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You Can Buy Love At The Candy Shop

 


 


VALENTINA WALKED AROUND, casually
straightening a stray love book, a sparkly bottle of love potion or
a greeting card full of some sappy saying of love like “To you my
dear for being there when I needed you.” Valentina didn’t think
loved worked like that.

All neat and spiffy. That everyone said the
same thing to his or her lover, robot-like and passionless. It
grated on her senses to think of any man giving her one of those
dreaded cards she forced herself to smile and sell.

In addition, to think, people bought the
things in a rush of charged furtive emotions. Valentina wanted a
boy or man who made up his own romantic sayings. A man capable of
speaking his own feelings and not needing the help of some soulless
hack writer, making twenty cents per saying.

Perhaps she watched a little too many French
and German films full of drama, fights and girls fainting and manly
men dying for their lover. After all, letting her mind nibble on
that special magic caused by one heart hanging on to dear life to
another heart, brought joy.

Films must pluck their passion fruit in two
hours--tops. However, real life love can live on, satisfying itself
on mutual hearts for weeks of twenty-four hour days, even years.
Such thoughts kept Valentina busy as she pushed the candy-hearts
into tiny neat rows under the confectionary glass.

She loved candy-hearts and even at seventeen
ascribed some sort of magic ability to each one. Whenever she
popped one into her mouth and let it melt for two minutes, she
always thought of a boy coming in and asking for her hand in
marriage.

He’d place her on his horse and they’d ride
away into the sunset--or at least off into the city of Paris. She
sucked on softly disappearing tartness, while staring outside the
candy shop window.

“Valentina, child, don’t stare out the
window. You give customers the impression we’re bored,” Ellen said,
polishing the soda case window. “Go clean the donut case if you’re
bored. No man has ever loved a woman standing around looking bored.
He wants someone alive, interesting--doing something.”

“Awe Mama! How can you be so heartless? Tying
me to this candy shop twenty-four hours a day. Even if a boy rode
up on a white steed in shiny silver armor, he’d have to crash
through the window and snatch me away from you.” Valentina tossed
her white cleaning rag onto the donut case angrily and stormed into
the back of the shop and started sobbing.

“Stop sobbing!” said her mom, Ellen. The
gray-haired old woman knew something about how a girl of seventeen
felt. She pined for love and rebelled in her youth, when her dad
showed her the ins and outs of running their confectionary shop in
the center of Paris. She rubbed the soda case glass spotless with
vigor.

Ellen had endless energy for her sixty years
of age. She finished cleaning the soda case and followed the
sobbing sound into the bakery’s storage room.

Valentina sat crouched over on a pile of
sugar sacks holding both hands over her teary green eyes, her pale
face pink from blushing heartache and loneliness.

“Valentina, a girl needs a career.” Ellen
rubbed her daughter’s back. Both she and Valentina wore white
blouses, pink halter-styled aprons, black ruffled skirts, and black
shoes. Only Valentina’s youth and promised sexual and relationship
radiance, and the pink scarf she always wore around her neck,
converted the conservative garment into the image of a sexy French
Maid.

“Valentina dear, you have time for love. I
managed to find love while running this shop so you will find love
too.” She continued to rub the young girl’s back as sobs slowed and
ceased to flow.

“Serge works as a marine services technician
and he makes good money. He wanted to marry me but you rejected
him!” Valentina beat her fist down hard on her pretty pale knee.
“Just to spite me.”

Her mom tried to be patient. “You’re too
young to be married at seventeen. Serge’s work is seasonal, during
the spring and summer.”

“He’s twenty-two. He saves money. He lives
near Monte Carlo and repairs expensive boats. He even owns his
own boat.”

“One year will make a world of difference,
Valentina.” Ellen stopped rubbing Valentina’s back. “Serge is a
hot-head. He’s…he’s like some kind of film lover. Nothing good will
come of any relationship to him. I don’t care how much money he
makes or saves. He’ll dump you after taking your charm and
beauty.

“Trust me on this. I know something of men
like Serge.”

Valentina stop shrinking and pulled herself
upright. Her sad face was wet from tear showers and her eyes pink
from expressing the tender and intense nature of her love. She said
in a distraught tone, “He’s my Serge. Not yours!”

She unwrapped the pink scarf from around her
neck and started drying her tears.

“Don’t use your clothes, Valentina.” Ellen
handed her a clean white handkerchief from her apron pocket as a
peace offering between them.

Valentina took the peace flag and used it to
blot her eyes and finally blow her runny nose. “Serge’s not some
replay of your failed relationships, mama!”

“I know. You’re right. See, Valentina, I do
admit when you are right” the old woman conceded. “Give me one year
to teach you everything about the confectionary shop.”

She paused and smiled playfully.

Valentina tried to smile, but turned her head
away toward the wall where the jars of honey and fruit coloring
packed the shelves.

Ellen pulled Valentina’s chin gently and
slowly back towards her. She looked into her daughter’s eyes,
showing the utmost compassion. “One year. If this Serge still wants
you, he will be free to do so.” Ellen patted Valentina on her knees
twice. “And you will have a career if you ever need one.”

Valentina looked into her Mama’s eyes. Inside
those eyes, Valentina saw a woman’s standard-bearer of work
success. In addition, although work success was the furthest from
Valentina’s mind, it wasn’t a bad thing to have a skill to fall
back on.

 


 


VALENTINA WORKED AT her mom’s confectionary
shop all during her seventeenth year. She fluffed out the pink
scarf around her neck and found the courage to tell Serge that it
was important to learn a skill. She held onto both of his forearms
as they talked quietly in private at the back of the candy
shop.

“Serge, I can’t run off with you. It’s not
right.” She wanted badly to run away as they stood in the back of
the confectionary shop. Her mom had gone to the market to buy more
apples to make candy apples tomorrow. “I must stay.”

Serge rubbed Valentina’s sides up and
down.

Valentina fought her feelings--especially
those of lust and longing. Deep inside her body, she wanted the
simple release of being held in Serge’s arms’ lying naked in bed.
Valentina wanted to hear him breathing as her head rested on his
strong chest.

She never got over the artistic masculinity
Serge possessed and he’d claimed that he never worked out.
Yet…yet…under his clothes he throbbed with virility. Serge, the
five foot, nine inch, untrained body builder-come-boat marine
technician. Then it occurred to her, from lifting and repairing all
the boat motor engines—that’s how he got into such magnificent
shape.

His fingers moved in a pliant and perceptive
manner, seeking out her body’s secluded and shallow curves. Curves
untouched by any man in all her seventeen years.

“Look Valentina,” his knee dropped to the
ground. “Come away with me. Let’s sail the seas, or at least the
coast.” He flashed a roguish smile that seemed to sing of great
love.

“I can’t.” Valentina lowered Serge’s hands
from her sides. She needed to settle her romantic nerves before she
went back on her word in a fit of passion. “Wait for me, if you
want.” He eyes got bigger. Her green eyes shone green like a rare
blue moon. “I’ll come looking for you when I’m nineteen. Then I can
legally marry you without my Mama’s consent.”

Serge backed away. He turned his back on
Valentina. He ran his hands through his dark hair.

Valentina stared at him.

“I don’t think I can do it.” He ran to the
back door of the candy shop. He threw his arms between the braces,
to stop his feet from propelling him out into the world of lost
love. “I can’t do it. I’m not strong enough, Val.”

Serge ran out the door. Valentina, who’d ran
out the day before, burst into a tiny waterfall of unrequited
love.

 


 


ONE WEEK AFTER her eighteen birthday, Ellen
told Valentina to stop unpacking the new supplies and run an errand
for a customer down by the Seine River. She did a double look when
she emerged from the house delivery.

Had she seen correctly? Had she witnessed,
accidentally, Serge in the arms of another woman? A leggy blonde
who matched his own height. A gorgeous woman whose breasts double
Valentina’s rounded modest ones.

Valentina stared as her eyes punished her by
observing the couple carefully. How his arms wrapped around her
waist. How she turned to him and kissed him on the cheeks. How
Serge tossed back his head and kissed her harder in return.

He used to kiss her like that, Valentina
remembered. Her ears tried to punish her by overhearing faint,
mutual laughter as they faded into the Paris background down a
cobbled street.

 


 


VALENTINA PLACED THE white envelope of money
on the candy shop cash register counter.

“What’s wrong, Valentina? Did something
happen when you went to the De Vancourts?”

Her expressions and motions worked in slow
motion. “I—I saw Serge…You spoke the truth…he was with another
woman.”

“I’m sorry, Valentina.” Ellen took up the
envelope, counted the money, and put it into the cash register. “At
least as he told you--he couldn’t wait. I can’t hold his honesty
against him.”

At that moment, Valentina made a decision.
She’d run off and fight for Serge. She’d win him back by her
nineteenth birthday when she could marry on her own. “No Mama, I
can’t blame him for his honesty.” Valentina put on a big fake
smile.

She waved her hands in a dismissive gesture.
“He won’t be around here long. Probably just a fluke I saw him
anyway.” Valentina turned to go into the back of the shop and
finished unpacking the new supplies.

 


 


MONTHS LATER, VALENTINA scribbled the note in
bold black ink. “Mama--I’m nineteen now. I know how to run the
candy shop. Any justifications for avoiding the love of my life,
Serge Laurent, turned to mist this very day I turned nineteen. I
fully intend to marry Serge in Monaco. So do not try to stop me!
Signed, A Young French Woman in Love.”

 


 


VALENTINA SEARCHED UP and down the Monaco
coast asking if anyone knew the marine technician, Serge Laurent.
She ran into some rough customers along the way.

One guy asked her, “Serge Laurent runs in a
tough crowd. He do something mean to you? You want to see him
knocked off? Personally, I can’t stand the guy. He took away a lot
of my boat business.”

Valentina grew nervous. “No. He didn’t hurt
me. I just need to relay a private message to him.”

“Check up at the small cottage by the lake,”
the gruff man responded.

She went to the small cottage and knocked on
the door.

“Valentina! You came!” He backed away and
opened the door wide.

Valentina jumped into his arms and like the
nimble boat technician he was, he responded swiftly. He caught her
and they hugged and kissed. “I am going to marry you,” she said
boldly.

 


 


FOR TWO WEEKS they made love. Two weeks of
heaven on earth. Serge didn’t have much work to do, as the fall and
winter seasons set in. So, Valentina and Serge spent time eating
chocolate and going to see romantic movies and visiting museums. He
took her to the docks in and showed her the boats he worked on.

Big boats. Yachts even. He had recently
acquired a license in boat electronics technician services. “I can
fully support you. I make an excellent earning and you know how
good I am with people,” he said in a rushed manner, like a young
child. “If you get along with the customers—they love you for
life.” He gestured at a huge yacht he’d painted, did engine repairs
on, and even fixed their radio equipment.

“I’m so pleased for you Serge.” Valentina
blushed a rosy pink. She stroked his massive hairy chest as they
lay in bed. He was naked. She was naked except for her pink scarf,
which she started retying around her neck. “I always wondered,
Serge, if you remained true.”

“Uhm…Valentina.” He turned and looked at her
before he reached for his wallet inside his pants. “I told you the
truth. I couldn’t wait.” He pulled out a picture of the long leggy
blonde. “This is Dominique. I love her. Not like I love you…but
still, I cannot give her up.”

Valentina fought back tears. “Who would you
miss most, Serge?” she countered in a quiet tone, handing back the
photo of the leggy blonde.

“Now that I’ve…been with…experienced your
love…you. I know it. Dominique is a fashion model and she often
disappears on seconds’ notice.” He hugged Valentina. “You I’d have
all year around. It’d be like we’re married.”

“But we can get married now!”
Valentina said, excited. Her green eyes sparkled like
gemstones.

“I—I can’t. I love you both too much—albeit
in your own unique ways.” He slowly put Dominique’s photo back
inside his wallet.

She gathered the white top sheet about her
naked body. “I’m not going to get all dramatic. That’s what you men
want--women to act like fools and fight over one man.” She started
for the bathroom.

Serge chased after her. “No…that’s not what I
want!” He gently placed his arms on her shoulders from behind. He
hugged her. His minty breath wafted by her nose as she turned
around to face him.

“What do you want, Serge?”

“Togetherness. The three of us.” He kissed
her neck.

“Ménage trios?”

“It seems the best thing. Just a communal
relationship.” He kissed each of her uncovered shoulders. “That
indescribable best possible thing.”

“Je ne sais quoi! That indescribable
something.” She turned around in his arms facing fully now.

Serge’s blue eyes searched deep into the
depths of Valentina’s green eyes. “I don’t know how else to put
it.” He picked up her hands holding tight onto the white top sheet.
He kissed her hands lovingly. Slowly, he released her, but
Valentina in fear of losing him, launched herself back into his
arms.

Quietly she said looking up into his blue
eyes, for he was two inches taller than her, “Je ne sais quoi.”

They went back to bed and Valentina put her
ears to his chest. She listened. His heart beat rapidly with the
anticipation of more sex, or more love. But, which one? Still if he
had wanted to make love, she would have willingly accepted.

All Serge wanted to do was cuddle and stare
at the ceiling of the cottage. Occasionally he turned and kissed
the top of Valentina’s dainty head. He kissed her bright red hair;
hair that cascaded all down his chest and past her own modest
breasts.

Valentina’s trouble thoughts turned to Mrs.
De Vancourts’ love potion requested on that fateful day. The day
Valentina saw Serge happily in the arms of Dominique.

I could use that potion on Serge. Slip
it into his coffee? They must drink it though. Slip it into his
coffee, but drink a sip of it first before handing it to Serge.
That was the instructions mama gave to Mrs. De Vancourts. Moreover,
for all extent and purposes, the couple remained married—happily
so.

However, this troubled Valentina too. Did the
Je ne sais quoi need a love potion? Wasn’t indescribable something
between her and Serge enough?

She decided against it. She looked up and
smiled into Serge’s sleeping face.

We don’t need that, she said to
herself before dropping off to sleep in his strong arms.

 


 


FOR TWO MONTHS Valentina, Serge and Dominique
lived together in the cottage. Winter kept them inside unless they
all went skiing. They slept in the same bed--Serge separating them.
Valentina fixed breakfast for them and Dominique prepared dinner.
Lunch they usually ate out somewhere at a café.

All seemed fine. The indescribable thing
holding them like planets around the sun held in place by the
galaxy. Dominique often rushed off for a month or two weeks at a
time on a fashion junket. In addition, this left a pleased
Valentina alone, sharing Serge with no one.

The two women got along rather well--it
seemed. However, Dominique’s return from her last photo shoot
finding Serge and Valentina laughing in bed changed everything.
Dominique seemed very unlike herself. Loving, sharing, always
willing to let Valentina sleep on Serge’s left side. The side he
occasionally rolled over to during the night, since he was right
handed.

She’d wake up and find Serge and Valentina
entangled and this made Dominique feel like the third wheel.
Therefore, one day, Dominique made up her mind to resolve the Je ne
sais quoi. She went into town to the candy shop and bought a love
potion for her and Serge to drink.

Ellen happily mixed up the potent drink of
amour.

She had no clue her own hands would cause
unhappiness to visit her tiny family of two.

 


 


ONE DAY WHILE Valentina lay in Serge’s arm,
still in bed, naked. Dominique asked Serge “Gosh, it’s been such a
dreary day. In addition, we were all up late last night playing
cards and having so much fun. You want some coffee?”

Serge hesitated because normally, Valentina
brewed the coffee. He turned to Val, “Do you mind if Dominique
serves breakfast today? I know you hate coffee. You won’t have to
smell it for once.”

Dreamily eyed, Valentina said “Sure. Go ahead
Dominique. The coffee’s in the second cupboard on the left, top
shelf.”

While Serge and Valentina talked quietly,
Dominique mixed the ingredients and poured a cup of coffee for
herself in a yellow mug. She poured Serge’s coffee in his blue
coffee mug.

Then, Dominique poured green hot tea into
Valentina’s pink mug.

Dominique looked inside Serge’s coffee. She
poured in the small clear love potion. She stirred the blue mug
with the spoon and lay it down on the kitchen counter. Dominique
waited as Ellen instructed. Give it one minute.

That was just enough time for Valentina’s
green tea to brew.

Dominique took a sip of the coffee in Serge’s
blue mug.

She brought in the drinks. “One blue mug for
you, Serge…one pink mug of green tea for you Dear Valentina, and
one yellow mug of coffee for me.”

Valentina felt the loneness as Serge got up
to drink his coffee. She missed serving him his first meal for the
day. “Maybe I should have some coffee, too?” she joked.

Serge and Dominique looked at Valentina’s odd
request.

“You said you hated coffee,” he replied. “We
can buy more if you want to start drinking it.”

“You can take a sip of mine, Valentina. It’s
not as black as Serge’s coffee. The taste of that is like heated
topsoil.” Dominique handed forward her own pink mug of coffee with
cream and sugar in it.

“Ewwwwww!” Valentina said after a taste. “And
to think I was going to sample your straight black coffee,
Serge.”

“Suit yourself,” Serge said raising his cup
and they all clinked their mugs like every morning. Then everyone
took a draught of their brew.

 


 


A DAY LATER, Serge reclined after dinner on
the couch. “I—have been rethinking this Je ne sais quoi—“

Valentina sat upright because as she knew,
Serge loved her more.

Dominique sat upright. For as she knew, she
and Serge drank the love potion.

“I want just one of you—“he turned to
Dominique. “Dominique I’m just madly in love. I can’t stand you’re
going away soon on another fashion trip.”

“I don’t have to go, Serge. I can stay here
with you.”

“Wait!” Valentina said, blinking. “What just
happened?”

Just like that, Serge repeated, “I ended the
Je ne sais quoi. I love only Dominique.” He hugged Dominique. “Here
I’ll give you $3,000 dollars for your time, Valentina.” He put the
money in her purse that happened to be sitting on the recliner,
instead of the bedroom where she normally placed it.

“You mean—you used me like a prostitute?” In
her heart, Valentina knew different.

He planned this? He can’t be in his right
mind. Something has gone wrong.

“I’ve been here for you—every day…You love
me! Me!” she screamed, getting all melodramatic. “I—I’m not some
whore you can use and toss out like used tissue.”

Valentina ran into the bedroom, shattered in
tears. She refused to sob outright, but her sniffles let everyone
know her pain. As she packed to leave, Valentina relived her mama’s
words. Hurt and betrayed she refused to go crawling back to her
mama. Before she went back to Paris, she made plans.

 


 


AFTER RETURNING TO Paris, she settled back
into the candy shop. Her French Maid outfit looked a bit tattered.
“I’m ready to learn all about the business, Mama.” She leaned on
her Mama’s shoulders in the back of the candy shop. “All of a
sudden—Serge dumped me. He—gave me $3,000 even for—my” she burst
out crying, “services!”

Ellen didn’t criticize her daughter.
“Heartbreak sometimes comes to a young girl more often. He was not
good enough for you.” Ellen shook her head. “He dumped you like a
dropped penny. What would make a man do such an evil?”

“Only thing I could think of was a love
potion.”

“Yes. Perhaps…perhaps…but many men just need
to go with their little heads for such nonsense ideas.”

“I feel so bad, Mama.”

“It’s not your fault, child.” She hugged
Valentina and gently turned her teary face up to see her big green
eyes. “You have a skill and can earn a good living here. Donate the
$3,000 to a charity.”

“I already did, Mama. I gave his dirty money
away soon as I could.”

 


 


ONE MONTH LATER, Valentina was happier, but
still sad. She brought in the morning newspaper. The front page
screamed, ‘Mob gangster in quaint mountain cottage by the lake in
Monaco shot in gangland style shootout.” Valentina gasped and put
her hand to her mouth.

She’d asked the rough guy to shoot Serge, not
kill him.

 


 


VALENTINA IMMEDIATELY CALLED SERGE’S
phone.

“How can I help you?” said a tough guy on
Serge’s cell phone.

“Serge--is he there? This is Valentina.” Her
voice trembled with anguish.

“Hey, little lady. I took care of that
scumbag Serge for you. He won’t be ménage and dumping any more girl
for a long, long while.”

“No…no…no. Just scare him I said. Not kill
him.”

“Little lady, my gun doesn’t have a surgical
button.”

“Is Serge dead?”

“If not, he should be soon. Don’t call this
phone anymore.”

Click.

Valentina called Dominique’s phone.
“Dominique! I heard the news. What happened?”

She heard the heavy breathing of Serge
fighting for his life in the background.

Dominique’s sobbing filled the background.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry Valentina. I tricked your mom into making a
love potion for me. I said it was for you and Serge. Then I tricked
Serge into drinking the love potion after I took a sip from the
same blue mug.

“That’s why Serge dumped you. He loves
you--only you—Valentina! He’s calling for you. The doctors said
he’s too shot up in the chest to move. He might die if they move
him. He’s calling your name. They gave him a blood transfusion and
the love potion’s worn off.”

Dominique handed Serge the phone.

“No!” says the doctor in the background.

Serge’s harried voice said “Give
me…that…frigging phone.”

Val heard a desperate fight for Dominique’s
cell phone.

“Here’s Serge!” Dominique’s frantic voice
yelled into the receiver.

“Valentina, baby! Please come visit me. The
docs say I might die. I love you. Come to me. You’ll…get here
faster by boat. Ask for Mr. Renaud St. Clair at the marina…he knows
you’re …coming. He’ll bring you…and …listen…uggggghhhhhhhh!”
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