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“Girl. ...” a man's voice whispered and faded away into an echo. “Girl. ...” he said it louder and with more urgency. "Hey, you!" The shout startled Miranda Watts awake.
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The twenty three year old woman opened her eyes. Why was she on the floor? She winced as her head throbbed in sharp spurts. Everything had gone black—what seemed hours ago—after a tumultuous noise stung her ears and the floor shook. She sat up, rubbing her hands through her brunette hair that fell to her shoulders—it was full of debris. She had spent hours straightening it too!

“Are you okay, mam?” the same voice came again. Miranda looked up and saw a handsome man in a tuxedo, crouched on the littered floor beside her. His face wore an expression of concern.

“I'm not a 'mam’,” Miranda scowled. “You could have said 'miss'! How old do I look?”

He held back a smile and said, “My apologies ... Miss?”

“Miranda Watts. Who are you?"

“Ronald Pierre,” he stood and offered a hand. She didn’t realize how tall he was. “Now, Miss Miranda Watts, can I help you to your feet?"

She nodded and took his hand. On her feet she wobbled back and forth. "Careful!" Ronald held her in place with a firm grip. “You may have suffered a concussion."

"What happened here?" Miranda scanned the room. The place was a wreck! Parts of the ceiling had caved in and scorch marks blemished the walls. Scorch marks? She caught her reflection on a metal surface to see she didn’t look much better than the room. Not only was her hair a wreck, her face was dirty and make-up ruined. At least her jade colored eyes weren’t bloodshot.
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