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Thomas

Tom wished he could tell if the
dead woman on the floor was one of Christopher’s. Second such
killings in three weeks. No sign of forced entry, no sign of
violence. Well, besides the rape and killing thing, obviously. If
this could be called rape, for it was not a type of sexual
intrusion Tom had seen before. Maybe the psycho was a Defence
Attorney. I call for a
dismissal, your Honour. How can my client be accused of rape when
it was merely masturbation?

Tom shook his
head as he looked around. As for the first victim, nothing looked disturbed or out of place. Again,
not a drop of blood had spilled on the floor. Not a fucking drop of
the woman’s blood that was, because the bed, the bathtub and the
couch had been decorated with precise line drawings traced with
blood. The first dead woman’s investigation had revealed it was
domestic cat blood. The grotesque paintings depicted physical
positions the vic had taken, willingly or not, and Tom was sure
those drawings would again turn out to be exactly to scale. Why the
floor, though? The psycho had moved them thrice during the kill, so
why a fourth move only to leave them on the floor?

Strangled by
her own hand, hands actually but with one hand indecently placed
between her thighs afterwards. So whores were used to given hand
jobs, this was pushing it. Post-mortem masturbation, your Honour, a last jerk of
life. It takes brute force to strangle
someone with bare hands. Erotic asphyxiation was a possible. The
autopsy had revealed the bones of First’s hands were broken, and
her windpipe crushed, which pointed strongly to the psycho helping
with the strangling. Maybe he just got carried away. Twice. After
some extreme anal penetration. A fucking soap! It must have gotten trapped when she showered,
your Honour.

However
gruesome and bizarre the crime scene was, Tom looked around with
professional detachment. The two things that nagged at him the most
weren’t on display. The killer calling in the crime himself,
anonymously of course, the jerk, at Police Headquarters at that.
Tom couldn’t stand psychos with a superiority complex.
Assholes.

Then there
were the souvenirs the killer had left
behind for them to find. After the small crystal ball inserted into
the first woman, he couldn’t fucking wait to find out what this one
had in her.



Day 1 : Just Landed


Damn stupid airline! Damn stupid
car agency! A brown car! Do I look the type to drive a brown sedan?
Well? I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror above the rental
desk. My hair is a mess, my shoulder length waves now tangled up in
a jungle of curls, damn humidity! My clothes are no better. The
white linen pants and the sleeveless top had looked great in
Milan’s airport, but now they look like I’d slept in them. Like I
could fall asleep on a damn plane! What’s left of my once subtle
makeup is smudged, giving me sultry smoky eyes definitely on the
slutty side. Luckily my soft honey tan gives me an almost-human
appearance, effectively hiding the green airplane fright
let’s-get-drunk-so-I-can-survive-plunging-to-my-death-with-a-cargo-full-of-complete-strangers
shade I always have after an airplane trip not matter how smooth
the actual flight is.

Given my
particular abilities, one might think I could auto-convince myself
not to be afraid. No can do. My tricks work on a lot of people,
alas, not on me. Once again I wish they did. The first thing I’d do
would be to erase the very memory of the whole damn sentience
gift.

Earth to Trica! The desk clerk is
waiting with keys in hand for the brown Corolla thing. Maybe it’s
my sun-kissed tan. She probably thinks I’d like a car that matches
my tan. It’s a honey hue,
Sweetie, not boring brown. Blue-eyed,
rosy-white skin women don’t get brown tans.
Unfortunately.

Had there
been another car, any car, I would have convinced the girl to give
it to me. I’m very good at convincing. Although my all-time
favourite colour for a car is red, I can suffer brown when it’s a sports-car brown (if there is such
a brown). The girl’s mind being void of any secretly hidden or
withheld car, I have to take the brown wreck if I want to get to
the city anytime soon. Who’s dumb idea was it to land on a Friday
afternoon anyway? Ah yes. Mine. Damn. Even smart women can make
outrageously wrong spontaneous, as in totally unplanned and eons
away from a thoroughly thought-thru decision. The brown car is an
omen. Moving here is going to be one monumental mistake.

“Do you know when the next
flight back to Italy is?”

The clerk
looks at me like I’m crazy. Not too far off, girl.

 


Being stuck
in traffic has many advantages. I sing along very loudly to all the
latest hits. I learn what the weather for the next seven days is
going to be like. Sunny with a chance of rain, wind, humidity,
drizzle and a cooler front. Good news, no chance of snow in the
forecast. Unless there is a freak cold front coming from Siberia
the meteorologist forgot to mention.

The traffic
also gives me the opportunity to get un-drunken. Not that I’m
that tanked-up. The airport was so huge,
by the time I was through customs − even with all those nice people
letting me go first − and out of the terminal, I had sobered up
some. The shocking brown car took care of the rest, so I’m not
drunk at all now. Driving relaxes me. If I had no modesty
whatsoever, I would say I’m the best damn driver I’ve ever known.
I’m even better driving a red sports car. Being modest and always
honest, if only with myself, I’ll still admit to being the best.
Practice, good hand-foot-eye coordination and the ability to
anticipate most of the minds behind the wheels around me have given
me exceptional driving skills.

I hate this.
Zooming minds is fine when I concentrate only on the thoughts
regarding driving, but in the midst of
rush hour we’re barely moving thus all kinds of thoughts creep in.
Work-related, love-related, family-related, sex-related,
money-related, travel-related are innocuous enough. Surprisingly,
they don’t make a fifth of the background noise. People as a whole
are crazy. One on one, they’re worse. That’s why I don’t enjoy the
damn ability. It’s useful, and I admit I abuse it quite often, but
it makes me sick to my stomach.

Throwing up
in the damn car would smell. Wouldn’t make that much of an impact
on the interior brownish-green material,
though, or is it greenish-brown? The one-room loft I have in Milan
is so bright! All white with one immense floor-to-ceiling window.
The Italian sun makes for extraordinary lighting, perfect for
painting. Why am I here again? Ah yes. I’m taking some time to
think things over. Broadening my horizons. A prequel of the
mid-life crisis extravaganza. Reaching for the stars. Simply put,
running away.

I have the
perfect man. He’s fifty-seven years old thus charming, wise and
patient. He’s also somewhat of a French aristocrat, and he makes
wines for a living. Even better, he has a mind that not only keeps
out most of everyone else’s thoughts but also keeps in all of his.
It’s what in layman’s terms I’ve baptised a closed mind as opposed
to an open mind from which all the junk leaks out, pours out,
bursts out or evaporates.

It’s not
rocket science. Some people are blood type A, some are B, some are
AB and some are O. Type A and B need transfusions from their
kin or from type O. A and B can give to their
kin and to AB but not to O. O are universal donors, and hence they
can give to anyone but can only receive from O. AB can receive
blood from anyone but can only give to AB. You’re born with it; you
can’t change it. Same with my thing.

I have yet to
figure out all of the mind types, though;
they’re not as clear cut as blood types. More of a continuum going
from closed to open with another continuum for the readers. Not
that I give a damn. As far as I’m concerned, I have a birth defect,
O and AB combined. With most people letting out too much, I’ve
developed my unique self-defence technique. Simply put, it’s
BACK OFF! Works pretty well too.

Focus! I need pleasant thoughts.
Thinking of Guillaume-Éric Fortin the perfectly lovely French man.
We’ve been friends for over seven years, precisely since the day of
my thirtieth birthday, lovers from time to time with no expectation
other than the pleasure of each other’s company. That came to an
abrupt stop on Monday. A marriage proposal of all things! I’m way
too old, I don’t want kids, and I’m crazy are all valid reasons for
turning him down. He didn’t agree, saying that he’d known all of
that from the start. I insisted. He said he’d wait. How adorable is
that? I could finally stop running, stealing, fighting,
thinking.

Mrs. Trica
Fortin has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?
Once married I suppose my life wouldn’t be much different yet a lot
more peaceful. Way more. So why can’t I say yes? I’d get to keep my
studio in Milan and visit him a couple of times a year just like
now. Or would it rather be more that I’d live with him and visit
the studio a couple of times a year? I have an overly active
conscience that keeps me into the blunt honestly zone. That’s why
the jury is still out on the craziness thing. Still out on the
marriage too.


Night 1 :
Prequel

Chris doesn’t have to wait long
for the question to come. That query is a ritual between
them.

“You sure?” Thomas asks.

“I’m
sure,” Chris answers without loosening
his grip. He’s choking the jerk with his arm. He chokes him to
within a breath of his life. Lets him go. Does it again. Just like
the creep had done to the ex-girlfriend. An eye for an
eye.

“What shall I charge him
for?”

“Rape.” Rapes
get higher sentences than mere beatings. Even if the woman hadn’t
accused her ex-boyfriend of anything, Chris knows the jerk had
raped her before beating her senseless.

Not bad for
a college dropout, Chris muses while his
elbow crushes the guy’s throat. What had begun as venting is now a
very productive hobby. He had not planned on doing it. Going into
the family business of sort, his family would be so proud. If they
knew. Too bad he’s so good at it for he’s not enjoying it one bit.
He had better things to do with his time than this. Read a book or
take up painting. Yeah right.

The damn
beard itches, but he doesn’t feel like shaving it yet. Those weeks
in the woods had been great. Only him and the wolf like old times.
Hunting preys that were not human for a change. Their meat sure
tastes better, Chris silently jokes.

“Any
proof, Chris?” He looks up at Tom, who
insists, “you know how those fucking judges are.”

“He’ll confess.”

When
Chris is through with the jerk, the bastard
indeed confesses. Except to being beaten up to an inch of his life,
of course. He must have slipped down the stairs or
something.



Day 2 : Prologue


The sun is shining. The shower
has small blue and gold tiles. The floors are made of large golden
wood planks. The walls are white. I have a large walk-in closet in
my bedroom. I have wide bay windows in the main room. There is no
kitchen to speak of. There are at least three coffee shops within
walking distance. Life is grand.

So what if I
had to sleep on said wooden floor. I’ve
slept in abandoned buildings, in forests under the stars, I’ve even
slept in a barge for a whole week once so this is nothing. Last
night, I emptied my luggage on the floor and made myself a thin
mattress, very thin since I have brought so few clothes. So I
didn’t have any towels to dry myself with after my shower − once
again putting my clothes to good use − I have a shower! So what if
I woke at four because of jet lag. I watched the sunrise from my
new still empty except for a tiny heap of clothes living
room.

I could live
here. Add some furniture and I could live
here. OK, technically as of yesterday eighty-two minutes before
midnight, I am living here. Great. Another spur of the moment
decision. Easier for my peace of mind to get a new place in a new
city on a different continent than to get a husband. Besides, I can
always sell the place.

Strange what
one can get with a credit card. Granted I
have an impeccable credit history since I never spend a dime and
earn too much because what I do isn’t work but still... And it’s
not like I’m actually paying for the place. I charged the first
year of payments for the condominium to my plastic card and
Ta-dam! I’m an owner. I’ve never lived in a hotel-condo before;
this ought to be interesting.

With eight
floors of hotel rooms and condos on alternate floors, plus a small
restaurant, Italian no less, and a bar on the main floor, this
place closely resembles heaven. On the drive over in my damn brown
car, I found the hotel nestled in the heart of downtown with nearby
coffee shops, boutiques, a park and more bars. I already
like the neighbourhood. With barely a
thought seeping in, the thickness of the insulation sealed the
deal. Had I known I would find the place so rapidly, this is the
fourth − my lucky number − place I looked at, I wouldn’t have
rented the brown disaster for a full week. I need food, towels,
furniture and clothes. In that order. Since I’m stuck with the car
wreck, I will go shopping alone even if the girls get mad at
me.

I have two
friends that live in the city. My spontaneous moving
wasn’t totally irrational I realise.
Because of my, hum, shall I say, condition, I have very few
friends. I just don’t fit in. Truth is, as a group, I don’t like
people that much; the feeling is mutual. When it comes to
one-on-ones, I’m even pickier.

I call
Claudia first. She doesn’t pick up, so she’s either driving around
in her cruiser or at the gym. I love Claudia Rodriguez. It has been
three months already since her last visit. Clau is my age and my
height; that’s about all we have in common. She has olive skin,
very straight short black hair, black eyes, a black belt in karate
and masters a couple of other fighting styles I know nothing. To
top it off, she’s a cop (of all things!). We met in a bar in
Barcelona, got drunk and have been friends since our late
twenties.

“Hi, Sweetie. It’s me. Trica,” I
add just to be sure. “I’m in the city,” I roll my eyes, “yes, your
city.” I’ve never flown back to the continent since the day I left
on my twenty-first birthday. I was naive then, thinking putting an
ocean between me and my burgeoning curse was going to make a
difference. Turns out the damn thing flew with me. I’ve since
learned to live with it. Just
ignore it is my motto, and when it fails,
because it always does, abuse
it until you can ignore it again. And so
on back and forth. Seems I can outrun a prospective husband but
can’t outrun myself. Not that I haven’t tried.

“How about going for a drink
later? I’ll text you the address.”

My next call
is to Anton. I’m as different from Clau as I am from
Carmen-Antonella Fortin, Anton for short, my other city-dweller
woman friend. Anton is fifteen years older and a chain smoker.
She’s also Guillaume-Éric’s half-cousin from a third bed. She’s as
round and short as Guillaume-Éric is tall and
lean, and while he’s all curly greying
black hair and brown eyes, she’s a green-eyed curvy blonde. She
hates everything European, especially French, and that includes her
family. Guillaume-Éric she consents to tolerate, though.

She’s a
painter but, unlike me, doesn’t make a
living out of it. She’s mostly a businesswoman. Amongst the
businesses she owns, there’s an art gallery in the BoHo district,
which I’ve yet to visit even if she’s my official North American
agent. She must be shrewd because she’s sold every painting I
deigned sent to her for the last five years. And thus I’ve earned
an indecent amount of money considering I steal most of everything
I need, including the paints I paint with and the canvas I paint
on. Ironic, isn’t it? I no longer lack money yet I can’t stop
stealing the paint stuff for fear I might jinx my success. OK, the
truth is, I kind of like stealing. I could stop if I wanted to,
though; it’s not like I’m a kleptomaniac or anything. No Robin Hood
either even if I do steal double and give at random. Clearing my
conscience, a shrink might say. I leave Anton the same message I
left Clau.

The girls
don’t hang out together in their everyday life, but little do they know their lives are about to become a
little busier. I’m thinking I better settle fast if I want to
invite them over. We’ll be trying out the hotel bar, we’ll get
drunk and they’ll give me marital advice, most of which I can
already guess. Anton will recommend I marry her distant cousin,
drink his wines and keep one or two lovers on the side. Clau will
suggest much of the same without the marrying part.

If it
weren’t for that marriage dilemma, life
sure would be grand. Maybe in this place I’ll find the inspiration
to write a fourth graphic novel. Through a British publisher friend
of a friend of an ex-lover, I’ve already self-published three (with
money I earned for real at that). Proudest days of my life. I’ve
even managed not only to earn back my investment but to bring in
some extra cash. Writing might just make me honest. Or not. Maybe I
can write my memoirs. Hum. It’ll be a science-fiction type of
novella.


Night 2 :
Encounter

Chris watches as she comes in.
Lithe and tallish. He can’t see her face, but she has a nice body
in a discreet, classy way but for the hair. Her hair looks like it
had a fight with the wind, and the wind won. Or the bed. She’s got
serious just-fucked hair that she’s unsuccessfully trying to smooth
as she walks. She’s looking shyly down as she strides to the bar
counter yet her gait is confident. Nice moves. Curves are not
overflowing all over the place but smooth curves she has, he’d bet
on a delicate handful.

The evening
might not be such a pain after all. Jefferson had chosen a quaint hotel this time, a first in
all the years he’s known the guy. Decent scotch, though. Once a
year, the guy feels the obligation to come into town and try to
enroll him. And once a year, Chris feels the obligation to have a
couple of drinks with the guy before flatly turning him down. With
his day job and his sideline with Tom, his calendar is full. Two
minutes ago, he’d been cursing the jerk for his tardiness, but he
doesn’t anymore. He has yummy eye candy to look at now.
Too bad I chose one of the
armchairs. The bar would have been better
since Eyecandy has now perched her small tight ass on one of the
stools. He wonders what she smells like.

He rubs his
face with his hand. He had only taken a
quick shower, and his beard is a mess. Princess over there with her
heels, her sleek jeans and that long-sleeved silky black blouse
doesn’t look the outdoorsy hunting type. Not that he has any
intention of making a move. He has no interest nor time for high
maintenance women. He has his regulars, and they suit his needs.
Exchange of bodily services commitment-free on all parts hence
freedom and peace of mind.

He watches
with amusement as a guy moves in next to her. She looks the stud up
and down and shakes her head. Fast and neat. With the hair, Chris
can’t see her face but he watches the guy’s. Stud backs off
sulking. Neat and fast indeed. Not the woman’s first turn down
which has him wondering. A roller, a cougar or a working girl? Not
that either would be a problem, quite the contrary. She’s
light-years away from Tom’s whores, though.

The bartender
places a napkin on the bar in front of her, opens a bottle of red
wine and pours her a glass. No money is given. A bar star then. The more he looks, the more he likes the
back and side of her. The bartender chats her up for a minute while
she drinks, then moves down the bar to serve other clients. Another
dude sits next to her. Leans in close. Puts an arm around her
shoulders. Without thinking it through, Chris is up and in two
strides, he’s standing behind her, sliding his hands up her arms,
feeling the softness of the fabric and the firm flesh underneath.
Realising she’s stiffened under his touch, he swiftly moves his
hands to her shoulders effectively removing the other jerk’s
arm.

“Hi,
Princess, sorry I’m late.”

He leans in
and brushes his lips on her neck. Hears her catch her breath. Fuck
the woman smells great. Raspberry. Sugar.
Citrus. Something like fresh grass but not quite. A bit woodsy.
Something else too. He hates it when women drench themselves in
flowery scents. Princess had not.

He takes the
seat the jerk (taking the hint) had
vacated. Christopher to the rescue, he thinks to himself smirking.
So much for not hitting on the too-much trouble bar Princess. A
fuck would be nice. The
things I could do to you, Princess. With you.

She glares at
him, sulky mouth, flushed cheeks and a
raised eyebrow. Up close, the face frowning at him is lovely. Wide
dark-blue eyes lined with long eyelashes, lightly tanned skin,
framed by the dark waves, with a rosy shade to her long straight
nose and cheekbones she could only have gotten from spending time
outdoor. He knows he’s about to be sent his way just like his two
predecessors, but she’s well worth the affront. The small handfuls
of curves look enticing and all genuine.

“I’m
Chris.” He extends his hand. She stares
at it for a beat. “Can I buy you a drink?” The frown
deepens. Not smooth, man,
that’s probably what the two jerks offered. “Better yet, why don’t you buy me one?” Stunned silence.
At least, he hasn’t been dismissed yet. “Since I saved you and
all.”

“Who’s to say
I haven’t just exchanged one small jerk for a bigger
one?”

She has a
soft voice with a hint of an accent.
Sexy. So sexy it doesn’t register at first he has just been
insulted. Very smooth,
Candydoll, but I can play too.

“You can’t.
No more than I can say you’re worth saving. Only one way to find
out.” Your call,
Angel. “In my defence, I’ll point out
that I watched jerk number one hitting on you but seeing as you
seemed to be doing fine, I let you handle it. I only intervene when
I felt you really
needed my help.”

“N’importe quoi! But cute
nonetheless.”

He
recognises the French words. He had made
a conscious effort not to understand half of it when his aunt tried
to teach him in his formative years but coming from Angel’s mouth
he now definitely likes French.

He flashes
her his best smile. White teeth gleaming, the shadow of a dimple in
the left cheek visible even with the beard, a twinkle in his eyes.
Borderline rapacious, but he can’t help it, the woman is a
fox.

She fights
back a smile but can’t stop it from curling her mouth. Downright
stunning. He feels his pulse quicken and licks his lips staring at
hers. Yummy. Definitely a fuck. When’s the last time just looking at a woman has gone
straight to my cock like that? A blush
appears on her cheeks, and she looks away. Double yummy.
Triple. Wish I knew what you
were thinking, Pussycat.

“Don’t I get
points for my effort, Angel?”

Without
waiting for her reply, without taking his eyes off her, he motions
to the bartender. Hoping Jefferson had
been permanently delayed.



Morning 3 :
Decorating


My hair hurts. Thirty-seven years
old and I can still earn myself painful hangover hair. Maybe it’s
not the wine; maybe it’s my hair. I have too much of it. Every
other week I consider getting a haircut, then the moment passes,
and I never do. Shoulder-length is the optimum length for me. Long
enough to tie up, short enough to let loose, meaning short enough
for the waves to be manageable, but long enough for the waves to
remain waves and not pull a curling stunt on me. Except in this
damn city. What’s with all this humidity? I took a two-hour walk
yesterday, and I’m still paying for it.

The walk was
well worth the slut hairdo, though. In
daylight, my new neighbourhood is glorious. The hotel is lost in an
eight-by-ten streets block of offices, no wonder there are so many
coffee shops around. I counted a total of fifteen on my walk with
three with definite style, five not so bad, and the rest I don’t
intend to give my patronage. Eight out of fifteen is not a bad
score considering I’m not in Italy anymore. Indeed, I could have
done worse. I have explored the two-corner worth of boutiques
located two streets north of the hotel. Quaint. I like. I made two
or three purchases and a possible friend. A brittle middle-aged
grey-hair wick of a woman named Rosemary. Despite her withered
appearance, Rosemary is lovely. An old English maid.

Trophies from
my walk, new towels are now hanging in my
bathroom, and a lush red carpet lies on
the honey floor in my living room. Just delivered to compliment my
red rug, an impossibly long chocolate-coloured leather couch, as in
long enough for me to stretch on, with its two matching armchairs,
beacons to leisure. For my new king-size mattress, gorgeous black
fleece sheets with a white comforter and five matching white
pillows. So I don’t have a bed frame to put the mattress on, not a
problem, I don’t need really one, do I? A new antique-looking
tarnished white bedside table holds a gypsy-looking lamp with a
colourful lampshade made of beads, new also. I don’t like things
that have a history so real antiques, or anything previously owned,
make me nervous. A weird belief. When one has owned an object, any
object, long enough, one’s presence eventually impregnates said
object. I’m not about to let just anybody’s emanations float around
my new place now, am I?

Setting
everything in place takes me less than two hours, including sorting
my freshly washed clothes, thanks to the hotel’s laundering
service. I spend another hour pampering my hair by stretching on my
couch and staring at the ceiling. The sun is playing hide-and-seek
with the clouds and drawing shadows on my almost perfectly smooth
ceiling.

 


Seeing the
girls was great. We ended up not eating much and drinking too much.
Claudia looked her usual fit and cool self. She was my saviour last
night. I must have been on a jet lag high because usually when I
walk into a bar, I turn up my back-off vibe. The entire hotel
should have felt it. Nope. Jerk number one sure didn’t feel it. Not
that he was so bad, just annoying and boring.

Has, “How about I buy you a
drink, sweetheart?” ever worked?

“How about you don’t,” was
enough to send him packing.

“A woman like
you deserves a man like me. Let me explain how you could get me
over a drink. I’m buying.” New to me but clearly rehearsed and
overused by jerk number two. He was so infatuated with himself, the
back-off vibes I’d finally remembered to crank up took their damn
sweet time reaching his clogged brain.

Claudia had
stared down that third guy, Christopher,
when she’d walked in.

Not that he
seemed all that impressed. He gave me the cunning smile and a
chivalrous bow, pointing at his table, saying, “I’ll be over there if you need another rescue
mission,” before he headed back with a swagger to said
table.

His
back looked as good as the front. Rugged looking
guys with attitude are entertaining, but grown men should not be
allowed to sport dimples. Luckily he looked like a bum, or I might
have smiled back. Claudia’s worse than me when it comes to beards
and long hair. I don’t rule it out first hand, but I don’t quite
like it. Silly I know, but I worry about food or other stuff hiding
in there. Hence, I don’t always find it, shall I say, hygienic. I’m
not about to let a third party’s germs end up on me through some
guy. The Christopher guy looked clean, though, and he smelled
great. Woodsy, like a grassy undergrowth. Funny what a girl notices
when she’s being unwillingly felt up. Nice hands too. But I don’t
do bums, especially bums I can’t sense.

Clau doesn’t
know what I am, but she might have figured part of it. Her
grandmother was a black-Indian Cherokee mulatto and into voodoo so
she’s already a believer. Still, we don’t talk about it, and I sure
don’t read her. I prefer my friends more closed than open. She’s
been pestering me for years to move into the city, country,
continent and start living a normal life. When we’re quite drunk
like last night, we dream about opening a detective agency
together. Well, I do; she just laughs and picks up guys. She’s a
fervent believer in the power to the women in all things, including
in the pick-up, use and dispose departments. Must have learned it
in police school. Three times a year she would fly over, be it
France, England, Spain, Italy, or Greece, and we’d spend ten days
of girly fun. Girly fun will be in her homeland from now on. Last
night, I omitted to mention the marriage proposal.

It’s
enough that the Christopher guy stopped
by before leaving the bar to give me his phone number. Some other
man was with him, another hairy dude that Anton, who had finally
joined us, paused to look up and down. She did check them both out
very thoroughly.

“Nice package,” she commented.
“He’s been checking you out all evening. You should keep the number
and do a test drive.”

I don’t do
test drives, but for some strange reason,
I caught myself considering the possibility. Hors de question, fillette, you’re a married woman. Almost. Perhaps.

Contrary to
Claudia and me, beards, moustaches, hairy legs, Anton does it all.
Last night, she passed on the guys because last night, Anton
clearly intended to do me. For years, she
has wished I moved closer or at the very least, visited.
Anton Darling, don’t go thinking
it’s going to change our deal. Not even the glamour of the city can
change our thing. I paint; she sells, but
I remain anonymous.

Anton’s
other interests are men, again and
always, all ages, women, she’s versatile, all ages, and liquors,
the stronger, the better. She has a small speciality wines and
spirits boutique in the financial district, all European
products.

“My hatred of all European
things is not a sound business reason for not making money out of
the products,” she explained once.

She also has
ownership of a French jewellery boutique. So far I’ve designed
three winter and one summer jewellery
collections. The jewels are hand-cast, set and polished by an
Italian jeweller ex-lover-turned-friend of mine. Half the pieces
are sold exclusively in his Milan atelier, and the other half Anton
sells. The pricing is, again, quite indecent.

“You need to
start painting your ass off,
ma chérie,” Anton had said last night, right after announcing she
was to do an exhibit in two months’ time.

On
today’s agenda is a walk in the park.
After I’ve finished befriending my ceiling, of course. Then a
coffee. Or vice-versa. I should probably search for a small studio.
Probably I should also call Guillaume-Éric if only to let him know
where I am.


Afternoon 3 :
Procrastinating

Ceilings sure are fascinating. I
stared at my bathroom ceiling for almost an hour. I had a good
reason; I was taking a bath. I did try the tub before I signed the
papers but with clothes and shoes on. With bubbly salts acquired at
the old-fashioned beauty shop I found yesterday on my new favourite
commercial street, hot water kept steaming hot by adding hot water
every ten minutes or so, the bath was scrumptious. It’s so big I
can fully stretched and immerse from head to toe without bending my
knees. If anyone had bothered asking my opinion, I would have
chosen the ability to breathe underwater instead of that sentience
shit.

I’m so
relaxed after the bath, I lounge on my new mattress and explore the
bedroom ceiling. Somehow I must have fallen asleep because my hair
is now clearly on the bitchy side. Maybe it’s trying to tell me
something about this place. I dismiss it.
Besides, I’m going for a walk and the way the wind is blowing, for
sure my hairdo will only get puffier.

I think a
storm is coming. Freak cold front from Siberia that the damn
weather guy conspired to keep secret? I like storms. I get the park
all to myself. Hair whipping my face, I march on.
My walk is both invigorating and soothing; my
hair-ache is gone. The more my life is out of control, the more I
need the world around me to be the same. It makes me feel calmer by
comparison. This mind-blowing wind couldn’t have had better timing.
Ready to face the world and all its crazies. I’ll even start by
myself.

 


“Bonjour Chéri. Ou bonsoir, I’m
not sure what time it is over there. Over here either for that
matter.” The sky is dark outside. Could be the storm, or could be I
was out for hours. Note to self: Buy a clock. Or a watch. “So… How
is it going?” Damn lousy start. I’m no better than the bar jerks
when it comes to opening lines. For some reason, when I have to do
serious talking, I talk in English. Maybe my shrink could explain
why. If I had a shrink.

“Hi, Doctor. I can read people’s mind, can you cure
me?” The good doctor would think I’m
crazy and pouf!
no more credibility on either part. I’ve yet to
meet a totally closed shrink.

“Where are
you?” Guillaume-Éric’s voice has its
usual softness. He really is a great guy. I like it when he speaks
English as he does now. I know he does so simply because I do.
Perfect, isn’t he? Although he has no accent, his voice gets
deeper, and it’s like I’m talking to a different man.

“I’m visiting your cousin.”
Technically almost true. I’m good at true-ism.

“You’re
there?” His voice has barely a shrill in it. The greatest guy. “Visiting for how long?”

“Not sure yet. She’s planning an
exhibition in a couple of weeks.” Hopefully by then I will have
convinced myself to say yes.

“Trica
ma belle.”
The guy knows when to be concise.

“Guillaume-Éric chéri.” OK, here it goes. “I need
some time. You kind of took me by surprise.”

“Surprise? I’ve been hinting at
it for years.”

He
had, but hinting and proposing are two
different levels of commitment. Call me naïve but I thought he was
just teasing.

“I’m not
getting any younger, and you need someone
to look after you.”

“You’re not
old yet, Guillaume. Besides, I don’t
think you would let anyone look after you.”

“You’re not
listening, Trica. I’m not talking about me; I’m talking about you.
You’re the one who needs to be cared for.”

“Don’t be silly. I’ve been on my
own since my fourteenth birthday.”

“And you
think that’s a good thing?” I hear him sigh from across the ocean.
“Can I come visit?” He asks.

I have
short sporadic moments of wild crazy
asocial delusional behaviours in between long periods of shy,
dreamy, very sensible ones. If I tend to avoid confrontation at all
costs, I’m not a coward, and I do love the guy. “Actually, I need
my painting material. I was thinking of flying over for a day or
two. Would that be all right?”

“You’re going to fly overseas to
get your brushes?”

With
Guillaume-Éric, I get away with anything,
yet he has a way of letting me know when he suspects I’m fooling
myself. “I’m going to fly over to see you, but we’ll pretend it’s
for the brushes.”

“That’s my
girl. I won’t ask for your answer, but I
will be very charming.”

“You always are.” Never once
have we had an argument. The man is perfect. “You know I love you a
lot, right?”

“Je t’aime aussi, Trica
ma chérie.”

 


Il m’aime and I love him a lot.
Somehow, it doesn’t seem the same. Or else, why would he want to
screw up a good thing? Improve on it. Make it better. Maybe I
should repeat each sentence ten times. My new mantra. Marriage is
good. I’ll be flying back on Tuesday. I’ll dump the brown wreck at
the airport at the same time. Taking into consideration my drunken
state upon landing and the drive over to his estate, we’ll have a
day left to talk, plus a day to fool around and get my brushes.
I’ll fly back on Friday, Anton has already agreed to come pick me
up. I guess the woman wants to make sure I come back.


First Axiom

I
use my sentience in traffic, to get food,
drinks, lodging and all other necessities. No point in pretending I
don’t have it since I do. At the beginning, I hoped it was going to
fade away, wear out somehow, or even disappear because of my
misuse, a permit that’s been revoked. No such luck. If
Gaïa,
mother nature, whatshername goddess or Darwin’s law of evolution
find it funny to stick some of us with this, I don’t see why I
can’t curse them back and do my thing.



Night 4 :
Reconnaissance

Chris distractedly watches the
road go by. Sleek had not called. Not that he had anticipated she
would. She hadn’t seemed the type to call up strangers after a
five-minute talk in some bar, but he would have hated himself for
not giving her his number. Easy to blame it on her or fate now.
Nothing like a night drive to distract oneself from lustful
thoughts. A rainy night to end a shitty weekend. Work, work, work.
Where the fuck did they all keep coming from?

He had
snagged five. Had to beat up three; the
other two were harder to locate, easier to catch. Not much
convincing required. Too bad, he was excelled at convincing. In all
honesty, he should have hit only the one since only one had put up
a fight, but he was in a bad mood. He called it keeping in shape
for the bigger jerks. Other than his left hand throbbing a little
when he clenched his fist, the jobs had been little more than
routine. Nothing new on the whores front.

As it turns
out, he’s not the only one speeding on
the highway. Some jerk comes up fast behind him and passes him full
speed. An empty road at three in the morning, he is tempted to
follow the jerk, the speeding sedan being no match for his truck.
When he catches himself stepping on the accelerator, his reaction
surprises him. What am I,
sixteen? He likes speed for speed itself,
not because he has unexplained surges of male competitiveness.
Deciding it’s time to go home, he eases his foot from the
accelerator. The jerk can skid under the rain without
him.

No doubt
Cline and Maria will still be up when he gets back. Between the
two, Cline is clearly the mother hen although the old man would
never admit to it. No doubt Maria will
also let him know, yet again, what she thinks of his
middle-of-the-night drives.

Fifteen
minutes later, he catches taillights cutting through the rain from
the side of the road. The sedan is angled partly in the ditch.
Great. It’s not enough he plays the vigilante, now he’s expected to
play the good Samaritan. Someone up there sure has a weird sense of
humor. He should just let the jerk drown. If you can’t handle the
heat, you shouldn’t be playing with knives, or whatever the proverb
says. He slows down just enough to check the jerk is
alive.

Shit!

He makes a
sharp turn and stops twenty feet from the car. She’s too busy
flaying her arms, kicking the car and cursing to notice him. French
cursing isn’t new to him, but anything
French coming from her mouth sounds fucking arousing. Her accent is
thicker tonight than at the bar. She’s wet from t-shirt to jeans to
sneakers back to hair plastered to her face. Cute as in too damn
sexy. He’s hard just from looking at her. Fucking sixteen
again.

“Looks like
you need another rescue mission,
Princess.”

She tenses
before straightening and slowly turning toward him.
“No thanks. I like the rain. It
tingles.”

Even
from ten steps away he can see that her
arms are covered with goose bumps yet she’s standing fists on hips
in a defiant posture. Does she know her shirt is getting more
revealing with every drop? Bastard that he is, he has no intention
of telling her. So what if he’s getting soaked too, it’s only fair
she be allowed to admire him in return. He rolls on his heels and
stares at the view. Too focused on the upper part, he had missed
the long legs at the bar. Turns out they’re perfect for her lithe
body. Being six feet one, he likes tall women. No point breaking
his neck looking down at some doll. She looks a good five feet
seven. Damn perfect. Her curvy hips make her waist look small. The
wet t-shirt says it all. Real and soft perky B-cups that will fit
perfectly in his hands. Her bra’s not padded, and the rain makes
the outlines of the small areolas visible through the wet fabric.
He closes his fists. His damn pants are getting tighter by the
second, and he’s getting pissed. What the fuck is the pixie doing
out here in the middle of the night?

“It’s three
in the morning, Angel. What the hell are you doing
here?”

“Flat tire. What’s your
excuse?”

He doesn’t
bother explaining. How could he anyway? His life is crazy. For the
first time, Jefferson’s job proposal
sounds interesting. Could have a real relationship. Granted the
woman doesn’t seem all that normal, but who is he to judge? The
wind is blowing her scent his way, and the perfume is
intoxicating.

He
insists. “Where the hell are you coming
from?”

“Store.”

“Store? It’s the middle of the
night! Did you get lost or something?”

She sighs and rolls her eyes.
“Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a store that sells
television at this hour?”

He stares
blankly. He’s not been this attracted to
a woman in a long time. He curses himself; he’s never been this
attracted to a woman. Be it the rain, the excitement of his weekend
chase, midlife crisis, sleep deprivation, his teen years he had
spent brawling instead of aiming for the prom queen, but she is
getting to him big time. Deep breath. “Want to run that by me
again, Angel?”

“I
didn’t have a television. I couldn’t
sleep. I wanted a television. I bought a television. Should I
repeat it again more slowly or did you catch it this
time?”

The woman is
stranded on a lone highway during a downpour in the middle of the
fucking night, and she manages to put
enough disdain in her voice to put off anyone. Fortunately, he’s
not just anyone. OK, Pixie
girl, I can handle your repeat of the bar bitch
act.

“You were speeding.”

“So were
you.” Indeed, he had been, just not as much. “Besides, speed has
nothing to do with this, Big guy. It’s the damn brown wreck’s
fault. It decided to have a flat tire.”

She kicked
said damn wreck again. And again. To prevent her from hurting her
foot, he grabs her by the waist and pulls her away from the sedan. Fuck she’s cold. You’re an idiot, Mac.
Because of the free peepshow, exquisite flashes in his mind to
describe the shape of the small erect nipples, he’s keeping her in
the rain instead of taking charge and saving her as he’d
announced.

“How about
getting in the car now, Dollface? You’ve
showered enough.”

She had left
her door open when she’d rushed out to
throw her fit of anger; her seat is completely soaked now. Not that
it matters, he won’t let her get in the brown wreck
anyway.

“My
car’s all warm and dry.” Very cozy. “You
can wait there while I change your tire.” The manly man taking
charge.

“Oh. Ah.
Hum.” She doesn’t sound overly
enthusiastic. “It’s a rental. I don’t exactly have a
spare.”

“All cars have spares.”

“Not this
one.” She bites her lower lip before raising her chin. “I threw it
out.” Why the fuck would she throw out her spare tire? “Well,
actually, I didn’t so much throw it out as leave it behind.” She
sighs and stares at her hands.

This ought to be good, Pussycat.

“At the store
I remembered I didn’t have a sound system either. So…
Hum. Ah. When it came time to fit them in the
car, the television was too big to fit anywhere but in the truck
with the backseats folded. And the recess from the tire proved a
snug fit for the compact stereo I bought.”

“Couldn’t you have put it on the
front seat?”

“The salesman
who helped me with the boxes said it was dangerous to leave things
lying around in a car. What if you have an accident, he said.
Especially in this brown disaster.” She frowns at her
car.

“What if you have a flat
tire?”

“Exactement! The car swerved when
the tire exploded and my stuff stayed in its place.”

The woman is
crazy. Not that at this late hour, Chris isn’t seeing
the logic in her thinking. “OK, fine. I’ll drive
you home, and I’ll have someone come to pick up the car in the
morning.”

“I can’t leave my things in the
car.”

“I’ll put
them in my car. I have a very spacious truck.” Roomy enough for you to stretch should you
choose to, Dollface. “Both the television
and the stereo will fit.”

“Don’t
bother. I’m sure road assistance will come soon.” Stubborn woman
for sure.

“Did you call them?”

“No, I forgot my phone.” She
pauses and frowns. “Do you have a phone? You could call them.”

“My phone’s
broken.” Small lies are sometimes necessary to win a war. And more
subtle than “You can use my home line
anytime, though. I have a handset in my bedroom.”

“Ah.”

Standstill.

“Christopher, are you stalking
me?”

Fuck he loves
the woman! He’s laughing out loud in the
pouring rain. He damn sure likes her eyes. After widening from
stupefaction for a nanosecond, they are now reduced to two long
slits of contained fury, accentuated by her frowning dark eyebrows.
She does frown a lot at him. Doesn’t take a damn mind reader to
know what she’s thinking.

“You’re
making fun of me! You must admit that you
showing up here is a little fishy.”

“You’re a
pixie, a babe and all, Princess,” a fox, a bunny, a ten, a pussycat, a goddess, a definite
peach and if I have my say you’ll be a mistress, a lover, a
girlfriend, “but I’m too busy and too old
to go around chasing women.” No need, I ask nicely and two or three tries at the most
are usually enough. Tonight’s your second chance, Angel. If you
don’t take it, I’ll move on. “I’ll wait
for you to fall into my lap.”

“Not going to
happen. I don’t trust you.” She may be
pouting, but she does walk toward his car.

Getting closer,
Dollface. “I, on the other end, do trust
you.” Somewhat. Wish I could
read your thoughts so I could keep up, though. “I thought for sure my courage and nobility would have
won you over by now. I’m so chagrined.” He tries faking sorrow,
finds it hard to do since he’s grinning from ear to ear.

“Hum, right.
I so sense that you’re crushed by my
rejection.” She’s definitely smiling now. She turns her face to
hide it but not before he catches a glimpse of it. “Just go get my
stuff like you offered so we can get out of the rain.”

So he does while she watches and
tries to help. “You should wait in the car, Pixie.”

“I’ll help.” She’s shivering so
much she isn’t going to be much help. “Doesn’t seem fair to be out
of the rain while you’re getting soaked.”

Quite sensible of you, little pixie. “I’ll admit I’m
quite the stud with my shirt plastered to my rippling muscles.” He
does have some hard rippling muscles, not much choice if he wants
to keep up with the pastime he chose, but he is over forty and his
waist has started to thicken a bit. Whereas pointing out his
muscles was merely vain, bringing her attention to his thickening
waistline is clearly optional. Besides, desperate times call for
desperate measures, and the woman is obstinate. “But if you stare,
I’ll stare back and, Darling, your top is way more revealing than
mine. Your breasts are−”

He doesn’t
get to tell her what he thinks of her breasts. With an angry yelp,
she crosses her arms over her chest in a
covering attempt and runs to his car. “There’s a jacket on the
backseat, Angel,” he calls after her with a grin.

When he’s
done uploading her things in the trunk, he finds
her, wearing his coat, sitting in the
driver seat. The heater is blasting heat, but her lips are still
blue. For the nth time, he curses himself. Get a grip on your testosterone, asshole; you’re
forty-two, you’ve seen plenty of nipples before.

“I’m driving,” she announces.
“You own this truck, right?”

“Yes, but
you’re not−”

“Why are you
worried? You’re insured, right? Besides, with all the trouble I
went through, it’s not like I’ll risk damaging my
television.”

She flashes
him a smile. The best damn smile he has
ever seen. She’s definitely a pixie. A mischievous, captivating
pixie in a woman’s body. Lethal combination.

“You did say
you trusted me, did you not, Big guy? Hop
in.”


Second Axiom

I
do my things such as painting, writing,
community work or whatever without worrying about money. See axiom
number one for details. Unfortunately, I don’t rule the stores’
opening hours. And when it comes to impulses, I’ve long learned
money is only one of the deterrents and not the most
determinant.



Day 5 : Taking Off


Damn, the man can kiss. I’m not
sure who I’m running from this time. I’m in that twilight time
right after take-off when I’m not drunk enough anymore, the
taking-off part having diluted the drunken state I managed to
attain prior boarding. I sit there in ecstatic terror because I
have survived yet another take-off, but I still have hours of
flight to endure that will end in death or landing. The flight
personnel has not started serving refreshments yet; the
buckle-your-seatbelt still flashes on; hence I’m left to myself.
This agonising sobering allows me to think. I have carefully
avoided any thoughts of Christopher Mac for the last thirty-six
hours.
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