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UNSCRUPULOUS GOLD DIGGERS

Tony was a middle-aged man; actually he had just turned fifty, but looked a few more. The hair graying at the temples that made him endearing character that eventually was, and well tanned skin from the sun made him look mature.

Women loved him so, at first glance, and seemed hung dried from his lips.

To be sure, not all felt that feeling of passion; There were some who ended up with hate, to the point of even groped to kill him in order not to have to share with anyone. When he walked into a room, inevitably someone noticed him and started such a game confirmations and denials, however false, which led him always to spend the night, or perhaps only a few hours of early morning, in theroom of any hotel, scattered in some kind of cross street in a suburb of a world metropolis.

He would wake up always before her of the moment, he cried for him for this yet another betrayal, he looked in the mirror vowing not to do it over and then ended up cured the hangover from the night before with some aspirin, immediately followed by a beer frozen.

Already, anesthesia for that little pain that inevitably arose inside.

Nothing like it had tried in the night, or in the glare of the first day, made him so happy. After all he didn’t know if it was right, but he lived well.

It was that moment when one thinks of being immortal. Unfortunately we can not, and then ... then you lose, and you do great.

He never went to the house of his prey.

The tactic was to disappear after a couple of hours of sex, or a little more.

Sex, for him, was the final decent than his situation recurring, which sometimes led him to buy, not just for the money, a handkerchief of peace.

A peace as much all we know it.

A woman who for one reason or the other sleeps next to us, cuddle first of all, have dinner in a bad way, though alone, facing each other and so on.

Tony called them daily living rooms, and he had not hardly ever had.

Were those feelings, those urges that only a few were able to capture.

One day he met a friend of hers, and it was forever. Not that this had upset the life that much ... in fact he was not exactly a friend of her, but her brother who, for one reason or another, had lost their lives in one of those uncomfortable places and unnecessary in which certainly he would not have wanted to be. He thought that perhaps could be called Mirco, and she ultimately could be called in any other way, perhaps Beatrice. Were those stories that no one would ever want to recall, and at the same time ended with a recurrence in every season and in every color. Probably in those years of irreverent but calm madness, he spent his days with Mirco, leaving you with dull carelessness she tried to love him. Only at a distance of years that his feelings would come to light, on the occasion of what he would have called for his whole life: "The story of the Child."

They called so that enormous gentle giant who was afraid of wild snakes - calls from other, long before him, spotting eels - and could, in one night, to lose at least three or four lighters and a pack of cigarettes.

The pain I felt inside Tony was still strong, despite the weather, the seasons and by himself. Not a day passed that somehow come back with the mind in those moments and confronted with that figure who, day after day, was becoming a shadow.

In the pavement of his life it can be said that he had seen and encountered a bit 'of everything.

He had passed from military to stop voluntary service, picking up a indeterminable number of patents, including that of helicopter and expert in counterespionage.

Just one of those activities had lost the sense of things.

In a demonstration flight with a large class, he, the one without blemish and without errors, had fallen with his helicopter to a minor plumbing problem that any mechanic could detect.

Its crew and passengers youngsters didn’t have it done.

Only he had survived the impact.

He had been in coma vigil for a couple of days and in its wake nothing had been the same as before, nothing had turned out easier. The voices of those children, who suddenly ended by silence, had estranged from his life. They'd like pulled out, and he could be seen from one place indefinable move forward and nothing else.

Later he wanted to give his life in exchange for that of all the others. As he climbed into the sky saw the smiling faces and frightened of its young passengers, and at the same time he saw, as he fell, their faces full of fear and ignorance.

That was the last time he flew and drove a helicopter.

Nothing in this world would make him go back. His madness mingled with that of those poor parents who would never see their children.

His memory would stop at the church, where the white boxes of those children were distinguished as red hearts in a carpet of white rose petals. The pain had remained glued on him as well, for so long, now didn’t hear him even more. It was part of him.

Later, after everything was hidden in the farthest the back of his mind, he also had to do with American paramilitary organization that dealt with terrorism and international drug trafficking.

He lived this new life as a punishment for what had happened, and what in his opinion was not avoided. A forty-six years that life had greatly annoyed and maybe even disappointed, so he decided to start his own business, and obtained the license for the private detective profession.

After all, who could deny him ... he had, on a couple of occasions, saved some of the most prominent personalities of the various institutions, and there were those who could swear that in a daring mission had saved the president's wife. When you spoke to President we would obviously referring to the US president of America.

No doubt this activity does not put him outside the intrigues of power, even if he, smiling with a determined detachment, always said that he would leave, almost overnight.

As a matter blatantly riotous and schema, he had many enemies - such as some African embassies - that, in the shade or under the spotlight, made him this was inappropriate to make holidays in their respective countries, and undermined the foundations. He was often found with his car put on fire, and had in a couple of occasions saved his skin by taking refuge in some of the most infamous local London. It was there that no one would ever tried.

However, the appreciation of the friends towards him was conspicuous, sometimes almost brazen. There were characters, never known, who appeared in his life and became available, or better, they consented to those excesses that his work sometimes could take, without ever involve much in the legal proceedings of this or that country.

All in exchange for something or to something else reward.

Nothing for nothing.

He had reached the point of fun to barter this or that information in exchange for nothing. In his professional ethics he realized that the wait was a good traveling companion even in the worst lands.

Let's face it: he was a spy. More or less accredited, but it was.

So, after riding some kind of seas and all, I mean all, the dragons of the world, had decided to retire to a better life, at least away from firearm projectiles.

His office, in fact, was in the unknown outskirts of London.

It was not much, basically boiled down to two small rooms, plus the bathroom, in an anonymous, even unmentionable area between countless palaces, but he liked it. Untraceable, no name attributed to him on the bell; only an almost illegible inscription of the company. Actually for a careless eye he would appear as a now abandoned apartment for some time; not an office, rather something that had to do with a young couple or so.

Anonymous and never too visible. This was what he needed.

Although there was always masked the problem of his old job. It was inevitable that someone, for better or worse, end up with the look. Then he preferred not to be found.

His strategy was that anonymity so hard to keep time, and just as vital today. In fact, even if the person was ever valid and ready for any solicitation, technological aids that came mysteriously from today were gone. He had to go it alone.

The first room was the office of Sally, a twenty-five-blond hue, but with all the qualities that the secretaries of the detective must necessarily have; a dizzying cleavage in every season and worse, at every opportunity, a goose face gleeful that hid a spasmodic complicity, and sometimes irreverent, with his employer.

His desk was covered with fantasies and childish sometimes, but Tony were so good.

The other room was instead used as the office of Tony. A huge desk seemed to share his area from the customer that, among other things, were not so many like him after all he had expected.

Not because he thought he was a stranger among strangers, but because, on the contrary, it was.

Stranger among strangers.

He would perhaps expect of several awards, maybe in the home-like walls of his office, but to no avail ...

Who knows what mysterious political or diplomatic aspect, or only economic fund, meant that he, the spotlight but also in the darkest areas of power, was appointed softly, only on tiptoe, and, moreover, by almost everyone.

Looking back well he had had with people in his hands. Maybe it was just for this trivial reason that others, really big ones, the scansavano. Perhaps after all wanted him right where he was now. In a sort of prison or punishment, for what he had or had not done, according to which point of view they were watching him. Yet in his long mattan had also saved lives, averted divorce Reali, and perhaps also saw the end of the absolute truth of things.

Over the years he systematically learned that life, the state of things, the time and the conditioning of the same of a few at the expense of the many, it was a clue, a street ... maybe not a teacher, but a road.

Then he could think of when, with his grandfather, went hunting for those paths friends and known, and as it was easy to find your way in the dark.

They were gesturing and practices in the things that solved everything. Only at the end or beginning of the day everything it was in its place in an unmistakable manner.

The thought back to those years in many adventures where his protagonist, sometimes forced by events, and happened by chance at the bottom, made him sad and gloomy in the afternoons spent behind that desk, scribbled on those sheets only waiting for the shriek the black phone, put down there so close, take him back to life.

What and why, and especially those who had for years relegated in the dusty recesses of that metropolis, awaiting his departure, with a blond tint shapely who acted as his family and an office that ended with him inevitably from home?

This composition of questions kept him awake nights frosts in London, where a Guinness after another and a few drops of good whiskey seemed, at times, its inevitable anesthesia to prevent pain in the world.

For sure the money was not his problem.

fortunately he not had the worry of paying rent or Sally's salary, but that phone, which rang only as of doom ambassador, he never averted from the fixed idea he had in mind. They wanted him on the sidelines, in a kind of prison with no walls, no doors, no windows.

They had thought of being able to buy with the money and he ultimately had accepted them, but in the end was unable to sell. He could not tolerate the mental duress of being indefinitely behind a white desk and a personal computer that it didn’t matter if it was on or off. He imagined that his life had become one, and if they could not make a right.

To kill time, or maybe just to delay the afternoon meeting time with rum, he had contacted a correspondent and faithful friend of Cape Town, with whom he wanted to talk a bit '.

Not even his friend was available to talk to him, and then he decided not to seek any more, at least for now.

That day, inexplicably, he was sprawled on his faux leather chair, while waiting for international communication that would never come, when Sally came in without knocking and told him: "There are visits! See tidy up this place and put the tie. "

He stood for a moment dumbfounded expecting people in uniform, no matter what color, but in uniform; Then, peeping from the door, he saw was only, or perhaps only fortunately, a beautiful creature, wrapped in a leopard-skin coat, was waiting for him.

Her skin was clear and glistened in contrast to the fur. Immediately noticed an irritation of envy on the part of his secretary for that woman was beautiful and unusual in a place like that. It was perhaps the class in the choice of clothing and makeup touch not heavy, but at the same time decided, that made her so fascinating.

However he closed the door and felt his secretary of let the customer, he would be immediately available.

He went straight into the bathroom adjoining office barely closing the door, and began a tidying, as he called Sally, from the Christmas party.

Leaving the bathroom ended up even to squeeze the eye as a sign of complacency, even if all the euphoria ended as soon as he realized he was no longer alone in the room. The elegant blonde lady was now sitting in one of the tiny chairs in his office waiting to be received. He was put at ease and he could observe it for a long minute before she would notice.

The armchair appeared detached from the desk, so Tony was able to peek through the folds of her skirt lady glimpsing two beautiful legs, dry and smooth as silk. She didn’t even pretend not to notice his eyes, looked at him without contempt, perhaps with the unexpected and very dangerous superiority, and said, "Good morning, Mr. Tony." And then she added: "In fact, good afternoon my dear."

He immediately understood the subtle reproach concealed in those words so delicate and regained control of his hormones, in relax replied: "My dear lady, don’t really believe that a nice pair of legs bandaged from a good leopard skin can make me lose head ... although I think it would not have the legs to make me lose. "

Tony realized that the woman was not the usual temper of those who would have been able to attend some local infamous suburbs of London, and went on: "But let us leave these pleasantries after, and let me ask you what I owe her all the more unexpected visit".

He caught his breath undertone, and trying to control the heat that rose up my body, approached her imperceptibly.

For a while, but only for the short blink of a moment, it seemed that Mrs. tended to relax the limbs and mind, but the time gave reason to think that Tony was going over: it was not so.

Probably it was a technique to test the reaction of his interlocutor; a past strategy and brush up hundreds of times, in front of who knows how many people will. She left, at that moment, perhaps quite unconsciously, that her feelings were traveling at the same speed set by the frenzy of modern life. Perhaps she believed that even those of his interlocutor were moving at the same pace, and hoped that the weaknesses as well do the same.

"My name is Chiara. Chiara and just, if that's what you're asking, "she said, putting a very large stone between them.

Already at first glance looked like she wanted to say just the essential, unconsciously wanting to blurt out the whole truth; but the words, as in a too small mesh filter, they could not get out. It was a mechanism that he knew all too well, and knew at once that the person in front of him.

A pause for reflection, perhaps, or only long enough because the fire of a lighter give off to the umpteenth cigarette, and then added: "I'm here because I need the services of a professional, and only this."

"Of the professional imagine!" He began, marking the statement with the tone of voice, implying that he was the best.

Then Tony looked at the lady with regret and said: "Come on lady, you will not want me to believe that of all the detectives of the city, indeed the world, considering what you can find on the internet, you have chosen me, too in one of the most infamous suburbs of London. "

"I'm not in London for the event, and believe me, the choice is not random" she murmured, giving the first signs of abating.

In the end he realized that the nerve and the hardness of the woman were only a kind of facade; including who was setting up a defense, it might have been used as well.

After all, she was bound to be different than it would have liked to pass himself. He still could not understand why, but the feeling was that.

Tony ran his hand through his hair and then, looking somewhere in his memory, he began the painstaking work of remembrance to become familiar with that face and finally start his search.

For long moments an almost religious silence infected even Sally, who was in the other room his things in a reverent and unusual calmness. Seconds passed fast and both in that room were starting to feel some sort of discomfort, almost intolerance. That time gap, where no one was saying anything and everything remained as well, as both would have liked it to be, it was too heavy.

"I can not even listen to her if she does not help me understand ..." she said Tony already collapsing of that situation.

"You don’t understand ..." he hastened to say the woman without looking over at him and began to sob.

"Exactly ... - he said - just don’t understand!"

He stopped with his hand the woman who tried to catch the wacky discussion and said: "Please, help me to help you."

He thought only have time to go around the desk, feeling the roar of the collapse of the wall that separated them and sitting down in the chair next to her. He told her: "Now I make one coffee, then you will tell me the truth, the whole truth."

Chiara bowed her head as if to agree, and then seemed to really smallest in its immense fur.

Who knows what she would have said ...

His mind went to look for some kind of ravine, looking for some dormant situation that could have crept back there. He had left open certain situations, and in all those years no one had appeared at his door with so much warmth and mystery.

He didn’t know whether to be happy with that potential job or if afraid.

He prepared himself for the worst; lies an unknown sent by some kind of hiding from his past, or only the sweet and sensual yet another Valkyrie, ready to do anything for a few thousand pounds.

"Certainly part rating" thought of everything to light.

In his work the confidentiality, the sense of subtlety, the mystery that had inevitably leave, made him at once indomitable predator but also extra-hunted prey. The time had taught him, especially in interpersonal relationships, that nothing came by accident, as well as the snow in the icy morning of January was to herald in an ethereal calm day, along with the frost that fiabescamente wrapped all in one cotton candy.

Those thoughts swirled in one part of his brain, protected by a serene and peaceful. He felt that familiar woman didn’t know what path his mind was doing, but he felt so. The invasion of her voice brought him back many years ago. Unfortunately a thick fog didn’t allow him to focus, to remember. In the end he thought it might be just a feeling, or the tragic consequence of the incident today.

He saw the face of Chiara resume its normal color and intercom Sally to bring a robust coffee.

"I'm afraid" she said, and then added "I've never been in a situation like this."

Tony stared into her eyes as he waited for Sally had served the coffee and she was gone, and in a moment, as often happens, something changed.

Nothing of what I would have said it was the least disturbed; after all he, the stories lost, he had seen and heard enough.

In a normal moment of his life he would not even allowed to climb the stairs of his office, but not today; Today he felt the need to help that woman in her silence, she had already told a lot about herself and her life.

Really thought that fate had an ancient taste, to appreciate with the years and with the experience ... then the last word found a significant substitute ... knowledge.

Then he thought that perhaps could have been his sister, his mother, his wife, and larger whole that included all, her friend.

She wanted and had to give her all that sincerity that others perhaps they would not have granted ever, if only for the simple reason that she was in the office of a stranger, struggling with a serious problem that he didn’t yet know, but he sensed already real and present.

Those moments seemed eternal, then after that the smell of coffee and the umpteenth cigarette had invaded the office, she cocked her head to the comfortable chair and began: "I am a lucky lady of the Florentine bourgeoisie, I've always lived divided between a castle in the Chianti hills, and an apartment in the center of Firenze. My father was a strong and determined man, and he built his fortune on the foundations left by my grandfather. He was a building contractor, left me real estate and liquid for several tens of millions of euros. I had to tell the truth, I still don’t know precisely calculate the amount of assets, but the money rain down on me as the disasters in recent times. "

He stopped her with a wave of his hand, unable to wait.

"Tell me what’s the problem."

"I think my father didn’t die of natural causes, as they told me, and that my life is in danger" she said, as cold as the rain of November in almost crystallized ponds of British bush.

He threw the eyes out of the room, immersing himself for a moment in the cold, chaotic traffic of the suburbs, and then angelically said: "Because your life would be in danger?".

So rude he added: "Who would be your executioners? And above all, what have I to do? ".

Didn’t know if she was comforted by his insolence or her real despair, but answered, "I don’t know exactly, but I can assure you that after the death of my father no longer be free to do anything by myself, I always had someone close to me ... the members of my father, their wives, their servants, their children, and all the pimps of Firenze and surroundings. "

Then, after reflection not so careful continued, as if with her already choose no longer the words, "Before I was a free woman. Never, under any circumstances, people that I just mentioned would be allowed to ask my movements or my availability; I never would have found them at the exit of the locals who attended, much less have imagined that they could get rid of most of my friends, or even my suitors. "Filming right time to breath a puff of smoke, then she continued: "They had also started to sedate me. A couple of months after my father's death I could not stay awake for more than a few hours. Through an occult knowledge of Careggi hospital, and under an assumed name, I was able to make me run blood tests. "

She explained to Tony that they were administering an antidepressant drug in a very low dosage. Her tiredness could still be perceived as depression, and if treated with other antidepressants, the omelette was made. She could not explain how they could administer the drug, the fact is that despite not hardly ever consumed food or drinks at home, her exams were found to still unpacked for a few months. Its contact the hospital said an additional medication to be taken when the drowsiness came forward. That was the signal that they had quelled.

"They would have led me to the death," she deChiarad.

'Well', Ms. Chiara, even I would do the same. I imagine that her father has left the entire nest egg, a nice nest egg would say.

I imagine also that she is an only child, is not it? "He asked some of his answer.

He didn’t even take the word went on: "No, don’t tell me anything. In addition his father, knowing the sharks that were waiting after the funeral, he left an iron will, well the world around him and which would be binding on the assets to its existence in life, and especially to his physical health. "

This time it was her turn to interrupt him and added, "That's right, physical health ... but not mental! Furthermore, my husband would inherit at least 50% of the goods if I get sick, and if you die after marriage, then the loot would be total. "

Tony was trying to think as if a broadband internet connection to 4 megabytes was connected between your brain and the rest of the world.

What could he do to that woman, beautiful and charming, how weak and alone?

The next question that swirled in his head, however, was another: what would be willing to do Chiara to help save her life?

Questions that in those moments were not concrete and credible answers from his interlocutor, because, after all, was himself that if formulated and he alone, for now, she tried to give him an answer.

Now it was raining.

The time from those parts ended to represent only the minds of some, but not all. A kind of layered sadness for years, perhaps decades of abuse and oppression, inevitably, conditioned the lives of those people.

The principle was tolerance regardless, but no one believed it, and that concept, aimed at peace, ended up hopelessly sense of his being, until everything came back to no avail towards a xenophobic and intolerant way.

"My dear lady, she still didn’t answer one of the questions that I've done before," he said Tony sketching a sort of grimace unconvincing and almost ridiculous.

She looked at him with regret, then lowered his head and said: "My father was a great friend and estimator. His name was George Gaddo Rocca Bruna ".

That name ...

That name startled him as if in the grip of the most excruciating pain.

He turned toward her, then looked at her with a mixture of anger and compassion, and hissed: "Whoever really you are, you never have to repeat that name! George had no children, and you lie. " (No)

"I wish that were true, but unfortunately it is not so," she replied, looking him straight in the eye, leaving that two big tears rigassero facials and makeup.

Tony knew he was not lying, and he felt for her true worth of pain.

The memory of that man, that friend, had bitten him for many years, and now that his absence could be expressed physically, here it is again start from the street.

In his mind the train of memories stirred in search of that something that had escaped him, of that particular he could have overlooked, that distraction that had betrayed him, of that friendship with the man who had ended by making it vulnerable.

In his mind there was then quite clear.

Reluctantly, he came to his memory that fact, the parentheses Giorgio had concealed for all the years of his life.

He remembered the supper joints, phone calls in half, of those small gifts, and sometimes childish that Tony was supposed to give to the daughter of one of his little woman. But no, they were for her, had for Chiara.

There was no woman in his life, except her.

But as he did now thinking all this, he had almost always known?

sadly ridiculous and late application.

He should have known before and remain near him even when, perhaps for extreme love, clear today, facing her, she had turned away from his life. At first he didn’t understand. Today everything was undoubtedly clear. Fear, only fear that his friends could be harmful to her had made him away from his lifelong friend for no apparent reason.

Tony had suffered from that behavior and then had healed in his heart, bringing with them, always with him, the dense, sometimes profound, of that pain.

I wonder why in those years Tony neglected so obviously those facts. Maybe if committed by others would not have passed them.

He could see out of the windows appear some umbrella among dry tangles of trees in winter. The colors they hit him with huge extraordinary; a jumble of orange and purple, and then still green of all types, without excluding the pistachio.

He walked into his office as he had never done, deliberately had his back to Chiara: now wanted only think.

Every now and then threw a fleeting glance, and saw her still frozen in his defensive attitude, waiting for his sentence.

Then he understood, then he decided.

"Clear!" He exploded with a crash returning from his thoughts. She, for a start, the shooting of the moment attention. "What are your plans for the next few days?" He asked.

He already knew that the program that he had not thought she would like.

The logic was disappearing in the "bush" and stay there for as long as necessary.

Of course what he was defining the term bush, was not quite the Amazonian forest of Borneo.

Too many times he had shared his bed with some creeping beast, looking only a little 'heat and a fairly quiet place to spend the night.

"I wish only to rest," he said softly, in a voice almost choked, and then tilted his head toward the back of the chair simulating those moments.

And then everything was clear: no, it was better.

He stood for a long moment watching her as she put on display his weaknesses and fears.

He took her hand bag without saying anything and emptied it on the desk, letting it sink into disbelief.

"What are you doing?" She asked, dazed by his gesture villain, trying, among other things, to reconstruct the obvious fracture. In those gestures, sinking into her privacy, she felt lost and very alone.

He lost no more than ten seconds, took his cell phone, flipped it open and removed the batteries.

He puts them back in their accommodation on the contrary, so that they didn’t touch, and then put the phone back and the other objects in the small handbag of crocodile skin.

For a couple of times passed in his hands a small notebook, and so old that the skin, a shiny time, now was almost velvety. It was held closed by a simple elastic ocher yellow, and inside you could see dozens of crumpled sheets now coming out of one side or another, shriveled by the inexorable passage of time.

"Too many and perhaps too old, the phone numbers stored in this tiny agenda," he said to Chiara, looking at him in the middle between the curious and annoyed by the rude manners of the man who, in a moment, had taken possession something personal.

"I think you should get a bit 'more your own business!" He said showing his face a nervous wrinkle, and then to make clear the things he asked: "How costerai me? And what will you do in practice? ".

He put a hand over her mouth trying to inhibit the anger that approach just polite and a bit 'out of place, and leaning his elbows on the desk muttered: "I would not talk about money now. The important thing is to protect you from these dangers that you told me, and that somehow I could understand from you and from your fears. "

He looked at it carefully and wanted to tell her the famous phrase: "Meanwhile, give me a good advance in British pounds or else sit down at the door," but all that talk was in the thoughts. It seemed to have a filter, or rather the hand of an old friend to his mouth that made him keep quiet.

"He is" ruled Chiara and then added: "But I have to make a few phone calls, the rest I have many commitments and many people that might be suspicious of my absence from home and from work."

"Let's say you'll make a few phone calls to make, but from a pay phone, and the calls can not last more than fifty seconds ... could be traced" he said Tony then biting his tongue.

Already, he thought just like the old days, when people had to defend inevitably to a rank a little 'higher this Chiara.

She believed that she had not told the truth, or rather, the whole truth.

His mental process led him systematically to think that others, especially people who appeared in danger, they could keep secrets or tell half-truths.

It seemed to be plunged back into the iron age, when his positions were determined from the upper echelons, and he, though not, had to make up for the assignments that were communicated.

The came back to mind all his travels, which eventually were nothing but death embassies towards this or that militant, rather than an oil tanker or a business owner, and a thick just below the heart, like a knife, it still projected forward.

No scruples, no passion, it was only action.

Chiara took and took her to a remote outpost of the London Underground and a pay phone with a prepaid cash card for overseas calls, made her do, albeit intermittently, all the calls he wanted.

He called his nanny and told her that for a while 'could not have been seen, and don’t reveal to anyone of his departure.

He called the bank that controlled its money flows and informed to take, through the trustee appointed by his late father, the control of his property.

He called the dentist and a hairdresser to cancel appointments and only then stopped saying: "He wants to write an article about his new destination for a local newspaper, or think that we have already informed enough people?".

"But what the devil is saying!" He exploded Chiara and then added: "I don’t even know what's wrong in your head for the next fifteen minutes, let alone inform someone of something!" He concluded annoyed.

But he was already reporting to tug at the office without answering.

Tony felt fatherly attitude coursing through his veins. For a moment he had the feeling of having had in her arms when she was little, to have them changed the diaper full of pee, to have it made safe on a night where the darkness came forward at the expense of everything and everyone.

She seemed to resign himself to that attitude so different from the way he was used to being treated, and followed him. I looked at him sideways move forward towards others as if his body were already protect her. Often he stopped to observe this or that through, maybe just because they had the hair too long or a raincoat to Bond.

When they finally were again facing each other, the edges of the enormous desk, he said, "If what you told me is true, she will not make the slightest account of the danger that is going to encounter. If I may say so Miss Chiara, she is really stubborn, and I feel very lucky to be alive. "

While he spoke she turned her back and tried to compose yet another phone number to the phone now extinct.

Despite everything he didn’t turn, merely to lower the mobile phone and put your head back in his armchair and hissed, "What do you want me to do then? He wants to totally give up my life? ".

Tony put on the staff and said, "Claire, listen to me very carefully, because what I'm about to tell you is of utmost importance for his safety, and especially for my; if you really want that I will help you out of this problem, you must trust me. I don’t need to prove anything, and as long as she does not really believe in me, my life will be more important than his, and not vice versa, as it should be in these cases ... to be her guardian angel I need knowledgeable with me. Never underestimate this problem; in London there are people who would kill for a few thousand pounds, let alone in Italy there is no one would do it for a few hundreds of those damn ".

Then he watched her, thinking of a catchy phrase that he thought would bring it to say what up to then had not fully told, and that is the truth.

"Believe me, it's time to make our alliance pact" concluded staid and at the same time worried.

When she turned her face had changed, it seemed that he had become aware of the words that Tony had said. Somehow they both knew that everything was real at the same time damn dangerous.

The time ... the time was vital now.

"Take me out of here, I'm afraid, 'said Chiara really scared.

Tony only answered with a yes, done with a nod of the head. The rewound in his long raincoat, quickly went down with her in front of the stairs that led from his office on the street, and called, only with a slight gesture of the fingers, a taxi that was passing near the subway exit.

That black wagon stopped in front of them as command.

The woman who was driving was black. With a smile the whole mouth asked, referring explicitly to the woman, "Where can I accompany you?".

In the mind of Tony rang a warning bell as a beating and, clutching the pulse of Chiara who was about to say something, he said: "Where you want, as long as both classy restaurant."

The woman of the taxi looked annoyed, it seemed almost annoyed by his answer, then simply said, "Okay."

Chiara watched in absolute silence of the unfolding scene, and often met Tony's eyes that seemed to want reassurance.

A few minutes later Tony began driving: "Damn! I forgot the documents in the office! "Addressing Chiara.

She looked at him amused and let him lead the staging to understand up to where this was going.

"Lady," he said Tony addressing the black woman who was driving the taxi even discreetly. "It would be kind enough to bring me back a moment in the office?"

"Why not," she deChiarad, and then added, "After all it is you who pays for the ride."

When they arrived at the door of his office hoped that Chiaradidn’t say anything, and follow him as if it were a normal thing, but she began badly by saying: "I'll wait here?

"Not really," he said noting the discomfort of the driver. "You don’t worry ma'am, here's twenty pounds, give me the rest later."

The woman at the wheel seemed to unwind and willingly sat waiting for his clients.

As they climbed the stairs she whispered in his ear: "I want to explain what the hell is going on?".

He looked at her only a moment and said: "Your friends, so to speak, are already on our trail." And then, without that Chiara he could say anything else, he continued: "Your father did just fine to send you to me. These guys are well organized. "

Barely he had time to get into the office that Sally was breathing down his neck.

He looked at her imperceptibly and she knew immediately that something had changed, and above all he had to do.

The door behind the bookcase in his office opened in front of the astonished eyes of Chiara and within minutes they were already in the street parallel to that of the taxi.

As he moved through the outskirts of London Tony phoned, from her cell phone, Sally.

He didn’t use the fixed telephone line, now supposedly brought under control, but the private phone.

He believed that at least she was not already involved in the game that the chessboard of life was going to outline.

Indeed it was.

According to Sally, the black woman in the taxi was still standing half an hour, then after a phone call a little 'too agitated and some accident called to heaven and against the machine, he defiles in London traffic.

Within twelve hours Chiara madam turned out to be at least fifteen intercontinental flights for the most diverse countries in the world, and then not turn out to be physically on none of them. Sally was a teacher in that strategy. He had a contact a bit 'expensive airport but working one hundred percent.

Instead Chiara had taken another path, any one, that of central London led in remote suburbs, to arrive until the beginning of the campaign. A clear and delineated land line, almost a border, where the cluster of houses, buildings, shops and people of all colors ends.

From then on, everything is different.

The green in its thousand tones, houses with fences at a safe distance from the rest of the world, and barnyard animals, multicolored clothes hanging in the wind, the fireplaces always intent on spitting inevitable puffs, vegetable gardens with vegetables season, housewives intent on doing something good, and the kids happy and bedraggled after their imaginary heroes.

It really seemed that they had met a wall, a clear division between a lifestyle and another. Possible that at a distance as narrow as might have been to a few kilometers, including the London-based nerve center and its more remote suburbs, could change so much the state of things. Tony redefined what were at the bottom of the priorities of life. In some respects it really seemed that at that meeting point between the last Londoners and bush, there was really a kind of tight. An invisible gate and at the same time undoubtedly perceived by a lot of people.

Subjects who could not do without the people, and at the same time people who could not get along with others for more than ten minutes, and that almost all lived side by side.

While Tony's thoughts were slowly by, he realized that they were moving towards Sally's mother's house.

His mother lived in a former hunting lodge of a signorone the London bourgeoisie; It was old, but still warm and welcoming. Even then, the land that he had once placed between the residence and the contacts with the rest of the world, said a lot about his familiarity with people. After all, that of Tony, could only be a superficial sketch of man's assessment. He had not known and could not possibly make an objective assessment. He thought that maybe that was closed to the outside world could also be dictated by some pain, even atrocious and irreversible, which over the years had only spared no crack in the depths.

Then the properties, before leaving for his last journey, the eternal, the time had they donated.

Sally's mother, whom he affectionately called Mamy, but in fact it was called Mandy, had managed to make inroads in the heart of the old aristocrat without giving anything more than that, with desire and love, had granted.

He, widowed very young, without children and with a half empire to run, I found comfort only when he was with her. For his part, she asked him nothing, not even when she became pregnant Sally. Him on a matter of the whole didn’t recognize anything, didn’t in that case alertness to understand and didn’t understand. Mamy didn’t care that he wanted distraction and eventually even managed to forgive him.

Whatever could he have, over the years, renovate the house hunting and equip it to accommodate family and friends. Does not disdain to rent some of the countless rooms in some traveler passing through or a few couple of tourists, perhaps with children in tow, provided no pets.

Currently, the only love of his life was a cocker named Flash male, that Tony had dubbed Lightning, in memory of a good Breton to whom I had loved.

The house was the center of an interesting property, naturally inherited together with the building, which included a small lake for waterfowl hunting, now in disuse for many hunters that they frequented, but not for Tony and Lightning. They had spent there countless adventures including pheasants, hares and wild ducks. Most of the time Tony didn’t pull the trigger, he had only to see and hear the whir of the wild, in total despair of Lightning could not bring the prey.

Mamy and especially Sally, still a child even if already smitten the rough man, looking at him from the windows often, laughing heartily, and was put with his mother waiting for the return of the two hunters to console especially Lightning.

Mamy was a small but energetic woman. The years had touched and even proven.

He'd had to pull over Sally alone, without the moral support of a man and material, but especially of a father.

However, according to Sally, he had never failed to lend anything, especially had never failed her mother's love.

Tony was convinced of those statements and for him, it was the last refuge. It was the place where he could go forever without compromise, without anything in return, without thinking.

She loved in his own way these two women.

Mamy, for stubbornness and strength, mixed with the sweetness and the delicacy of his way of being.

Sally ... Sally loved her and that's it.

It was not love morbid, it was just fatherly, brotherly, friendly.

They arrived in late afternoon and Mamy, as usual, had been informed of their arrival and was all set.

The house on two floors, to be considered as a whole with some dependance, then transformed over time into small apartments with bedroom kitchen and bathroom, it was all lit up.

Mamy ran to Tony and embraced loudly said, "Ugly villain, each month will bring a new girlfriend!" Winking at Chiara, and then added, "We hope that this will put the noose around his neck, you'd really need».

Tony really enjoyed smiled from improvised comedy and then picked up after a couple of kisses, "Mamy, this lady is Chiara. As you certainly know it is a client and not what you think. "

"Yeah," she said, and seated them at home. Then, as they were entering, he said to a rather bewildering Chiara: "He always says so when he brings a woman in my house."

The house was furnished to the English manner. A jumble of objects and furnishings that basically had nothing to do with each other, but united together, and after a couple of hours one was used to it and could even end up that he liked.

However, what really bewitched Tony was the living room.

It was really huge compared to other rooms.

A set of small overflowing libraries of old and new books, a couple of sofas covered with brocade fabric in soft colors of autumn, a couple of small study tables with the inevitable wooden chair (a sign of suffering announced to the patrons of learning ), dozens of small and big jars filled with everything that you wanted to imagine, two splendid and huge windows overlooking the pond and the park of the estate, were the backdrop to two magnificent armchairs, this time Italian, and a small tea table . All this in front of a fireplace on the ground with the fire always lit or almost.

The cold and bad weather were concepts with which the English were accustomed to living. Even in summer often they did deal with the icy winds of the north and heavy rain that swept even the few appearances hot. Sometimes he didn’t have time to get used to the climate already was time to resume the duvet and heavy shoes.

In the corners of the room timeless careful observer could regain his childhood and excerpts of the youth coming up of the people who had inhabited.

Mamy had wanted to leave everything as it was, at least in that room, that she recalled a thousand memories.

On tiptoe, almost not wanting to disturb anyone, Tony often found himself in that spot to peek a photograph sticking out from an old album crumpled by hands and by the time, rather than reading the written notes in pencil on the first white page an old book.

He then sat up on one of the two armchairs, with their feet warm hearth and spoke in a religious silence to others, to himself.

Mamy Chiara and found him there.

This time, however, he had fallen asleep.

Willingly they decided not to wake him, at least until dinner that he would not take long to arrive. They covered him with a PLAID and returned to their duties.

Meanwhile Mamy showed Chiara her bedroom and the bathroom.

After eight in the evening, while they were all three arranging the table for dinner, also came Sally.

As soon as he entered the house and closed the door he said, "All right!" Turning to Tony.

"I doubt not," without really thinking it said, and then added, "It is better that for a few days too you will be here, good good."

She gave a nod with his head and sat down at the table.

Hunger reigned supreme.

They had dinner almost in silence, each immersed in his thoughts.

"The opposite each other, and one otherwise manageable for each other," he thought as he watched the Tony-like family picture.

For Chiara, the coffee was the worst time of the dinner, when put in front of a packed bowl of gruel a brown vaguely reminiscent of coffee which tended to liquorice. It was not enough even the milk and sugar to soften the taste away, which according to them was a delicacy. Anyway I drank the best and then lit another cigarette.

Tony motioned for her to follow him and led her to the living room. They sat by the fireplace and for a long time they stood there in silence, side by side, watching the crackling fire.

He had poured himself half a glass of good whiskey blended, while she finished her cigarette, throwing the butt directly in the flame.

"We come to us," he said looking at her in a benevolent way.

She felt that affection really paternal and smiled, brushing the back of his hand resting on the chair. That gesture, in the end, had perhaps established the true agreement between them. Chiara and Tony sensed the transformation of what had been their first approach.

However he still waited a moment and then asked, "How long have you perceived to be controlled or at least managed, if you will?".

"I don’t know," she said, adding: "At first I thought that the attention, those people that I always found myself in the middle, had been put there by my father, or that, even after his death, were his friends who wanted to be near me, if not for me at least to his memory. "

Tony settled down a bit 'in his chair and said: "The people you mention were always the same and then in time have changed?" He pressed.

"No, actually it was three or four usual." Then he added, with a glint in his eyes cold: "They were definitely four."

"You obviously know well these people, that is, I mean you know their addresses, their names, their phone numbers," he said.

"But why are you asking these questions?" She said, maybe even a little 'tired.

"I wanted to try to understand what we were putting us against," he replied quietly, smiling. She added, "It is one thing to have in front of four amateurs, another is to have against the tip of the huge iceberg of an organization." Chiara didn’t argue and merely added, "This day was too long, we go to bed and let us rest, tomorrow is another day."

She saw very happy of that idea.

He called Sally and was accompanied in the room.

At first he thought maybe it was some provincialotto, who had heard the smell of money of the poor Giorgio family; but after the episode of color taxi driver in London, that hypothesis seemed very remote.

How could he understand the strength of his enemy? And above all, they could arrange to get it out into the open?

He could not keep that woman in Mamy home indefinitely. Also because, if what you thought was true result, in danger was not only Chiara, but also the other two women that were hosting.

As the minutes passed and over in his mind he made his way a route was to pass inevitably from Italy, from Firenze, but first of all from Pistoia.

In that city lived an old friend above any suspicion, who performed as a lawyer.

It was Gianni.

He was a jovial man who always looked younger years than he actually had. Middle-class family, he was always down to earth, and his humility and pragmatism made him feel consistently one step ahead of the rest. Despite his profession he always wore to answer the questions of its customers in a courtroom, did his best to reach an agreement, a meeting point, where the black was no longer black and white was not candid.

While he was gone into those memories, Sally poked her head into the living room, sat on the arm of his chair and said: "Now what do we do? '.

It almost seemed worried.

At the bottom in those few years she had been working, so if we want to define, with him had never reached that level of tension.

So she even ended up feeling crowded out by the new reality, unvarnished. He sensed that the game of the photos to two secret lovers in a taxi, or those of his son and drunk tangled political low profile "Mario Rossi" was over, and let the net, without any real preparation, the place being in danger .
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