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It was a beautiful day. The beach was crowded, and there were many people on the sidewalks. Ocean Drive was the beating heart of Miami. But someone was depressed even in that paradise. 

Gwendolyn Tyler was a pretty woman, blond hair, blue eyes. She was just past forty but didn't show it. When she walked down the street she turned the heads of many boys. But her qualities were not external, she was also intelligent, had a sixth sense, possessed great generosity, and had a true talent for music.

She had graduated from conservatory and singing school, had a fair amount of success as a singer, and enjoyed a great love affair with Evan Harris, one of her colleagues. Then everything suddenly changed. Success departed as quickly as it had come. TV shows and producers forgot about her, and even with Evan went in a bad way because they haven't had time to stay together, due yours busy dates singing throughout America and he cheated on her, and she never saw him again.  

As she fell into depression, the only one who did not forgot about her was Lily Colt, a classmate who helped her and offered to move in with her, precisely on Ocean Drive.

Lily had also gone to college but was a bit lazy and wanted to make money fast, so she opted to become an high class escort and made good money. She had tried to get Gwendolyn into her business but in vain. Gwendolyn was only interested in music.

Perhaps because she sensed her life was falling apart, Gwendolyn was sometimes a bit paranoid, and she had visions from time to time.

Wide shot of Miami’s skyline, the sun dipping low over the ocean, Inside, the glow of a ray sunshine illuminates the room. Gwendolyn was sitting at a cluttered desk, staring at a faded photo of her younger, glamorous self from her singing career.

“I used to be somebody. The world used to care. And then... it didn’t.” She sighs, wipes away a stray tear, and sets the photo down.

As she was sad on a white couch, Lily approached her and tried to spur her on. 

“Come on, let’s go to the beach. I have the day off today. We can have fun! You always stay home.” 

Gwendolyn took a while before answering. She was having a vision, a hotel room, number 320, a long hallway, with lights on.

“What are you doing? You look like you’re in a trance. Didn’t you hear me?” reiterated Lily, at which point the former singer seemed to wake up.

“All right, I’m coming. Let me put on my shoes,” replied Gwendolyn in good spirits. She alternated days of depression with days of happiness.

“What are you doing, putting on high heel sandals to go to the beach? You artists are kind of weird. But do whatever you want.” Lily was amused by her quirky friend.

“I just feel more comfortable in sandals with high heel. I can’t stand flip-flops. They’re not stylish.” The singer, didn’t walk around in slippers at home either.

Lying on the beach, the girls enjoyed the sun. Gwendolyn grabbed her smartphone to take pictures and then check her email. She looked at her emails several times a day, to find out about any job offers. 

A scruffy man with black circles around his eyes stopped in front of Gwendolyn, and stared at her with his mouth open. He said under his breath.

“You will be damned!” 

At the sight of the shabby man the singer shrieked, and he ran away. 

“Go away, damn tramp! Fuck you!” 

Lily jumped up. Her friend was very tense, covering her face with her hands,

“Come on, it’s nothing, just a fool. Don’t mind him. In fact, I think your shocking pink nail polish has claimed another victim, ha ha.” Lily had a ready wit even in the most delicate situations.

“Nice victim, if he was cute, but didn’t you see him? He looked like death, with those black circles around his eyes. And why would I be damned? I’ve already got enough problems.” 

Gwendolyn was very agitated, and Lily was having a hard time calming her down.

“You’re right. Maybe he was drunk and talking nonsense. A tramp shouldn’t ruin our day. Come on, take it easy.” Her escort friend was very good at humoring her and putting her at ease, because she knew her so well.

“Yes, you’re right. Now I’ve calmed down, get me something to drink.” 

Lily returned after a moment with some drinks. 

“Here, pure mango juice. How about that ?” 

Gwendolyn was pleased and immediately took a sip. 

A handsome boy passed by on the beach and began eyeing Gwendolyn. He took off his sunglasses and gazed at her admiringly,

“Hey, baby, you look gorgeous.” 

“What’s up?”

“Listen, imbecile, stop being a playboy! Or you’ll see my wrath!” intervened the young man’s apparent girlfriend.

He raised his hands and continued on without stopping.

“Such a pity. A nice guy. Too bad that witch came with him,” said Lily trying to console her friend.

“Yeah, no luck. Patience. Let’s hope to meet more of them, without girlfriends in tow.” 

Gwendolyn didn’t look very sad. A good sign. She usually allowed herself to be victimized and was very negative.

“That’s good. Keep thinking like that, and you’ll see. It will get better. You’re beautiful and, as a Scorpio, you’re very attractive and sensual.” Lily always gave her compliments to cheer her up and raise her spirits.

“You’re too kind. I don’t know. Maybe I’m still attractive. I’m glad boys younger than me like me.”

“Come on, don’t be modest. Let’s go eat something, shall we? Rocking Rivoli is delicious,” proposed Lily. 

The singer wiped the sand from her feet and put on her high heel sandals. 

“Okay, let’s go. See what the high-heeled shoes are for? I’m ready to go out, and stylish too.” 

Sitting at the restaurant table on the sidewalk, they watched passersby, Gwendolyn was very imaginative, and for each couple she imagined what their life was like. Of course, she didn’t shy away from some criticism, but that was normal. Healthy rivalry between women.

“Look at that slut with two men, how she shakes her ass because of how happy she is, I hope those boys teach her a lesson tonight.” 

“Gwendolyn! How naughty you are, poor thing she's having a good time, maybe tomorrow it will be your turn, meeting two nice guys.” 

“Yeah, just kidding, just a little envy. No, two is overkill, Too much trouble. I only need one.” Gwendolyn was somewhat old-fashioned. She didn’t even have any tattoos or piercings.

The beer arrived. Gwendolyn had requested that the cap be left on the bottle. She had to perform her ritual before taking a sip. She threw the cap into the air, and listened for the metallic sound as it fell to the ground. Hearing the “ting” Gwendolyn began to drink.

Lily watched her closely. She had a very complex personality. Sometimes she didn't understand her, but she was always her best friend and that's why she turned a blind eye to her faults. 

Gwendolyn moved her hands quickly as if gnats were disturbing her, but Lily saw nothing in particular.

“What are you doing? Are those midges bothering you again?”

“Yes, they won't leave me alone.” 

“Let's think about eating, now. See, they're gone.” Lily once again managed to ease her paranoia out for a while, at least for now.

Having finished her meal, Gwendolyn watched the stream of people passing by on Ocean Drive. Her attention fell on an elderly gentleman. 

“Look at that old man. He's got that Bentley but he can't park it. I'm going to help him.” She sprinted like lightning toward the elderly gentleman. Lily tried to stop her but had no chance to say a word.

Gwendolyn appeared at the driver’s side of the car and, with her charm, persuaded him to let her have the driver’s seat. She parked the car, and the old man was overjoyed. She returned to the table.

“You are the Good Samaritan. When he saw you it’s like he had a vision. He was spellbound,” said Lily jokingly.

“You’re exaggerating. I just wanted to help him. I was sorry to see him in trouble. I could have been more careless, I know, but that’s just the way I am.” 

Yes, this was Gwendolyn, sweet and ruthless; critical but ready to help others. Being forgotten after some success had dragged her down. Not that she had worldwide success, but some national recognition. 

Having a little notoriety had pleased her. She was aware that it wouldn’t last forever, but such a drastic fall to the point that she had to stop singing? She wouldn’t have thought it possible. 

From the stars to the stables was how the saying went. These words had never been so right. Beyond depression, she had once attempted suicide. As chance would have it, Lily, of all people, was the one who had dissuaded her. She had taken too many antidepressants.

“Shall we go to Wynwood?” asked Gwendolyn. “There’s a new artist drawing today. I saw it on Facebook.”

Just a little info about it. Wynwood Art District, is a neighborhood in Miami, which during the past years has gone from being an industrial district filled with warehouses to the biggest street artist museum in the world.

“That might be a good idea, although I’d like to get some more sun. What’s this artist’s name. Do I know him?” 

“Ethan Alvarado. Maybe you’ve heard of him. He’s an emerging artist. A bit of a visionary.”

“No, never heard of him. But okay, let’s go see what this guy is up to.” Lily indulged her even though she was not very interested in art, drawings, graffiti and things like that.

The ride in the car was pleasant. Lily put on relaxing music, to chill out. The car was very comfortable, a Mercedes coupe convertible. 

“Stop now. Let’s walk from here,” suggested Gwendolyn. She was already ecstatic as soon as she saw the first graffiti. On one wall was depicted a guitarist intent on playing, with sparks coming out of his guitar. It was very impressive, and she missed no opportunity to take some photos.

They found Ethan in a small park where walls were set up especially for artists. Gwendolyn spotted some graffiti that shocked her, a blond girl with a pedestal microphone. 

She gave the impression that she was singing, but also looked frightened. The artist was still finishing the bottom of the painting. Her feet could not be seen. Her ankles were covered in flames. Gwendolyn was captivated by the work and stood for several minutes staring at it. She began to quiver, slowly at first, then more vigorously. Lily began to worry. 

She led her to a wooden bench, holding her until she calmed down. Lily had seen her in this condition before. Usually the convulsions lasted only a few moments. 

“It’s me. It’s me,” Gwendolyn kept saying. She associated the graffiti singer with herself. The burning floor made her think of her declining career. Like an omen that her future was burning.

“Come on, don’t joke. Don’t compare yourself to a painting. It has nothing to do with you.” Lily tried to calm her down, and it seemed to be working. Gwendolyn stood up.

“I’m sorry. I’m okay now. It was a kind of trance, like I had a vision. Being without work for a year has devastated me.” She started taking photographs with her smartphone.

“Okay, let’s go home. I wanted to relax today, but from what I’ve seen so far, it’s been a particularly stressful day.” Lily had lost her good mood. Keeping up with her friend was very demanding. 

In the car Gwendolyn seemed chatty again, back to her old self. 

“I didn’t think you liked Nine Inch Nails. I find them divine. Hearing their music relaxes me.” 

“It’s just recently. A client was listening to them in his room for hours, and I liked them too.”

“Did you know I met Trent Reznor?” exclaimed Gwendolyn, electrified by the sound of the song.

“Really? You never told me anything!”

“It was two years ago. Trent had come here to Miami in secret with his band to a club. Nobody knew anything. It was a surprise for his manager’s daughter’s birthday. I sang a couple of songs of my own, and then they came in. Everyone was shocked.” 

“Nice surprise! You shouldn’t complain. You have some good memories of things that few people ever experience, but you’re never happy.” This was almost a rebuke. Lily didn’t want her friend to be down. If her singing career was gone, she could do something else, but not put herself down.

“Yes, but you don’t live on memories alone. That time is gone. Even if I’d met Johnny Depp, it would have been the same. Life is now, and the reality is that I have nothing left but memories,” said Gwendolyn wistfully,

“I’m going to change. We’ll talk later.” Lily said as soon as she got home.

Gwendolyn opened the Chaturbate app on her phone, a site for girls on web cams, where she had met a girl and started an online friendship.

Buffy was the name of her new friend. She was also from Miami, but she didn’t know yet what part of the city. She was trying to find out. Lily didn’t know anything about this, and she had no intention of telling her. 

Gwendolyn had never been attracted to other women, but with Buffy it was different. Chatting with her, she was attracted by her personality: somewhat mysterious, intriguing and unconventional. 

They chatted almost exclusively in private.

“Hi, Buffy, how has your day been so far?” wrote Gwendolyn, observing her empty bedroom. Buffy was on a bathroom break but returned after a few moments. She was topless, to the delight of the followers who were online waiting for her.

“Hi. Well, so-so, but let’s not complain,” Buffy replied amicably. She looked like a nice and easygoing girl. 

A beep signaled the arrival of a private message from Buffy. She couldn’t be online much, but suggested a meeting in an hour at the Maurice A. Ferrè Park near the Miami Museum of Science. 

Gwendolyn agreed in chat and logged off. She was very excited! Finally their first meeting. She had an advantage because she had seen her in video, whereas for Buffy it was a blind date. She didn’t know who Gwendolyn really was. She could even be a man, for all she knew. 

But Gwendolyn did not know what she was facing, either. These web cam girls were almost always looking for money. Gwendolyn had none, but she had the great ability to get into trouble.

Now there was a fight against time. Would she be able to get ready in less than an hour? Could she get to the park on time. Of course, it was a bit crazy without a phone number to contact her. Maybe Buffy wouldn’t come. All these things Gwendolyn was thinking about, going from room to room looking for clothes and shoes.

“What’s the matter with you? You’re running around like a spinning top. Did something happen?” asked Lily, seeing her friend so frantic. 

“Nothing. Well, I have a meeting at Maurice A. Ferrè Park, in an hour and I have to decide what to wear.” Gwendolyn anxiously looked at herself in the mirror, while the curtain on the bathroom window moved slowly, stirred by the wind.

“Hold on, I’ll give you one of my dresses. It’s floral. Very beautiful and sexy. It will look great on you. You already have shocking pink nail polish, which is your ace in the hole. What more do you want?” Lily knew about seduction, although she didn’t know that Gwendolyn had a date with a woman rather than a man. 

“Thank you. You’re the best! A touch to the hair and I’m ready.” 

“You look beautiful. You’re going to impress for sure. Come on, I’ll drive you there, otherwise you won’t get there in time.” 

Gwendolyn was taking dozens of poses and selfies with her smartphone. 

“All right, maybe that’s the best solution.” 

In the car they traveled in silence until Lily turned on the radio. Jamiroquai’s music accompanied them as they headed toward the park. 

Gwendolyn usually talked a lot, but in the car she hadn’t said a word. She was focused on Buffy, and didn’t want to let slip nothing about it. 

“Thank you. Stop here. I’ll take the bus home.” 

Lily drove away honking her horn. 

Gwendolyn looked around. A slight breeze made a strand of hair drift across her face. She gently moved it aside. She was relatively calm, but still excited by the new experience. She felt something inside similar to hunger, and this caused her some discomfort.

Wandering around the park, the former singer observed the flowers, the Scorpion Tower, and the Phillip and Patricia Frost Museum of Science; and, of course, she scanned everywhere for Buffy. 

There was a boy with a cart, who seemed to be selling ice cream. When she approached, she discovered that he was instead selling tickets for a raffle. It was for a charity event for underprivileged children. There was a small group gathering around the boy.

“Come on! Help the poorest children by buying a raffle ticket. First prize a trip to Mexico! Last tickets, and the draw will be this Saturday!” shouted the boy.

When the crowd thinned, Gwendolyn went to see what precisely it was about. The boy immediately started a conversation.

“Nice lady, how about buying a ticket? To help children in need.” 

“Sure, give me a ticket. How much is it? Trip to Mexico, but what’s the catch? You only win the flight, and then you have to pay for the hotel?” asked Gwendolyn suspiciously, sniffing a scam.

“Five dollars, ma’am. No way. It’s four days all paid for, flight, four-star hotel, full board,” explained the young man, attracted by the former singer’s beauty,

“Thank you, young man. If it’s for a good cause okay. I don’t care about the trip at all.” Gwendolyn looked closely at the ticket, still unsure about authenticity.

“I understand, ma’am. Thank you again. Of course, you are a beautiful model, so elegant. Who knows how many times she must have gone to Mexico. I, on the other hand, have never been.” The young man flirted and cracked a smile at the former singer, who had not been very friendly with him.

“But tell me, how do you know I’m a model?” asked Gwendolyn, playing the seductress. 

“Madam, such a well made-up and well-dressed woman can only be a model. You’re a gorgeous lady. If I were not so young I would invite you to dinner.” The boy had already lost his head for Gwendolyn. 

But she was good and fair. The idea had occurred to her to deceive him as a joke. It would have been so easy to seduce him. But then she thought again. She would have been remorseful for teasing him. It was not good to behave like that. 

“Thank you, dear. You guessed it. Too bad I’m engaged. I can’t accept, but I thank you for the invitation.” Gwendolyn was honored that a young boy had paid her all those compliments and invited her to dinner. She walked away, her hair waving in the light breeze.
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