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Introduction

 

The Colombian Blend just happened. I hadn’t intended to write it, but the idea struck me when Christmas shopping. I’m not wild about shopping for Christmas, and even less so when I can’t find something for the different people on the list. But then it hit me that a couple of those people on that list might, might, enjoy something a little different this year. So, I put them into a story – fictionally, of course.

 

Readers of my dinosaur action stories will have stumbled upon references to Colombian coffee more than once. And, with this story, I reveal the source of those references, or, at the very least, the reason why that particular blend of coffee features so often in my stories.

 

The events in The Colombian Blend occur some time after the novel Reviver. It is very different from the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I normally write. Also, continuing in the tradition of Reviver, The Colombian Blend includes guns, beasts, and bad language.

 

Merry Christmas, folks!

 

Chris 

December 2023

Denmark


 

 

 

 

 

The Colombian Blend


 

 

 

 

 

1

 

It started with coffee. Beans roasted. Water heated, not boiled. A measure, scraped level, not heaped. Then four minutes and thirty-one seconds. He, Hugo, tapped his watch, started the clock. She, Alexandra – Alex for much of her life – slipped out of bed as the first few bars of Penny Lane, McCartney’s voice, filled the apartment. Alex dressed, going for casual but warm, pulling on jeans and a sweater, plus the big socks. She fixed her curly dark hair on the way to the kitchen. Hugo met her halfway, planting a brief good morning on her lips, tickling her skin with his beard before tapping his watch, one second before the beep. He poured the coffee, pressed her favourite mug into Alex’ hand, then poured another for himself.

“Busy day today,” he said, pulling out a chair. He sat opposite her, pressed his nose close to the mug, drawing the rich aroma, Colombian blend, into his nose, smiling, then nodding; it was just right. “Condors,” he said, as he put the mug down.

“I know,” Alex said. She curled her fingers around the mug. “It’s in the calendar.”

“And I know,” Hugo said. “But the Duchamps…”

“Don’t worry about the Duchamps.” Alex waved her hand. “I sent the final package yesterday.”

“The final package?” Hugo took a breath. He lifted the mug halfway to his lips and then paused, waiting for the inevitable…

“I think so,” Alex said. “It has to be final. I mean, there’s nothing more they can add to the itinerary.”

“You said that last time.” Hugo tapped his watch and turned the volume down as Lennon and company changed gears with Strawberry Fields Forever. “And…” He forced a smile. “The time before that.”

“I did,” Alex said. “But there were complications.”

“Excuses…” Hugo said, almost a whisper.

Alex opened her mouth to speak to counter Hugo’s concerns with something about flights, private planes, the required resting time for pilots, and something about weather systems in alignment, only to stop as a new email arrived in her inbox with that special French horn she had assigned the Duchamps.

“It’ll be the confirmation,” she said, glancing at her iPhone on the kitchen counter. “Signing off on the package. All good. All sorted.”

Hugo took another sip of coffee, said nothing.

Alex fidgeted on her seat, took another look at her phone.

“I should just check,” she said.

“And I’ll get breakfast.” Hugo stood up.

“You’re not cycling?”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “Not this morning.”

He walked around the table, kissed Alex on the cheek, and then, remembering his coffee, he took a last sniff, another sip, and then tapped his watch once again.

“I’ll pick up the car after breakfast. If we’re still on?”

“Of course,” Alex said. Hugo pointed at her phone, and she pushed her chair back to reach for it. “All good.”

“Sure,” Hugo said. He waited for Alex to unlock her phone with a swipe of her thumb, and then ducked out of the kitchen when she sighed.

“Hugo, wait,” she said, but he was gone. Alex cursed as she scrolled through Mathilde Duchamps’ email and then took her coffee to the couch by the window. The tops of the Andes breached the morning cloud, but the day was, like many others, grey with a chance of sun, a chance of rain, high temperatures, followed by lows. They would pack accordingly, of course. “Just as soon as I’ve dealt with Mathilde,” Alex said, thumb poised to swipe the email to one side before checking the time. The time difference in Paris was… Alex pursed her lips as she thought about it, and then, remembering the email had just arrived, she closed her inbox, ready to call.

A shadow of something passed the window – brief enough to be a bird, but large enough to give Alex pause, as the bird’s passing plunged the living area of the apartment into darkness for several seconds. Alex looked up, then tilted her head just so, searching for what had to be a bloody big bird. She laughed suddenly at the thought of putting off the condor watching trip to the Andes. There was no need if the huge birds were circling above Bogotá instead. She could deal with the Duchamps and watch condors from the apartment. Hugo could make more coffee. They could get takeout – the expensive kind – and have that romantic weekend at home, the kind they had talked about for such a long time.
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