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         I had been planning to say something the evening I returned from Paris. I had plenty of chances. I could have done it in the car on the way back from the airport, when we carried in my suitcase, or later that evening when we lay together in bed. I could have said to him, “There’s something you should know.” But I didn’t. When the door to Arrivals slid open and there he was, Felix, holding our son in his arms, I knew I’d never be able to tell him about what happened that evening at Stade de France.

         Nor have I said anything since. Probably for the best. What was he supposed to do with the knowledge? How would it have helped him to know that his girlfriend was capable of something like that? And what on earth was I supposed to tell him when he asked, as he inevitably would, why I did it? That these things just happen? That not everything a woman does can be explained?

          
   

         It happened in July last year. The summer of the great European heatwave. Temperatures across the continent surpassed 42 degrees and the news was full of stories about people getting heatstroke and doing strange things; others were discovered dead in their apartments, their bodies having decayed in the heat far quicker than they normally would have.

         The day we flew from Heathrow, temperatures in London were record high. We boarded the plane, already drenched in sweat, and waited for take-off. Everyone was fanning themselves with the safety instruction cards. I was travelling with Naomi and Louise and we’d been looking forward to the trip since Christmas. Back in December, we’d bought tickets to see U2 at Stade de France. This was going to be the event of the year: a weekend without partners, without children. Three days of pure, unfettered anarchy.

         As we walked through Charles de Gaulle, we could see the layer of heat hovering over the carpark. Paris was engulfed by it. Even with all the windows rolled down in the taxi, we were sweating into our seats. The heatwave intensified every smell: women’s perfume, the nauseating sweetness of garbage bins, exhaust gas from the many cars, scoops of ice cream that had fallen and turned to warm cream on the pavement, the sizzle of fried food wafting out of restaurant kitchens, tree sap oozing out of overheated trees, fruit ripening too quickly outside greengrocers and the asphalt of the streets, melting and sticking to our shoes as we walked.

          
   

         The first evening, we ate at one of the restaurants at Place de Vosges. We ordered without looking at the prices and the food was heavenly. After a couple of bottles of wine, we were already a little tipsy. Naomi and Louise flirted with a good-looking waiter with dark, slicked back hair. How strange it was that such a beautiful man was working as a waiter; there must be something more to him, we agreed. When he came over with the main course, he asked us what our plans were for the evening.

         “We’re up for anything,” said Louise.

         “Anything?”

         “Anything.”

         He asked if we were interested in joining him and two of his friends when he got off work. They’d show us another side of Paris, he promised, and they would look after us, we needn’t worry, they’d behave like saints. Those were the words he used. He brought another bottle of wine to the table, said it was on the house and left us alone.

         “Well, we’re going, aren’t we?” asked Louise.

         “I’m in,” said Naomi.

         “Camilla?”

         “I’m not sure,” I said.

         “Why not?”

         “It just doesn’t seem fair to Felix. Going out with other guys like that.”

         “Oh come on. What do you think they would be doing if they were in Paris without us?” asked Louise.

         “It just feels wrong.”

         “It’s not wrong, come on Camilla.”

         “Just promise me it won’t be a late one,” I said.

         We finished the wine and stayed seated until the restaurant closed and the waiter’s two friends arrived. One of them was dark like the waiter, the other had fair hair and looked more Swedish than French.

          
   

         The fair-haired one had a Mercedes from the 70s. The leather on the seats had been replaced but it still boasted the original silver ash trays and a little minibar with four bottles in it. They served us cognac in oversized tulip glasses as we drove through the Paris nightlife. Conversation flowed and they spoke good English; the waiter’s friends were both students. They took us to a club in Rue Montmartre, Club Silencio—named after the peculiar nightclub in David Lynch's film Mulholland Drive. People stood in line waiting to get in but our waiter nodded to one of the doormen—they obviously knew each other well. The doorman looked us up and down.

         “Beautiful girls, true angels, aren’t you?” he said to us. He winked at the waiter and moved the velvet rope aside so we could enter.

         We walked through a large lounge area full of bookshelves and small tables where expensively-dressed couples sat drinking. Another room, which I took to be the main bar, was shaped like a metro tunnel and had gold-painted walls. A strange, broody music with long, sombre tones reverberated around the space. There was something disturbing about the music, about the way it rolled around itself like an aural vortex, the beginning of something that had yet to be defined.
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