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Kapitel 3: The one time Arthur was wrong

Meine Reaktion auf eine niedliche kurze FF, die ich auf einer anderen Seite von einer
Userin bekommen habe.
---
„You're not from here, are you?“
Arthur was thinking about that damn dispute with Cobb when someone disturbed his
thoughts. He looked up from his drink and found a stranger next to him. „Excuse me?“
he asked while he eyed the man suspiciously. He was a little older than Arthur, his hair
was short and looked like he came straight from the military. He looked used but
happy; his grin showed a tooth displacement that Arthur found too hilariously typical
for a Brit.
„You're not from here. You don't look British.“ the man explained. Arthur was too
polite to say „Well, yeah, but you do.“ Instead he said „Well, yeah, I'm American.“ The
man nodded. „Could've guessed that.“ He ordered a beer and looked at Arthur with
raised eyebrows. „You want one, too?“ Arthur shook his head and pointed at his own
drink. „Thanks, but I'm fine.“ He wouldn't have accepted that invitation if he didn't
have a beer already either.

„So, why are you here, Artie?“ Arthur narrowed his eyes. The man called Eames didn't
leave and because Arthur was too polite he wasn't able to ask him to. But he was
definitely getting on his nerves. „The name is not Artie.“ he reminded him for the fifth
time. „And I am here because of my job.“ „Mhm. And what are you doing?“
„This..“ Arthur smiled confused „Sorry, but this is none of your business.“ He tried to
stay calm, but he had no idea why rhis Eames wouldn't leave.
„Oh, sorry.“ Eames replied but grinned. „Didn't know I was sitting next to an FBI
agent!“ Arthur rolled his eyes. He ordered another drink, just to survive this.

He actually ordered more drinks than just one. It was getting really late (or early?) and
Eames was still sitting next to him, talking about a meeting he was going to have the
other day. He said he was something like a bank manager, Arthur didn't really listen.
The alcohol in his system was doing its job and he started to be less annoyed and
more talkative.
„I'm meeting someone tomorrow, too.“ he said. „I'm here with some colleagues. We're
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meeting an expert in the matter of fo-“ He stopped. He was about to say forging.
„Funding. In the matter of funding.“ He stared at Eames, but the Brit was also already
drunk and probably didn't even listen properly. He laughed and said something about
being an expert, too and that he can tell him a lot about funding, too.

There were a lot more drinks and Arthur even managed at some point to laugh about
Eames' lame jokes. The Brit, by the way, didn't stop to call him Artie, but Arthur didn't
care anymore. There were actually a lot of things he didn't care about anymore.
Cobb's dumb idea for their next job, to name one example.
„So, Artie“ Eames began again „Where are you going to stay tonight?“
Arthur raised an eyebrow. „Plaza.“ he said and Eames' eyes widened. „Really? Wow.
What kind of FBI agent are you, Artie?“ „I am not-“ „Can I come with you?“ „WHAT?“
This was a very weak pick-up line, Arthur thought. He could have guessed what Eames
was about when they had talked for a while, but he had expected a little more from
him.
„Yeah, you know.. I have some problems at the moment. My flat- Let's just say, my
girlfriend didn't like the idea of another girl in our bed.“
Arthur didn't believe what he heard, but he was too drunk and still too polite to say
something. And, to be honest, he wouldn't have listened to all this crap the whole
night if he wasn't expecting to obtain something. This day was shit, and before he was
to see Cobb again and meet some „expert in forging“, who was most likely very old
and grumpy, because hey, you aren't an expert when you're at a young age, and when
that meant he would have to kiss ass all day long to gain this man for their job, he
could at least have some fun tonight.

So. Why not? He would take Eames with him, this man probably never saw the inside
of a Plaza Hotel, and the next day they would part company and never see each other
ever again.
That sounded like a good plan, a really drunk Arthur thought.
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