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         Veronique walks ahead of us. Mounir has grabbed my hand, and we walk after her, back to the place where it all began. The suitcase with our equipment is lying next to the crate, and Veronique's trousers are hanging from the bottom run of the rope ladder she hung from her window. I have no idea who put her trousers there, and I look around nervously.

           Further down by the entrance to our cave under the houses, I can see that the day is dawning. Various shades of grey start becoming visible on the concrete that glistens with moisture, but the light still doesn't reach us. The flickering glow from the cone lights is still the only light source here. The one that started switching on and off has finally gone permanently dark.

           Veronique briefly examines what she sprayed before. She puts her hand on her hip and tilts her head to the side. She mutters something in French and shakes her head. She looks strangely beautiful; her hoodie is hanging down over her bum, and her thighs glow white in the artificial light. The black boots almost reach her knees, and the high heels make her buttocks stick out a little bit extra under the bottom of the hoodie.

           My cock starts tingling again. Small champagne bubbles in my balls.

           That's how easy it is. That's how much she turns me on.

           Mounir squeezes my hand, as if he could hear my thoughts. Or smell my arousal.

           “She is beautiful. Sexy. For a girl, I mean.”

           I can't help laughing.

           “Are you laughing at me?” Veronique turns around and attempts to look insulted. She doesn't succeed.

           “No, it's my partner here...” I nudge him with my elbow and snort. “You have almost converted him.”

           “No no, I certainly wouldn't want to do that.” Veronique walks over to us. “I have something to look forward to. And so do you.” She pokes Mounir in the stomach with a finger. “What do you have in that case, by the way? Aside from your silly gadgets?” She licks her lips. “Didn't you bring any other toys?”

          
   

         *

          
   

         We go a different way to reach her place. One we couldn't even begin to imagine. She simply points to the half-rotten stairs leading up to the door where it says “Atavism.” She takes her bag of spray cans and places it up on the small ledge over the top stair. We help her up, and I get to feel her soft and warm skin against my hands again. She smells a bit like sweat now.

           I'll end up passing out from arousal.

           She digs a flat key out from the inside of one of her boots, unlocks the door and pushes it open with her foot.

           “Come on, hurry, before someone sees us.” Veronique reaches her hand down and helps me up. I do the same for Mounir, and all three of us get inside. Veronique quickly shuts the door behind us and locks it. She puts the key back inside her boot. Looks as if she has done that many times before.

           I wonder if someone else usually helps her up?

           Stop it, Patrik, you can't be jealous!

           “How do you make it up here by yourself?”

           Or perhaps I can...

           I could have bitten off my tongue.

           “There is more to her than meets the eye.” Mounir really is a sensible guy. He notices more than one might think. Veronique glances at him and looks grateful. I blush and stare at the floor.

           “Damn, this place is a mess,” he continues as if nothing happened. And it does look awful. We are met by a long corridor with metal doors on both sides. Everything is painted in a yellow colour that reminds me of the day after a long night at a dive bar. Flakes of plaster are lying here and there in dusty heaps on the bare concrete floor, like scabs that have fallen off a wound that won't heal. It smells like rubbish and insufficient plumbing. 

           Veronique doesn't seem to care. Or perhaps things look better on the other side of some of the doors. She walks over to one of them and unlocks it. This key appears to have been hidden in one of the pockets of her hoodie. There is a crunchy noise from under our feet as we walk after her.

           “Do you really live here?” Mounir sounds skeptical. As if he somehow pities her. He shuts the door a bit too hard behind us. The sound of metal on metal rings through the thick air and bounces around the dark stairway we're standing in.

           Veronique puts one hand to her ear.

           “Sorry,” Mounir whispers.

           The final door?

           To the left there is an ordinary front door to a flat. On the letter slot someone has pasted plastic letters spelling out the name “A. Narchy.” I giggle at Mounir.

           “It's a network,” Veronique says in a dark hallway. “For us graffiti artists who went to St. Martin's. And who may or may not have met Banksy.” She giggles and turns around. “Welcome to my humble abode. I'm only going to stay here another few days, then I'm going to Berlin. The eastern part. There are lots of grey areas there that could use a bit of colour.” She goes quiet and looks down. “You don't have to take off your shoes.”
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