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Her new kind of art

Clarissa walked down the hall during the
event. Things had not gone as planned and she was tired and once
again her feet hurt. She was a curvy yet fit older woman with
shoulder length blonde hair and handsome features. She was dressed
in a sleeveless black dress with a multi layered skirt. She wore
strappy black leather heels, which were digging her hard, and had
dark polish on her nails.

The event was a fundraiser for various
artistic projects in the city and all the serious investors seemed
keener on partying then listening to any of the artists. Clarissa
had arrived with hope and optimism but it was quickly replaced with
lethargy and soreness.

Clarissa wandered from area to area in the
community hall but found little to do. Everyone was drunk or
quickly reaching that stage and there seemed to be next to no point
in her staying. Clarissa was not usually an angry person but when
it came to her time being wasted, she had a short fuse.

She stormed down the hall, her heels clicking
loudly, looking for a place to rest for a moment and relax. She
spotted an outside door leading to a garden courtyard and headed to
it. Once outside she exhaled deeply and leaned against a tree. She
lifted up a heeled foot but found the complicated straps gummed up
with some sort of clay from the ground.

“New heels are harder to get off then on I'm
afraid.” A sultry, feminine voice rang out next to Clarissa. It was
a younger woman with long red hair in a brilliant turquoise dress
and similar heels. “I can't get mine off either.”

“I'm not used to heels like this.” Clarissa
sighed, shocked she had not seen the girl next to the tree. “The
last thing I need right now.”

“Sounds like you have troubles that are worse
than some stubborn footwear.” The redhead commented as she drew a
cigarette from a small silver case. “Wanna smoke and rant?”

“Oh, I don't smoke.” Clarissa replied.
“Though a good rant might be good for me. I'm Clarissa.”

“Jenelle.” The redhead replied as she lit up
her cigarette and took a long drag before continuing. “Please, go
ahead.”

Clarissa leaned against the tree again. “I
just have been working my ass off for weeks to plan out a new
installation, get estimates, make mock-ups and prepare my pitch.
But now that I'm here everyone would rather hit the open bar and
dance to shitty dance music rather than even listen to what I have
to say.”

“Unfortunately, the young rich crowd has the
attention span of a toddler.” Jenelle purred after a long smoke
exhale. “They say they are into art, causes, and the welfare of
this city but what they really want is to seem worldly so they can
excuse their party lifestyles.”

Clarissa sighed. “And the older investors are
no better. They want art exactly like the stuff they are accustomed
to. They have no use for an artist that isn't dead with all their
work made five hundred years ago.”

Jenelle nodded. “The happy medium is hard to
find. The serious art investor that wants something contemporary.
Kind of like a yeti riding a unicorn. Easy to picture but hard to
find.”

Clarissa laughed. “True enough. So, what
brings you here?”

“The art.” Jenelle commented, her cigarette
smoke trailing in a ribbon up into the tree. “Though I am in no
position to invest I enjoy seeing new and upcoming projects in this
city. You could consider me the target audience.”

“Well you at least I am glad to have met.”
Clarissa replied. “Though I should get back in there and try
again.”

“Ah.” Jenelle nodded. “Sensible decision but
you might have issues with that.”

“Issues?” Clarissa asked. “Is the door
locked?”

“Not so much.” Jenelle replied calmly. “There
appears to be some fancy imported clay in this mud. I wasn't paying
attention as you walked in. I was going to warn you but as you
lifted your heel up the other already sank in. Now both are in
it.”

“I don't understand.” Clarissa said confused.
“Clay?”

“Were stuck.” Jenelle responded as she flexed
her leg, her foot rising only in the slightest before a sucking
sound pulled it back. “I can't move at all. It’s effectively
quicksand.”

Clarissa looked back in disbelief then tried
to take a step, the same sucking sound could be heard as it locked
the bottoms and heels of both shoes in place as if she were trapped
in cement. “I can't budge!”

“Believe me I have been trying to get out.”
Jenelle said before taking another drag from her cigarette to calm
her. “But with the suction and the clay jamming my buckles I cannot
even take a step.”

“This is ridiculous!” Clarissa said in
defiance. “Mud can't hold people stuck like this!”

“I agree it's ludicrous.” Jenelle agreed.
“Don't let me discourage you from trying. Heck you might be able to
break free and get me out of here as well.”

Clarissa grabbed her legs and tugged.
However, the suction under the soles of her heels was too strong to
break and it formed a hold around the base of her heels that
stubbornly refused to move. She looked around for a branch or
something to dig herself out but found none small enough to break
from the tree. She then crouched to undo her heels but still found
both of the straps stuck tight, gummed up with clay.

After a few more tugs Clarissa stood up and
started to try and catch her breath. “I can't move.”

“Yeah were gonna be here for a while.”
Jenelle responded. “Cells don't work in here for some reason so we
just gotta wait for someone to come and pry us out.”

“This is terrible. How can you be so calm?”
Clarissa asked. “I am so frustrated from the party already and now
that I can't move my feet, I feel like I am going to explode.”

“Why do you think I’m smoking?” Jenelle said
as she held up her smouldering cigarette. “I like being stuck here
no more than you do but as long as I have these I feel just
fine.”

“There's no way cigarettes work like that!”
Clarissa said in disbelief. “They can't just magically make this
OK!”

“I assure you it can.” Jenelle responded as
she took another drag of the cigarette, her demeanour going from
concerned to relaxed as she exhaled slowly. “Chemicals and
compounds aside it is no different than comfort food or a well-worn
shirt. Indulging in something for no greater reason than to make
yourself feel better does exactly that.”

“You have no idea how much pent up rage and
frustration I have in me.” Clarissa said as she crossed her arms.
“I am not a young artist, sitting here all white eyed and bushy
tailed. I have become quite jaded and am pretty up on all the
bullshit that surrounds me.”

“It works on young and old alike.” Jenelle
commented. She drew again from the cigarette, bringing a large
amount of smoke into her before slowly exhaling it, a sound like
humming satisfaction was heard while it went.

“I may be younger than you but I am no
stranger of the slings and arrows of community-based drama. I have
seen things that would have driven me to smoke...if I weren't
already a regular smoker.”

“I am envious.” Clarissa admitted. “If it
worked like you said, the idea that something could take the edge
off all the frustration for this community, this event, this
accursed mud.”

“I have plenty.” Jenelle offered. “We might
be here all night until someone comes to dig us out of this stuff.
I can keep us relaxed and comfortably smoking for hours.”

“So, you would just offer some of your
precious supply?” Clarissa offered. “What if you ran out because
you shared it with me?”

Jenelle nodded. “Well that is a risk isn't
it? Though I am both concerned with your mental wellbeing and a
social smoker. The only thing I like more than a good smoke is
smoking with someone else.”

“But you don't even know me?” Clarissa asked.
“Why share with me?”

“Well I am an excellent judge of people.”
Jenelle explained. “Besides, I was actually paying attention to
your pitch before. You have great ideas and I think for that alone
qualifies you to share of my supply.”

“Thanks.” Clarissa said with a nod, glad that
SOMEONE had listened to her pitch. “I suppose it would be rude of
me not to accept.”

“Do not worry about rudeness.” Jenelle
returned. “I will not be offended if you do not take my offer.
However, we are both stuck out here and I legitimately think that
smoking might take the edge off of our unfortunate situation.”

“I'll do it.” Clarissa said with a nod.
“Anything beats just standing here.”

“Delightful.” Jenelle said as she discarded
the butt of her previous smoke and drew two fresh cigarettes from
her case. She reached out and handed one to Clarissa before putting
one in her mouth. “Do you know how to light one?”

Clarissa nodded slowly. “Well I’ve never
smoked myself before but I have seen a lot of people light up. Just
draw air through to get the flame to catch and good to go
right?”

Jenelle nodded as she held out her lighter.
“That is the basic concept. You are bright and it comes fairly
naturally.”

Clarissa put the cigarette between her pouty
lips and began to draw air in like a straw, she could feel the heat
from the fire and smoke fill the long cylinder and start to enter
into her mouth.

Her instinct was to not let it in but she had
made up her mind and overrode it so the smoke could not only enter
her mouth but start to go down her throat as well.”

“Don't feel you need to take a lot in just to
impress me.” Jenelle instructed as she brought back her lighter and
prepared to light her own smoke. “Just take as much as you think
you can handle, let the nicotine do its work and enjoy it.”

Clarissa did as instructed, bringing some but
not too much of the warm welcoming smoke into her lungs. She
admitted she did not know what to expect, she was older, more
experienced and figured that smoking was an experience she had
missed her window to enjoy.

However, as the smoke did its thing, she felt
a warmness spread through her body, not from the heat or fire, but
from her body reacting to the stimulus. She held it as long as she
felt she could and slowly exhaled, coughing slightly as she went.
The smell of tobacco wafted sweetly up her nostrils as she
deliberately blew the smoke out in a line.

Jenelle already had her own smoke lit and
exhaled a deep, fresh stream of smoke from her mouth and nose. “How
do you like it?”

“It's...interesting.” Clarissa admitted. “It
is quite pleasant.”

“Keep going.” Jenelle suggested. “It only
gets better from here.”

Clarissa nodded, her feet still hurt, her
failure still lingering, but she definitely needed more of this
welcoming warmth. She put the cigarette back to her mouth and drew
again, this time challenging herself with a little stronger of a
draw. The smoke played in her mouth, swirling as it drained down
her throat and into her lungs. Clarissa had always been one to
enjoy the little details, the small things and the interplay of the
smoke was something she very easily could learn to love.

As the smoke again drew into her lungs, she
felt a sense of pleasure wash over her. The calming flow pushed her
frustration and anger to the back. Not succeeding in getting rid of
it, more making it part of a bigger picture, one that had pleasure
as well as pain.

Clarissa exhaled slowly, shuddering as she
was unable to reconcile the pleasure that had rather suddenly
washed over her body from the inside out. “I take back
EVERYTHING.”

“I thought you might.” Jenelle said with an
amused tone as she exhaled her smoke. “You are a creative soul, one
who exists deeply inside the control of your expression. You
probably are not usually comfortable with how other people and
situations can interfere with your vision.”

“That is exactly it!” Clarissa replied before
taking another long draw.

“Well, smoking is something that does what
you want constantly.” Jenelle continued. “It feels good, tempers
your mood, and even when you are not in control it makes it not as
bad that you’re not.”

Clarissa drew in the smoke again, her
cigarette burning bright and hot. She admitted that everything
Jenelle was saying was true. She had trouble letting go and not
overtaking any situation. She felt these feelings take second seat
to the relaxing pleasure the smoke provided. She wanted to see
logic, see sense and tell herself that she was too old and mature
to start smoking cigarettes but...it just felt and tasted so good.
She relaxed against the tree.

“I think.” Clarissa began as she exhaled the
smoke, the white plumes gathering in the branches behind her like a
web of bright smoke. “I needed this. Where has this been all my
life?”

“Waiting for you
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