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JAMIE 

June 18
th

 

I nearly died last night.  

I guess this isn’t the only time I’ve written this down here. And it’s not the only time it happened 

because I was swept away by some exotic version of Ian Somerhalder (SMOLDERHOLDER). 

I ate at this little place near the docks, kind of a busy area but recommended by Hildy and more 

than a few locals. It was nice, I mean the fish was fresh as, but what was really fantastic was that 

no one seemed to care that I was a blonde, white woman eating alone. It wasn’t a tourist trap 

either, just a delightfully progressive eatery in Tangier.  

OK, so what was even better was that SMOLDERHOLDER (as I shall call him, the harbringer of 

my almost death) was across the room. Yeah, he was with a woman that was probably his wife 

but he was still looking my way. Maybe it’s because I nearly choked on a fishbone, or perhaps 

because I dumped my cup of mint tea down my shirt (why do I wear white?) but he was looking 

at me. And he might have liked what he saw. 

I say this because when I was getting up to leave, he suddenly got up to leave too. I mean, just 

him, no one else, like he was going to time it so we walked to the washrooms together or 

something like you did in high school. But just as I was near his table, radically conscious of my 

ink blot-shaped tea stain across my boobs, his wife/she-devil woman reached up and snatched 

him by the elbow, seating him back down. 
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I couldn’t stop and wait to see what he was going to do next though, so I kept walking. I walked 

out of the restaurant, onto the street and saw a cab waiting on the other side. 

My thoughts were a mix of planning my cabbie strategy (I am NOT getting ripped off in this 

damn city anymore!) and yearning for SMOLDERHOLDER when suddenly I heard an American 

voice behind me. An American MALE voice. 

“Hey, you left your book!” 

I stopped in the middle of the road. I turned around. 

SMOLDERHOLDER was holding my diary. Yes, diary, I forgot you once again. 

I smiled and was about to say something witty like “Oh!” or “Ah!” when I was hit by a 

rickshaw. 

Remember when I got hit by that car in Buenos Aires that the landlord’s naughty old grandma 

was driving? Yeah this wasn’t as bad. But it was a rickshaw. And that’s embarrassing. It’s, like, 

a bike. 

I don’t know where it came from or how I didn’t see it, but damn those rickshaws don’t have 

headlights and the streets in this damn town are poorly lit and that stupid sexy 

SMOLDERHOLDER had me so flabbergasted that it’s possible I RAN INTO the rickshaw 

myself.  

Anyway, it hit me, the driver and the passenger went flying (and when I say flying, I mean they 

just kind of slumped awkwardly and swore profusely in French). I bungled up my leg pretty bad. 

Next thing I know the people from the restaurant are beside me. Turns out 
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SMOLDERHOLDER’S wife is a doctor. Of course she is. They both took me to the emergency 

room, my body raked with the road, the tea-stain now covered by horse shit. 

I’m fine though, obviously. My leg is scrapped ugly and bruised as hell but I can walk. Nothing 

is broken. I was lucky. I always hear that, how lucky I am, how fortunate. 

How lucky am I really, though? The night spent in the crazy emergency room with MR. and 

MRS. PHD SMOLDERHOLDER was …I don’t know how to explain this, but for once, I actually 

felt CARED for. Like I was a soul worth paying attention to. Last night I almost lost my life and 

it made me realize that I – jet-setting travel writer Jamie Cooper - really don’t have that much of 

a life to lose. 

How sad is that? 

2 

CHRIS 

 

There is nothing more terrifying than a blank page. 

Scratch that. There is nothing more terrifying than a blank page when you have a deadline. 

And there is nothing more piss-your-trousers, fetal-positioning, terrifying when you have a blank 

page, a deadline, and a boss called Joe Bradley.  

I have all three of those things. I haven’t pissed my pants yet, but if I have another cup of coffee 

this becomes more of a possibility. As for the fetal position, I’ve learned there is just enough 

room for that under my desk. Unfortunately, crawling under your desk rarely makes your 
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problems go away. It only worked that one time when I faked having a delirious fever and 

Marilyn sent me home from work. God bless that woman, there’s a special place in heaven for 

secretaries who know you’re lying and still go along with it. 

The article I have to finish is a piece on the economy. Oh, I know. How unique. Another expose 

on how screwed Britain is and how the whole world is screwed and how the newspaper is 

screwed because no one buys newspapers anymore because of the damn economy (and Internet 

of course, but Joe’s Jurassic way of doing news is about as useful as the arms on a T-Rex). But 

for some darn reason, people like to hear about how fucked up everything is and these articles 

keep coming out. And I’m the one writing them, which leaves me tremendously depressed every 

time I hear an investor talk about the sorry state of affairs. Actually, they aren’t sorry. They are 

the ones with the money. But the rest of us suffer. 

Especially me. Because if I don’t produce the article in the next 20 minutes, that’s one more 

excuse for Joe to kick me out on my arse. Then I’d be out of a job. And without a job, I wouldn’t 

be able to save just enough to buy Alexa her desired engagement ring and I certainly wouldn’t be 

able to afford the vacation we’re supposed to be taking tomorrow.  

Ugh. The space under the desk is starting to look particularly inviting now. 

Somehow though, I manage to pull myself out of my nightly spiral of shame and loathing and the 

article gets done. It’s not my best work…actually I’m pressed to find any of my best work lately. 

But it is something and something is what The London Herald needs. Or, at least, gets. 

I eye the clock. It’s already one minute late. 
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I hop out of my chair and walk past the row of cubicles across to the other side of the office. It’s 

amazing how something so large and open, with buzzing fluorescent lights everywhere and 

blinking computers, can feel exactly like an oppressive, dank cave.  

As usual, I’m the only one here working late. Well, me, Joe and Marilyn. We used to have a few 

beat reporters who would put in the long hours but Joe let them go a few months ago. Was a real 

shame too, one of them, Pat, lived just down the road from me and would often give me a ride 

home. Now I see him on the way to the tube in the mornings and he won’t even look at me. 

Losing your job can make you forget a lot of people. 

I pause in front of Joe’s office. Marilyn sits to the right of the door, eyebrows furrowed as she 

types furiously at her computer. 

I reckon Marilyn would have been quite a stunner back in the day. For someone in her 60’s, 

she’s quite a stunner now. She’s gained a few pounds over the years I’ve known her, but the 

weight keeps her looking youthful and smoothes out the “beak-face” older women get when their 

noses get longer but they pull their cheeks back with plastic surgery. Marilyn just has a warm, if 

somewhat anxious, visage, with friendly eyes that she denies behind cat-eyed glasses. She keeps 

her grey hair a rich brown and dresses in thick materials that seem opulent and itchy at the same 

time. 

She pauses in mid “clackity clack” and glances up at me with a stern, motherly face.  

“You done?” 

“Just emailed it to him.” 

“You know you’re late.” 
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“One minute late.” 

“Two minutes late. You know Joe wants it printed out.” 

I sigh and look back at my computer. I know he wants our work printed out and handed to him, 

the old-fashioned way. But it seems like a waste of time when he can just read it on the 

computer. Like the rest of the planet. 

“Joe can print it out himself if he needs to.” 

She rolls her eyes and resumes her symphony of keyboard sounds. 

“No he can’t. I’ll be the one printing it out for him.” 

“I just don’t understand why you’ve figured out how the printer works and he hasn’t. Weren’t 

you both born around the same time? World War One?” 

I grin at her and scoot over to Joe’s door before she has a chance to whack me with her hand. Her 

nails are fake and sharp. I’ve learned the hard way. 

I raise my hand and am about to knock on the door just beneath the gleaming plate that reads 

JOE BRADLEY – EDITOR-IN-CHIEF when he barks from the other side. I’m sure there were 

words attached to the noise, but to me he just sounds like a dog more often than not. 

I open the door cautiously and poke my head in. As usual, Joe’s office looks like a bomb went 

off in it. The desk is piled high with folders and files that I haven’t ever seen him move and his 

blinds are so jumbled that it gives one the impression he spends half his time peering out of them 

with keen paranoia. Perhaps Joe’s been in the Witness Protection Program. Would explain a lot. 



7 
 

Everything is just so grey in here. The skies outside the messy window are grey (even at night, 

it’s a deep charcoal), the coffee in Joe’s cup looks grey (expired Coffee Mate will do that), Joe’s 

collared shirt is grey (was white once, I’m sure), his hair is grey and Joe’s face is grey.  The 

expression on his face is grey. I do that to him. 

“Chris!” he barks, now making legible words. “Get your skinny British ass in here.” 

I quickly close the door and stand nervously by his desk. Joe’s an American. He believes all 

British men have abnormally small behinds. I haven’t looked around enough to figure out if it’s 

true or not. 

 “Where’s the article?” he narrows his eyes at me. “It’s late.” 

“I emailed it to –“ 

Joe sighs. Loudly. Enough that the grey coffee wavers in the cup. 

“Whatever, whatever,” he says with a wave and then rests his head in his hands. He doesn’t 

move or make another sound. For a brief instant I wonder if he’s been a robot this entire time and 

he’s finally ran out of batteries. A robot in the Witness Protection Program – now that’s a story. 

“Sir?” I ask and step a smidge closer to him. I can see the liver spots on the top of his balding 

head and I instinctively run my hand through my own dark, thick hair. At least I have that still 

going for me. 

Finally a tired little sigh falls out of him like a fluttering leaf.  

“What am I going to do with you Chris?” he says, his voice low and muffled. 

This isn’t an unusual question but I never seem to have the right answer. Fact is, I don’t know. 
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 “What are we going to do?” he continues, his pitch rising. I can almost hear a pinch in his 

words. This is a new question. New questions scare me. 

“I’m not sure what you mean, Sir,” I tell him honestly. I look down at my cufflinks and make 

sure they are evenly polished. There is a weird tension in the room that makes me feel awkward, 

like I should be adjusting my clothing.  

Another sigh and Joe looks up, his cheeks smooshed up by his hands like a droopy-faced dog. 

His eyes avoid mine and stare straight forward into grey space. 

“When are we going to have to write an article about the fall of The London Herald?” he asks in 

a weary, dreamy way. “Or will we read it on the Sun’s website?” 

Sun’s website, naturally, via everyone’s iPad or iPhone. But I keep my mouth shut. When Joe 

admits fears and failure, you know something is seriously wrong. 

His eyes flit to me briefly before he straightens up in his chair and his “harrumph” expression 

returns to his face. It’s almost a relief to see it. 

“I hope you realize how much is riding on your trip tomorrow,” he says, clearing his throat 

dramatically. “This isn’t about you and your girlfriend.” 

“I know, Sir.” 

“Do you? You need to interview that Cooper woman. You need to convince her to write for us. If 

we don’t get some fresh blood soon, we’re all out of a job. You especially. And I don’t care what 

your mother says.” 
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I sniff and tug at my hair again. Seems to be what I do whenever my mother is mentioned. And 

Joe mentions her a lot. She’s really the whole reason I still have a job.  

And, yes, the real reason for the trip to Gibraltar isn’t because I wanted to take Alexa on a 

romantic escapade. OK, it is. But saving up for a ring can leave you broke, especially on my 

salary, so when Joe ordered me to interview this travel writer down in Gibraltar, I jumped at the 

chance. At first I thought he just wanted a story but over the last few days, I learned that not only 

am I supposed to write up a big piece about this woman, but I was to convince her to write for 

the Herald. Not exactly a small order.  

In fact the whole ordeal makes me feel uneasy. I don’t really understand why I have to go to 

Gibraltar to interview Jamie Cooper (wouldn’t a phone call with Human Resources suffice?) and 

I don’t understand why she’s needed so badly. I looked at a few samples of her writing. It’s fun 

and a bit kooky, but without sounding immodest, I’m a far more talented writer than she is. But I 

don’t want to analyze it too much. This is a free trip to the Mediterranean and the one thing I’ve 

been looking forward to for a very long time. Alexa and I need it. 

“What do the other papers have that we don’t?” Joe asks, interrupting my thoughts before I 

started brooding about my relationship. 

“Online versions? A friendly boss? Better coffee?” 

“They have sex appeal. They have the youthful slant. No offense Chris, but you’re not exactly a 

spring chicken.” 

“I’m thirty-five and girls tell me I look like David Tennant,” I reply.  “I’m a big hit with the 

tardis set.” 
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“Re-tardis set, if you ask me,” he scoffs and leans forward. “Listen, this woman has a large 

following and she has yet to commit to a regular column anywhere. I think if we got a contract 

with her, she would help us out a lot. People don’t want to read about the economy anymore. 

They don’t want the doom and gloom. They want to escape from their problems. They want to 

travel but can’t afford it. That is where travel writing comes in. Armchair travel for the broke and 

despondent.” 

A newspaper that wants to focus on the good news? I think I’ve heard it all. 

“Get that interview first. Then convince her that writing for the London Herald would be the best 

thing for her career. Emphasis stability. Everyone likes that in this climate, especially an 

American like her. Do that first and then you can go relax…or whatever it is that you do when 

you’re not here.” 

I give him a weary smile and then hustle myself out of the office as quickly as possible, blowing 

Marilyn a kiss which she pretends not notice. Outside, the air is strangely cold for a June night 

and peppered with exhaust and grime. I walk to the tube dreaming of the Mediterranean shining 

bold and blue before me. First I’ll get the travel writer out of my way – I’ll try my best, or maybe 

I won’t. Then it’s just me and Alexa, sunshine and ignorance as far as the eye can see. 

 

3 

JAMIE 

June 20th 



11 
 

I’m behind my deadline again. Hildy has been calling the hotel non-stop, threatening me with the 

same old “Your book will never get published at this rate” and “You’re making me look like a 

bad agent.” WELL I’M SORRY HILDY. YOU ARE A BAD AGENT! There, I said it. And one day 

I’ll say it to her face. I know that publishers are under the weather these days especially with the 

advent of those e-books and all (horrible things, should be abolished along with cell phones) but 

COME THE FUCK ON, a $5000 advance on a book? What happened to authors making money? 

Or does that not happen anymore. I almost make that much after a few months of freelancing. 

WHAT THE HELL ARE THEY THINKING?! 

Ok, enough ranty rants from moi. I know I shouldn’t complain and I don’t normally … much… 

other than here. But it seriously demotivates me and I’m having enough writer’s block as it is. I 

mean, Morrocco. What is there to say about it that hasn’t already been said? I said it all myself 

when I was here three years ago. Where’s the story? There is no story. I got hit by a rickshaw, 

that’s really the only story I’m limping away from. Speaking of, I’m dying for a drink once I hit 

Gibraltar. These pain meds just don’t cut it anymore and are making the right half of my face 

twitch. I’m a limping, frazzle-haired twitching writer and I don’t like it. I miss Greece. I miss 

Crete. I miss Nico and his pecs and his dick and his pronounciation of the word avocado. I miss 

happy, smiling, sexy Jamie, part-time writer, part-time huntress of foreign men who are dumber 

than they look. The frazzle-hair never leaves me but I know I look better when my eyes are 

twinkling. 

Maybe it’s Northern Africa though. Maybe it’s that you can’t let your guard down here (not that 

I do anyway), and that being a female isn’t exactly embraced. Maybe Gibraltar will be better. 

Aside from the drinks and the British charm, there’s the interview. Maybe having some dopey 

newspaper ask me questions will make me feel better about myself. Motivate me. Get my ass in 
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gear for Lisbon (or Grasse, France, I haven’t decided yet) and then the damn jaunt is over, I can 

sort out this diary and get a manuscript in order. Then maybe, just maybe I’ll finally see my 

name on a book and I’ll make back that $5000.  

And maybe I’ll find a new victim too. Did I say victim? I meant Nico. Same difference. 

 

4 

CHRIS 

 

Hot.  

Hot. 

I’m so damn hot.  

And tired. My brain feels like wad of chewing gum. And the glare off the water and 

whitewashed buildings is so strong that my imitation Ray Bans can’t handle the UV rays.  

This is my impression of Tangier and I can’t wait to leave. 

Granted, we aren’t here for very long. The cheapest way to Gibraltar was actually to fly out of 

Gatwick to Tangier and then take the ferry across to Gibraltar. I originally didn’t mind that Joe 

booked this more exotic route, thinking Alexa might find it alluring (and it was one of the few 

places she hadn’t been to). 

But she’s glaring at me and it’s not because of the sunshine (no, her Gucci shades are real). 
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I loosen my collar, feeling the beads of sweat evaporate, wondering why I didn’t dress for the 

occasion and give her an innocent smile. 

“Something wrong sweetie?” I ask her.  

She doesn’t seem to sweat at all. Alexa might be a cyborg (if Joe’s a robot, then it’s completely 

possible). She’s tall but not as tall as I am (I’m 6’2”, so that’s a good thing), and slender thanks 

to daily sessions on something that looks like a torture chamber (pilates, I’m told) but still has 

the nicest set of breasts I’ve ever been privileged enough to get a hold of and a round bottom 

which she calls the bane of her existence yet I love very dearly. She’s also stunning. Dark 

complexion, black lashes, mahogany eyes and matching hair that runs down to the small of her 

back in one straight sheet. She’s the sexiest banker you’ve ever seen. 

She’s also so put together, that being seen next to her makes me feel like I did something right in 

my life. I’m fairly confident that I did when I snagged her two years ago. But then again, she 

does glare at me more than a happy person should. 

She looks away from me and up at the tall, rusting ferry we are about to board. The terminal is 

packed with chaos and people, both things that already have me on edge, but Alexa seems more 

concerned about the ship. 

“Is this seriously the ferry?” she asks, her voice is smooth and clear allowing the nuances of her 

annoyance to slip out.  

“This be the ship, says I,” I growl in my best pirate’s impression. 

She raises her brow at me. Apparently it’s not a very good impression. “It’s nothing more than a 

glorified bathtub. The Nazis probably built this thing.” 
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“I’m sure Morocco has advanced since then, Alexa.” 

“Advanced backward,” she mumbles. I almost tell her she’s not making sense but I think better 

of it. I know she’s tired too since we had to wake up so early and to go from a chilly, damp 

London morning to a sweltering hot (and loud and colorful and foreign) Tangier afternoon is a 

big leap. I don’t want to rock the boat with Alexa, pun not intended.  

A little while later and Alexa and I are sitting near the front of the ferry as the vessel pulls away 

from the dock and starts making its slow way toward the distant, hazy shoreline that is Gibraltar 

and the continent of Europe. It’s actually quite a remarkable journey when you think about it, 

having two continents, giant landmasses of opposing cultures and civilizations, separated only by 

a narrow and boisterous straight. Only I can’t really think about it because Alexa is sitting next to 

me, clicking her fingernails across the front of an unread magazine. I know that sound too well. 

It means I shouldn’t make any sudden movements.  

I slowly reach down into my laptop bag…easy…easy…and bring out my laptop, hoping to lose 

myself in some work (not bloody likely) or look busy (more likely).  

My finger is poised to hit the power button when Alexa lets out a long sigh. Enough with the 

sighs, why can’t the people in my life actually say the things they want to say instead of making 

me ask WHAT? 

“What?” I ask, my finger paused in mid air. A drop of sweat rolls out from under my sleeve, 

down my finger and onto the computer. I wince. 

“Why are you so spineless?” she asks in a tone so simple that I feel I’ve misheard her. Did she 

just call me spineless? 
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“Uh, I’m sorry. What?” 

She doesn’t look at me but the nails keep tapping away. 

“You knew that when I said I wanted to go on holidays, that I wanted to holiday somewhere 

nice.” 

“But Morocco is-” I begin.  

“And I wanted to go on holidays, not some work assignment to interview some American 

woman.” She adds special biting emphasis to the word “woman”, as if she were jealous. I’d be 

thrilled at that honestly, but I know Alexa doesn’t get jealous. 

I want to tug at my collar again. Did it just get hotter in here? 

 “I just thought-” 

“No,” she spits out and finally looks at me, raising her shades to her forehead. She does look 

tired, no wonder she’s wearing them inside. “You didn’t think, Chris. That’s your problem. You 

never think.” 

She turns away from me with pursed lips, flips open the magazine and becomes magically 

enthralled in the pages. I watch her for a few beats, trying to suss out the situation. Alexa is 

always cool and calm. Often eerily so. Like the time I almost burned down the flat trying to 

make French toast. She just strolled in the kitchen with the fire extinguisher, as if she stores it in 

her back pocket, and sprayed the drapes like some special ops agent. 

So, an outburst like this isn’t normal. But her job is stressful and her father is overbearing and it 

is hot in here and she seems really tired so…perhaps it’s nothing. 
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Yes. I decide it’s nothing. 

I resume pressing the on button on the laptop and soon I’m happily typing away questions to ask 

Ms. Cooper tomorrow. Maybe not “happily” but I look happy, making sure my eyes are bright in 

case Alexa shoots me another glare. 

Even though I already know what I’m going to ask the travel writer and there’s no real need to 

write it down (I have a memory that borders on being photographic), I keep myself busy, keep 

the feeling that my this trip is doomed at bay. I keep at it, keep at it, keep at it… 

“Do you have to do that now?” Alexa snarls. 

I look around to make sure she’s indeed speaking to me. The only people nearby are a young 

blonde woman with Cousin It hair and a wrinkled old Germans in knee-high socks. And I 

thought I was inappropriately dressed. 

I slowly meet Alexa’s eyes. Something has changed in them. They are annoyed, most definitely, 

but there is a current of something I rarely see in them. A current of pain. I do not like this at all. 

“I’m sorry,” I say, tilting the computer toward her. “Did you want to write something?” 

She doesn’t laugh at my wit. “You don’t get it, do you?” 

No. I obviously do not get it. I open my mouth to say something, I don’t know what, when my 

computer makes a strange gurgling noise and then shuts itself off.  

“Bloody hell!” I exclaim, smacking it lightly. 
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I peer at it closely and press the on-button again. Nothing. No sign of life. It just…died on me. 

Alexa’s phone goes off and I hope it distracts her from whatever she was about to bombard me 

with. She pulls it out of her purse and holds it in her hands before lowering it. 

Yet her phone keeps ringing. I eye the buzzing contraption on her lap. She stares down at it, at 

the flashing image of her father’s face on the screen. 

“You know you’re supposed to answer it when it makes that sound,” I say gently. 

It rings again. As if she’s in slow motion, her head turns toward me. Her eyes are sad and tired. 

Dead eyes. I feel it in my heart. That current of pain will reveal itself and I will feel it too. 

“It’s over,” she says in a quiet but calm voice. 

She takes the phone, still ringing, and plunks it in her purse. “I can’t do this anymore.” 

I blink hard at her, and I ask the things I already know. 

“Do what? What’s over?” 

“This. Us. I can’t put up with…this anymore. We’re over, Chris. This has been over for a long 

time.” 

She gets out of her seat and stands in front of me, hovering like some Goliath. I feel just like 

David. And not David Tennant. Dr. Who wouldn’t be dumped on a ferry to Gibraltar. 

“I don’t get it.” Though I do, I just don’t get why she’s trying to break up with me on at the start 

of our holiday. I find myself focusing on the logistics of that. 
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“I know you don’t,” she says with a small smile and places her hand on the side of my face. Her 

palm is warm and slightly damp. She smells familiar, like home, which makes my heart throb 

violently. The whole thing is all too surreal.  

She takes her hand back and exhales. “Maybe it’s not over. Maybe I just need a break…” 

“A break from what?” 

She throws her hands up in the air, the fire returning. “From us, Chris! God! Look, whether you 

realize it or not I have been doing nothing but giving you second chances.” 

My vision starts to throb along with my heart. My peripheral vision begins to blur and I find 

myself focusing on random items on the ferry. The sticky, old linoleum floor. The chair in front 

of me which has stuffing spilling out of it like furry guts. The blonde girl across the way who is 

looking straight into my eyes with a brusque clarity. I hold her gaze, seeing her and her faded 

Pink Floyd shirt, her sparkling light eyes and the pencil she’s holding in her left hand. She holds 

it like she’s about to stab someone with it. I see all of this but I don’t really see it. Because all I 

can think about is that the love of my life, the gorgeous Alexandra DeWinter, is breaking up with 

me on our vacation. My entire life has come undone in the last few minutes and I have no idea 

what to do or say to put it back on track.  

Luckily, Alexa knows what to do. She continues to yell at me. 

“You wouldn’t even be working on our holiday if you had the guts to stand up to your boss…or 

even your mother. You’re just not going anywhere, Chris. You’ll be fifty and still trying to 

please everyone. Still stuck at the paper, if you’re lucky, still underachieving, still just…a 

puppet.” 
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Puppet. Her father has called me that on more than one occasion. The word brings me out of my 

stupor and I find myself starting to hate her just a little bit. It feels good. 

“That’s your father talking,” I shoot back. 

She shakes her head and snatches up her purse. I reach over and grip her wrist firmly, wanting 

her to stay, to not just fire her rounds and leave. 

“I’ve been talking like this for a long time. You just haven’t been listening!” 

She rips her hand out of my grasp, turns on her heel and storms down the aisle. I could swear 

there’s almost a smile on her face. 

I can’t believe what just happened. But I sure as hell can’t let her walk out of my life like this. 

We’re on a bloody ferry! Where the hell is she going to go? 

I leap to my feet, quickly ram my laptop into its bag, and take off down the ferry, avoiding the 

looks from the fellow passengers. I can feel my face burning a deep red, know that the flush is 

reaching up into the reaches of my sandy hair, that the sweat is starting to form again. 

I begin my search for my girlfriend. Ex-girlfriend. Whatever she is. 
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JAMIE 

June 19
th
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Dude. I’m on the ferry to Gibraltar and just saw this poor sap get dumped by his girlfriend. In 

public. Even I’m not that cruel. Relationships, man, why bother? 
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CHRIS 

I never found Alexa. I don’t know how the hell that is possible, which makes me think that 

perhaps she is a cyborg and sprouts a helicopter out of her head like Inspector Gadget. It’s not so 

far-fetched, considering some of the moves she does in the bedroom, especially the one where 

she rotates with her bum in the air and…well, I guess thinking about our sex life isn’t going to 

make this any easier. 

I’ve lost her. Literally and figuratively. 

I spent the rest of the ferry ride searching high and low but, like I said, she must have go-go-

gadgeted her way out of it because I didn’t find her at the luggage cart at the Gibraltar nor at the 

taxi stand.  

I checked into the hotel and she wasn’t there either. She just vanished. Now I’m lying in this 

ridiculously romantic hotel suite with rose petals on the bed and I can’t stop sneezing. I think I’m 

allergic. I also can’t keep myself from dialing her cell phone repeatedly but I get the same old 

voice mail where Alexa lists five of the numbers you can get a hold of her at. 

I’m also dialing those five numbers on repeat. All right, so not the last one. That’s her father’s 

number and I know he’d have a few choice words for me and I’m pretty sure I’d then hear the 

sound of a champagne cork flying in the background. 
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Where do I begin with Mr. DeWinter? I suppose I could start at the beginning. He’s the reason I 

met Alexa. It was before the recession really hit and I popped into the London Imperial Bank of 

Commerce to interview the VP – you guessed it, Charles DeWinter. He was and still is an 

extremely dapper man with a cunning quality you usually see in wolves. Except he wasn’t in 

sheep’s clothing, just sharp, shiny shoes, a suit that would have cost my life savings and a smile 

that wills the money straight out of you.  

After the interview was over and I felt increasingly sorry about my lack of financial progress in 

the world, I literally ran into Alexa as I left his office. Her father had closed the door quickly 

behind me so he didn’t see our paths cross (and I’m sure if he had, he would have tossed me out 

before I had a chance to say hello) but there I was bumping the papers out of the hands of the 

most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I could still tell you what she was wearing (red silk pencil 

skirt, white blouse that, when we bent down to pick up the papers, showed the right hint of 

luscious cleavage), that her nose was a bit burnt from the weekend in Madeira, and she had a 

hoop earring on the upper part of her ear. To me that was the tell-tale sign that there was a rebel 

somewhere in this exquisite grace of a woman, that she’d look like a lady in the bank but I could 

paddle her bum hard after tea. I never did ask her if she noticed my erection at that moment 

because I remember it was raging hard and rather inappropriately given our proximity to her 

father.  

Regardless, she seemed to be as taken with me as I was with her. I’m a good-looking guy, maybe 

more Hugh Grant than David Beckham, but I have my hair and my build and my really straight 

teeth that I wear proudly to buck the stereotype. It wasn’t until much later, when her father found 

out it was me, the lowly journalist, she was dating, that I realized how much of a rebel Alexa 

really was. That earring was just the tip of the iceberg. I was the mass sitting below the water. By 
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dating me and shunning the powerful and strong men her father insisted she dated, Alexa did 

what she could to thwart her father’s control. I couldn’t blame her though. With a mother like 

mine, I could only relate. It was just a shame that it took so long for me to catch on and by then I 

was hopelessly in love. I sort of figured Alexa would follow suit too. She was with me because it 

pissed her father off, but there had to have been a side of her that actually loved me, that actually 

cared about me. Maybe not the same way that I did for her, but there had to be a thread 

of…something, right? 

I looked down at my lonely phone and sighed. Maybe not.  

 

~~~ 

 

There is nothing worse than the morning after something horrible has happened. You wake up 

feeling all stupid and dazed from your sleep and in that stupidity you have exactly 3.4 seconds to 

think that everything in your life is the same as it always was and oh what a lovely day. Then 

that’s all ripped from you like some giant has reached in your room and removed your bed and 

you’re lying cold and naked on the floor, shivering and crying out “oh Christ, I thought that was 

just a dream!” 

It wasn’t a dream. I am still in a rose-scented room in Gibraltar and for the first time in three 

years, I am single. 
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The revelation pulls at my heart and I let the dazed stupidity wash over me again as I get ready 

for the day and go through the motions of showering, shaving, getting dressed, even though all I 

can think is what’s the point? What is the point of any of this? 

Of course the point in everything, as it has been for a while, is work. I am here for work and for 

once that’s just fine because it’ll at least give me something to do other than check my phone 

every minute, wondering, painfully, where she went and why she hasn’t called me to tell me 

she’s changed her mind. Had time to think. Overreacted. Please come back, Chris, I’ll never find 

anyone as wonderful as you or so well-endowed (well if I’m going to be delusional…) 

I look like hell, but I slip on a pair of wrinkle-proof slacks and a pinstripe shirt and make my way 

to the lobby. 

The hotel is really quite nice in that 70’s resort vibe with cool terracotta-tiled hallways and 

pebbly white walls and the sunsoaked lobby is bustling with people who are trying to check out 

and those who are trying to check in way too early. With the reception buzzing, I spy the 

concierge desk and a man watching the lobby with a look of utter discontent on his face. As I 

approach him, I note the sharp lines of his suit and his polished gold name tag that pegs him as 

Michael. He does not look like he wants to be here and as soon as his snappish eyes meet mine I 

fear he might just leap over his desk and run out of the building. 

“Hello,” I say, giving him my brightest smile which fails on a day like today.  

His lip twitches. “Can I help you?” 

“Yes, I’m wondering if you could point me in the direction of the bar.” 
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He raises his eyebrows. They have obviously been groomed by a professional, probably in one of 

those little salons run by chirping Vietnamese women.  

I continue, unnerved by his stare, “Not that I’m drinking. I’m not, you know…like that. I don’t 

drink. Usually. Actually I’m meeting someone there. For work. For an interview.” 

He nods but his expression doesn’t change. “You’re from the Herald?” 

“Chris Warner. You’ve heard of me?” 

He gives me a tepid look before nodding over at the teak doors to the left of the lobby. “No. The 

woman you’re interviewing is waiting for you in there.” 

I tell him thanks, happy to be out of his hair, and walk across the lobby. I’m just at the doors 

when Michael calls out after me, a cryptic “good luck.” 

I pause and look back at him. He’s back to work, staring at the guests with disdain, like he never 

said anything at all.  

As ominous as his warning was, I shrug it off and open the doors to the bar. The room is dark 

and stuffy and there’s no doubt that Gibraltar clings stubbornly to its British roots. One would 

think the warm, dry climate would invite a little more air and light but the bar is Britain to the 

core. 

There’s no one else here except for the portly bartender, who nearly disappears into the heavy 

dark wood of the bar and the surrounding bottles that gleam with the dull light from the beer and 

wine fridge. Him, and a woman who sits up on a stool across from him, busy scribbling into a 

notebook. Her curly light blonde hair spills out over her slight frame and my mind is jolted back 

to yesterday, to the ferry. She was the Cousin It woman near Alex and I. 
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The one who happened to witness me getting dumped on my arse. 

My face flushes from embarrassment even before she gets a chance to look at me. I eye the 

tables at the back of the room, thinking it would be best to do the interview there when I sense 

the frizz-woman’s gaze on me and notice that furious scratching sound of pencil to paper has 

stopped. 

“I know you,” she says. 

I reluctantly look at her and give a pathetic, “yeah that was me” smile and slowly walk over to 

the bar.  

“And I know you.” I take a seat two spots down from her, not wanting to crowd her and give the 

bartender an attentive nod. “From the ferry yesterday.” 

“Yes, I know,” she says. She slides her pencil and battered notebook down the bar toward me 

and scoots over to the seat next to mine. “You were getting dumped by your girlfriend.” 

I cringe and wish I could move another seat away without seeming rude. She leans in close to me 

and smells like sun and salt and something earthy. I can’t bring myself to meet her eyes and 

instead watch the bartender as he pours a shot of whisky and plunks it down in front of me. 

I look at him. I look at the drink, then I finally look at the woman. She smiles and I notice how 

refreshingly bare her face is and how her smile borders on predatory. She wants me to drink it. 

The bartender does too. 

“Oh,” I say, feeling stupider by the minute. I push the shot toward her. “Oh, no. But thank you. I 

make a point of not drinking before 10AM.” 
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She leans in closer and I automatically move back as far as I can without coming off the seat.  

She keeps smiling, then rapidly twirls her blonde hair around her pencil, suddenly hypnotized by 

it. “Believe me, if I was ever in your situation I would get very, very, very drunk. Come on, it’s 

on me.” 

Ouch. My situation. My reluctant trip to Dumpsville, population me.  

Against my better judgement, I raise my shotglass at her, hoping this will get her to back off. I 

down the shot in one go, praying I don’t be sick at the table. 

“How was that?” she asks and I only then notice her accent. It’s American and a lot mess of 

things. 

“Absolutely dreadful.”  

I hope my interview doesn’t smell the whisky on my breath and I quickly ask the bartender for a 

virgin bloody mary. 

“Virgin, huh?” she winks and me and I haven’t stopped noticing how close she’s sitting.  

I smile awkwardly at her and clear my throat. I glance around the room looking for a distraction, 

an escape. Perhaps my interview is hiding in the corner. But there’s no one but us. 

“Looking for someone?” she asks in a suggestive voice. Not suggestive as in sexy because sexy 

and a hippie version of Audrey Hepburn aren’t two things that go together, but suggestive as in 

she knows something that I don’t know. Or perhaps I do. 

“You’re not Jamie Cooper, are you?” I ask carefully as the bartender puts a completely 

unappetizing bloody Mary by my hands. 
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Her eyes sparkle and I notice how blue they are, like a glazed robin’s egg. From this distance I 

can even makes out flecks of hazel in them. 

“Who is she?”  

I’m not sure how much I want to divulge but I say, “She’s a travel writer. I’m supposed to be 

interviewing her today.” 

“I see. For what?” 

I frown at her noseyness. “For the London Herald.”  

I take a wary sip of my drink. It’s bitter and I’m not sure it’s quite virgin either.  

“Funny place for an interview.” 

“Well, apparently she didn’t want to come up to London or do it over the phone and my boss is 

rather desperate…and a bit of a wanker.” 

I immediately regret saying that last bit, especially since it increases her grinning power and that 

in turn causes her to signal the bartender for another drink.  

I shake my head violently as the shot is poured but that doesn’t stop the bartender from plunking 

it front of me, like I demanded it or something, like ordering a virgin bloody Mary was the most 

insulting thing I could have done and this is my only way to appease the liquor gods. 

“So,” the woman says, keeping her eyes on my drink as if she’s telepathically willing it fly up 

and into my mouth. “Your boss sends you all the way here to interview someone. You’re a bit of 

a pansy, aren’t you?” 
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My mouth drops open.  

“Sorry, sorry,” she continues quickly, sincerely. “Patsy. That’s what you prefer to be called in 

England, right?” 

“No, no one wants to be called a patsy,” I exclaim, shocked at her rudness. “I’m sorry, but what 

is your name?” 

“Jamie Cooper.” 

Oh, of course she is. I take the shot back and slam the drink on the table, embarrassed for the 

second time in five minutes because of this…this…she-devil. 

“I see,” I say, wiping the corners of my mouth with a crunchy bar napkin. “You’re Jamie. That’s 

brilliant. So, how long were you going to continue this charade for?” 

She leans in close again, closes her eyes, and with a dreamy smile whispers, “Forever.” 

I roll my eyes before she has a chance to see it. Christ, this is going to be the longest interview of 

my life.  

“I think I may need another drink.” 

Jamie smiles like fox and places her small, thin hand over the glass. 

“Can’t get too drunk. Your interview is due tomorrow.” 

My brow furrows. “How do you know that?” 

She shrugs and her long wood earrings rattle. “It’s a sixth sense, I guess.  I worked as a psychic 

in Budapest at one point.” 
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I wouldn’t put it past her. 

“And I can always see a deadline on a fellow writer’s face,” she continued. “I have them myself. 

She picks up her notebook and waves it proudly in the air. 

“What is that?” I ask. Not only is it weather-beaten with pages and photos sticking out at odd 

angles but it’s covered in a ton of peeling stickers, including a smattering of the little stickers you 

get on fruit. They are constructed to shape a banana, or perhaps a vibrator.  

“This is my magic bridge. It takes me from Jamie Cooper ghost writer to Jamie Cooper best-

selling author. Which, by the way, is the reason I wasn’t able to just jet off to London. I’m 

writing my soon-to-be published travel guide. And I don’t like the phone.” 

“Congratulations,” I tell her, feeling bad about my complaints earlier. “I’m sorry about that, I 

just-“ 

“I know what you meant. I’m just messing with you.” 

She fishes into the pocket of her dark brown linen pants and places a wad of damp and wrinkled 

money on the bar table.  

“Pour vous,” she purrs at the bartender, then leaps of the seat and tugs at my arm until I’m off 

my chair and being dragged toward the exit. 

“Come on, you don’t actually think I’m going to let you interview inside a stuffy bar, do you?” 

“Well, actually,” I say, trying to dig my heels and wonder how someone so frail looking could be 

so strong, “that kind of was the plan. I’d really like to make this as quick as possible so-“ 
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“You can go cry over your ex-girlfriend? I don’t think so.” 

I glance back at the bar, feeling like things are moving too fast and too unpredictable and spot 

her diary still sitting there beside my half-full tomato concoction. 

“Uh, your diary?” 

She gasps, drops my arm and runs like a deer over to the bar and snatches it up, clutching the 

diary to her chest.  

“You know I do this all the fucking time. It’s horrible, I’d hate to see what kind of mother I’d 

make.” 

I can only imagine, I think and eye the door, wondering if I can escape before she catches me 

again. But before I know it, she’s at my side, wagging her finger at me. 

“Now come on. If you want this interview, you’ll have to do it my way.” 

Thinking of Michael, I say, “Well I can’t say I wasn’t warned.” 

She smiles sweetly but I don’t trust it, especially as it’s followed by her crazy-strong grip on my 

forearm. She leads me out of the bar and I’m able to shoot one last look at the bartender, hoping 

he can read the fear in my eyes and to remember what she looks like in the likely event I end up 

at the bottom of the Mediterranean and the police have to question him.  

As we leave the hotel and walk into the glaring sunshine and head toward the water, my fear of 

being disposed in the sea grows more and more likely.  

“Where are you taking me?” I ask her.  
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“Everywhere.” 

Her hand doesn’t leave my arm as we march down the hill toward the marina of all places. Well, 

she’s marching, her wide pants flapping around her, her hair blowing straight back into a wheat-

colored Brillo pad. I’m practically being dragged. Though I’m nearly a foot taller than her, she’s 

surprisingly spry and quick and I can see that her deer-like limbs are sleek with muscle. Not the 

kind that Alexa tortures herself for, but the kind that comes from manhandling strangers and 

leading them over hilly terrain.  

At the thought of Alexa, my heart lurches uncomfortably in my chest and makes my insides feel 

hollow, empty and aching. I forget about her, forget about how drastic a turn my life has taken in 

24 hours, but when I remember, it hurts. I don’t care if admitting that makes me a “patsy” but it 

really does gut me. 

I find my breath catching between my teeth and Jamie shoots me a look. 

“I think she’s long gone,” she says and I am again wondering how she knows the things she 

knows. Perhaps she really is psychic. Or I’m extremely easy to read. 

She slows her pace and gives me a small smile that for once doesn’t seem duplicitous. “That was 

horrible the way she dumped you. Women can be so cruel.” 

I cringe at the word dumped and fumble for some way to recover what little left of my pride I 

have. The last thing I want is for Jamie Cooper to pity me.  

“Oh, that,” I say, trying to sound casual. Not easy to do when you’re walking onto a slippery 

dock. Seriously, where the hell are we? One minute we were traipsing the cobblestoned streets, 
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the next she’s led me to the marina off the side of the ferry terminal. I don’t have time to ask 

though, I have face to save. 

“Alexa didn’t really mean to do that. She may have sounded like it, but you know, that’s her 

thing. She’ll change her mind. Like most women.” 

She smirks at my foppish reasoning and I’m more than grateful when my phone starts to ring. A 

flash of hope swirls through me even though I try to keep the excitement at bay. It’s Alexa. It has 

to be. I want nothing more than to prove Jamie wrong. 

I reach into fish it out of my pant pocket but to my surprise Jamie reaches in with her hand and 

brings it out. She was this close to having a meeting with my left ball. 

“What are you doing?” I cry out, feeling violated, wishing my pockets weren’t so thin.  

She looks at the phone, ignoring me. “Who is Joe? Your boss? Secret lover?” 

“Yes. My boss. Do you mind?” 

I try and take the phone back from her but she leaps back like a jackrabbit.  

“He sure likes to keep you under his thumb, doesn’t he?” 

“Only because he has to, now please, I have to answer it,” I say and make a lunge for it. She just 

laughs and skips away. 

“You can’t answer it, you’re in the middle of an interview.” 
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“I am going to murder you,” I snarl. I make a go for it again and slip on the wet dock, nearly 

falling over the side and into the water. I yelp like a girl and hastily grab the rail of the nearest 

boat, steadying myself until I’m upright. Too bad my knees won’t stop shaking. 

Jamie stands there, watching me, amused, having made no move to help. It’s true. I’ll be dead 

before the day is over. 

The phone finally stops ringing and I give her an exasperated look, knowing how annoyed Joe 

must be. I always answer his phone calls, even if it’s in the middle of the night, even if he’s just 

hurling obscenities at me from across the street. 

While she’s still, I snatch the phone out of her grasp, place it back in my pocket and smooth out 

my shirt.  

“You may be the most annoying person I have ever met,” I find myself saying, momentarily 

forgetting that I need her, that I’m supposed to be interviewing her. 

“Thank you,” she says with a curtsey. 

“That was not a compliment. It will never be a compliment.” 

“You’re no fun.” 

“You’re insane. Now, would you mind if we start this interview?” 

She shrugs and starts walking down the dock, swaying back and forth.  

“You’re the boss,” she tosses over her shoulder. 

It pains me to smile but I do so anyway. “Now we’re talking.” 
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I follow her and bring out my little moleskin notebook from my back pocket. Jamie stops and I 

have her attention once more.  

“You’re taking notes?” 

I flip through the pages. “I don’t need to, this is just for Joe’s benefit. He likes proof I do some 

sort of work. You know, other than slaving for him all the live long day.” 

Within seconds she plucks the notebook from my hands and tosses it into the water beside a 

gleaming yacht.  

I stop dead.  

Does not compute.  

Words cannot form.  

Did she seriously, seriously just do that? 

My mouth starts to move. I’m afraid I’m going to lose it on her but I manage to squeak out, 

“What are you, some kind of cartoon?” 

She doesn’t seem concerned in the slightest. “You don’t need that. You said so yourself.” 

My mouth flaps soundlessly for a beat or two. 

“I know I don’t need it but-“ 

“Why hold onto something you don’t need? It’ll only slow you down.” 

I shake my head at her and watch as the notebook floats past the boat and into the open sea. It 

looks like a little lost raft being swept away to the unknown.  
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“Yes, but…think of the fish.” 

“Then jump in after it.” 

I give her a hard, steady gaze. I’m not the king of them, but I’ve been known to throw them out 

on occasion. This calls for it. I’ve never been so suddenly…angered by a woman, let alone a 

person, in my entire life. Angered and annoyed and completely flabbergasted at how such a 

woman can exist on this earth without it imploding and how the hell she could ever work for a 

place such as The London Herald. We do have some standards. 

“You know,” I say as carefully and composed as I can, “you are really starting to be a pain in the 

arse.” 

She smiles, once again, like it’s a compliment. “You don’t have to interview me. No one is 

putting a gun to your head. Having said that, you can’t go back to her…either.” 

I throw my hands up in the air and ask God, Allah, Buddha for some guidance. When they don’t 

respond, I have no choice but to ask, “What the hell are you talking about now?” 

Jamie frowns, eyeing me like she’s trying to figure me out, like she can’t fathom how on earth I 

could be so dim-witted.  

“Your ex. Alexa. The woman with the legs up to her neck.” 

She runs her finger across her own neck to demonstrate. It looks like she’s trying to slit her 

throat.  

Wishful thinking. 
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“This has nothing to do with her,” I tell her adamantly, not sure how we even got to this point. I 

just want to interview her. Scratch that, I just want her out of my sight. I want to be off this damn 

dock and back in London. Back with Alexa. 

Oh damn. 

“It has everything to do with her,” Jamie says, as if sensing my thoughts. “You can’t go back to 

London with two empty hands. No girlfriend…no interview.” 

She’s stumped me for a moment. Then the truth sets in. 

I cross my arms and give her my haughtiest Bill Nighy look. “Actually, I can always tell my boss 

that you aren’t Herald material.” 

Which is true. 

“Sure. But he won’t believe it.” 

Which might also be true. 

I squint at her. “You think a bit much of yourself, don’t you?” 

She gives a falsely modest half shrug and slowly walks toward me. I only now notice her flip-

flops seem to be disintegrating beneath her feet and she has a plethora of toe rings. How 1995 of 

her. 

“What’s wrong with that?” She asks in a low voice. “He likes my writing. A lot of people do. He 

thinks an interview will be a good spot for your flagging paper.” 

“It’s not flagging,” I say automatically even though the truth is written all over my face. 
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“Do you even read your own paper?” She stops a few feet away and watches me closely. 

“Of course I do,” I scoff. 

“Oh yeah? What was in it today?” 

I put my hands on my hips. “Something…about the Queen.” 

“The article about that affair she’s having with Camilla?” 

“Yes,” I say, then catch up too late. “I mean, what?” 

She claps her hands with glee and lets out a little laugh. She’s frightening when she’s gloating. 

“I knew it! You don’t even read your own newspaper and here you are, all the way here, trying 

to convince me that I’m not Herald material when you should be convincing me that I am! Some 

journalist you are.” 

I look away and say nothing. Everything I want to say would fit right in on a school playground 

and I can’t stoop to that level. Still, she has a stupid face and eats dog food for breakfast. 

She comes closer and lays her thin hand on my arm. I eye it disdainfully, then her. I’m afraid if 

she keeps touching me I’m going to catch some sort of free spirit disease. 

“Look,” she says with a small smile, “I know I’m a pain in the…arse, was it? But I’m not so bad 

if we can just do things my way. That means having a little fun. You look like you need a little 

fun Chris. How about it? Give my way a try.” 

“My way? Who are you, Sinatra?” 

“Only his ghost.” 
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She looks over at the water to my notebook that’s bumping against one of the boats, continuing 

its soggy journey out to sea. 

“You want me to go get it for you?” 

“I’m tempted to say yes.” 

She lets go of my arm and walks over to the edge of the dock, kicking off her moldy flip flops.  

Oh, geez. 

“What are you doing?” I ask. 

“Getting your book back,” she says. She starts to undo her pants. “I feel bad.” 

I’m tempted to see how far she’s going to go with this but as soon as her pants hit the ground 

around her ankles and I can see she’s wearing a little white thong, I know it’s gone far enough. 

I lean forward to her and grab her arm, trying not to look at her legs. I do sneak a peek though. 

They are nice. Not Alexa perfect, but toned just the same. 

I shake my head and pull her away from the dock. 

“You know what Jamie, it’s OK. Really. I’d rather not have my interview drown on me.” 

She seems perplexed. “Who said I was afraid of drowning?” 

I’m caught off-guard and she turns around. Now I can see a lightly tanned perky as hell bum 

facing me, just inches from my crotch. 

“Um, I’m afraid of drowning?” I say, looking up at the sky, wondering if I should attempt 

another prayer or if I want her bottom in front of me for a little longer. 



39 
 

“That’s an odd fear to have.” 

I try to give her an odd look but my eyes go straight to her bum again. It’s so tiny. I could just 

pick it up in my hands and- 

“Maybe you should put your pants back on,” I say quickly. I clear my throat. “Also, a fear of 

drowning is a perfectly normal fear to have. Represents things like, oh I don’t know, death?” 

She turns to face me, her pants still at her ankles. “So? It’s just a loss of control. I can see you’re 

already used to that.” 

I shake my head and let out a sigh. It doesn’t matter what I’d do to her behind, she’s still crazy. 

“OK. Let’s just…you pull your pants up, you put your things you call shoes back on and we’ll go 

to a café or something. Have a drink. I want several of them.” 

“Am I making you nervous?” she asks, coming in closer. 

I look away and put my hands out to keep her back. “No, just really, extremely uncomfortable.” 

 “I have a better idea,” she says with a wicked tone. 

I regret following her gaze. She’s looking past me and up at The Rock, the mountain that towers 

over the skinny stretch of Gibraltar. A vicious gleam flashes across her eyes. 

Now what? 

 

Chapter 7 

Chris 
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Here are some little known facts about Gibraltar.  

One) it exists 

Two) er…well, that’s pretty much all I’ve got. I mean, it exists. You think it wouldn’t. You’d 

think that the British weren’t so damn stubborn as to cling onto a barren corner of rock that 

offers nothing more than casinos, cheap booze and ferry passengers. But it does, blindly, 

stubbornly, and it shows with every Union Jack and sun-lined face of the few locals who stick it 

out. 

Naturally, my opinion of Gibraltar isn’t the best. You can’t blame me. 

Especially when the inexplicably-coveted Jamie Cooper has shoved me onto a dangerous 

tram/gondola thing and we’re dangling high above the stamp-sized country, on our way to meet 

certain doom at the top of “The Rock.” 

The tram jerks wildly and I close my eyes, trying to keep down the alcohol that’s swimming in 

my stomach. I don’t want to open them, don’t want to acknowledge the tourists who are packed 

in this sardine can, don’t want to look out the window, and certainly, most definitely don’t want 

to look at Jamie and her strange bravado. I can tell she’s looking at me, probably grinning all 

white teeth and smooth cheeks, enjoying how green my skin is turning. 

“Are you afraid of heights too?” she asks. I can tell a fear of heights is just as ludicrous to her as 

a fear of dying. I don’t say anything. I pinch my eyes closer together and suck in a deep breath 

through my teeth. 

“Did you want to do the interview?” she asks. “Ask away…” 
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Her voice sounds soft and it feels like some sort of trick. I open one eye and look at her. She has 

a cotton candy wand in her hand and she’s slowly feeding the pink fluffy stuff into her mouth. 

She seems as serious as she can be, considering she looks like she’s five years old. 

“OK,” I say slowly, still keeping one eye – the one closest to the window – shut. “What made 

you want to be a travel writer?” 

She licks her fingers and shrugs. “I don’t know.” 

“Come on,” I say, sounding more desperate than I would have liked. “Help me out here.” 

She finishes licking and I notice a sense of relief flood through me. There was something 

bizarrely – and wrongly – erotic about that and I am glad she’s stopped. My pants are especially 

grateful. 

“Fine,” she says. “I guess it was just the most convenient way out of my parent’s house. This 

was a while ago, of course. So on a whim, I became a flight attendant, flew to Brazil and never 

flew back. I worked scamming tourists at a fishing village until my cover was blown, then I 

hightailed it to Argentina where I started writing pamphlets for local attractions.” 

“As you do.” 

She smirks at me. It’s almost smug. “It’s a pity I threw your book away, though. Now you can’t 

write any of this down.” 

Now it’s my turn to look smug. Well, as smug as I can look with one eye shut, face pale with the 

threat of vomit. “No worries. I’ve pretty much got a photographic memory. Or something like 

that. I can remember everything if I need to. It’s almost scary.” 



42 
 

I’m not lying. I really can remember everything if I put my mind to it. It’s a very conscious act, 

but I’ve been perfecting it since I was young lad. I’d often zero in on the experiences, moments, 

and words that I’d want to remember forever. It means I have a glut of happy images and 

thoughts to look back on…and none of the bad.  

Except for right now. I’ll always remember the things that Jamie tells me because I’m willing 

myself to. Unfortunately that means I’ll remember every moment with her. 

“That’s scary?” 

“Isn’t it?” 

She licks the side of the cotton candy stick and keeps her bright eyes tight on mine. It’s 

unnerving and I shut my eye to blindness again.  

“Nothing scares me,” she says all too simply. 

“Oh right, I forgot. You’re insane.” 

“I thought you never forgot anything,” she teases just as the tram lurches to a stop and I break 

out in a cold sweat. We’re here. 

We jumble out of the tram and I don’t take in a proper breath until I feel solid ground beneath 

my feet. I quickly scurry toward the rest of the sightseers and the mound of rock and don’t look 

around until I’m far enough from the edge.  

It’s beautiful up here. What I can see, anyway. It’s just the Mediterranean stretching blue and 

bright while the hazy mounds of Africa lurk in the distance. It’s cooler too and for once I’m glad 
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for my long-sleeved shirt, even if I stand out like a business man in a sea of knee socks and 

sandals. 

Jamie catches up to me. “Want to see something cool?” 

“I’d say no but I know it won’t do me any good.” 

She raises her brows at me, like a challenge, and walks past me to the rock. To the caves. 

Ah, of course. Perhaps this could be number three on my list of interesting facts about Gibraltar. 

Three) it has caves. 

I sigh and follow Jamie, feeling wary yet curious. The tourists are curious too as a whole bunch 

of them have gathered excitedly by the dark openings and a sign that says Apes Den. Beware of 

monkeys. 

Well, which is it? Monkeys or apes? 

No matter. 

Four) it has caves and monkeys. 

The fact that no one seems know what they have doesn’t bode well for me, but Jamie wraps her 

slender hands around my arm and tugs me to the side of the crowd. My bicep flexes instinctively 

and I curse inwardly at my ingrained machoness. Jamie would have felt that. Jamie would have 

taken that as an encouraging sign. Jamie doesn’t need encouragement in anything. Ever. 
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“Where are we going?” I ask as we walk along the side of the cave and around a corner of sharp 

barren rock. Amidst the rough terrain and scrubby foliage is another slit cut deep and high into 

the side of the mountain. “Are we allowed back here?” 

“Chicken?” she asks. 

“Yes,” I reaffirm.  

She let’s go of my arm and pats it. “You stay here. I’ll be right back.” 

“Jamie…” I say testily as she walks confidently into the mouth of the black-mouthed cave and 

disappears.  

“Are there monkeys in there?” I call out after her. It doesn’t seem very safe, whatever she’s 

doing. I look around me but there’s no one. The slope of the hill drops off sharply behind us and 

I can make out the cacophony of foreign languages from around the corner, from where the 

regulated monkey hiding holes are. But we’re alone. 

No. I’m alone. 

“Jamie?” I say again.  

I take a few steps forward, hoping to catch a glimpse of wild blonde sunshine in the frightening 

cold dark of the cave.  

“Jamie? Oh, this is brilliant,” I say under my breath. “Jamie, I get it. You’re crazy and kooky, ha 

ha ha. I KNOW.” 

I take two more strides and lean against the cave opening with my hand. It smells dank and sour. 

Monkey turds, probably. And I still can’t see Jamie. I can’t hear her either. There are no 
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footsteps echoing or the sound of her breath. Just some strange rustling sound. Only it’s not 

coming from the cave. It’s coming from… 

I look up and see nothing but a blur of fur falling down onto my face. 

It lands on me with a heavy, weighted thunk, nearly knocking me over. 

Claws dig into my shoulders and head. 

The monkey cries out. 

I’m blind, I stumble and I can do nothing but scream bloody murder. 

“AAAUUUUGGH!!!!!!!” 

There’s a god damn monkey on my head and it’s holding on for dear life. 

I continue to scream through the matted fur and grope wildly for its body, trying to throw the 

beast off. I swirl around, tripping over rocks and brush, unable to see where I’m going, unable to 

do anything but spin around and flail like Kermit the Frog. 

“Hold on Chris, I’m coming!” Jamie yells out from somewhere. I hear her footsteps racing 

toward me and some weird sort of battle cry escape from her lips. The monkey adjusts its 

position, causing claws to slide down the side of my face, but even though it hurts like hell it 

moves off of my eyes and I can see. 

I can see Jamie with her cotton candy wand raised and she brings it down on the monkey’s side. 

She thwacks it, twice, keen determination in her eyes, until the cotton candy gets stuck on the 

monkey.  
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And now the monkey is hitting her back. 

She shrieks. I shriek. The monkey shrieks.  

Jamie takes her ratty purse off her shoulder and winds it up like lasso. 

It comes crashing down just as the monkey decides he has had enough and leaps off my head. 

The purse pounds me straight in the face and my body decides it’s finally had enough of this 

nonsense.  

Jamie cries out, “I’m sorry!” just as my body falls to the side like a freshly-sawed tree. 

 

8 

Jamie 

June 

I don’t even know where to start. But I swear it’s not my fault. I’m writing this in the waiting 

room at the Gibraltar hospital. YES I am back in a hospital. Only no SMOLDERHOLDER, 

instead it’s Chris, Chris the reporter with a serious dorky Brit thing going on, and he’s the one 

who has been hurt. Not me. But like I said, it’s not my fault. I didn’t know that the monkeys 

would attack him. I just thought it would be funny to hide in the cave, then jump out at him 

BOOO! You know, wear him down a little.  

OK so I’m a cruel, cruel beyotch for saying this, but it was kind of funny. I feel terrible…or at 

least bad, but how often do I see a stuffy grown-man flailing about with a monkey wrapped 

around his head? ALMOST NEVER. 
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Oh, they’re calling me…I really hope I don’t have to grovel. Things have been going my way for 

a change. I can’t let Chris leave with this impression of me. He’ll never be able to go to a zoo 

again. 

 

9 

Chris 

 

I’ve never been a fan of firsts. My first kiss? She missed and her tongue went up my nose. My 

first time? I missed and my willy went up her bum (so she says). My first time in Gibraltar? I got 

attacked by a monkey. The first time I got attacked by a monkey? My life has become nothing 

but a vicious circle.  

I’m in so much pain that I can barely even stomach it. It’s the truth, too, because there’s fresh 

vomit on my shoes where I was sick. That panicked the nurses, everyone is thinking rabies. All I 

can think about is how much I want to murder to Jamie for dragging my sorry arse up there.  

Though it was my fault, I think as I watch a nurse take off down the corridor and into the busy 

waiting room. It’s filled with drunk teenagers and drunk gamblers, and aside from my monkey 

injuries, everyone in here seems to be under some kind of drug or influence. 

I’m influenced by pride. And stupidity. Especially stupidity. I could have said no to The Rock. I 

could have said no to a lot of things. I could have said no to Jamie the minute I saw how difficult 

it was all going to be. I could have said no to Joe when he asked me to do this ridiculous, 
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pointless, assignment. I could have said no to Alexa when she asked if I was happy. I could have 

said no to my mother when…well you get the idea, don’t you? I could have said no. I never did. 

I deserve all the rabies in the world.   

Jamie comes scuttling up the hall, her hair gleaming greenish under the fluorescent lights. Her 

face registers something I hadn’t seen yet. Regret, I think. Sorrow? Is she actually…feeling 

something? For another person? 

“Oh Chris,” she cries out and I’m half inclined to laugh at her. She comes across like she’s a 

stock character in a play, weeping at someone’s funeral. She’s not weeping of course, she just 

looks mildly concerned, but it stands out, regardless. 

“Oh, Jamie,” I answer her and roll my eyes. 

She ignores that and leans forward to touch one of the scrapes on my head. I yank my face out of 

her reach. 

“I’m fine, stop it,” I say. 

“But it’s all germy.” 

“The doctors just cleaned it, it’s fine.” I watch her fingers warily, not wanting to be reinfected. 

The Jamie Virus, could you imagine? My hair would sprout twenty inches and I’d grow fairy 

wings. “You know I probably have monkey rabies, thanks to you.” 

She flinches and searches my face with her clear eyes. “I’m sorry. Really I am.” 

“Oh, you have that emotion?” 



49 
 

“I’ll make it up to you. We can continue the interview over dinner.” 

There’s a sincerity in her voice that I hadn’t heard before. It makes me think that this is it, that I 

can just get it and be done with it. Be done with her. The thought of dinner makes the pain in my 

head excruciating but I can do it. How can things get any worse? 

Obviously it’s the painkillers talking. 

“Can I get ridiculously drunk?” 

She smiled. It was almost charming. “It’s a requirement.” 

Before I can cement the date with a yay or a nay, one of the nurses appears back by Jamie’s side, 

holding a huge, ferocious-looking needle in her wrinkled hand. It’s like she’s holding the London 

Eye. 

“Chris Warner?” The nurse asks. “I’m going to need you to take off your pants.” 

And up goes the vomit. 

 

10  

Jamie 

June 

I’m having one of those moments again, dear journal. Dear fucking journal. You know. The 

aimless writing one. Where I’m writing and writing and writing words, words, words, over and 

over and over again because it makes me look busy. It stops me from looking alone, like people 
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should take pity on me. It makes me look like I know what I’m doing, that I’ve got things going 

on, a life and other things. I could be writing to my mother or a friend or my husband or other 

things I only imagine but I’m only writing to you and SHHHHH no one knows that. I don’t think 

I look funny sitting alone at this patio, waiting for Chris, who might not even show. I wouldn’t 

blame him. I saw the fear in his eyes, his annoyance with me. I’m like a chisel and he’s the rock 

and usually they crumble. Usually they fall for it all. I’m easy on the eyes, I’m a good time – I’m 

the best time. But Chris doesn’t know that. He doesn’t want to know that. He’s difficult and 

stubborn and so, so, so focused on his ex and focused on his job and doing what’s right for him 

and what’s right for everyone. I’m just a whole heaping of wrong. Temptress. She-Devil. Hippie. 

But even if he does stand me up, I’ll be OK. I’ll be OK because I have you dear, dear sad 

journal. You’ve saved my face so many times and you know all about it because I’ve written it 

down. You are the keeper of my secrets and my fears and my dreams and you save me. You save 

me from looking like an idiot. Like a loser. Like a nobody. You save me from me. 

 

11 

Chris 

“What are you writing?” I ask Jamie as I slowly make my way toward her table. She’s dressed in 

a white linen dress with long kimono sleeves that dwarf her slight body. The restaurant is half-

full and she’s managed to secure a table away from the drunken gamblers and sun-stroked 

tanning addicts. It’s darker now, nearly nine o’ clock and the air smells bizarrely fresh, like it had 

rained while I was in my room, passed out on pain meds. But the ground beneath my feet kicks 
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up dry and dust coats my once-shiny shoes and I know it’s not true. It just smells fresh. Looks 

fresh. 

Bloody hell, these drugs are great. 

She looks up at me with accusatory eyes that fade quickly, like a mask is placed over her face. 

She’s placated and false, but I don’t care. I just want my interview, I want it over. I want to go 

back to bed and stare at the ceiling and think about things that don’t make sense. 

She nudges a full glass of wine toward me with her elbow and says, “I’m surprised you showed.” 

“I’m not thinking properly,” I tell her, pulling out a seat. “Monkey rabies and all.” 

She smiles, light and quick and shuts her diary. 

“So what are you writing?” I repeat myself.   
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