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CHAPTER ONE

TRAPPED

If Dylan’s father’s yell felt so loud that afternoon, it was because the church's doors were closed. The sound tried to get out but did not find the way. 

‘What are you doing, you foolish?!’ he roared as loud as a lion. 

Right at that moment, I was about to put the host in my brother’s tremendously open mouth. I had already said the sacramental words: ≪body of Christ≫ and Bernie, my brother, had answered his: ≪amen≫. 

And it was not a small host like the ones ordinary people get while in the Eucharist, but the big ones like the one the priest takes while giving Mass. In my left hand, I was holding the polished chalice with its corresponding splash of red wine and, to complete the scene, I was wearing the cassock that bishops wear to the most important masses, with the sleeves rolled up; I was even wearing the Saturno hat. 

Meanwhile, Bernie was wearing a sexton suit over his head while pretending to be one of the many women who go to Mass to receive Communion. It was quite a staging. 

When we heard the roar, we went numb and stood still, stiff as a board. 

‘I had already told you, Father,’ said the sexton standing by his side, ‘this two are incorrigible.’

That is how our first work experience in the outside world ended - if being altar boys can be considered a job. For us, it was more like fun and entertainment. When the church was closed, we would dress up with the priest’s and sexton’s clothes, steal the hosts and eat them on the sly; we would even ‘borrow’ coins from the collection plate to go and buy ice creams. Anyway, kid’s stuff. We were not even eleven years old. Bernie was ten, and I was barely eight. 

By how the priest said goodbye to us, I do not think he believed our peculiar behaviour was ‘kid’s stuff’. 

While we were frighteningly running away, leaving the hosts, the polished chalice, the communion wine and the holy garments behind, we could hear the priest saying: ‘That’s right, be gone and never come back! Incorrigible blasphemous!’

We had never seen him so angry. That may have been the reason why we never went back to church. Our religious illusion departed that same day with us. 

Many years later, on an afternoon in which the church was alone and in absolute silence, a figure shaped like a human that was painfully dragging the shell that was its body arrived at the church. Its remorseful face provided a glimpse of immense suffering. It was looking for a quiet place to free itself from its spirit, thus, from the horrible pains of the soul that haunted him. That figure was me. 

In the past, when I was a preteen, I had a second work experience. I was a bellboy at a luxurious hotel in the city. I would walk the clients to their rooms, carry their suitcases and hoped for tips. I quit when Uncle Bryan became a widower. My mother thought it would be more appropriate to move in with him in London and keep him company than for me to stay home, working. He had been left alone. Neither he nor his wife wanted children, so I had to fulfil that role temporarily.

Uncle Bryan treated me like the son he never had. He enrolled me to become a bank assistant at London Banking Academy. Three years later, I had passed all the classes. I was given a certificate that demonstrated I had successfully finished the course. By that time, I was seventeen years old. 

My mother asked me to return home to Birmingham to be with her and my two brothers. We had been away from each other for far too long, almost four years. By that time, Uncle Bryan had fully recovered from his depression. Long after that, I found out that - when I left - he cried as much as he had when his wife died. 

My mother did not want me to be away from them any longer. She suggested my uncle to get himself a pet, a dog or a cat, or try and find some kind of entertainment to not be sad or alone for too long. And so he did; he went to the pound and adopted a dachshund puppy; he named it Simba.

I went back to Birmingham several months before I reached the age of majority. I focused on finding a job; I went to almost every bank in my city and handed over my curriculum vitae. They would say the same thing every time, and everywhere I went: ‘Thank you, we will call you.’

One day, something tremendously curious happened. On the day I had decided not to look for a job, I found it. It was all on Bernie, my brother. 

‘Did you leave a curriculum at this Bank too?’ said Bernie when we walked past NatWest Bank. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘this is one still is on the list.’ 

‘Let’s go ask,’ he said without thinking. 

I was shocked. 

‘Are you out of your mind?!’ I cried out. ‘I didn’t bring the curriculum with me, and I’m not wearing the proper clothes. We look like beggars.’

‘Oh, c’mon!’ Bernie vehemently insisted. ‘There’s no harm in asking. Let’s go!’

And without letting me say anything else, he walked into the NatWest Bank offices - and I followed him. 

We were, indeed, dressed like beggars; we were wearing flip-flops, short sleeve t-shirts and shorts. On top of that, we were sweating like pigs. It was midday in the middle of August. The heat was unusually heavy, very uncomfortable. That day the temperature reached 30°C. 

As soon as we got close to the counter, we saw a man in his forties walking towards us. He was dressed elegantly in a suit and a tie. He came to us and asked if he could be of any help.

‘We would like to speak to the bank manager,’ said Bernie with self-confidence. 

He did not think before he spoke. He had always been like that; he would say the first thing that would come to his mind; without thinking about it first. 

‘That would be me,’ he replied with a cold and rough tone. ‘What did you want?’

‘We are looking for a job,’ Bernie answered suddenly. ‘Well, not both of us but him.’ And he pointed at me while nodding his head towards me. 

The bank manager frowned at us, somewhat surprised. He leant on the counter to do a full-body scan of me. 

‘But you...’ he said hesitantly. ‘You don’t look like you are looking for a job; at least not in a bank.’

‘No,’ I hastened to answer. ‘I am sorry. I wasn’t looking for a job today. We were walking around, and I wondered if you needed personnel. I recently finished my training as an apprentice assistant at London Banking Academy.’

‘Hmm...’ he murmured, ‘That is a great academy. Did you bring your curriculum?’

‘No,’ I said a little troubled, ‘I am sorry.'

‘Have you done the internship already?’ he asked. 

Suddenly, I saw one of the female employees at the bank passing in front of us as if she was a model walking the runway. 

‘What internship?’ I asked, too lost in thought as I contemplated such a view. 

‘The one you claim you’ve done,’ said the bank manager dragging me out of that momentary daze. 

‘Oh... yes... Of course,' I mumbled, looking back at him. ‘I did it in London.’

‘At which bank?’ he asked. 

‘At Lloyds Bank.’ I said. 

‘Hmm,’ he mumbled, ‘that’s very good. That is certainly a great bank. Why did you not stay working with them in London?’

‘When I finished my studies, they didn’t need personnel and said that they would call me when they did, but I didn’t want to wait. I had to come back to Birmingham because I have family here.' 

‘I see,’ he said. ‘I assume you have the paperwork and certificates of your internship and course of study.’

‘I do, from both of them. If you would like, I could bring copies tomorrow and my curriculum too so you can look at it.’ 

‘All right...’ he said, hesitant. ‘Right now, we are going through candidates for a position at the accounting department. We were not accepting any more curriculums but bring yours tomorrow. We will give it to personnel management and let them decide. It won’t do any harm to try.' 

‘Thank you so much, Mr...’

‘Davies,’ he said, ‘Jeffrey Davies.'

‘Thank you very much, Mr Davies,’ I said. ‘My name is Franklin, Franklin Díaz.’

‘Bernie,' my brother said, extending his hand. 

We shook hands and said goodbye. 

The following day, first thing in the morning, I had dressed more appropriately than the day before and had my curriculum vitae ready in a brown folder.

Two weeks later, I got a called from them. They offered me a position as a bookkeeper, which I accepted incredibly pleased. I was grateful for finally having a real, proper job.  

Since I was still underage, my mother had to go to the Ministry of Social Affairs to sign a special permit that would allow me to work. 

And so I began to work at the offices of NatWest Bank in Birmingham. 

From the first day that I went to work, someone caught my attention right away. Her name was Isabella. She was the bank manager’s secretary. 

It was very hard not to notice her. She had long golden hair that would shine when against the light. Her physical attractiveness was extraordinary. Her beauty was so unique and bizarre that it would cause a great impression and even fear at first sight. 

She was young, around 23 years old. A little chubby. A rather plump woman, as is often said. Despite that, she was not the type that is usually called ‘fat’; she was more of a thick, toned woman. 

She was of average height, slightly short; approximately 63 inches, she had an upturned nose, plumped sexy lips, and beautiful blue, round liquid eyes. Her skin tones varied between white and pink. 

Her way of walking was tremendously sensual. She would put one knee in front of the other in every step she made, right in the centre of her path, the same way models on the catwalk do. That unique characteristic made her thick, sensual and big ass stand out even more. 

A few days later, I found out about something astonishing. Many of the clients that frequented NatWest Bank did it only to be able to see Isabella first-hand. She had dozens of lovers. She was the object of desire of all different types of man: single, married, widowed, divorced, young, old, etc., and more than a woman too. She would generate some kind of euphoria, some kind of excitement on people. 

Everyone felt intimidated when she was close. She irradiated such an intense and peculiar energy that you would either feel attracted to her or scared of her. One thing you could not do was to remain indifferent when seeing her for the first time. 

Some of the people that worked at NatWest Bank would also sigh for her. Some would do it discreetly; some would not do much to hide it. 

Every suitor’s hopes were in vain. Isabella was already dating someone. I found out the first time I started working. The bank manager mentioned it when he introduced her together with the rest of our co-workers. 

‘Don’t even set eyes on her,’ he joked. ‘Everyone falls in love with her, but she already has a boyfriend.'

Smiling, Isabella and I shook hands while she looked at him and ironically said: ‘very funny!’

After a while, I found out the details about that relationship. 

Her boyfriend was a grown-up man in his forties. His name was Samuel Parker. He had some kind of a telecommunications business where he would sell radio transmitters, aerials, wires and everything related to that. His corporation was going well; he was doing great. He was the kind of person some people call a ‘man of wealth’. 

He suffered from a ‘tiny flaw’ which let some of Isabella’s suitors’ hopes seep in; he was a married man. He lived with his wife and children. Isabella was his lover, although she was not the only one. 

No one could understand why a woman as beautiful and attractive as she would be romantically involved with a married man. 

There was this belief that Isabella could have anyone fall head over heels for her, that she deserved something better; she should be someone’s priority and not just a second option. 

Samuel Parker was the kind of man that some people would call un Don Juan. The same way he would see Isabella, he would also see several other women. They were being deceived and given a false promise that he was doing the paperwork to get divorced and would marry them soon. He would tell them that while they were waiting for that moment, he could not abandon his wife and children because her wife would sue him for abandonment and thus, he could lose his money and companies. He was a scoundrel. 

While she waited for him to get divorced and eventually marry her, Isabella had moved in with him into an apartment he had in the city. However, the idea of moving in together was not more than an idea; he had never stayed overnight with her. He would visit her once or twice a week, tops. 

Even though Isabella was only one of the many lovers Samuel had, she had convinced herself she was the only one. She firmly believed sooner than later; she would be his brand-new wife. It was only a matter of time. 

Samuel Parker had been the first and only man in Isabella’s life. She had never been with a man before, even though she had been an object of desire from many men since she was a young lady. 

It is not easy to describe what happened to me when I first met Isabella. I would need adjectives strong enough to try to explain it. 

We could say I was ‘subjugated’, ‘enchanted’. Two words that can barely give an idea of what I felt. We could also say I was ‘spellbound’, ‘dazed’, ‘marvelled’ or ‘mesmerized’.

It was a strange feeling of profound admiration, rapture, intense ecstasy, sublime pleasure, similar to when you are close to an artist that you deeply admire, with the only difference that I had no reasons to admire her since I had just met her. 

Somebody said one time that what had happened to me was that I had been ‘trapped’; an expression that I had always rejected because it feels like you get captured; or in jail, in a cage, deprived of your freedom. 
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