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Clarixe's childhood is based on a true story, the rest of this book is a work of fiction.




For my father, Frédo R.




I'm looking for the space I need


to find inspiration.


How to tear off this chain


who is holding me back?


No matter how much I scream,


no one comes


Then!


I tell...
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In the darkness, I move towards the back of my black unmarked "four-wheel drive", my eyes dazzled by the brightness of the yellow headlights of the villa. Scrutinizing the surroundings like a lioness watching her prey for the slightest noise, the slightest movement. Walking around my vehicle, I approach the rear passenger door. With the palm of my right hand up to the sky, grasping the handle, I open it wide so as not to impede my client's descent. With a frank look, while letting appear in my gestures a professional distance, I raise my head. Standing straight as a post, I express a polite courtesy.


⎯ Have a great evening, Mr. Deck.


Looking good in his dark blue suit perfectly tailored to his slim figure, he walks out with a satisfied smile on his face. Showing me all his bright white teeth, the four buttons of his cream-colored shirt undone, he said in his feminized voice with a smile.


⎯ Good evening Ms. Dean, always so professional! I still hope that one day you'll give me more than a "good morning, sir"! It's been over seven years and I've never had the opportunity to... hear from you.


I close the door slowly, looking him straight in the eyes, without any expression.


⎯ As you wish, sir.


⎯ You know, Ms. Dean, you can talk to me, I won't judge you, if that's what you're afraid of. You know I like you a lot,


⎯ Thank you, sir. It's getting late, I have to go.


Standing in front of me, with a shifty look in his eyes, he holds his briefcase with one hand, then feels his bunch of keys with the other.


My conscience wonders what he feels, I can't decipher this state, what should I do? Should I go upstairs and run away at full speed or stay here, waiting for him to come back at last. Then he says to me:


⎯ Ok! I see that it is complicated for you the human relations. That is regrettable, I release you. Good evening to you Dean.


Facing the entrance of his domain, I observe him climbing the wide and majestic marbled steps of white and grey color, lined with soft solar lights going up to the two columns located on each side of the big entrance door swinging inwards.


I return to my car with a sigh, take a quick look in the rearview mirror. What a tired face you have there!


I open the glove compartment, grab my cell phone, look at the time - 7:30 pm. I have time to go to Franck's for a coffee or two.
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It's been several years that, every morning, I go to drink my coffee at Franck's bistro, after dropping my son Timothée at school. A strategic place, since the bar is located only one street away from it.


This allows me to wait until the bell rings to make sure the school doors are closed. Besides, I've never been to his bar at night before. Being forward thinking, I took a change of clothes to avoid being seen, so I could go unnoticed.


I arrive in front of the school, park in front of the main entrance next to the school bus parking lot. I get out, open the trunk, take my change of bag, then sit in the back to change. Wow, I'm not used to being here, it's quite spacious, it won't be difficult to undress. I observe the surroundings by habit. I put on my blue slim jeans. I hear heckling, people pass. I raise my head to observe. Suddenly, one of them, very drunk, crushes his face on the window. I hurry to put on my white V-neck sweater then my white city sneakers.


The young people move away, I get out of the car and put my bag back in the trunk, then grab my short black leather jacket that cost me an arm. My favorite. I lock my SUV at a distance while walking up the street, untie my hair, turn right at the corner. I see the lights of the bar through the window that illuminates the sidewalk. In front, a herd of men, beers in hand, smoking their cigarettes. Passing in front of them, I hear them mumbling.


⎯ Ooh! pretty lady, we never saw you here!


While the others are laughing their heads off, I push open the door and go inside.


A hubbub fills my eardrums. I didn't expect to see so many people! The door closes behind me. In the distance, I can see Franck behind his counter. In front of him, a bunch of workers are waiting impatiently for their presses, celebrating the last day of the week as if it was the first day of their lives. In the center, young university students are taking shots one after the other, shouting "Drink! Drink! Drink! Yeah..."


A group of friends laughs out loud at one table. At another table, two ovulating women provoke the workers with their smiles.


Then Franck, looking surprised, looks at me twice, while serving the customers, then approaches me with a big step.


⎯ Clarixe! Is it really you? he asks me, surprised, with his rocky voice.


⎯ Yes. Good evening Franck.


⎯ I'm glad to see you here tonight! How are you? I didn't see you this morning.


⎯ Tim is on a school trip. I dropped him off early in the parking lot this morning.


⎯ Come!" he shouts to me as if I were deaf.


It makes our way through all the customers.


⎯ Your place is available. By the way, you look very hot with your hair loose and wavy, this casual outfit, chic! It's a change from your suit with the carrier every morning. What are you drinking tonight?


⎯ As usual.


⎯ What! Not even a small aperitif! At this hour!


⎯ No, I tell him in a dry tone.


⎯ Ok Clarixe! Don't look at me like that! And don't scan the customers with your killer look. I don't want to come and save you from these hungry hyena-like creeps.


In my usual place, I can see the whole room, including the entrance, the counter and the two doors leading to the toilets and the storage room.
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Three men sitting together attract my attention. They have a certain complicity, they are observant, their gestures seem synchronized. I can even say that the leader of the gang is the one who is standing at the edge of the table, putting down the beers, smiling at his two friends sitting on the individual chairs. I'll ask Franck who these three individuals are.


⎯ Here Clarixe, your coffee without sugar and your glass of water.


⎯ Franck?


He turns to me, surprised to hear me, and imitates a duck voice.


⎯ Yes...! Clarixe?


⎯ Tell me, who are those three men? At the back there, I ask him, pointing to the table of three individuals.


⎯ Well then! Madame Clarixe knows how to talk, you surprise me, it's the first time you've asked me a question in seven years! The tall guy in the blue shirt, standing and serving beers to his buddies, is Commander John, the leader of the gang. He was in the US Army, a former SEAL.


⎯ Hou-Ya!" I said, taking a sip of my coffee.


⎯ Yeah, the other smaller one, he's a security guard, his name is Leo Saverson, they all call him Saverson.


"He, with his legs spread, slumped in the armchair, the strong man dressed like a soldier with his tight grey tee-shirt and his khaki cargo pants, a real hothead this one. He's a former British army man, Tyler.


"Why? You're interested in one of them, you rascal!" he said, laughing.


I aim at him with a pugnacious look, he raises his two hands as if I were holding him at gunpoint.


⎯ Ok! Sorry, just kidding Clarixe!


Then he goes back to his duties.
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Two shady guys come in, making themselves noticed with their forced laughter. Franck, behind his bar, moves towards his cash register while looking at them with concern.


⎯ Good evening gentlemen.


I analyze the behavior of these people, then looking away, I see the soldiers doing the same. I have the distinct impression that we think the same thing about these individuals: troublemakers. One of them, dressed in a faded Hawaiian shirt, is forcing his way through the litter, his jeans stained with so much dirt that he wonders if he has ever washed them. Pivoting on himself, round as a shovel tail, he waves his arms in the air, giving the impression that he is trying to chase invisible flies. Frowning, I bend my neck slightly, trying to see what he has in his back pocket. I make out the handle of a black, orange-striped screwdriver. While the sidekick to his right laughs, sounding like he's coughing, dressed like a youngster in his Lakers cap, suspender shirt and baggy shirt that's way too big for him. The guy with the Blake&Decker screwdriver walks with a heavy step towards the two teasing women, leans over their table, his face positioned three centimeters from the glasses. "Yuck!" she shouts, he laughs, shakes his tongue letting a stream of drool flow, shows his rotten teeth, yellowed by the lack of maintenance.


⎯ Ah! Ah! Ah! Bouh..., he yells to be noticed.


The blonde woman then leaps back into her chair.


⎯ Oh My God! Get out of the way, you filthy, stinking, disgusting man!" she screams, shaking her delicate, varnished hands in front of her face and grimacing in horror.


⎯ So my darlings, do you feel like a good fresh meat tonight? added his sidekick with the gapette, slumped elbows on the table.


⎯ Ooh... bitches, don't be afraid, we only do good, no harm.


The whole room looks at them in amazement, in disgust, while avoiding to cross their eyes to avoid trouble. Then approaching the counter, clapping his hand, he says:


⎯ Boss, a beer for me and my buddy!


He points at me with his filthy Chihuahua nose, moves his neck slowly from left to right as if he had a stiff neck.


I can't help but stare at him, showing him, with an unequivocal look, a lack of respect for his disturbing and insolent attitude. Sitting serenely in my black leatherette chair, sending him a hypocritical smile, I take a sip of water.


I glimpse Franck in the distance, waving at me, ordering me to stop looking at them like that. Resigned, I lower my intelligence, but not my eyes. I take two seconds to look at my cell phone, I open my geolocation application to see where my son is.
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Suddenly, I smell rotten fish mixed with alcohol: his greasy hair stinks of fried food and brushes my forehead. I move my face away from his, put the back of my hand in front of my nose and mouth.


Desperate by his lack of respect, to come and interfere in my comfort zone, I play with the situation, in a lively tone, a bit snide.


⎯ First of all, good evening! But...! Could you move back at least one meter? Please.


Stupidly, he continues to smile.


⎯ Good...day...my...doe...


⎯ Yes...! But could you back off, the smell of you is giving me a headache. Even a sewer rat would smell better.


He bends his knees, crouches down, gets to my level.


⎯ Can I buy you a drink my dear?


⎯ My name is not Biche! And, no, but thank you for your offer.


He turns his gaze to his buddy with the gapette who is drinking his pint.


⎯ She's taking the piss out of me, the little bourgeoisie...


Stupidly, he shakes his head. Then he looks at me.


⎯ Be careful... Madam... is being overzealous... the deer...


⎯ Forgive me, but, I don't understand your language, I think I have pointed out to you, that I am not called "Biche"!


⎯ Your eyes remind me of a deer and you'll be less of a show-off.


⎯ First: please try to communicate normally. Second: stop calling me a doe, it annoys me.


⎯ See my screwdriver, baby?


⎯ Of course I saw it in your left back pocket when you came in less than ten minutes ago. Mr. Blake&Decker!


⎯ You're messing with me in front of my boyfriend! So, I'll wait here, until you leave, and show you what I use my screwdriver. See you later my dear...


Vexed, disillusioned, he straightens up, moves back, spitting in my face, while gesticulating like a macarena, pushing Franck who goes towards me.


⎯ Is this asshole bothering you, Clarixe?


⎯ No, Frank. Everything is fine.


⎯ Are you sure? I saw from afar that they looked like they were bothering you. Be careful, these guys are known in town, they've already been arrested by the cops, they've also done time for gang rape, armed robberies, assaults and so on. I'm only worried about my best and most loyal client. They are dangerous, Clarixe.


I don't answer him, I heard perfectly his sermon concerning these two individuals. I drink my coffee and look at him.


⎯ Ok! I see that you are not afraid at all!


With his tray at arm's length, he crossed the room, meandering between the tables of the customers. "Be careful! my go," he said in an irritated voice. He reaches the table of the three soldiers.


With my back bent toward Commander John, I can't make out his mouth to read his lips. With an attentive ear, the commander, sitting on his chair, elbows on his knees, a bottle of beer between his crossed fingers, looks at me with a friendly gesture, nods to me as if to say good evening, Tyler and Saverson do the same. They listen to Frank's concern; quickly, they finish their pints, then in a common impulse, synchronized, they stand up and leave.
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Quickly, I finish my coffee and my glass of water, look at the time one last time - 8:48 pm - and go to the cashier to pay. Looking at the window, I see the reflection of the two people who are about to follow me. Foresighted, I leave the bistro to the right, heading for the café's parking lot.


In this dark alley, only the two lampposts of a weak lighting let us see the vehicles parked in battle, a light breeze is felt in my neck, I hear voices of men discussing, distinguishing only their silhouettes next to the trees.


I walk to the garbage containers. Leaning my back on the edge, I take out of my pocket my elastic band, tie my hair.


I hear my attackers screaming.


⎯ Hou! hou... My dear... we know you're there, show yourself.


As the two agitated people approach, at the corner of the bar where I am standing, a feeling of well-being, of pleasure, runs through my body, the impression that I am alive. It's been a long time since I've felt that. Like a big breath of air filling my lungs. I feel relaxed and light.


⎯ Gentlemen, are you blind?


They turn around.


⎯ Sweetie... so can you give me five minutes?


⎯ Only five? I imagined you to be more vigorous and certainly more enduring, Mr. Blake&Decker, and I would hope that your friend mister Gapette would be more efficient. Even if he follows you around like a happy idiot.


⎯ But it is that she likes that the small bourgeois deer, you want to confuse me with your gibberish? he says while approaching me.


⎯ Then we discuss or we play the wolf touch-touch, I say to him grimacing a sarcastic smile.
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Quickly he takes the screwdriver out of his pocket, slams me violently against the container, his ulna against my throat, his hand blocking my shoulder, he exerts a stronger pressure, he chokes me. With his other hand, he puts the point on my temple, makes it slide slowly on the contour of my face while pressing. I feel the scratch of the cold point of his screwdriver. A feeling of excitement invades me. I want to wait for this awareness to increase tenfold, an irremediable need for him to hurt me.


⎯ You are not so violent.


Annoyed, I hit him with the palm of my hand to the stomach, he folds with a blow, surprised. Mister Gapette rushes, throws his right fist towards my cheek. Without moving my feet anchored on the ground, totally relaxed, I stop him with my left hand, catch his elbow, block his arm, and immediately assail him with my right hand a violent sharp blow to the throat, which stops him dead. He holds himself with both hands to try to breathe, falls on his knee. I hear Blake&Decker coming back behind me shouting. He clutches the left sleeve of my leather jacket.


⎯ Hey! That's my favorite jacket! Don't touch it!


With my right hand, I grab his wrist and turn him over, grab his neck with my left hand, and smash his skull against the container. Suddenly, Gapette comes back to the charge. While leaning on my right foot, I turn around and send a big kick in his head.
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With both men on the ground, I sigh and look at my jacket.


⎯ You're lucky it's not torn, that would have made me mad.


I am about to leave, when I hear howls of rage approaching. I turn around, rush while carrying out the headstand on a hand, swivelling, my legs in the air, I send them a violent kick. Then I land elegantly on my sneakers. Gapette, stunned by the shock, falls, crushes his skull on the edge of the sidewalk, his cap falls, blood flows from his mouth into the gutter. While Blake&Decker smashes his face on the gutter, opens the arcane, then falls head first on the corner of the container. He falls dryly, like a barely conscious puppet on the asphalt, he tries to get up. I approach him, standing up.


⎯ I warned you Mr. Blake&Decker, you should never call a woman "Biche", you can become wild by force. And that's not very elegant.


Lying on the floor, I help him to sit back against the container. Then I crouch down, hands on my knees, amused by the situation.


⎯ Out of kindness, I'm going to bring you closer to your buddy who is completely passed out, head on the side of the road. You never know, if he gets his head crushed by a bus! Or a bicycle! I don't know which is more dangerous, actually! Because the bus crushes you only once, but the bicycle, it crushes you several times. The wheel, the pedal, and the derailleur. You have to admit that a bike is scary!


Then I get up, pull Mr. Gapette by the hair, lay him on the sidewalk, grab him by the underarms and tell him, amused by my stupidity.


⎯ Damn...! You are heavier than I thought. What would you rather be run over by, Mister Gapette? The bike or the bus? Me, I would be you, I would choose the bus, it's more radical.


I throw it against the container. Standing in front of them, I look at them slumped with exhaustion, their faces bloody. I tell them, in an authoritative, cold and aggressive voice.


⎯ Gentlemen, for your own safety, I order you not to set foot in this neighborhood again. Let's be clear: if I see you again, or even cross you in these streets, it's simple... I'll kill you.
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I turn around to go back to my car, where I had parked it before. My gaze turned towards the bar, I see Franck standing on his doorstep, lit by the lights of his bistro, in a state of shock.


Embarrassed, I let my chin fall forward, thinking aloud "Misery! I didn't want him to see this...". I am about to go to him, when suddenly in front of me appears the commander John.


⎯ Nice performance! Clarixe, I think? he said with a smiling, but military air.


⎯ Mister Commander John, I think? I answer him with a suspicious tone.


⎯ I took the liberty of observing you from the parking lot, intending to intervene. But seeing your flexibility and agility, I could see that you didn't need my help.


⎯ I don't need anyone's help, Commander! Oh, and that's Miss Dean, for the unknowing.


He frowns, grimaces a questioning grin, one hand in his jeans pocket, the other pointing to my wedding ring.


⎯ Miss, you say?


⎯ Yes. Miss, I answer her, arms crossed.


He looks amused by my face. With a formal gesture, he hands me his business card, between his index and middle fingers.


⎯ Take it! Take it! Don't be stubborn with me.


Squinting my eyes, with an offensive gesture, I take his business card, and put it in the bottom of my pocket.


Hurrying back to my car, yet curious, I turn around in their direction. I see Saverson at Frank's side, taking his phone from him, patting him on the shoulder with a friendly gesture, and inviting him back inside. I pass Tyler on the sidewalk, hands deep in his pockets, nodding goodbye.
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The three men, standing in line, watch me leave.


⎯ I love his style," says Saverson, enthusiastically.


⎯ Doesn't she remind you of someone?" said Tyler to John, smiling.


John nods, and in a strong, authoritative voice, he retorts.


⎯ Yes. You know what to do!


Saverson, excited as a flea, expresses a wide, joyful smile, rubs his hands together.


⎯ Are we going to adopt her, guys? She rocks, seriously! I'll keep track of her.


Accustomed to Saverson's vivacious excesses, Tyler and John in a collegial gesture simultaneously slap him on the back of the head.


⎯ Are you sure about this?" said Tyler.


⎯ Perfectly, I have been observing her for some time, she is suspicious, does not speak, but remains courteous and friendly. She tries to scare away the people who approach her.


⎯ What do you think she's afraid of?


⎯ She is not afraid, on the contrary. She protects herself. I want to find out why she's stopping herself. Tyler?


⎯ Yeah.


⎯ Search his present, his past and you prepare...


⎯ Her future; I get it John. I'll take care of it.
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Eyes riveted on the ceiling of my room, legs spread. Lying on top of me with all his weight, Marc crushes my lungs and cuts off my breath. While he dryly deposits kisses in my neck like a child who would kiss his grandmother, he caresses my chest, pinches it, as if he energetically wrung out a sponge. With his hand, he embraces his voluptuous penis, tries to enter me. I feel some pain that I hold back from screaming, feeling the tip of his penis digging into my groin like a jackhammer, not understanding that it is not in the right place.


⎯ Ouch...! Ss...! Let me do it.


He is ecstatic, just to feel the end of his penis on my skin. I push him back, my hand below his navel, I hold him back with force to catch his penis and then in one gesture, I insert it. I hardly look at his face, imagining myself in the arms of another to feel this lost desire... He ejaculates in one minute. Coated with sweat dripping on his back, his forehead as well as his arms, as if he was coming out of the shower, he collapses with relief. Both arms folded on his thin chest, hands flat on his shoulders, he looks almost like a dead man lying on a coroner's table.


⎯ It was good my darling... he said, happy.


⎯ I answer, flabbergasted.


Still hungry, I actively get up from the bed, and head to the bathroom to shower. Deep in thought, I wonder when the time will come when I can free myself from my husband. I feel so empty with him, I have worked so hard to push away and run away from this kind of people, but I am still trapped in this trap.


He raised Tim, I can't break up our marriage until he's 18; I'm going to do everything I can to keep him in this life with a father and mother, a family, I have to hold on. And shutting up, sacrificing myself, has never been a problem.


I have always lived under duress, never for myself. No time to complain, just keep my mouth shut, control myself and wait for the day when I can finally be free.


I miss being able to breathe deeply, to feel, to talk, to share, to smile. I miss the tender warmth of a real man, purely and simply human.
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Suddenly, I hear screaming.


⎯ Mamaaan!


⎯ Yes Timothy, I'm coming, I'm in the shower.


⎯ Hurry up, I'm hungry.


I laugh to hear him with his malignant voice. I grab my towel from the sink and quickly get dressed. I put on my short white top and my black tracksuit bottoms. I go down to the kitchen.


⎯ Hello my son.


⎯ Hello my mother.


I kiss Tim already sitting on the high chair in front of the central island, I pass behind him, push with my foot his chair, bringing him closer to the table.


⎯ You have a healthy voice this morning!


⎯ Yeah!


⎯ Tim...


Expressing my surprise at his inappropriate language, he looks at me and pouts while squinting.


⎯ What, Mom Dean?


⎯ Let's see! Could you please have a constructive and less aggressive speech, young man!


⎯ Oh, excuse me, Mom Dean," he said, lowering his head.


⎯ As punishment, remind me of the rules of this house.
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While I prepare his breakfast, I listen attentively, resting my elbows on the island, my palms under my chin. He recites the rules of respect, from the top of his nine years, in his green pyjamas bringing out his pretty mixed complexion.


Attracted by her long eyelashes, I dive into her big black eyes, amazed by the sound of her voice.


⎯ I need to make constructive sentences, and articulate well. I must learn from my mistakes, as well as acknowledge them. Above all, I must not repeat them. To listen and think before I speak. To always tell the truth even if sometimes it doesn't please. Mom?


⎯ Yes my champion?


⎯ I won't start screaming again, it hurts my ears.


⎯ I know my champion. Orange or grapefruit?


⎯ I want the orange, in juice please Mum.


Tim rolls the orange across the table to me, it falls. With a furtive gesture, I catch it.


⎯ All right, I'll squeeze your orange. Oh, by the way, I have a surprise for you.


⎯ Nice reflex, Mom Dean! What's that?


⎯ I had an epiphany in my sleep.


⎯ Really?


⎯ A great mountain bike ride...


⎯ Yeah! Yeah! Awesome!


Happy, he raises his arms in the air, his closed fists to the sky, spinning in his high chair. I laugh out loud as I watch him.
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Marc, hearing Timothy shouting with joy, finally gets up. I look at him, surprised, saying softly, discreetly so that Tim does not hear.


⎯ Could you go put on another pair of pajama underpants, please?


⎯ Why?


⎯ Are you serious? Didn't you see that gaping hole in your genitals when you put on your underwear? Tim doesn't need to see that. Good thing you're behind the island! And your shirt too: it looks like you were in a fight last night, your whole collar is torn! What did you do?


He nods, as if he doesn't know what I'm talking about.


⎯ Hm.


He changes his clothes, without taking a shower, and returns to the kitchen.


⎯ He's laughing! And my coffee?


⎯ Of course, he's laughing! No. I'm taking care of his breakfast! Can't you tell? You want to know why he's laughing?


⎯ Hm.


⎯ Yes you want, or no, you don't want?


⎯ Hum.


However, annoyed by this Hum that doesn't mean anything, I ask him nicely.


⎯ How about a mountain bike ride? The idea came to me spontaneously last night.


He looks at me blankly.


⎯ Hum, he answers me with his air of automaton.


I try to get a sentence out of her. Always smiling, spontaneous, I love going out with my family. I repeat my question about my playful, teasing temperament.


⎯ Mr. Follasse, would you like to accompany your wife and son on a mountain bike trip in the valley this afternoon?


⎯ Hum.


Tired of his lack of willpower, I submit to him in a robotic voice.


⎯ Family-Tour-Bike-Will-Will-Will-Will-With-Wife-and-Son.


He doesn't respond. I am desperate to try again and again. I sigh, rubbing my eyes. I feel like I'm living a nightmare.
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For so many years I have been trying to keep my cool, to help him, to build his confidence.


When I met Marc, I really didn't expect such an almost indescribable behavior.


In spite of my past life, my childhood, I have never failed in the convictions I had set for myself. To work, to protect my son, to inculcate in him sound values and an undoubtedly humanistic morality. In no case did he know or see violence, never. I was organized, meticulous, active, athletic. I had friends that I saw on weekends. I went on vacation with my son, alone and without any difficulty. My son was never a burden on my shoulders. On the contrary, if I am still alive, it is thanks to him. Then I met Marc. A gentle face, a calm voice. He said he was divorced, always remaining a little vague. He started coming to see me during the week, something I didn't really appreciate. The week was reserved for work, Tim's school and our life. Weekends were for going out on big dates, friends and parties. On Sundays, my son and I would get together to talk about our weekend and prepare for the week ahead. I like it when everything is well organized. To avoid bad surprises, to adapt to the unexpected.


But Marc came during the week, without being invited. The first time, surprised to see him on a Tuesday evening at quarter past seven at my door, I welcomed him anyway. With his gentle, kind air, he said, "If you don't want to, it's okay, I'll go back to my car. He spoke as if he was hesitant, not sure of himself. I finally realized that he didn't really know how to express himself clearly. Then I warned him that during the week I didn't want to see anyone, yet he continued to slowly intrude. On Tuesdays, then Thursdays. After four months, I had to introduce him to Tim, who was only three and a half.


I only had to look at Timothy to get an idea of what he thought of Mark. But he was just a little man. I immediately became close to the only person I consider my sister, we are inseparable. Pamela Savard, aka Pam. A bit vulgar, always smiling, good advice. And a friend, an extraordinary aunt.
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We have known each other for twelve long years. She came to me the first time. I told her my questions, that I could not feel or decipher happy human emotions.


Then she advised me to be a little more lax and relaxed. Give it time, listen and give her the benefit of the doubt. Then two years passed without me realizing how much time had passed, and I was married to Marc.


I had to teach him to make sentences, fix his car, swim as well as many other things that are normally the job of parents.


I wanted to escape him by leaving France to move to Denver, Colorado. But he followed me. I found myself trapped. Tim liked him and I had given my son a father, a family. I had probably made a mistake.


Like every Saturday, Pam comes to see me, she knows that I don't go out without Tim, also because of Marc. Besides, she's about to show her clown face. I hear my surveillance monitor beeping, I look at the outside surveillance videos on my cell phone, I see her little red convertible car in my driveway. She parks in front of my first garage.


⎯ Knock-knock! That's me!


⎯ Yes, come in, you don't have to shout, I can see you! I said to him while preparing his coffee in the kitchen.


⎯ Hi! How are you doing, my gazelle? I have to tell you about the mess I got into when I closed the office last night! You would have seen that! Inexplicable... You would have died laughing! I swear to you! I got my feet stuck in the carpet, I drop my bag, the files spread out on the floor, I go to pick them up, I lose my balance, I fall with my head in my bag, my ass in the air. I caught myself in extremis at the railing of the four small steps.


A fit of laughter, impossible to stand, I cry, my abs tightened, I spit out my coffee, I can't take it anymore. With his innocent clown face, his half-long blond hair, his ocean blue eyes and his small size of 1m65, his cushy weekend look. The situation was improbable.
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⎯ Damn! You can't come home like that, with your innocent face, eyes to the ceiling, and throw your lonely delusions in my face. Next time, spare me the details when I drink my morning coffee!


⎯ No way! I wasn't going to keep a file like that!


"You know my gazelle, it's a burden not to tell my sister about my little problems. You have no choice but to assume your role. I only have you in my life. What do you want? That I have a depression, that I sink into a hippopotamus hole, or what!


⎯ Oh my God! You were not missed, I tell you!


⎯ I know, I love you too. You're looking a bit peaked this morning my gazelle. Can you tell me?


I take a deep breath, blow out a breath, give the coffee to Pam.


⎯ Come on, let's go sit in the meridian!


⎯ Is Marc the android again? Did he do something to you again? Show me! I'm going to break his face to this asshole, where is he now?


⎯ Pam! Pam! No...he hasn't done anything to me in the last few days. As long as I don't talk to him, he doesn't say or do anything either.


⎯ Ok... Ok...! But I don't want to see you down in the dumps again because of this manipulator, and a liar at that! He's a psychopath. I so regret telling you to be patient and give him a chance in the first place.


"Now all I want is for him to get the hell out of your house! You've been through enough as it is!"
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⎯ We came here to change your life! Not to keep you locked up, chained to a wall, like a badly treated dog!


⎯ Pam...! Please keep it down! He's sneaky, you know that... I need to explain what happened last night. And the more I met a man.


⎯ What ...! she shouts.


⎯ Hush!


⎯ No but! That's it, you've finally found the man who will save your little heart and above all make the sweet rose that lies dormant in you blossom, just waiting to be watered by the big penis of a stud.


⎯ Oh, my God, you're making me tired! Wait, look at this, instead of getting all excited. I'll have you know that he could be my father.


⎯ Why did he give you his business card?


⎯ That's why I have to find out! His name is John. He has a security agency, as far as I know. He himself gave it to me, after having spied on me, during my altercation with two bad guys.


⎯ Oh! But that's good! What did he tell you?


⎯ Nothing, I didn't feel like talking to him.


⎯ Clarixe! You have to try your luck! If he gave you his card, it's certainly not for nothing! He has seen what you are capable of!


⎯ I'll see this week.


⎯ Yeah! Like... Like I believe you my gazelle, and how is he? Hot?


⎯ Not ugly, but he could be my father. Brown eyes, 6'1", muscular, but chunky, very broad shoulders, short dark brown hair. A veteran.


⎯ How old would you say this stallion is, he looks very sexy to me.


⎯ 45 years, maybe.


⎯ Oh... This is wonderful news! Clarixe, tell us the details!
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⎯ Last night, I went to Franck's for a coffee, while waiting for Tim to come back from his school trip to the museum. And I had a little altercation with two men, buttered like Little-Lu! They apparently have a criminal record according to Franck. And his words were confirmed, because they followed me outside, and I'm not going to draw you a picture!


⎯ Oh... Don't you have Couic?


⎯ I didn't kill them, if you must know...obviously! But they deserved it.


⎯ Clarixe!


⎯ What? It's true! But I had a funny conscience!


⎯ Ok... Ok... It's not a consciousness! It's an emotion, a sensation, Clarixe! I've already explained it to you! Your body can make you feel things, whether they are pleasant or not. And you don't feel or perceive happy emotions, so explain to me what you felt and what you did.


⎯ I was tying my hair up and I felt a breath of freshness slowly spreading, I felt like it was doing me good, my heart was beating faster and my breathing had definitely quickened. I found it... pleasant! Then when I had the altercation with those two uncultured rascals, it was great! I was still annoyed, I wished they had been more... how can I put it... insistent!


⎯ More violent with you Clarixe? Is that what you're trying to tell me? I know you like I made you. And I know your past too. I can see that this bothers you because your conscience tells you that this is wrong.


⎯ It's wrong to feel that way, don't tell me otherwise!


⎯ That's nonsense! You still won't admit to yourself that violence is part of you. It's what kept you alive, and it's what made you feel alive, like a form of well-being, until I met you.
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