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San Syndrome

10:01 AM...

“Gadamnit, it’s on my screen again. Just look at his name, Rocney, is as bad as close to Jesemy you can get without a junior.” Monday Chloe grinned and whispered to herself “I still ponder why N wasn’t remembered at Megel’s.”

Wednesday sighed. “Was foster aim probably, would be June-oh.”

“Ha-ha, never mention it doesn’t exist.”

“You were in the will. Thanks.”

Monday smiled while she peeped through the window. “Wow, a beautiful city beneath us.”

“It attracts like you gorgeous.”

She glanced at him in much love. “Aaawww hunk Wednesday.”

“You may flash-track the paths from here.”

“What? Noope...nooo way,” she giggled, “we approaching the ozone. Wondering why they fucking hate me plus you babe?-This right here this is why. I guess gonna have to prep some when we touch down. We have G-Queues, S-U-A-Today, N-C-flamers tomorrow and so I happen to be the pre-journal...also, Cannitas has paddocks, Ashley is at the frontline of my champagne brands – then they be like hey, you want edibles? Chances can’t give fucks what the hell you going through, many only gossip of us not ‘cause we did not ‘jazz’ the opportunity-.”

“ Cause they fucking didn’t.” He winked adorably at her.

She blushed. “You my one-and-only love till infinity.”

“Likewise for you sweetheart.” He smiled and flew their private jet further up above the clouds.

“Mhm-hmmmm...yeh, now-aaawwww it-feels-soo-good-daaamn-.”

“Is you with me?”

“Right-here-beside-you babe.”

“Athiens whenever shawty-Ms.-got-an-ass, check, less no fake Valentino blouses on her fit - cash-cheques...bless. You can get what you deserve... flashing diamonds, Louis purses...golden Rolex, my mission is purchase for her presents that content the gift a-next. Leisure is my purpose – pleasure to be at her service, we prefer blowing fashion glows where there’s always a Feb-morning ‘festive’. Better day for the best. If I’m getting paid she must have a maid. She well serves herself cuisines...must for sure. No matter what occurs in love everyday for her is like the plus – gonna love her till she be like baby that’s enough. ‘Purple’ bottles does gets couples of wine glass...fill ‘em full and live ‘em up – let’s toss to the future ‘cause here is to us...now here is to her.”

She blushed incredibly, her marveled inner doppelganger mesmerized. “Shawties they wonder how I do what-I-doooo, queries ain’t ever gonna break us me and youuu...I step to your side like va va voooom...flourish with you in what we’ve made it through. In your hiiiighs-.”

He flew the private jet higher.

“In their loooows-.”

He nosed the private jet down.

“Well I promise boo I’ll never gonna let you goo-.”

He leveled back to a steady flight.

“I assure you I oughta-gotta-gonna-wonna-lighten your soul baabe-.”

“And I gonna-wonna-oughta-gotta always have your heart huuun-.”

“Me keep my swagga...keeping looking good for you – I’ll keep looking hot for you, shawties they won’t know...I’ll forever gonna-wonna-want-to-love-you-lots - I’ll always gonna-gonna-gonna-love-you baaabe.”

“Just wonna show you how lots I appreciate you my Monday-.”

“Through weeks I do too my Wednesday.”

“Everything you gorgeous-well on a daily-month. I may love to embrace you all the time but we give ourselves bouquet hours – if that’s okay my flower? How best can I confess to you how most I really need you-.”

“Me too-.”

“All the sprays in a cloud is a please-you. See boo, fuck ‘em girls, I don’t wonna have a world for I have The Heavens...might Mighty Jesus Christ says mehn-she-just-definitely-believes-in-you - now me and you here, it’s a plus lease-two. Baaaiiby, even though ‘em poor morons be hating ooon us, still I’m gonna keep flourishing you only by my side, bask in every beach we gonna surf at - I make no fantasies in life but precise stepping lands that ain’t a lie...no damns, I’ll beeee-.”

“Just alright me always here besiiiiide you.”

“And all my billion-dollar mansions ain’t a surprise to ‘em barks - they keep in chains but I buy another Grizzly Bear when I want. Let ‘em walk through woods we be embarking to be on space. Baiby you the pieces to my puzzles in my life.”

Monday Chloe felt kissing his lips passionately as she glanced below through the windows and back at him. “In all my years, days...and all of my months, I’m gonna stay by my man and they will know that I surely got a man. Cruises worth every yacht we have in media they wonna beat me with a car, but they can’t ever match all the drives I got at home – ain’t gonna leave that – best believe that. Let ‘em fantasize and I’ll keep-on living in their dreams on true facts...first one, me to continue changing your life...second one, you continuing to embrace me as your future wife...third onnne,” she pecked him much sensually on the right cheek, “us always being together as one. I gave you my heart, you gave me your love my love. If I can recall was me who actually told you I love you first – that is like two years ago after you made sweet love to me confessing you do like me and you don’t want me to go, we was sitting beside the infinity pool twenty minutes before and your baby-momma didn’t want us to be alone since she had seen I was something else and ‘related’ what I was exactly feeling. Well sweetheart-honey, I don’t give a fuck, if is having these cream wishes, I’d be okay getting only just one. ... If I had one wish, we be bestfriends... friendship to never end but always a begin. If I had one wish, you be my hubby - promise loving us... trust me I trust you. If just one wish, we tour around the globe – making love every time... have us deep memories. If only only I had one wish, I make you my whole life and I be your one-and-only wife.” She tilted his face and kissed him with intense passion.

The private jet wobbled on the skies.

“Oops,” she giggled and leaned aback, “soorryyy.”

Wednesday smiled – quite much hypnotized on the taste of her pretty lips he always desired. He glanced adorably at her lovely body and face. “Honey you are soo fucking gorgeous.”

She blushed. “Baby-boo, what do you think you ‘bout to do? I can’t resist your touch if you make a sweet mistake of feeling my thighs or boobs. We’re high above ground, neck-bite me you’ll ultimately send me on cloud-nine.” She sighed in hidden-within rand and whispered to herself “gadamnit, I really miss you Brad Wednesday deep inside me.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Aaah, ummh, hey,” she read coordinates at the cockpit, “eight-zero-four southwest of Milwaukee.”

He glanced at the engaging compass. “What a coincidence. You surely got every key to my heart. Hold on, we in San Syndrome’s airspace.”

“ ‘Cause we’re each other’s medicine.” She smiled.

His delighted smile broadened. “I don’t know what I’ll do if I ever loose you, I’ll probably check into a clinic truly ‘cause without you honey when I’m alone I kinda get sick-.”

“Aaawwww.”

“Here’s my greatest wish. First onnne, I’m gonna create a love-binding-heart for you, second onnne, gonna fill trust in it by true loves from my heart-.”

“Aaawwwwww.” She blushed more.

“Third onnnne-.”

The private jet suddenly shook from induced gravity pressure and the sensitive compass at the cockpit began to run haywire.

“The hell-.”

“This ain’t good.”

“What-what, what do you mean?” Monday gasped.

“There’s a binder under your seat. Grab it.”

She quickly did as told.

“And an emergency-landing guide draft.”

“Okay...okay...okay-okay-okay,” she freaked and leaned on the seat steady, “I have it.”

“Final white there’s a check list.”

She quickly opened the Air G journal to its last page. “Flight scue...ummh, aah-aah, rescue, engage plane without ENGINE POWER?!” Her shock brimmed as she looked at him.

“Guide me.”

“WHAT?!”

“Please guide me or we go down-.”

“Okay-okay, ummh,” she glimpsed back at the book, “aah, R-B Sixty-five.”

“Right.”

“Make sure everyone’s wearing headphones.”

“Right. Free to rispy.”

“What?”

“Continue please-.”

“Ummh...okay-okay, speed should be forty knots.”

“Right.”

“Make sure seatbelt is on.”

“Right.”

“The tail should be lessened at-.”

“Right.”

“Brake wings should be mid-.”

“Right.”

“Make sure oil-valve is disengaged.”

“Right.”

“Initiate landing gear-.”

The private jet shook again and nosed down.

She freaked-screamed softly as she was slightly pushed to the door. “Babe, are we CRASHING??!”

“One final guide please honey.”

“Is-is...wait, what?”

“Yeah, go ahead. You can guide me if you won’t mind.”

She afforded a smile and a blush amidst the flight fright. “Is the gorgeous passenger seated beside the pilot head-over-heels in love with him. Right. If so, is her pilot-.”

The private jet regained its normal stability.

“Aaawww, damn you my hunk honey.” She sighed in lovey-doveyed ease.

He smiled. “I would like to tick for you also, just for my one-and-only...like ah be be boh boo.”

She chuckled. “Nooope.”

“Pleeeeeeease.” He tickled her on the belly.

She blushed and softly giggled. “From east west north south directions, is my fucking hunk pilot truly in love with me?”

“Check.”

“Pilot promise to love, respect, favor, glamour, and cherish his passenger until his last day?”

He held her left palm and pecked it, “double rights,” then he took out from his pocket a red ring box and slowly opened it. “will you marry me?”

In extreme happified adore, she pulled his face closer to hers with her right index finger by the chin and passionately kissed him on the lips. “No last days. Not sooner nor soonest. Yes, yes baby. I love you from-.” she all-over-sudden panged out of air and began to have some difficulties in breathing.

“Honey, are you okay?”

She chocked in deranged weakening breaths and held her chest, then she leaned on the seat and suddenly passed out.

“Sweetheart? Baaaabe??”
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“You’ve reached nine-one-one. What’s your emergency?”

“My girlfriend collapsed. I think she had a heart attack.”

“Is she pulsing normally sir?”

“I do feel her flow on the wrist though her heart is racing like crazy.”

“Don’t worry you’ll be okay-.”

“No, I mean, like she’s-.”

“I got you, you’ll be alright sir, mark my words. Where’s your location? An ambulance shall be on the way.”

Wednesday panicked. “It won’t, I’m fucking high above.”

“What floor? Do you have anybody around to lift her to the ground?”

“I’m flying a plane in The Philippines!!”

“Calm down, alright. That’s easy, will connect you to an emergency unit there rightaway. Could you maybe tell me what happened up there? Was she complaining of chest pains?”

“Had well placed her hand right when she was collapsing and coughed.”

“You say coughed sir?”

“Yeah.”

“Did she have nausea or something?”

“No-no...she just fucking fainted.”

“Has she been on any medications?”

“Ummh, yeah, kind of aaah, ‘medication’, though not serious condition per-se...I can’t believe I did this...I think I might have done this-.”

“Done what sir??”

“I joked the fucking plane would not be landing.”

“I’m sorry, say that again?”

11:59 AM...

“Baby I’m on duty, love you-.”

“Was actually on the call for the service you at right now my Lookatus.” Adelaide walked towards the medical unit assisting Monday be laid on a stretcher.

“We put her over here.”

Monday Chloe was lifted gently and slowly placed next to a drip tube, then the esteemed paramedics opened their white medical briefcases with red plus signs inscribed fOrANYONE aside.

Wednesday sighed. “My love is twenty-seven. How did this happen?”

“It usually does
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