those rides the emotion reached such 
a level that we hit a whole wall. on the side of the  car where he sits driver. I blamed everything on 
a supposed car that appeared on a street. with no way out, so everything happened without 
suspicion. Easy. Everything fell apart one day after seeing my husband for a week with no 
expression on his face when I told him He was speaking, one Friday. That day, instead of entering 
his studio full of books where he had the easel on which he painted, and his desk with the machine 
writing room where I heard him typing long into the night next to a glass of wine, that day, he did 
not enter his study but upon entering the house he He came right to me and he told me what I 
never expected to hear him say. listen how He was discarding me, he told me that our marriage 
was dying and that he would leave. far away and that I would return the house where we lived 
after 7 years. He faced me saying that he knew that he was deceiving him and that he brought 
men into the house, and he told me showed a photo where the man appeared (in the reflection of 
my sunglasses the one who took the photo appeared), the worst thing was that I was very obvious, 
of course, there was I made the mistake of taking just one photo to challenge him. At that point I 
already was not at hisreach since I felt I had another value and obviously much more valuable that 
he. After his words I took my things, the clothes I could from my children and I asked my mother-
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in-law to help me and buy me tickets to go to 
Iquique where one of my husband's uncles would 
wait for me for as many months as necessary, All 
our expenses would be paid by my father-in-law. 
It was the least they could do for me. I waited 
seven long months until the day came when he 
arrived on his knees the miserable, apologizing 
for the bad time he put me through, he arrived 
with the speech that everything would be 
different or something like that, I understood 
him. I expected it and Of course, I put my 
conditions on the table: no more books, no more 
friends, nothing more music in the mornings, 
nothing more visits to his cousin or to his 

parents. This way I can control when he is watching me or when feel that you suspect something 
of my movements, over the years that They came, everything worked in my favor as I had planned, 
I put pressure on him a little and bought me a new car or moved to a better house, even when the 
miserable man told me one day that he had  finally finished paying for the house and the car, I 
made him go into debt again, hahaha. He had a job where he installed systems to the 
municipalities and one day he told me that the architect of the municipality of Quinta Normal had 
sat at the table where it was her turn make classes of the construction management system, that 
added to the constants calls from the general manager's secretary to pass on calls from his boss, it 
made me angry so I convinced my mother-in-law to make a fuss about it at his job and getting him 
fired for doing this to me. They didn't fire him that time so I made him ask for a raise and if not, 
look for another one. job . And so he did. He was totally under my control. I remember another job 
that he had where they sent him to the mining and oil companies, in a opportunity was in Punta 
Arenas  and I remember that he had to be in the place for nine months, and after 4 months he I 
made up an argument where I accused him that he had another family in the place. No It's been a 
long time since his employer met me and he had to pay for my trip and stay in the place for at 
least a month to verify that he was not unfaithful to me. When they sent him to the USA and 
Puerto Rico, they did not leave him alone and returned him dependent of me, that way he 
couldn't sleep if I wasn't present. Ha ha ha. It made me laugh hearing him cry on the phone saying 
he would call until late. Never I made him suffer by leaving me at home and not spending 
everything on me. Should pay. Finally he asked to go back because he couldn't be far from home. 
During that time I hired an employee who came from the jungle and asked her to do it. subdue me 
through witchcraft, and give me wealth, as a reward for I would let her and her daughter get 
intimate with hers. Then it occurred to me that I could keep everything if he went to prison, which 
is why I asked the employee to ask her minor daughter to offer herself to her and so He could be 
accused of abusing a minor. In return he asked me to give him all my shoes, my clothes from 
abroad, belts and jewelry accumulated over the years of marriage. I gave everything but money to 
that witch. It turned out that he prayed and God protected him like no one I had ever known, the 
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damn thing was lucky. To make 
matters worse, the employee's 
youngest daughter fell into a 
trap that my Her husband set her 
up, made her send him a 
Christmas video showing her 
breasts and after this she 
showed it to me and forced me 
to fire her mother, my 
employee. Since this was never 
part of the deal, the employee 
ended up suing me. My Luckily, 
my father-in-law represented 
me. I made friends with a chef at a church near my house, and after talking for a moment I 
realized that She slept with all the men she knew and also women, so she didn't I delayed 
introducing her to my husband so that he would be unfaithful to her, even I had my husband give 
her English classes and asked him to undress from her in in front of him and I literally told him -I'm 
giving it to you-. She slept with a An obese 60-year-old man who had a restaurant in Las Condes, 
but he realized I notice that my husband was doing better. She didn't take long to offer herself to 
him and She started harassing him but she let him take the initiative, which never happened, 
unfortunately. I stayed great going to the gym, all the men stopped at me they offered. At that 
time we were hanging out with a minor named Valeria, in my At home we were alone, and there I 
began to feel that I deserved it, that I She was seductive, she was a goddess and for that reason, 
since she was so attractive, I didn't want to deprive that woman of my sensuality. We kissed and 
caressed each other a while. It wasn't his first time so time just stopped us but we took it. calmly. 
Our relationship lasted a few months since I was at great risk. In At that time I had agreed to have 
the last child that my husband asked for, but After that and without his consent   I I operated so as 
not to have more children and along with that I swore that that idiot would never let me again. he 
would touch, he didn't deserve a goddess like me, so my mere presence It would be enough from 
now on in his fucking life. May you enjoy my presence and if you don't I liked him to get out of my 
life. When my last child was born I began to notice in women, and I started to see something that I 
didn't have on my radar: they wanted me more. That men. I let them enjoy my body, I showed off 
in front of them, I let them desire me, let them slip their expletives and dirty words, Only they 
were allowed. I felt how I was changing inside, I went to the next level. While that was happening 
inside me, on the outside I was cold towards him, and I was only in charge of liquidity, whenever I 
could I handled cash to Leave no trace of my expenses. All cash, no cards. Could not discovering 
what was mine, this double life was my vice. I looked great with my new ones “friends” always had 
all the cash, and full of jewelry we went to the hotel Hyatt to eat, other days I changed my 
companion and took her to the Giratorio Restaurant to eat meat, other times to the Marriott Hotel 
and sometimes there were three of us, They all adored me, telling me how beautiful I was, how 
young the beauty looked. of my body, of my nose. Etc. There was no doubt they adored me even 
more than the men from whom I received invitations. During my promiscuous period With men I 
began to get used to using increasingly larger dildos. Then With women he left it for special dates. 
I always invited them, every Whenever I could and had I invited them. It was beautiful because no 
one suspected anything and we were all happy. 

Is everything I can report. 

keep him in debt  & manipulate him on his travels. 

Best wife guide / 11 rules to keep him happy 
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NARCISSISTIC COVERT 

Lo What you just read is the lying version 
of the truth. From a narcissist covert that 
appears modest, shy and vulnerable in 
front of the world with the that they have 
to deal with. Those are the masks of her 
that I will try to tear down here. I I like to 
think that this is the version from the 
point of view of a person without mental 
disorders. I have an artistic personality, 
which is why I always liked art, since my 
youth I tried for a year to dedicate myself 
to making a living art, painting my 
paintings and going to Plaza Ñuñoa to sell 

them, without  success. This did not diminish my desire to become such. I got used to painting, 
drawing, I learned to take portraits charcoal on titian paper, the first struggle was finding my style. 
Then Learn more. From a very young age I learned to play musical instruments like the piano, 
electric and acoustic guitar. And reading has accompanied me all the time. life. I tried for a while 
to read the authors I liked the most in order, that's right. how he started reading the Greeks, the 
Romans with the basis of philosophy (Thales of Miletus, Pythagoras, Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, 
Epicurus, Seneca, Plutarch, Saint Augustine, Saint Thomas, Machiavelli, Erasmus of Rotterdam, 
Luther, Bacon, Descartes, Locke, Voltaire, Kant, Hegel, Schopenhauer, Marx, Nietzche, Sartre, 
Foucault, Heidegger, Wittgenstein, as I remember. Then I remember the Greek tragedies and 
Roman poets, a lot of French romantic poetry and Italian, to the Germans, Russians, Indians, 
Japanese, Czechs, Spanish, English and Americans, among others. Basically the first seven years of 
marriage I dedicated myself to reading, writing poetry and painting. Then to study and work in 
computing and run. Until the woman next to me She started bombarding me with problems so I 
walked away from all that. Can say without a doubt that she exploited my vulnerabilities and 
manipulated situations in her favor, along the way I annul all my decisions, which is why I later I 
got used to saying yes to everything, becoming emotionally dependent, destroying my self-
esteem, canceling my tastes, my dreams, my projects, my desire to progress. Maria Galdames 
strived to be recognized for her her modesty, she was the light that shines in the church, as her 
proxy, she sold her image a good mother, a good wife, a good parishioner. Her insecurity reached 
the limit. when night falls where he always had to have someone watching everything, his lack she 
was empathetic with the poor that I visited, with my relatives, especially my cousins, and my 
brothers, she degrades herself to get praise by saying that she sacrificed herself for her children, 
for me, for her brothers, for the whole world, She criticized women who separated and paired 
with others saying that they are whores, and whores respectively, that was her sensitivity to 
criticism When someone told her that she was hypocritical, she then victimized herself. 

Phrases that he coined: 

To the finish the first year of the course that paid her as a Religion Professor in the catechetical 
institute: “I couldn't finish studying because a homeless man “He wanted to sleep with me.” 
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Al arrive after resigning on her first day of work as secretary of the General Manager of a friend's 
company: “I couldn't work because I didn't understand the job  “ 



MONSTRUO HUACHO 

More than 20 years of my life, real story  

 

Storyteller Francisca Jáuregui & writer Jorge Acevedo. Page 8 
 

I met Maria Galdames at the age of 17 she 
was in third year, I was 18 years I had 
graduated as an Accountant at 17, studying 
my fifth year at that time. age and had been 
working as an accountant for a year, and 
was considering entering the university to 
study my second career. I worked during the 
day and studied nights and weekends I 
taught Algebra I at the University. My cousin 
from Easter Island lived with us in my 
parents' house and He invited me to his 
school parties, I once went to one of those 
parties and while there we went down with 
the entire party group to a square or 
something similar and one of the guests 
took out a marijuana cigarette and between 
the 50 attendees smoked once each, the 
dose was so low that we had to pretend 
that we were under the effects of the hallucinogen. Nothing further from the Actually, being in 
that dynamic I had to be next to her and after To talk, we returned to the apartment and there we 
began to get to know each other. Later we will continue seeing us until we finalized several exits, 
the problems began with their relatives of her, since they accused me of kidnapping. She always 
dressed in black and She had quite strange tastes for her age. After her parents told me reported, I 
stopped calling her and I remember commenting “I'll let this relationship dies since it is a lot of 
problem in that house”, after this it didn't take long a lot of her calling me so we could continue 
dating, she didn't spend much time to that she asked me to take her out of that crazy house where 
she lived crowded with the rest of the siblings, 6 in total, plus her parents in an apartment of 100 
mts2., I had to negotiate with my mother to accept it, after this I started looking for a rent and we 
went to live alone in a house. At the pace of time we looked for a bigger house each time, I didn't 
want a commitment so who took care not to get her pregnant and I had no intention of getting 
married either. with her, I was just testing if the relationship would work out. By living two years 
together we decided to get married civilly, she asked to get married by the rite Catholic but I 
refused telling him “I don't know if this is going to last forever.” So I told him no. Seven years 
passed since that and my two were already born. oldest children and the middle one had died. The 
oldest was six years old the youngest of four years came, when the crisis generated by his first 
infidelity. One day I was walking to enter my house, which at that time was right in front of a farm 
and a farm, and a neighbor stops me by the arm and She says “with all due respect, I am very sorry 
to tell you this but I can't leave it.” pass because I see how every day he arrives late and tired to 
her house while I see that her wife puts men in her house, every day she puts guards in her house, 
I regret "But I see you and I can't stay silent." After this horrendous news and being speechless for 
several days I reacted,I asked my parents to take my children home to talk alone with Maria 
Galdames and With the two of us alone, I informed her that I already knew everything she did 
while I was not there and I would leave the house, I would stop renting it and I would go live 
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without her. The next day she took my children 
and went to Iquique. After deal with the shock 
and have a face to face encounter with God and 
let me came back  the soul to the body is She 
convinced me that everything that happened was 
my fault and finally, he managed to get me to 
leave. apologize for his infidelity, he managed to 
make me the one to whom limits were set, Well, 
he forbade me from having books at home, the 
works ofart friends, artists or musicians, musical 
instruments, or anything else related to art, which 

I loved. He canceled the even newspaper subscription. After the seventh year she made the rules 
and I was subjected to the slavery of the narcissist. My duty was to work, saying yes to everything 
and producing the money that she had to spend. Onwards She asked me to change my car so I had 
to change my car by buying the car that she liked, my opinion did not matter. We went to mass at 
church that she wanted since there were even some priests who they bothered On one occasion 
she invented that a priest friend had had a problem with electricity losing power supply just when 
She was inside her house looking for a piece of paper and the priest started touching her and kiss 
her according to her. She always said that men desired her when she was passing. Just as she 
changed cars, we had to change houses according to her. she wanted, always saying “I don't like 
this neighborhood, it's too little for me”, “This commune is very ordinary.” When she had already 
paid for the house and the car and already We had no debt as a family, she was beginning to 
pressure me to return. to go into debt and carry out her irrational plans. In between, I had to 
travel and I lost contact with her and when I returned I found her more and more strange. In a job 
where she had to visit the municipalities one day she showed up with my mother and made a fuss 
yelling at a secretary saying that she was my lover with no more proof than a group photo where 
everyone from the company appeared. At a job where she had to travel year after year, she 
invented that I had a family in Punta Arenas, after speaking with the CEO of the company this She 
agreed to spend a month at the expense of the company that paid her everything so that she He 
would verify that I did not have another family in Punta Arenas. Finally when I They asked me to 
travel to Mexico, she made me resign or else it would cost me my money. marriage. Being in the 
USA and Puerto Rico she had already made me dependent emotional and I couldn't sleep if I 
wasn't at home, which made me go back every year, which affected the VISA to request residency. 
She cost me more and more Leaving home with tears and dependency made me look for a job 
where Even though they paid me less, she was in Chile almost all the time. When I was born last 
child something unexpected happened, she called me sick and said “until I said otherwise, you 
won't touch me anymore” and so seven years passed until I realized that he was nullified as a 
person, as a man, only my facet of Father was still alive. My job then was to produce, deliver the 
money and take care of my youngest son. That's what my life was reduced to those last seven 
years. Arrive The day I decided to end the torture and told him I was leaving, my reasons were: I 
loved books I no longer have books in that house, I loved art there is no art there anymore, I loved 
music there is no music,I loved getting together with friends to talk, and they are prohibited from 
entering,  what's more, I no longer have friends because I can't see them because it bothers you 
that I see them, I can't invite them either because they bother you at home, it bothers you that I 
waste time visiting them, they wasted interest and we lost contact one by one. With my cousin we 
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went out to recitals of music, but she is also prohibited 
from visiting me and I am prohibited see her, you say that 
my brother is “whore” for having separated from her, my 
cousin for being single is also a “whore” if she goes out with 
someone,   I also told her Maria Galdames, you said that my 
sister-in-law had used her children as a bargaining chip 
during her divorce, we will see now if you do the same since 
it won't be long before I find a place for myself, I find someone to accompany me and be my wife 
and the divorce happens, you do the same, I intend to give you the pension that corresponds to 
the youngest of my children and come look for him on the weekends to be with him all day. She 
does not She cried, she took her purse and left without saying anything. 

Then The COVID19 pandemic began and visits began on weekends where we had a picnic in the 
forest park, we climbed the San Cristobal hill, etc One day she forbade my youngest son to call 
anyone mom. another person, but upon understanding that that would not be fulfilled, she 
decided that my son would not I would leave the apartment more and at all times she would be 
present during my visits One day, out of frustration, I told her that she had kidnapped me. son, 
and she, showing her demonic face, answers me “you'll see what I am.” capable of doing”, and she 
reported me for   Domestic Violence, then she took two lawyers and sued me for charges of 
psychological violence and set up without more evidence than her false testimony the crime of 
Habitual Violence but the The only conviction that was achieved was a restraining order that lasts 
until today. from today. After this I have no choice but to try video calls that were boycotted by 
Maria Galdames, then I sent a cell phone to my son on which was stolen by his mother. 
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DEMANDA DE DIVORCIO PRESENTADA POR MARIA GALDAMEZ 
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CORREOS PARA COMUNICARSE CON EL HIJO SECUESTRADO POR LA NARCISISTA 
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CORREO ESPECIAL QUE GATILLA LA IRA DEL MONO VOLADOR 
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RESPUESTA DEL MONO VOLADOR (HIJO) 

 

 

TO BE CONTINUED… 

 


