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Saying she's beautiful would be easy. It would just confirm something that's obvious. The fact that she's beautiful is a trifle. Almost a secondary and incidental truth. There are many beautiful women, some even more beautiful than her. True, not too many of them. But that's not what makes Jasmine M. special and worth writing about. Not because of her long chocolate-colored hair, nor because of her greenish eyes that knock even the strongest off their feet. Built like a dream. An hourglass figure, with a racy ass that has played tricks with so many men's minds. All of that, any of that, would be the main asset in someone else.
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But Jasmine...destiny gave Jasmine all of that and more. In her beautiful head are countless thoughts, potent and deep. A sharp mind and that cat-like voice with which she tells you what's on her mind. Fatal. The only one and the special one. She used to stroll through her high school halls like a star in a play. All eyes were on her, and all ears were listening intently, almost mesmerized. She effortlessly excelled in all her subjects. She collected diplomas, plaques, and awards from competitions, as if it were a joke. Everyone knew that something big and glorious was waiting for her. Even though she did everything easily and as if at half strength. Everyone, as if hypnotized, wanted to be near her. To brush their shoulders and catch a bit of the magic that Jasmine radiated, making life more beautiful and joyful. 
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On a whim, as if it were nothing, she took the entrance exams at two faculties. She excelled in both. Of course she did. Those who knew her never suspected it for a second. And while many were getting used to the capital city and everything it brought and everything it threatened with, Jasmine continued to trample and conquer. Somehow in those days, for the first time, her destiny sent her a conqueror. Maybe even someone who was just like her. A reflection in the mirror. An opposite weight on the scales. An equal in beauty, charm, and intellect. A true clash of titans. Special and unique. Weeks, months, and years. Jasmine's and his. Days and nights of love, passion, achievements, and hopes. Countless moments of the sweetest and strongest pleasure only a young souls could experience. Those long conversations and sweet whispers as morning slowly approaches outside. Travels, jokes, and laughter. Admiration, maybe even envy, wherever they appear together. Jasmine and him. 
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Their pictures were the images of something that seemed too good to be true. Their story was a story that belonged in fairy tales and the dreams of us others, ordinary people. Memories. All of them are just Jasmine's memories now. Heavy and painful. There are too many of them for her to defend herself against. And the summer is coming. After so many past ones, this is a summer without him.
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She never thought that something so good, so perfect could crack and collapse. Just like that. That the only one who was so close to her would now be on the other side of the world, across the ocean. To simply pack up and leave forever. Like she was nothing to him. How many nights had she spent trapped in her busy head, in her never-ending thoughts? Rewinding the movie and weighing every word and every deed. Convincing herself that it had to end and that it wasn't her fault, nor his. Regretting that she had even gone to the library on that fateful day, the library in front of which she had almost collided with him. And the magic second later, the moment both of them smiled. Curled up, and with her chin resting on her knees, she remembered their first walk along the quay. Sparks that flashed and stung everywhere when he hugged her around the waist.
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Memories. Jasmine has many. Perhaps most others would give their souls for her memories. Jasmine's peers earned their own memories. Different and more ordinary than hers. Marriages, kindergartens, baptisms... petty gossips and stories that she only listened to and took part in for the sake of order. And yet, those stories crawled slowly into her stomach as she sat in her hometown. After so long. Surrounded by those more ordinary than her. Maybe she could boast that she was the head of a laboratory at the institute? Or that her doctorate was set as a role model and example for the next generations of academics at her faculty? Jasmine knows very well that she would only be wasting her words. Who cares? Even to her, those things now seem tragicomic. She almost feels as if she should be ashamed of them. While pictures of the little ones flash before her eyes, which her friends proudly show off and comment on whether the child is more like their father or them. Whether the toddlers eat spinach or if he already knows how to put their baby sister to sleep. 
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The voices of her friends mix in her head, merging into a vortex and a whirlpool that swallows her soul. She didn't want to admit it to herself, but she knew it well. She couldn't wait for the reunion to end. To promise her friends that she wouldn't wait this long to stop by the province again. To hear a few more jokes and compliments about how they envy her for not having to bother getting passports for her children before their summer vacation. And to watch as the husbands of a few of these old friends arrive in the restaurant's parking lot.
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In that same parking lot, Jasmine stared silently through the windshield. Maybe for the first time, her smart head was without a single thought. Without anything. I guess that's why she had no idea how long she had been sitting behind the wheel, silent. As if there was something stronger in that martini she had, she barely raised her hand and inserted the key into the ignition lock. A shaggy donkey figure dangled from it. She couldn't get herself to change the key fob. A small gift on the day she bought her first car. How they both laughed when he told her that he would always keep her company behind the wheel. A guardian angel. A plush donkey. If her fingers weren't so heavy and clumsy, it would probably fly out the window right now. 
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With a deep sigh, Jasmine presses the gas pedal. In the morning. As soon as she gets some sleep, that's the first thing she'll do before she heads back to work. She'll throw away the damn donkey somewhere by the road. For now, the innocent donkey just gets one good slap before her hand goes to the gearshift. In her parents' apartment, Jasmine M. rummages through the closet. She's not sure what she's looking for, but her hands are turning over things she's long forgotten about. She must have at least something. For sure. Some rag that she put away, who knows when, and left in the closet of her childhood room. Bare-chested and wearing only black panties edged with lace, she throws things on the bed with increasing urgency. If she doesn't find anything, maybe she'll get behind the wheel again, like this, half-naked?
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