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      Todo lo que quiere Eduardo es algo de paz, a pesar de la prensa, los socios de su empresa y su familia.


      Todo lo que quiere Rebeca es la custodia de su hijo, a pesar de la justicia que la califica como no apta. 


      Los problemas de Eduardo se solucionarían con una esposa.


      La situación de Rebeca cambiaría si estuviera casada.


      ¿Necesitas más pistas?
¿Ya mencioné que son compañeros de trabajo? Bueno, a decir verdad él es el jefe. Pero se entiende.


      
______________________________________
______________________________________
Novela terminada: 2021
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MARRY ME

	 

	All Eduardo wants is some peace, despite the press, his associates, and his family.

	All Rebecca wants is custody of her son, despite the court ruling that she is unfit.

	Edward's problems would be solved with a wife at his side.

	Rebecca's situation would change if she were married.

	Need more clues?

	____________________________ 
▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️ 
____________________________
 
 
 

	A marriage proposal should not include feelings when it is for convenience.

	Let's just say things have taken an unexpected turn, and when someone proposes to you, but only mentions security, well-being, and peace of mind, the last thing you expect is to fall in love, right?

	Eduardo is a businessman feared by his competitors and admired by many, perhaps most admired by the many women who seek a place in his life. He's the typical wealthy playboy, heir to the family business. 
And not just any company; Redstone Investments is THE most important investment company in the country.

	Everything in his life is perfect, just the way it is. 
But lately, the press has been talking about him, or rather, his long list of lovers. This has his parents far from happy, as they hope their son will settle down at some point and leave his womanizing days behind him. 
Other discontents include the company's key investors and clients, who don't take kindly to the fact that the CEO of a major company appears daily on gossip shows and celebrity magazines.

	However, it seems as though his new secretary doesn't understand anything, because she never misses an opportunity to talk all day about what a great couple he makes with the company manager, or about the beautiful children they will have, or how much Miss Rodriguez cares for him.

	And... maybe all this chatter is finally making sense in Eduardo's head, because he has the perfect plan to improve his image and make his parents happy at the same time.

	____________________________ 
▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️▫️▪️ 
____________________________

	Rebeca is an intelligent, hard-working, and always professional woman. 
An engineer by profession, she is the general manager of Redstone Investments. Considered by many to be the right-hand woman of the big boss (Eduardo Redstone). She is respected for her achievements and admired as a team leader. 
Of course, nothing in life comes for free, and if she's where she is, it's all thanks to her effort, dedication, and—how could we forget?—also thanks to her greatest motivation in life: her son. Despite being taken away from him and only seeing him occasionally, she would do anything for her little one.

	Even accepting a crazy, cold, and convenient marriage proposal. 
Anything to have her little Tomi back, by her side where he should always have been.

	 

	
1. REPORTS AND MEETINGS

	 
 
 

	  Cardigan   

	-Finally, GardenSun has delivered its investment portfolio to us, and in its folders, you can see a preselected list of companies that have been on the rise and are therefore proposed for investment. Without further ado, I'd like to show you the following graph where we can see the change that GardenSun has undergone in these last 6 months of testing. - I pressed the presentation button again. I was really nervous, even though it wasn't the first time I had presented in front of the board of directors. It's always the same. I had certainly improved, but the nerves were always there.

	A round of applause began to resonate in the room. I looked at the owner of these offices, who was none other than Gregorio Redstone, my former boss and owner of the company. He was the one who believed in me the first time I came here looking for a job to do my internship, and when it ended, he insisted I continue working with them. It's been four years now, and although his face looks more tired than it did back then, he's still the same kind and strict person he was.

	"Congratulations, Beca, you surprise me more every day." A clearing of the throat was heard in the meeting. And we all turned our gazes to the owner.

	-Father, I think Miss Rodriguez - he looked at me - may feel uncomfortable with your nicknames.

	-Son, I think you're a really bitter person - his father concluded with a friendly smile on his face and then turned his gaze to me - You could spend more time with Beca, maybe that way he'll learn something - the old man said with a fatherly smile, again another cough was heard.

	-Well, gentlemen - he said, looking at the directors - and young lady - he added, looking at me - we have finished the meeting for today.

	Everyone in the room stood up, some left immediately, others stayed for a couple of minutes chatting and then left, while I was organizing my things and transferring some notes I had taken to my computer.

	-Don't listen to what my bitter son thinks, I called you Beca because I consider it a nice nickname and because I feel you are a great friend despite how young you are.

	-Thank you for your vote of confidence in me, Gregorio.

	"There's nothing to be thankful for, it's something you've earned. Take care, honey. See you at the next meeting," he said, ruffling my hair like I was a little girl.

	"Likewise," I replied as I watched him walk away.

	I finished packing my things and got ready to leave.

	"Miss Rodriguez, I want to clarify that I'm not devaluing your work. It's just that my father forgets to do his due diligence with you, and I need to remind him." My current boss spoke from his seat at the center of the conference table.

	"Don't you think he's a little old to be corrected, especially by your son?" I said with a crooked smile.

	- It's never too late to learn - he always has answers for everything, I rolled my eyes - Although maybe you're right. - I thanked him for his surrender with a smile

	"All right, I have to finish some reports for tomorrow and review some accounts, so I'm leaving." He just nodded, and without waiting any longer, I left.

	I entered my office, which was a cubicle surrounded by glass walls with a film that prevented me from seeing through them, making my office a fairly private space. The glass benefited me greatly because I used it as a whiteboard when brainstorming or planning strategies. Although, aside from the scratches on the walls, my office was completely white and sterile. A planter with a large cactus and some Post-it notes scattered across my desk were all the color my office had. But I didn't mind that much; the few things helped me focus. And that was better for me.

	I made some adjustments to my presentation based on the notes I'd taken. I also took care of one of the two reports I had to finish when dismissal time arrived. I didn't have much to do today, so I could stay and work overtime. There was a financial statement that didn't quite add up, and I wanted to read it and fix it before sending it for review. I was about to finish it when Osvaldo, the security guard in charge of the apartment, knocked on my door and poked his head in.

	- Miss Rebeca, I should have guessed it was you. Working overtime again?

	- Good evening Osvaldo, I was just reviewing some reports but I'm leaving now.

	- It's almost 11, do you want me to call you a taxi?

	- It won't be necessary - I slammed my laptop shut - If I hurry I can catch the subway before they close - Osvaldo sighed resignedly while I grabbed all my things as quickly as I could.

	"You shouldn't be out walking the streets alone this late, miss. That's the day you'll find a boyfriend." I chide myself. Osvaldo had been working at this company longer than most people I know, and even though he's at retirement age, he always says it's not time yet.

	"I'm more concerned about my job right now, but when I meet someone, I'll bring them over so you can meet them," I said, saying goodbye to him and running to the elevators.

	- I hope that happens before I finally retire, miss - he said smiling, while I called the elevator, the doors opened accompanied by a Ding 

	-Oh, good evening Mr. Eduardo - I heard Osvaldo in the distance as I got into the elevator and dialed the lobby floor

	- Good night Osvaldo, keep a good guard, see you tomorrow - the doors closed but the elevator didn't move, and they opened again, to reveal the culprit.

	- Good evening, Mr. Redstone.

	"Good evening, miss," he replied, stepping into the elevator next to me and pressing the parking level. "Are you going home?"

	- That's how it is -

	- It's a bit late, don't you think? - he said, looking at his watch.

	- The same goes for you - I countered, raising an eyebrow.

	- But I have a car and I'm a man, but you're a woman and you're planning to take the subway at this time of night - I say as if that explains everything.

	- Oh come on, what? It's the 21st century, I responded quickly. The elevator stopped with a ding to open its doors in the lobby, but my dearest boss pressed the button to close the doors again.

	"Come on, I'll take you," he said, seeing my puzzled face.

	- No need - I tried to object

	- I insist - he replied, used to no one contradicting him, I simply sighed and looked at the time 11:43

	- I only accept because I can't reach the subway anymore.

	"That seems reasonable enough to me." "Men always want to have the last word," I rolled my eyes and ignored any further comment.

	We got into his car and I showed him how to get to my home, or rather my apartment. I lived in a small, old building in a fairly quiet neighborhood, although a bit far from the city center, but I liked it.

	I thanked him for the ride and said goodbye. He waited for me to enter the building before leaving—quite gentlemanly of him—I said, leaning against the door. Since it was an old building, it didn't have a concierge or elevators. My apartment was on the seventh and top floor, and thanks to that, I'm in fairly good physical shape. The place is mostly inhabited by elderly people, some of whom barely leave their homes.

	My apartment isn't much, but it's perfect for me. Two bedrooms, two bathrooms, a large kitchen, and a cozy living-dining room. Unlike my office, my apartment is fully decorated, and it's clear who lives here. I have a wall full of pictures of my son's drawings and a three-seater sofa on it. In front of it, a single-seater sofa, a 32-inch TV, and a ceiling-high bookcase filled with books. On one side, a large window covers the entire wall and opens onto a small balcony where I have a lounge chair for hot days. The living room has a table with four matching chairs. The kitchen is next to the entrance, and although it used to be a closed kitchen, it was adapted to have an American-style kitchenette. The first room you come across down the hall is my son's. It's fully decorated with Marvel superheroes, featuring everything from Captain America's shield to a Groot figurine. The next door leads to his bathroom, and everything in there follows the theme of his room. At the end of the hall is my bedroom, filled with photos of me and my son. It has another bookcase like the one in the living room, only larger. My bed is a spacious double bed and has nightstands on both sides. Next to the entrance door to my room is a small walk-in closet, no larger than two by one.

	I looked at the clock on my nightstand. It was 12:05, and I was completely exhausted. I undressed as quickly as my tired body could, stripping down to my underwear and putting on a cotton T-shirt that was too big for me. I threw myself onto the bed without even moving the covers. Tomorrow would be a long day. I'd have a couple of meetings with potential shareholders and would be supervising the new intern. Besides finishing the report I had pending and going to present it to my boss, the most important thing that would happen tomorrow was that I'd be able to see my son.

	Four years ago, the state took him away from me, arguing that I wasn't prepared to have guardianship of a minor, when I wasn't capable of caring for myself, nor did I have a steady source of income. And of course, at that time, I only had a part-time job, so it wasn't a secure or sufficient source of income. The most painful thing was watching my mother testify against me in every attempt I made to regain guardianship of my son. And of course, since we aren't blood-related as mother and son, he is my son because I have raised, cared for, and loved him all these years, since he was just a couple of days old. One of the most painful blows was when my mother managed to convince my father to testify against me in the final appeals trial.

	However, despite all this, they haven't managed to separate me from my son. They've only made it a little difficult, but they've allowed me visits and outings on weekends, and during some vacation weeks, I can ask permission to go out with him.

	-My little Tomi, we'll see each other tomorrow, son - with that thought I fell deeply asleep

	The horrible alarm announced a new day, and the sun peeked annoyingly through my window like every summer day at 8:30, and I came in at 10 so I hurried to get ready, 15 minutes later I was leaving to take the bus, don't even think about taking the subway at this time it's chaos, at least on the bus I can sit quietly, and luckily it leaves me quite close to the center, then I just have to transfer to another one to get closer to the office and that's it.

	-Good morning, Miss Rodriguez - Mr. Redstone's kind secretary greeted me.

	-Good morning to you too Amanda, but please I have asked you many times to call me Rebeca

	-I'm sorry, Miss Rod... - I raised an eyebrow. Sometimes these girls are very shy and other times they are too confident. - Rebecca.

	- Mr. Redstone hasn't arrived yet?

	- No, not yet, if you like when I get there I'll tell him I was looking for him.

	- No, don't worry, I'll come back later. Thanks.

	I retreated to my office and opened my laptop. There was my work, right where I'd left it the night before. I focused on finishing the missing report, and after uploading it to my cloud to make sure it wouldn't get lost, I sent it to print. Just then there was a knock on my door.

	-Your coffee, Miss Rebeca - Amanda walked into my office with a big smile and a giant glass of mochaccino in one hand and a bag of cookies from the bakery on the corner in the other.

	"Thank you very much, Amanda, but you know you don't have to bring me breakfast." Amanda has been going out of her way to buy me breakfast for a month now, all this after I had been training her to be Mr. Redstone's secretary for a week, going down to the bakery with her every day and buying the same thing every time. "You're not my secretary, and I feel guilty bringing me all this. Besides, if Mr. Redstone finds out, he might get upset."

	- It's not a bother to me, you're very kind to me and it's a way of paying it forward. Besides, Mr. Redstone is aware of it and doesn't mind. In fact, these last few weeks he's asked me to shop for him as well.

	-At least eat something - my boss is a bit of a workaholic and believe me, I know a workaholic when I see one, because I'm one too - have you done what I asked you to?

	-Yes, miss, although at first the boss didn't take it too well that I brought him lunch to the office, he ended up accepting it and now he looks forward to it.

	"That's good, so I won't have to make sure he eats all his food like I do with the kids." What can I say? I was worried that my boss wouldn't eat lunch or breakfast. I guess I don't want to see his father worrying about his son being sick from malnutrition.

	- I'm leaving then -

	"Thanks again." I'd barely closed the office door when I pounced on the pack of cookies; they were so delicious and addictive. I downed a couple with my mochaccino. And then I got back to work. At 2:00 sharp, there was a knock on my door, and a guy almost my age walked through. I stood up and noticed the guy was almost a head taller than me, with broad shoulders and a rather charming smile. He was probably about 21.

	- You must be the new intern, I'm Rebeca Rodríguez and I'll be your tutor for the next 3 months - I said, stretching out my hand to shake his hand.

	- It's a pleasure, my name is Alfonso Guzmán and now that I see you I know that these 3 months will be the best - he was flirting with me, he took my hand and shook it but then I pulled it and approached his face, to leave a kiss on my cheek, that took me by surprise, but I let it go then a sharp clearing of the throat was heard in my office I quickly moved away from Alfonso and looked towards the door there was Amanda, but she wasn't smiling like always, rather she looked threateningly at the boy who was still holding my hand, I subtly removed my hand and sat down in my chair.

	- Amanda, please come in. Let me introduce you to Alfonso. He will be our intern for the next 3 months. Alfonso, this is Amanda, Mr. Redstone's secretary.

	- It's a pleasure - Alfonso extended his hand and Amanda took it with some distrust, but she didn't add anything, she separated from him and her big smile appeared again.

	- I was bringing you your lunch, Miss Rebeca, since I didn't see you leave during lunch time. - This girl is a sweetheart. I wish she would stay here forever. If my idiot boss ends up making me quit, I'll convince her to stay as my personal assistant.

	- Thank you very much - Amanda handed me my lunch and at first glance it looked tasty and my mouth was already watering, but I had to put it aside. I still had to take care of the intern. - Amanda, I need to ask you a favor - Amanda quickly nodded - can you show Alfonso the company facilities, part of the most basic like the bathrooms, the cafeteria, to the most important things like the boardroom and how each place works. Like your first day, do you remember? - Despite the fact that Amanda didn't look very happy with her mission, she nodded.

	- You can go with her please, I'll expect you back in an hour or two - I said smiling at Alfonso.

	They both nodded and left. I grabbed my lunch, and once again my mouth was watering. I ate my lunch in less than 30 minutes—come on, I ate it all in less than 5 minutes. I want more!—and spent the rest of my time jotting down the tasks I'd leave the new intern in charge of and the things I needed to explain and teach him. I was finishing when there was a knock on my door. I let whoever was behind it in, and there were Alfonso and Amanda. They'd completed the tour in an hour and a half and seemed a little more friendly than they had a little while ago. Amanda went back to her area, and Alfonso stayed listening to the instructions I'd previously written down. I sent him to work in the finance department, which is his area of expertise, and I agreed to present a report on everything he'd learned and accomplished first thing Friday morning.

	I was finishing reviewing the first report when Amanda appeared in my office again.

	"Miss Rebecca, Mr. Redstone urgently needs you in his office." That was strange, but without thinking much about why I got up from my chair.

	-Thanks Amanda, I'll be right there - with that I headed to my boss's office.

	 

	
2. GOLDEN SINGLE

	 
 
 

	  Eduardo   

	
 

	"Do you realize what this could cost us?" my father slammed the table angrily.

	- We are the best investment company, we don't need them with us.

	- Don't underestimate them, son. Of course we need them. You're forgetting that it was a small company that first decided to support us, and thanks to them and their excellent recommendations, our company has grown to what it is today. Every single one counts, no matter how small.

	- I'll fix this.

	- What? You're making our company lose credibility with your childishness.

	- I've already told you that nothing in that magazine is true. I'll make the magazine publish that issue and make them pay us for libel.

	- You've been the focus of the press for months for things like this. Look, letting yourself be photographed with scandalous models and guys of dubious reputation, you know that doesn't do good for your image, and therefore for our company.

	- Yes, I already know.

	"We need our company to deliver a seal of trust, and what do you do?" There was a pause. "Well, you come across as the bachelor of the year and squander money left, right, and center. What kind of security do you give our customers with that?"

	- Father, I've already told you that...

	- Silence! - my father said - Son, I'm retired and if you're left in charge of this company it's because I can't continue stressing myself out with these problems if I want to be healthy enough to meet my grandchildren one day - he gave me a rather meaningful look and I had to stop myself from rolling my eyes, I was back to being the 13 year old boy who gets lectured for doing mischief, and by God I'd turn 30 and I wasn't up to this kind of thing - but if you're not capable of acting maturely and learning to handle the responsibilities that your position entails, then I will be forced to remove you from my company.

	- That?

	- What you've heard, you're a great director, sometimes even better than me, you're young, you're ambitious and you know better than anyone how this company works, but I'm afraid I made a mistake leaving you in charge of such an important weight like this - those words left me shocked, my father had never questioned my position in the company - I'm afraid my son that we gave you everything too easily - his face once again turned serious, to give his final verdict - I'm warning you son, one more cover, a scandal or some other rumor from the press and forget about your position as director of Redstone Inversiones SA.

	Those were my father's last words before leaving the office and heading off, as he did every Monday, to our general meeting. I relaxed for a few moments before grabbing my computer and following him to the meeting room. Everyone was already there, so I closed the door and took my place at the head of the table: my father, along with the two main investors, to my right. To my left were the company's deputy director and the general manager, whose seat was currently empty as she was discussing some last-minute changes with my secretary. In seats away from the table were the managers representing each area of the company—human resources, accounting, logistics, operations, marketing—all of whom were chatting as the meeting began, but upon seeing me in my seat, they hurried to follow my lead and sit down as well.

	The always professional and impeccable Ms. Rodríguez began her presentation. Despite not having as much work experience as many of those present, she always managed to demonstrate why she holds such an important position in the company. No one is better than her at what she does—except for me. However, I've often wondered what she's like in other areas of her life.

	At first glance, she's a young woman, and I must admit she's quite attractive. She always wears an impeccable two-piece suit and her ever-present heels—though not that high—her wavy brown hair, mid-back, makes her look like a teenager surrounded by adults. I suppose that's why she almost always wears it in a ponytail. However, her attitude commands respect. She has a habit of running her hand through her hair, dragging it back. Although it's a gesture that bothered me at first, after watching her present in front of the board of directors for a while, I've gotten used to it. And of course, everyone is truly delighted with her work. I wonder if my father is planning to replace me with her.

	Suddenly I got distracted thinking about the argument - sermon - I'd just had with my father, where he'd issued an ultimatum about me. It was as simple as that, and that's what they'd given me. Why? Due to misunderstandings, it's been a year since a magazine did a report on me and the company I ran, which ended up declaring me bachelor of the year. I've been having these kinds of problems. At first, I just took advantage of the situation and had fun. After all, pretty girls would fall at my feet just by walking into a nightclub or bar, all of them wanting to capture the bachelor of the year. But I've never been interested in those kinds of ties. My only relationship is with my work. If I tried a relationship with any woman, sooner or later she'd start asking me for more and more of my time, attention, and money until the situation simply didn't work out.

	But after a couple of months, things started to get worse, and gossip magazines and programs began speculating about my relationship with this or that woman. Usually, they were just women I'd run into somewhere—but in most cases, the contact hadn't gone beyond a glance—but then they'd appear on programs talking about their possible relationship and how long they'd been dating me. Talking to those types of women is pointless, because they only live for the spectacle and media scandals. So my decision was to avoid them at all costs. Sometimes, I even avoided going out to public places and instead stayed home—but please—I'm not a monk, I'm not going to lock myself away to avoid being a target of the media. And then this happens. There it is, once again, a cover photo showing a beautiful, rather buxom blonde almost glued to me as I opened the passenger door of my car. Anyone would say I was about to take her home with me, but it turns out nothing is what it seems and although I'm not a white dove, in this scene I am completely innocent. I had gone to my car to get my jacket that was on the passenger seat, I had just turned off the alarm when this girl whose name I don't even know attacks me by throwing herself at me, I felt a flash before I managed to get her off me. She embarrassingly apologized blaming a couple of too many drinks, but she still didn't hide her flirting until she finally realized I was ignoring her and then she left angrily insulting me with all the vocabulary that her blond head could process.

	This time they wouldn't get away with it for free. I'd sue the company or at least start a legal process to scare them off. After all, they're putting my job, my company, and our relationships at risk.

	A round of applause echoed through the conference room, bringing me back from my thoughts. I couldn't believe I'd gotten so distracted. Miss Rodriguez's presentation had just ended, and my father himself was congratulating her. It bothered me that he was taking such liberties with her. I don't even treat her as an equal like my father does, even though we work practically all day together.

	After the meeting, my father was waiting for me at the office to say goodbye. He had a flight of just over an hour to take home. Since he only came for important meetings, his doctor had recommended living outside the city for health reasons, so my parents decided to move to the ranch that had once belonged to my mother's family.

	Once I saw my father leave my office, I started working. I made a couple of calls regarding the lawsuit, first to my lawyer, who recommended I reach an agreement with the magazine that had published the annoying scandal before going to court. So I ended up calling them to ask them to withdraw the magazine, and the brazen-faced people said they wouldn't publish it. It was only when I mentioned filing a complaint against them and accusing them of damaging my image that they contacted me with the general director. By then, I was no longer in the mood to reach any kind of agreement, so I dismissed the director with a "my lawyer will contact you," and then hung up.

	After that, I spent the rest of the afternoon doing office work: paperwork to sign, reports to read, budgets to approve, contracts to review... without realizing it, the hour flew by, and my efficient secretary finally arrived with my now-routine office lunch. When she realized I wasn't going out for lunch like the rest of the staff, she started bringing lunch to my office, a move I appreciated because I was getting badly used to not eating anything until I got home at night and then raided the little to nothing in my pantry or went to a drive-thru, a situation that was slowly causing my precious physical condition to deteriorate.

	I closed a couple of files and went to have lunch, but as always, work called, and I didn't manage to finish when I received a call from none other than my partner, Javier Cárdenas, with whom I manage a chain of hotels and restaurants. We both started from scratch on this project, but good decisions, teamwork, and the desire to make it work led us to what we are today. We started with a small branch and today we are about to begin construction on what will be our third and most important luxury hotel.

	- Say

	- Eduardo, what's wrong, my brother? 

	- I should ask you that. You've been missing for the past two weeks and now you're back with a new accent.

	- I've been to Puerto Rico, and it's part of my project for the new hotel. I want the restaurant to not only have good food, but also encompass many different cultures and their flavors. 

	- And from what I hear, I think it's gone well for you.

	" Well, my brother ," he said, his accent even stronger, " I've even found a man who, without being a professional chef, prepares the best food I've had in years. I'm seriously thinking about hiring him when we have the hotel ready." 

	- Sounds good, if he's as good as you say it would be a great idea to have him.

	- Thanks for the support my bro, and well I was calling you for another matter - I unconsciously nodded my head as if he could see me - the architect has sent the plans with a couple of adjustments to review - 

	- Give me a second - I opened my email and checked my inbox, I had just received the email - Yes, I received it too.

	- I can't meet with you to review it right now because I'm at the airport about to board a flight to Montevideo, but I'll be back in a week, and I'll send you my comments .

	- Yes, no problem.

	- Okay, see you then. 

	- We don't see that your trip goes well and that you don't enjoy it much, since here I only have my four walls as a landscape.

	- Yes, but you still have a good time - he said mischievously - I've already seen that cover you've won, with a lush blonde, you always go for the big fish, eh? 

	- Don't even mention it - I said somewhat irritated by the subject, but my friend misunderstood my comment

	- Don't worry, your girl isn't my type. I prefer brunettes with character, although redheads aren't bad at all. 

	- They all suit you the same - I said, making fun of my friend.

	- Well, what can you do? - he said, falsely resigned. I heard them calling the passengers bound for Montevideo and then I heard him saying goodbye. - I have to go. We'll talk when we get back .

	"I have to do something about the press, and about my image," I muttered to myself after hanging up.

	Seven o'clock had struck, and I was still mulling over the situation. No matter how much I mused, I didn't know what to do, which frustrated me immensely. I'm the director of a large company, but I always know what to do. My secretary interrupted my frustrations when she appeared at my office door.

	-Sir, it's seven o'clock. If you don't have anything else to do, I'll leave. - I dismissed my secretary and focused on a couple of papers on my desk. I worked on them for a couple of hours, but the truth is that I had lost track of time when the voice of the always reliable Osvaldo interrupted me. Thanks to the fact that everyone had left, I could clearly hear him talking to - to my surprise - Miss Rodriguez. I checked the time on my computer and saw that it was after 11. - But what are you doing here so late? - I asked myself. I heard her saying goodbye to Osvaldo and the sound of the elevator, so I hurried out of my office too. For some reason - I guess it was like a sixth sense - I wanted to chat with her a little, so I needed to run into her "by chance."

	I left everything as it was and left my office. Osvaldo, who was doing his night rounds, greeted me as always and I wished him a good watch as I hurried to get to the elevator. I could see her going up and the doors closing, but I managed to press the button before it closed and I could see Miss Rodriguez's confused face as they opened again.

	- Good evening, Mr. Redstone.

	- Good evening, miss - I got up and stood next to her - Are you going home?

	"That's right," I looked at my watch and then emphasized how late it was, but the bold woman criticized me for it too. I explained that in my case it's a totally different situation, but she didn't take it so well, retorting once again. When we got to the lobby, something prompted me to press the button to lock the doors, and I insisted that I would take her home. At first, she refused, but her rational and practical side finally led her to accept my proposal. She showed me how to get to her apartment, and although it didn't take long, I could see that she lives quite far from the city center. Perhaps if she had a car, it wouldn't take long, but she didn't, so she had to travel about an hour by public transport. At first glance, the place was quite old, although it was certainly much larger than the new constructions downtown, and I was sure that for what she was paying in a place like this, she could have an apartment—albeit a smaller one—but in the center. I didn't understand why, if she always comes across as so logical and practical, she lived in a place like this. But there was no point in asking her, besides at some point in my mental wandering she had opened her own door and was now under my car thanking me for the ride, then making her way to her building. I waited calmly until she entered it and then I started the engine again to continue my way home.

	While I was working, my head kept spinning. I needed to show stability—as far as I'm concerned, a good job is stability—but for my father, the most important stability is family. So, in other words, I had to start with my own, and the first step toward that was a partner. Although I wasn't sure about this, it could be a way out. I already had the one, now I had to find someone.

	I made a mental list of the women I knew, or at least whose names I knew. It would be simple for anyone, but after a couple of minutes I had arrived home and on my list were only my mother and my sister. I lay down on my bed and kept thinking, in this last year the only women I had met were my one-night stands - which by the way I didn't remember their names and I didn't have any way to contact them - not that I wanted to project myself with any of them, so I looked elsewhere, there was also my partner's sister, but she was already engaged to some other woman I had met at my business meetings, but I didn't have much intention of putting the investors' agenda into play, my new secretary appeared on my list, but I immediately discarded it, with my history she would probably leave sooner or later and Miss Rodriguez would have to look for a new one, although I still didn't know the reason why she took that task as her own when it should have been my job entr... - BINGO - the answer was so simple that I don't know how I hadn't thought of it before, the best way to find the perfect woman was through these matchmaking agencies. We would both know what we were getting into and... - No, the press could find out and make a big deal out of it - I turned over in bed resigned, thinking about how difficult it could be to find my right partner, mainly she had to be an independent woman - at least that way I would be sure that she wasn't just after my money - not looking for camera flashes - I definitely didn't want any more scandalous covers - understanding how important my job is, loyal, practical and with whom living together wouldn't be a problem.

	Physically... nice figure, medium height, wavy brown hair, a nice smile, could be somewhat shy, but with attitude

	Rebecca's smile... Her brown hair falling like a waterfall as she swept it back from her face, that was what I remembered from the dream I had just woken up from. Light streamed through the large window in my room, and I sat up in bed trying to figure out why I would be dreaming about her. Possibly because I had been staring at her quite a bit yesterday while she was presenting her report to the board. "Yeah, I'm sure it's just that," I smiled to myself, as I got ready for the office.

	When I arrived at the office I greeted Amanda - my secretary - and asked her about the news of the day and when she finished her report she mentioned that Miss Rebeca had asked for me, but I didn't remember any Rebeca, until then she made one of her typical comments.

	"Sir, when do you plan to go public with your relationship?" I asked in a whisper, and then I realized Amanda was referring to Miss Rodriguez, whom for some reason she was now calling by name. I simply rolled my eyes and walked into my office.

	For some reason, my secretary had gotten the wrong idea about us and thought we were a couple, which wasn't a bad thing, because Miss Rodriguez was an independent, practical, strong-willed woman with whom I got along quite well and who definitely didn't chase after the flashes of a camera, except at company events where she was forced to pose for official photos and where every year she outshined all the women at the event. Because to be honest, she is truly beautiful, but it's not the beauty that celebrity models rely on; rather, it's a sophisticated and unique beauty, one that I'm sure she doesn't even realize.

	Who knows? Maybe my secretary hasn't been so wrong all this time, and Rebeca Rodriguez is the woman for me. I smiled as my mind formed a plan for my next step.

	I already had the "what" and the "who" now I had to think about how to carry it out.

	
 
 

	_______________________________________________

	 WRITER'S NOTE:
  

	Hello everyone

	How are you? I hope you're having a great week.
 

	I've been reading your comments and I appreciate your help. I've been jotting down the names for future characters.

	 𝕆𝕤𝕙 𝕢𝕦𝕚𝕖𝕣𝕠, 𝕠𝕤𝕙 𝕒𝕞𝕠, 𝕠𝕤𝕙 𝕒𝕕𝕠𝕣𝕠.  

	 𝔹𝕖𝕥𝕙.  

	
Hey! How are you doing?

	 

	HELLO AND WELCOME TO THIS STORY 

	WRITER'S NOTE: 
 

	I wrote a post here a long time ago, but it became obsolete over time, so I'm taking this opportunity to welcome you.

	 
  

	I hope you enjoy this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. 

	
 

	For those who are already old on the channel and are returning, you already know that...

	 𝕆𝕤𝕙 𝕢𝕦𝕚𝕖𝕣𝕠, 𝕠𝕤𝕙 𝕒𝕞𝕠, 𝕠𝕤𝕙 𝕒𝕕𝕠𝕣𝕠.  

	 𝔹𝕖𝕥𝕙.  

	 
  

	PS: Thank you for your votes and comments, you are a big part of the motivation to continue and improve.

	PS 2: I have a huge problem coming up with names, so I welcome all possible ideas, suggestions and comments (preferably Latin names (meaning Hispanic/Spanish, avoid American names like James or Dean...etc.) whether they are for men or women. And if possible, some surnames wouldn't hurt either. Thank you very much for your contribution in the construction of future characters.

	 PS 3: From what part of the world are you reading me?

	I... am writing to you from Chile
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	I knocked on the door, waiting for a response, but nothing came.

	"Maybe he wasn't in his office," I muttered to myself as I tried again. I ran through the possible reasons why my boss might call me into his office.

	1. Our latest acquisition, the GardenSun account, but this one is perfectly fine. Unless you have any comments you want to make that I didn't mention in yesterday's meeting.

	2. Some of our other accounts, but other than the reports I had to submit today, there was nothing else to talk about, and speaking of reports, I'd left them on my desk. I rolled my eyes at myself.

	3. The contingency plan we implemented for the upcoming Christmas and New Year's holidays. Since the company's core value is family, for years we've given employees two weeks of vacation. This year, they begin on December 21, 2015, and we return on January 4, 2016. But we had discussed this in the last meeting with management, and everything was ready. Having two weeks of vacation means getting ahead on work, and for me, it means extra hours of reporting, analyzing the stock market, and developing strategies applicable to every possible situation.

	4. That he's upset with his last secretary or that she's already given him her letter of resignation, something that unfortunately happens very often for me. But Amanda would have already told me something.

	5. That he fired me, even though the top boss approved. I don't think so, but...

	"Come in," I was brought out of my mental wanderings when I heard a deep, masculine voice echoing through the thick doors. This was all very strange and somewhat awkward. This wasn't the first time I'd spoken to my boss in his office, but it was the first time he'd asked me to come to his office. I'd even forgotten the folders I was preparing and was supposed to show him.

	"My name is Mr. Redstone?" I asked somewhat timidly. He was standing looking out the window. The moment he heard me, he turned around to look me straight in the eyes.

	- Yes, Miss Rodriguez, please take a seat. - I settled into the black armchair in front of my boss's desk and waited for him to begin. But instead of sitting at his desk and starting with whatever he had to say, he headed towards a small bar in the corner of the office. - A drink? - he offered.

	- No, thanks – I don't drink, in fact, I never have. I'm 25 and I've never had a drink. Maybe I look like a freak, but I spent my college years so focused on my studies, work, and Tomi that I never went to parties and therefore had no contact with alcohol. When I finished my studies, I focused on my work, spent all my free time working overtime and the visits I was allowed, that I finally...

	- Rodriguez – I looked up and noticed my boss's frown, he had been talking to me and I have no idea what.

	- I'm sorry - I apologized quickly, I heard him inhale and exhale, something similar to a sigh.

	- I'll get to the point - he paused and thousands of things went through my head maybe there was a problem with some investment portfolio, an accident with an employee, his secretary has resigned again, maybe his father suffered a relapse, will leave the company, will he fire me - Marry me. - There I was ladies and gentlemen, he won't fire me nor has anything serious happened to his father, I sighed in relief with my hand on my heart he just wants to get married, he's fine I would even help him organize the wedding if he asked me and I would even take a nice gift to his fiancée.

	"Wow," I sighed again in relief. "You scared me terribly with all the suspense, but I'm glad you finally decided to settle down. Rest assured, I'll help you with anything you need. I know a couple of wedding planning companies that will surely be very useful to you and your fiancée."

	"Rebecca," he spoke again, but for the first time he called me by my name, frowning. "What a mania this man has instead of showing himself happy about his marriage." "I don't think you understand." He looked at me seriously, and I blinked a couple of times.

	- Of course I understood, he's practicing his declaration - I smiled - although I think something more romantic would suit him better, it's very much in his style to not think too hard about things - I thought things over for a bit - I suppose he's at least prepared a dinner or something, right? - I imagined how the poor woman would react if she had to receive such a serious proposal without even a dinner or some romance, honestly it would be too serious to get upset.

	– No, not really, just this… – For a moment he seemed uncomfortable. Who would be the bride? He approached where I was sitting and looked me straight in the eyes. – Rebecca, marry me – he repeated again. – I want YOU to be my wife – he said, emphasizing in his tone of voice the “YOU” that seemed to give meaning to everything he had said. So the bride was me… Wait a moment! My eyes opened wide.

	"What are you doing?" I asked, choking on my words. I'm not deaf. I heard exactly what he said, but it was the only thing I managed to say.

	- You're not deaf, I know you've heard everything I've said perfectly well - Idiot my mind screamed

	- Yes, I've heard, but I'm just – I let out a small giggle and wanted to hit myself, who in their right mind laughs at a situation like this – I haven't finished processing things yet.

	- There's not much to think about, I'm on the verge of 30 and my parents have been insisting that I get married and give them grandchildren, especially after that magazine made me the perfect target for single women - I remembered the article that "Glammur" magazine had written about my boss a year ago, naming him the most coveted bachelor of recent times and being - at that time - 28 years old, with a killer body, a company that is becoming increasingly important in the country and a wealth to back it up, who wouldn't see him as a perfect target - I've been exposed to public opinion more than ever since then, and that's made some of our investors and clients think twice before doing anything with us. I have to fix my image and what better way than by getting married, besides - he paused briefly, analyzing my expression - I... - he cleared his throat - I've told my mother that I'm dating someone in a serious relationship - a silence fell between us. Why had I done that? For seconds I didn't know what to say, until.

	"Why me?" There wasn't much to say in a situation like this, but then my mouth moved before my brain could stop it. "You have a different girl every night, you can't just pick from there." I wasn't being at all formal in my treatment, for a moment I forgot that it was my boss, who could easily fire me if he wanted to, then my eyes widened as the pieces of the puzzle fell into place. I'm his employee, therefore I'm easy to manipulate. If I don't accept, he could threaten my job, and if I accept, everything would be fine as long as...

	"Don't jump to conclusions, Miss Rebecca. I'm not that kind of person." I stopped my mental wandering.

	- What are you taking about?

	"You're easy to read," he said, huffing. "I won't threaten your job. I wouldn't stoop so low as to blackmail you with it. You've earned your place. And on the other hand, my father wouldn't allow me to fire you."

	- So why me?

	- I... I told my mother your name when she asked me who I was dating, it was by accident, I just had to give her a name and I had a meeting with you scheduled so your name came out – At that moment I wanted to hit him, no matter if he was my boss or whatever, how could he bring me into something so personal. He surely noticed my indignation because his attitude immediately changed completely to a serious and determined one. “Besides, I’ve been thinking a lot and I’ve come to the conclusion that you’re the best option.” He paused to take a sip of his drink and continued. “Oddly enough, you’ve been the only constant in my life these last 4 years, you know me much better than my secretary.” I rolled my eyes and of course, the poor girls ended up quitting after 3 months of starting, no girl has passed that mark and every time a girl quits, I’m the one in charge of finding and training her replacement. “And our relationship is good, we agree on most things and on those we don’t, we are able to reach an agreement that leaves us both happy. I know you’re a hard-working woman and that gives me the confidence that you won’t want to take advantage of my situation, you’re a homebody which makes you a perfect wife and clearly you’ll be a great mother to our children.” “OK, if I had been drinking something at this moment I would have spit it all out. MOTHER,” he said. “I’d be a great mother.”

	“Wait a minute, this is moving too fast. I think I need some air.” I began to breathe deeply and fan myself with my hands. “You’ve made your points, but despite all of that, you don’t know me, you know absolutely nothing about me.” I became serious and looked into his eyes to prove it. “You can’t just take things for granted.”

	- Your name is Rebeca Anastasia Rodríguez Evans, you are 25 years old, born on April 12, 1990, your favorite color is burgundy, you start the morning with a cup of Mochaccino, you are addicted to coffee and those cookies they sell at the corner store. You don't usually have your nails painted because you consider it a waste of time, you hate wearing heels as much as I hate ties, but we are obligated to look good so we wear them anyway. Your makeup is always light because you have a habit of rubbing your eyes and that runs you, you are ambidextrous and despite the fact that you have managed to write perfectly with your right hand, I have caught you many times writing with your left and I must say your handwriting is better with your left. You like simple things and you don't complicate things, you never think too much about things and you just do it. While you were at university, you practically had no life, because you focused on studying and working, but no matter how hard you tried, you couldn't avoid failing a course twice. A smile appeared in between them, and he laughed at me. He's an idiot. "How am I doing so far?" I raised an eyebrow smugly. As he settled into his desk,

	"It's just superficial stuff you could have read on my profile or simply asked someone else. You still don't know anything about me." She was annoyed with him. His "list of things I know about you," while detailed, was still superficial, something anyone learns from others after four years on the job.

	- For the past two years that you've worked full-time at the company, you've left every Tuesday and Thursday 30 minutes early, however, you make up for it by working overtime the rest of the week. I started to think you were in a relationship or maybe studying for a master's degree, but I discovered you were arriving right at visiting hours at a children's home. At the time, I let it go, I didn't want to pry into your private life." She shifted on her desk and picked up a folder. "But now it's different. I did my homework and discovered this boy." I threw the folder on the table closest to me. "Tomas Andrade, 7 years old. I couldn't discover your relationship with him, but I do know that you've been trying to adopt him since you were 20, and every time you've been denied custody. You're allowed visits and weekend outings." – I took the folder with trembling hands, and when I opened it, my son’s file appeared before my eyes. There wasn’t much information on it, just his name, age, date of birth, allergies, blood type, and his household information. The next page was a photo of his home, then just photos of him playing with his friends, eating. Others showed us the two of us together playing in the park, or walking down the street, at an ice cream shop, and many other places. The photos were really recent. I recognized the clothes he had worn yesterday. I hadn’t prepared this much in advance, and yet it had just gone from weird to scary.

	- You shouldn't have done that - I said closing the folder - you had no right to spy on him, leave him out of this - I was furious, how dare he even come near my son or worse yet send someone to spy on him - Are these the originals? - I said standing up.

	- I didn't mean to...

	-Answer me- I shouted calmly and I didn't even recognize my voice, he seemed as surprised as I was, but he quickly hid it with his serious and cold expression.

	- Yes, they are - she replied in such a cold tone that, if she weren't so angry, my blood would have run cold.

	“Fine,” I said, somewhat calmer, but still on the defensive. I grabbed a lighter that was on his desk and lit the papers. The fire slowly consumed the folder and all its contents. When only the corner my fingers were holding remained, I dropped the piece to the floor and stepped on it with my heel. “It’s not that I didn’t trust you, but you’ve just crossed the line with what you’ve done. I could hand in my resignation letter and accuse you of harassment.” Her face, which hadn’t shown any sign of shock even as she watched the document burn, transformed into one of absolute surprise. “But I need the job as much as you need me here.” With that last sentence, I ended our strange meeting and proceeded to leave. But before I reached the door, her voice stopped me.

	- If you marry me, you could finally adopt that child. You wouldn't just see him occasionally anymore, you could live with him and take care of him properly. - I didn't turn to look at him. His voice was as calm as ever, although he seemed upset that things hadn't turned out the way he'd hoped; he was playing his last card. And up until this moment, I hadn't thought about it, but he was right. If we got married, I would finally meet the requirements for adoption and they would never be able to separate me from my son again. My heart started to beat fast and my hands were sweaty. I was starting to have an anxiety attack. My breathing started to come in short bursts and my legs wouldn't respond. - You have these two weeks of vacation to think about it. - He paused and seemed to notice my condition because I felt him approach me. - Rebeca, are you okay? - He intended to place one of his hands on my shoulder, but I stopped him, and with what little consciousness I had left, I calmly left his office and then ran to the bathroom.
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	-Shit – I hit the trash can next to my desk, throwing out all its contents. Things weren't supposed to turn out like this, no, I definitely didn't expect him to react like that.

	I didn't expect her to get so upset over a couple of photos with that boy, nor to react the way she did. When I saw her burning the folder, I knew what I did was wrong. I could see the fear and fury in her eyes, but the worst was when she threatened to quit. I had expected anything, even a beating for having surpassed me in my investigation, but I never thought she would threaten to quit. If Rebeca resigns, my father will probably stop talking to me for a long time. Something about her is pleasing to my father. And even leaving my father out of this, Rebeca holds a very important position in the company. If she left, it would be an irreplaceable loss.

	Maybe I shouldn't have started this, but damn, it seemed like such a good idea. She could adopt that child, and I'd have the perfect wife and a little boy to raise as my own. The media would finally leave me alone. Clients and investors would see stability and maturity. Even my parents would be happy. But I'd ruined everything. The idea of my secretary—who'd gotten the wrong idea about us from the start—who believed we were a couple but were keeping our romance a secret, started with small comments like:

	-Miss Rodriguez specifically asked me to make sure you eat well. She's worried that you'll skip meals and then get sick from poor nutrition.

	Then other comments followed like:

	-They look great together.

	-They've all dressed in the same colors today. How romantic!

	-Sir, Miss Rebeca stopped by early. I'm sure she wanted to wish you good morning.

	One day he even came out with a comment like this.

	-I wonder when they start with children, light eyes like the father's and brown hair like the mother's, would they be beautiful.

	Then I received a call from my mother. She had seen the latest issue of "Rumor" magazine, which featured weekly gossip and women's highlights. This time, I was linked – again – to a celebrity model. There were a couple of photos of us leaving a well-known restaurant and another of us saying a loving goodbye. I must clarify that once again, it's not what it seems. And, like every week, my mother was giving me her lecture about how important it is to start a family, and that at my age, it's something I should already have.

	-Son, I know you're still young, and I don't argue with you, but you're about to turn 30, and then in the blink of an eye, you'll be 40, and then 50, and you'll realize you've wasted a large part of your life working and earning money that you'll have nowhere to spend. Don't dedicate yourself to accumulating wealth, dedicate yourself to accumulating priceless memories. Money comes and goes, but memories are something that will stay with you forever. 

	- Mother... 

	- Mom, how hard can it be to meet a serious, purposeful woman? You haven't even tried. I'll be 55 in a couple of months, and my son can't even give me grandchildren yet. All I ask for are grandchildren, not money, success, or recognition. I just want grandchildren. 

	- Well, my sister is doing a great job with that, her second child will be born at the end of April. 

	-Don't involve your sister in this, because it makes your fault worse. My little girl, whom you've been with for 5 years, already has two beautiful children and you still don't have any, and to improve your situation you insist on being single. I told your father to put a clause on your inheritance. - I grumbled from the other side of the line. 

	-That's not true, I've been dating... 

	- The brainless silicones they photograph you with every weekend don't count, son - she said angrily from the other end of the line 

	"At least let me finish. I've been seeing someone." I replied, resigned. 

	- Don't tell me she's the girl you appear with in the magazine, I didn't want to believe it, but... 

	- No mom, it's not her - at that moment everything my secretary had been babbling about for so many weeks came to mind - she's a quiet woman, very hard-working, she doesn't go out much and I think she's the one who knows me best. 

	-Oh... Really? 

	- Yes, mother – I tried to sound convincing. 

	- Son, that sounds wonderful, what's your name? 

	"Her name?" I tried to come up with names in my head but came up empty, until I saw a note on my desk: "Meet Rebecca at 5." "Rebeca, her name is Rebecca." 

	- When will I meet her? You must bring her home for Christmas. She likes children, right? How did you meet her? How long have you been together? Why haven't you told me about her before? 

	"Because we haven't finalized anything; we're not officially together yet, but maybe I'll have news for you soon. " I didn't think something so ambiguous could make my mother so happy, until I realized she'd assumed more than I'd wanted to say.

	- Oh Eduardo, you don't know how long I waited for you to say something like this. I know a very good wedding planner. I'll contact her by the end of the month. When you and your fiancée get home, we'll set a date and start getting everything ready. What flowers does your girlfriend like? What's her favorite color? Do they like chocolate or caramel? 

	- Mother... 

	"I'm so happy, son." A ringing sound came from the other end, and then my mother spoke again. "Oh, I forgot. The girls from the club have arrived. I'll call you later so you can tell me more about your fiancée. I love you, son." She hung up.

	- And now where was I going to get a fiancée? One named Rebecca, too. 

	It had occurred to me then that Rebeca was by far the perfect woman for me. She worked almost as hard as I did and, as far as I knew, was single. And if there was one thing I agreed with my secretary on, it was that no one knew me better than Rebeca. But I couldn't simply ask her to marry me without offering anything in return, and I knew money wasn't something she was interested in. That's how I ended up—unluckily—investigating a little bit about her life.

	He had barely had a day to discover as much as he could about her and what he could offer in return.

	It turned out that in four years I only knew the girl who worked at my company, but I didn't know anything beyond her. And I discovered a couple of interesting things: her parents live in a small town outside the city, she has a younger sister who recently graduated as a nurse, and she had an older brother who passed away about eight years ago. She graduated with excellent grades and worked all her college years. But what caught my attention the most was discovering that for the last two years, there were two days when she left 30 minutes early—something I'd already noticed, but it didn't matter much to me either because she's an excellent worker, and in her position, she could leave two hours early every day and still be so good at her job that it wouldn't affect her at all. But this time, I discovered that those 30 minutes were a pattern that repeated itself without fail every Tuesday and Thursday, so I made a few more inquiries and discovered that she used them to arrive at visiting hours for a small children's home that received resources and children from the government. It took me a full week to find out even a little bit of information about the boy Rebeca was visiting, but I took advantage of that week to observe the two of them. I didn't know what kind of relationship they shared, but they seemed very close, too bad she only got to see him a few hours a week. And then, before receiving the information I'd sought, I knew what I could give in return: if she married me, she would undoubtedly meet the conditions for adoption. Reading the boy's file, the information about Rebeca, and the times she had appealed for guardianship of little Tomas only served to confirm my idea.

	Then everything went to hell, I had made my points, but she had insisted that they were nothing more than superficial things and then I handed her my last letter, the folder that I had barely received an hour ago and that contained information about the child that Rebeca was visiting at the home, although I had kept the sheet that detailed the judicial history that there was for his guardianship for myself, because I hoped it would be useful to me in the future. And then everything happened very fast, I was furious, I had just learned a side of her that in four years I would never have imagined, but I did not let myself be intimidated, I saw her burn some papers and then her threat, despite having made it very clear that

	"It's not that I didn't trust you, but you've just crossed the line with what you've done. I could hand in my resignation and accuse you of harassment." At that moment, I realized how far I'd gone with this . "But I need the job as much as you need me here." I walked toward the door, but I'd already played all my cards and wasn't willing to lose.

	- If you marry me, you could finally adopt that child, you wouldn't just see him occasionally, you could live with him and take care of him properly . - She seemed to think more about my proposal then, like a good businessman, I knew it was time to put pressure on her. - You have these two weeks of vacation to think about it. - Everything in her tensed and she began to shiver. For a moment, I thought she was suffering from a panic attack or something like that. - Rebeca, are you okay? - I tried to approach her but she stopped me. She left my office and closed the door.

	And here we are, the biggest idiot trying to come up with a new plan, because I have to do something. Pip Amanda spoke through the communicator.

	-Mr. Redstone, Miss Rebecca just left two reports for you.

	-Please let her in.

	-I'm sorry sir, she left as quickly as she arrived.

	- Then bring them please.

	Pip was heard again 

	And then Amanda walked into my office with two folders in her hand, she seemed worried, she handed me the folders, but didn't leave immediately, I started reviewing the first one which was a status report on one of our oldest accounts, it wasn't very important to the company because it didn't generate a large profit margin, but it was one of the accounts my father had started and we continued to take care of it as we would with our most important accounts. Amanda meanwhile was still standing next to my desk, for a moment she opened her mouth and I waited for her to say something, but then she closed it again.

	-Say it- I said without taking my eyes off the report

	- Have you had a fight? – she said almost mortified, I didn’t answer her, I just twisted my face and it seemed that gave her the necessary impulse to say what she wanted to say. – Sir, you shouldn’t worry about the rookie, he’s just a child playing at being an adult and although Miss Rebeca hasn’t been with him for many years, it’s clear that she would never look at the rookie the way she sees you. – and there was my secretary again getting the wrong idea. – I’ve already spoken to him, I’ve warned him to maintain the boundaries with Miss Rebeca if he doesn’t want his stay here to be shorter than expected.

	"What rookie?" I raised an eyebrow. I didn't remember authorizing interns to join the company. The moment I said that, Amanda looked even more mortified. She let out a small squeal as she squeezed her eyes shut.

	- I messed up, didn't I?

	- Amanda, I don't know how many times I have to tell you that between Miss Rodriguez and me there is no relationship beyond the strictly professional – unfortunately I had screwed everything up.

	-I know you keep your relationship a secret, but sir, I'm your secretary and Miss Rebeca was my mentor. You don't need to pretend with me. I'm totally discreet about your personal life, I would never say anything that could affect you. - I raised an eyebrow, looking at her doubtfully. She had just threatened the rookie and then she says she's discreet. - He promised not to say a word in exchange for a date. - Her eyes widened, realizing she was revealing more information than she should have. - It's a date with me, of course, not with Miss Rebeca.

	-I've already told you that I have no relationship with her.

	"And I've already told him he should trust me more, but well, if he doesn't want to, I can't force him. If you don't offer him anything else, I'll leave." "You can't reason with this girl." "I hope you two make up soon; it's not good to be fighting. I could take her cookies from the corner store and a bouquet of flowers to apologize. Her favorites are chrysanthemums," I added before closing the door.

	I tried to ignore the latter and focus on my work. Although it took me longer than usual, I finally finished reviewing the reports. Everything was going perfectly; there were no errors, so I handed them to Amanda to file with the others. I checked a couple of emails and sent another one back. Among all my emails, one caught my attention. It was from my partner Javier, with whom we shared a hotel chain. He was in charge of the restaurants in each hotel, while I was in charge of general management. The email was basically about the land we were negotiating for our next hotel. It had a strategic location facing the sea, right in the city center. The idea was to build a restaurant on the first two floors, which would be the most important in the chain, and dedicate the third and fourth floors to a casino. The rest of the building would be luxury rooms. The email informed me that he had just reviewed the plans the architect had submitted a few days ago and was completely satisfied with them, so all that was left was to make a site visit before ordering construction. What better way to do this? I'd take advantage of a couple of days of vacation to make the field trip. I looked at the calendar and decided I'd travel Sunday night so I could be back early Wednesday. That would give me time to rest a bit and be at my parents' house early Thursday for the Christmas celebration. I checked the time and it was 6:50. My secretary hadn't left yet, so I took the opportunity to ask her to book my flights for the days I had planned.

	- Is that all, sir?

	- Yes, thanks

	At 7 o'clock sharp my efficient secretary appeared in my office announcing that it was time to leave.

	-See you tomorrow Amanda

	- See you tomorrow Mr. Redstone, remember what I told you - I looked at her strangely and she understood my unspoken question.

	- Cookies from the bakery on the corner and a white chrysanthemum.

	- See you tomorrow, Miss Duran - I replied, resigned to the fact that this girl still thought Rebeca was my girlfriend.

	I spent a while longer reviewing the plans they'd sent me, but I'd been trying to concentrate on them for over half an hour without achieving anything. Maybe Amanda was right, and the best way to fix things was to apologize, and my romantic secretary had already told me how.

	I closed my laptop and turned off the lights in my office. I was heading home early today. On the first floor, I ran into Osvaldo. He'd practically known me since I was a child. He's been with the company since my father started it. Despite our many offers to retire, he always refuses, arguing that he wouldn't know what to do at home. He's a very kind and warm man, although since becoming a widower, his eyes have become noticeably dim.

	-Good night Osvaldo

	"Good evening, Mr. Eduardo," she looked at me and then at her watch. "You're going home early today." She said, a little more cheerfully. "Who's that due to?"

	- No one in particular, just that I finished everything a little early today - I said smiling and patting her arm, sometimes I wonder if people would be surprised if we married Rebecca or if they would just say "It was about time!"

	I must admit I was always attracted to that woman. She was reserved with everyone, but she was always easy for me to read. Of course, seeing her so dedicated to her work, I assumed all I could feel for her was admiration. Admiration for the passion she puts into her work, admiration for the way she'd grown within the company, admiration for the way she did things, and for the way she always treated people with kindness and respect. Admiration every time she smiled, or every time she got upset with me and rolled her eyes, not knowing I'd seen her.

	Who knows, maybe all this time my secretary hasn't been so wrong, and what I thought was simple admiration is something more. Perhaps this can explain the warm feeling I get when I'm around her. "What am I thinking?" I murmured to myself. Everything I felt would be for nothing if I didn't fix things. Once again, I began to make a mental plan.

	MENTAL PLAN:

	1 Fix things up.

	2 Convince her to accept

	3 Explore my feelings for her.

	Although the last two didn't need to go in that exact order.

	 

	
5. ALL FOR MY SON.
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	1...2...3... Breathe

	1...2...3... Breathe

	1...2...3... Breathe

	I took a deep breath and ran my hands through my hair. It's been over seven years since I've had a panic attack, an anxiety attack, or whatever it was that's been happening to me.

	"If you marry me, you could finally adopt that child." I could finally adopt my child. As a child, I had hoped to marry someone I loved madly and that person would love me back. I thought I'd forgotten those stupid dreams by assuring myself that love doesn't last forever, that sooner or later it fades, so getting married was stupid because all you were doing was tying yourself down to someone and making yourself vulnerable around them. But then why is it so hard for me to accept a cold, totally rational proposal like the one Mr. Redstone had fired off? Why?

	 -Erick 

	I screamed in my head, but it wasn't like that. I knew it wasn't him, after all these years. Why would it be Erick? I tried to convince myself.

	As a child I had been in love, Erick was my first love, before Tomi and before the death of my brother, before all those things I was too open to everyone, I was easy to hurt, but he protected me and helped me become stronger, and he supported me. He and my brother were my drivers, even when my mother treated me so badly he was always there to make me smile and sit by my side in the field to listen to the river run for hours while we dreamed of a future together. I was barely a 10-year-old girl, but I knew that Erick - 11 years old - was the one I would marry and with whom I would have a beautiful family. We would ask the stork for two children, he would be a famous writer and I a famous singer, we would travel the world and have the most beautiful family of all. They were childhood dreams, but my dreams, after all, dreams that were my refuge for many years after he left. He said we'd meet when we were older to fulfill our dreams, and that he'd continue to protect me from everything and everyone. But even he couldn't have protected me from what came next. And then everything went downhill.

	Until my little Tomi arrived, he was my new driving force, and now I had the chance to give him a home. If I got married, I could adopt him; we could finally be together. Even if I couldn't give him a father beyond the papers, I would make sure he lacked nothing, I would make sure he was happy. If I got married, I would finally be with my son, and no one could stop me.

	After leaving my boss's office and going to the bathroom, I looked in the mirror. I hadn't cried, my makeup wasn't smeared, and my face wasn't a mess. That mirror was the "me" the world saw today: a determined, practical, and ambitious woman. Few people were able to read through me.

	"You're easy to read," he'd said, but I knew better. I'm not easy to read, I'm not vulnerable. But he'd managed to make me feel vulnerable too quickly, had inadvertently gotten to what matters most to me. He was dangerous to me. But it still seemed like my only chance after all this time.

	-Mom - I saw my son run up to me, I bent down with my arms outstretched to receive him.

	"Son," I hugged him, and he hugged me back, wrapping his arms around me. For a 6-year-old, my little boy wasn't very tall. But I'd read in a magazine that many children grow slowly until they're 13, which is when they start their growth spurts.

	-You've eaten everything today, right? - I looked at him, searching his eyes.

	- Yes mom - she hugged me again and separated from me - and I tell you - she looked at me with wide open eyes - today my aunt rewarded me for my homework, and do you remember my friend, I have a very large taradantula.

	- A tarantula?

	- Yes, very big, but I'm not scared.

	-Ah - I smiled - my boy is very brave - I tickled his tummy, and he laughed like crazy

	"Okay, Mom," he said, trying to get away. "Mom." I stopped tickling him, but he kept laughing. He ran his little hand over my face. "I love you so much, Mom." He smiled at me with one tooth missing, and then I knew, no matter how crazy it was, no matter how complicated it was, I would do anything for my son.

	"And I love you, my little one," I cupped his cheeks, making him look like a chick, "I love you so much more." We both smiled. "Okay, how about we go to the plaza before bedtime?"

	We walked around the park all afternoon and then, as always, we returned for dinner. I made sure my son ate everything and then went to put him to bed. My son's current home consisted of about 30 children, most of them the same age as my son, and some younger. Some received regular visitors, while others never visited. Generally, they were all good, very quiet children, although there were a couple of troublemakers who were more than a little annoying. But the aunts were loving to everyone. When they moved my son to this home, I never thought things would turn out so well.

	-Auntie, you'll read us a story today - a little toothless girl tugged on my jacket.

	"Sure, darling, go to your bed and I'll read to them," little Maria ran to her bed. For six months now, Maria has been asking me to read her a story before bed. At first, it was just the three of us, but then other children joined in. At some point, children would come from other rooms to listen to the stories. A week ago, we had finished reading The Chronicles of Narnia by C.S. Lewis, and I was still looking for another series to read to them. But in the meantime, I read short stories for children. Tonight, it was Tom Thumb's turn. The children were fascinated with the story. By the end, I said goodbye to them, and they went to sleep, while I went home.

	Time was passing so quickly and I really regretted not being able to spend as much time with my son as we could under more normal conditions, I had missed so much of him in these last 6 years, I couldn't be by his side when he had nightmares or serve him breakfast daily, even taking him to school was something I couldn't always do, many mothers have albums full of their memories and for me even that has been difficult, we spent so little time together that even the smallest second is spent only on him, there is no time for photographs.

	Morning arrived very quickly, and with it my chaotic routine. Since I arrived at the office, I'd been running from top to bottom, from one place to another. I didn't even have time to leave my things at the office when the finance department called me. Once things were sorted out, I ran into a woman from human resources who didn't let go of me until we'd finished reviewing each and every employee's files, all due to the surprise bonus. Finally, when I could breathe easy, it was lunchtime, and Amanda, as always, was standing in front of my office with a portion of lunch.

	"It's time for lunch, Miss Rebeca." She shook the portion as if it were a bell she wanted to ring. I approached her with my office keys in my hand.

	-Thank you very much, I think I'll eat here.

	-All right, I have a couple of things to do, so bon appetit- he handed me the food and disappeared down the hall. I opened my office and the first thing that caught my eye was a vase with a white chrysanthemum in it and a beautiful little bag with those cookies that I like so much along with a note " I'M SORRY" I took the note for a few minutes while I looked out the glass that overlooked a busy street where people barely looked like ants from the twentieth floor where my office was located, but the view distracted me while I weighed my ideas.

	"Get married," I said to the wind with a grimace on my face.

	I wasn't really a spinster with 40 cats in a nearly dilapidated house, it wasn't like at my age I no longer had a chance at finding a husband - I'll barely be 26, nowadays at my age it's normal to be single and alone, if you had saved yourself from a teenage pregnancy - it's just that after Erick, I hadn't reconsidered the romantic ideas of having a boyfriend, partner, fiancé, husband or whatever, I had simply focused on other things and I was okay with it, I have my son and I didn't need anything else - did I need it? - did I need it now? Or was this just a business agreement? - I shook my head and opened the last drawer of my desk to leave the cookies there, I left the chrysanthemum by the window.

	After lunch, I focused on some paperwork I needed to review, but the note was still on my desk in front of me, distracting me from my work. I didn't know whether to go talk to him or wait. I was debating what to do when my office phone rang. On the other end, Amanda's cheerful voice informed me that our boss wanted to see me in the office. I didn't wait long and headed over to talk to him. I knew what he wanted to talk about and I would get straight to the point. I arrived at his office and knocked on the door. I waited for him to let me in, and once inside, I gathered my courage.

	"I accept," my voice came out softer than I expected and he didn't seem to hear because he didn't look up from his papers.

	-I don't know why no one has told me about the new intern, maybe you can explain it to me - he looked up from his papers and seemed to notice something - sorry, what did you say?

	-That I, well this - I got nervous -

	-You're ner...

	-I accept-

	- ...viosa - Perhaps he hadn't heard again, he remained silent for a long time - Do you accept?

	- Yes, well, regarding the intern, you yourself gave the approval to admit one or two, but as always, you left me in charge of that. Since they're a good opportunity to admit young, ambitious people, I authorized them to come in. So far, we've only admitted one; his file is quite impressive. By Friday, I'll have his first report—everything had gone so fast I could barely breathe—if you want, I'll bring it to you and you can review it.

	- What? - I ask confused.

	- The intern's report

	- No, as you've already said, you're in charge. I trust your good judgment with...

	- Alfonso Guzmán.

	- Yes, yes with the same one.

	- Well, thanks - I said, brushing a lock of my hair behind my ear - Well, I'm leaving - I began to stealthily walk away, hoping to reach the door.

	- Wait, you've diverted the topic.

	- I haven't strayed from the topic - I said, stopping.

	- If you did it - I stated seriously - Could you repeat your answer to me? - he said smiling

	- I accept - I said, looking away from his smiling eyes, which was annoying.

	- Are you serious? -

	- This is the last time I'm repeating it, don't ask again if you don't want me to regret accepting this - he moved away a little from the desk, raising his hands in surrender.

	"Okay, woman," he said graciously, "but what a genius!" he mocked me. "And may I know what convinced you so quickly?" I asked carefully, testing the waters.

	- Yes, well you're the best option I've had so far and maybe, just maybe you were right yesterday - I began to move my hands - I don't know, maybe it seems like I haven't thought about it much, but I want my son with me and if I'm going to try, why not with you? We get along well, at least at work.

	"Are you sure?" I raised an eyebrow at her question. All this questioning would only make me back down, but for now I was still pretty determined.

	- Tomi is the most important thing I have, and I would do anything for my son - what sounded in my voice was absolute determination - Until now I have tried everything to have him by my side, and so far I have not achieved anything, if you are right about something it is that being married would ensure me - as long as he did not do anything to oppose it - that I will be able to adopt Tomi - I silenced my newly discovered doubt for later.

	- It's okay, Miss Rodriguez - I raised my hands in surrender, but the way she called me was like feeling a frozen gust of wind. Once again, I raised an eyebrow, but this time internally, I couldn't be so distant in my dealings with the man I was going to marry, right?

	- Rebecca - I mentioned, but he didn't seem to understand - you can call me Rebecca, don't take it the wrong way, but I don't think Miss Rodriguez will be much help in making us feel comfortable.

	- I guess you're right... Rebecca - he smiled - Then you should call me Eduardo too

	- It might be strange, but thank you - at least he wouldn't be closed off or unfriendly, I sighed, somewhat more relaxed and grateful.

	- So now we are officially engaged - he smiled at me.

	"What would your family think about you dating an employee?" I felt a little uncomfortable, but at least I should know what to expect.

	- You are more than just an employee in this company Rebeca, you are the general manager and a very important piece so I don't think my father will have a problem with me going out with you, besides, that old man really likes you - I calmed down - and my sister adores everyone so there will be no problem with her - he paused and I prepared myself for the worst, after all in all the movies the mothers-in-law are, right? - My mother will be happy if you like babies - I sighed - If what you're worried about is that they're snobs, you can rest assured because they're not at all, I hope that's not the image I've been giving you all these years - He frowned and for some reason he didn't seem as terrified as always, rather I found him cute?

	"You can be quite scary at times, and a real pain at other times with all your demands and bossy way of ordering people around," I said sincerely, "but you don't act like a snob."

	"So what's your concern?" "That they're as terrifying as my family," my conscience screamed. The situation of the last few years has led me to distance myself from my family, especially my mother. Truth be told, I hadn't seen them all year, except for a couple of calls from my dad to ask if I was still alive and to tell me that my sister had finally graduated, or that she'd started dating a doctor at the hospital. And the last call was almost four months ago.

	- Nothing, forget it - I said shaking my head, he didn't seem happy with my answer, but he let it go - I have a couple of things to check, you know emails to send, meetings to schedule - I said somewhat nervously.

	"You may go," he said, laughing. He was an idiot for laughing at me—again—and I was an idiot for needing to get out of his office.

	 

	
6. WE HAVE A DEAL.
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	"I'm getting married," I whispered to myself once Rebeca had left my office, and for the rest of the week I couldn't stop mulling the idea over in my mind. It wasn't that I was backing out—after all, I'd initiated the idea—but for some reason I couldn't stop feeling uneasy. The idea of getting married was one thing, and the actual act of doing it was another. Besides, if I got married, a lot of things would have to change. To be honest, I wasn't too happy about having to change many of my habits. For example, my nights out. I wouldn't be able to go to clubs like I'd been doing up until now, and I wouldn't be able to sleep with any hottie who crossed my path. More than bad, fidelity is a very important point for me. Even though our marriage is just an agreement of convenience, we both had to keep that in mind, at least out of mutual respect.

	Another thing I couldn't stop doing was blatantly staring at Miss Rodriguez—Rebeca, as she'd asked me to call her. The truth is, there's no better way to get to know a person than by observing them. It's not that I'm a stalker, it's just that this week a lot of things have changed, and I've learned to see things I hadn't before. Although I think my greatest revelation has been realizing I feel a certain attraction toward Rebeca, something I would never have discovered if it weren't for the need to clean up—or fix—my image.

	And speaking of the Queen of Rome, Rebecca had just walked into my office. Which seemed odd to me since we didn't have any meetings scheduled, so it could only mean one thing.

	"You've come to retract your statement," he raised an eyebrow, and for a moment she stopped her confident gait to blink in confusion.

	- No – I frown a little – We have a deal, don't tell me you already want to run away from responsibility – he mocked me.

	- Not at all, miss, a deal is a deal –

	- And that's what I want to talk to you about - all my attention was captured by her

	- I'm listening - I indicated to her to sit down and while I did so I gave her a quick scan, today she was wearing some rather loose pants, although as always - protocolarily - elegant, a blouse with a rather interesting neckline - V-shaped that looked really sophisticated on her, even if it was really sexy - and a jacket that matched the pants. To finish it off, a ponytail caught all her hair, I really preferred it loose, but it suited her anyway: softly lined eyes and her lips a dark pink that if I didn't know her I would think she had put a lot of effort into them, but the truth is that it was her natural lip color. I wasn't very sure if complimenting her on her looks would sound like stalker or an act of gallantry, so when in doubt I preferred to keep it to myself.

	-You see, we've already agreed on this crazy thing of getting married - I clarify - but I think we should have some rules, we can't do things foolishly and crazy.

	- I totally agree with what you propose.

	- Let's establish an equal number of conditions that will be like a clause in our deal; if either of us breaks any clause, the deal is over.

	-Very good

	-Okay, I'm going first number 1: You must promise that you will do everything so that I can adopt Tomi - his seriousness sometimes impressed me

	"Of course, I already told you that getting married is the best option for you because you'll meet the requirements for adoption. I'll even make my lawyers available to you if the situation requires it." She seemed to breathe more easily.

	- Thank you – she smiled slightly, but it was a really beautiful smile – very well number 2: Fidelity , you will have to stop frequenting those models with silicone in their brains, because if you are unfaithful to me, I will ask for a divorce.

	- I like that you're so territorial - I smiled confidently - but you can rest assured, most of the gossip that links me to those models is simply lies and the rest is exaggerations - I clarified - it's true that I'm a playboy, but I didn't associate with women in the eye of the press.

	- I guess I can rest easy knowing there won't be any gossip about us, or rather, about you being unfaithful to me.

	– Of course, the press lives for the spectacle, but I can assure you that when we're married, I won't be unfaithful to you. Also, when I'm a married man, I'll have to be an example to my children. – She seemed to swallow hard. – You blushed. – I smiled once more. Until now, I hadn't realized how funny this could all be. She cleared her throat before continuing.

	- Number 3: We'll keep everything a secret until we have a wedding date and have to announce it . Until then, only Tomi, you, and I will know about the marriage.

	- I have a small objection to that, my family will have to know everything and I don't think Amanda will forgive us for not telling her, technically she's our cupid - I said winking to make her blush once more.

	“Okay,” he agreed. “Your family, mine, and Amanda.”

	"Fair enough. When do you plan to tell your parents?" I asked, intrigued. I didn't know much about her parents, and she had a head start on me since she already knew mine.

	"Never, if possible," I grimaced, noticing how uncomfortable she felt with the topic of her parents. "By my family, I meant Tomi, it's just him and me. When we have a date, we can discuss the topic of my parents."

	- Shouldn't I ask your father for your hand, before we even start planning things?

	- I'm sure they'll understand - I then remembered that it's precisely his mother who is the main activist against the adoption of her son, who knows why? I suppose that's why she's distanced herself a bit from them, but they are still his parents and if we're going to start something it seems fair to me that sooner or later they'll be part of this too - Number 4: When we're married I'll continue working here as always . I don't want people to start saying that I married you for your money and who knows what other things they'll invent about me.

	- I don't live off what people say... - I cut myself off mid-sentence

	-But for me it is important, not for me, but for Tomi

	- I'm a modern man, I have no problem with you working, just as I have no problem if you decided to stay home to take care of our children - I smiled imagining a scene with her with two or three children around her playing in the garden of our house, the truth is that being a father excited me quite a bit, basically because I had seen very closely the stages of my little nephew who was currently about 3 years old and now the second was on the way. Then I thought later that sooner I would want to have children and play with them and now it might not take long to fulfill that, to start with, there would be Tomi, but then...

	"Do you have any other rules?" I decided to return from dreamland before Rebecca noticed I'd been flying around those parts for a while.

	"Just one more, number 5: We can't fight in front of our kids ." I smiled with satisfaction. At least I wasn't the only one already thinking about our children. Although judging by her surprised expression, I was sure she'd slipped into the word "our."

	"I think that's a very important point," I smiled. "I hope you're able to bite your tongue in front of our children when you're upset. And you can be sure that when we adopt Tomi, we'll see him as one of the many children we'll have." I could see her eyes filling with excitement, and for some reason, that caused a warm feeling in me—like happiness—even though it wasn't my own, it made me feel good too.

	-Thank you-

	-Very well, you have explained your points, now it is my turn. Number 1: You must allow me to get close to Tomi , if we are going to be together, I want him to see me as his father image. I will win his affection little by little, but I will need your support. – She just nodded, although she seemed to want to add something but then regretted it – Number 2: Fidelity , is something that I will also demand, you cannot be unfaithful to me.

	"I didn't know you were territorial," she mocked me as I had mocked her before. "But don't worry, fidelity is very important to me. I would never cheat on you."

	- Number 3: I want children, and lots of them – her face looked genuinely surprised by that statement – don't be scared, we don't have to leave right away, after all, practice makes perfect – she blushed beautifully again – on the other hand, there are my parents who are eager for the family to grow with even more grandchildren and the truth is that lately, looking at my nephew and my sister's pregnancy, I've discovered that I would like to be a father. But for that, I would have to start by finding a wife.

	"Tomi has often asked me if I'll ever have a little brother. I suppose he'll be the most enthusiastic." I was a little self-conscious about the subject, but I assumed she'd agree. I still had a lot of questions about Tomi, but she seemed a little reluctant to talk yet.

	- I hope that one day you will have the confidence to tell me more about your son - I knew what he meant, he wanted to know how it all happened

	- Me too

	– Number 4: We will get married with separate property , don't take it the wrong way, but it's better for you and me if it's that way.

	- That's good, I think it's fair and necessary. What's your next rule?

	- Number 5: I'm a traditional man, and for me, marriage is a bond that will unite us forever . At least it was that way with my parents, and that's what I expect from my marriage. So no matter what happens, you can be clear that I won't let you leave me. – She knew me well enough to know that I'm a demanding and demanding person, but she reciprocated in kind.

	"Maybe we're moving too fast, what if after we're married we discover that our relationship isn't going to work out?" I couldn't be the only one drawn to this, and his hesitation somehow felt annoyingly hurtful.

	- And what if after we get married we discover that we are what we need all our lives - I replied quickly, not that I was a romantic, but the words that came out seemed to make an impression on her, her expression told me so, but as always the stubborn young lady had something more to add.

	- It's a romantic way of looking at things, but be realistic.

	- I propose something to you – I wanted her to not let herself be carried away by fear and at least try, just like I was doing, for the first time I was seriously considering the subject of romance, love and all those things that women loved so much and it turns out I wasn't as immune as I thought, at least with her I'm not – We'll live these three weeks until the new year as if we were a real couple, we'll get to know each other a little more, we could go on a couple of dates, I don't know, what a couple would normally do and we'll see how things turn out, after these weeks if you feel that our relationship isn't going to work then we'll forget everything and continue with our lives as if this never happened.

	- Things will never be as if nothing happened.

	- We are good at hiding things, at least with most of them - we were both aware that we knew each other well enough that hiding things from each other was harder than with the rest.

	- Okay – he held out his hand – Is it a deal?

	- We have a deal - I squeezed her hand and winked at her, immediately her colors that had been so present in our conversation, reappeared

	"Idiot," I muttered, knowing that I was making her blush, but I managed to hear her.

	“Miss, that’s no way to treat your fiancé,” I dramatized a little, getting much closer to her until I was only millimeters from her face. I saw surprise and anxiety welling up in her eyes. She was waiting for me to kiss her, and honestly, I didn’t lack the desire. I licked my lips, but it was more fun to make her angry. “You have a lint on your eyelashes,” I pretended to pick at an imaginary lint while I watched her slowly burn with fury. I quickly moved away before the temptation became greater and I ended up kissing her for real. After all, she had doubts about whether this would work, so I would make this adorable little know-it-all regret her words and swallow all her doubts.

	 

	
7. TOGETHER FOREVER, I PROMISE

	 
 

	 Cardigan  

	
 

	- Good morning - a little voice crooned as she jumped on my bed - wake up mommy, wake up, wake up - I kept my eyes closed for a while longer, pretending to be asleep but my little one just kept jumping on the bed until...

	- Ah! - I growled loudly as if I were a monster - Who dares to wake me up?

	- Me - he answers proudly, standing as if he were a superhero puffing out his chest.

	I quickly threw him down with a hug and we both lay on the bed. I hugged him, keeping him still while I showered him with kisses all over his little head.

	- Come on, Mom - she dragged her voice, complaining.

	- What's wrong? - I let go of him a little. - Are you too big to be pampered? - He turned to look at me and then I poked him with my finger, tickling him. - Why don't you want to be pampered? Huh? - He just laughed, until a moment when his cheeks turned red and I thought he was having trouble breathing, I stopped and we both stared at each other, I was attentive to his cheeks and the way he was breathing and he seemed to be exploring something on my face, he brought his finger to my nose and then what he said broke my heart.

	"I wish it would always be like this, and to live together forever," he said dreamily, and my heart sank. That was what I wanted most too, but unfortunately we couldn't. We were both aware of the facts, but I tried to make him see the bright side of our situation. On the farm—as we called our home—I was able to spend time with other children, and although I couldn't always be with him, I called him daily and was in constant communication with the aunts who cared for them.

	But sharing a couple of days a week isn't the same as living together forever, and my son realized this. Eduardo's plan made more sense than ever at this moment. And if I'd had doubts in moments like this until now, I was even more certain that my decision—our decision—was the right one. I would get married and be able to legally adopt my son, and then no one would be able to separate us.

	-You wish to live with me forever, wouldn't you leave me for anything? -

	- Not at all - he nodded

	- Would you be by my side forever? - I raised an eyebrow.

	- Together forever, I promise - he replied very confidently and my chest swelled with emotion.

	- And to go to the bathroom?

	- But mom, that's not what I mean - he put his hands to his head in frustration while I laughed at him.

	- And you would always wake me up like this?

	- Always - I pronounce adorably wrong.

	- Well, I don't want to - I frowned

	- Then no - he quickly corrected himself, then let out a mischievous smile - instead, I can scratch your face without waking you up.

	- I'd wake up before you did.

	- Then you could depress me too.

	- And then I would scratch your face - I grabbed her cheeks with my hand and squeezed them like a chick.

	- No - he argued, then escaped from my grasp, then jumped again.

	"Tomi, stop," I said, laughing because his jumping was making me bounce a little on the mattress. I tried to catch him, but the slippery one slipped away. I tried two more attempts without success, until on my third attempt I managed to knock him down, and he fell on top of me, crushing me.

	- Ah! - I complained - I'm crushed to death - I opened my arms to complain - I'm crushed to death, I'm drowning - I let out a breath as I closed my eyes.

	- Mommy - I felt him get up and stand next to me - don't move mommy - I tried to move and then put his ear to my chest to listen to my heartbeat. He looked at me again and when he saw that I wasn't moving he started tickling my neck, and I couldn't help but move helplessly, after all tickling was my weak spot - I saved you - he shouted hugging me and then left lots of kisses on my cheeks.

	Our Saturdays were usually like this, the only day we could really spend together was that one and we really made the most of it.

	I was making some breakfast while Tomi was watching me sitting at the breakfast table. I was a little worried about him; ever since I woke up, his cheeks had been red and he looked a little feverish. He insisted he was fine and wouldn't take his temperature. Instead, we made a deal: if I made pancakes for breakfast, he'd take his own.

	I already had a couple of tortillas ready to fill when a little hand appeared pinching the food, I gently hit it with the paddle to scare it.

	"Not yet," I scolded him and he hid his hand with an adorable mischievous smile.

	- Can I fill them in? -

	- Of course love, I'll give you the treat - I walked to the refrigerator to get the treat and some milk when suddenly I heard my son complaining

	- Ah... - I turned to look at him and saw how he put his hand to his stomach - Mommy... - He couldn't finish what he wanted to say when he vomited everything he could hold in his stomach, immediately his tears gathered in his eyes and began to make their way down his cheeks. I quickly picked him up in my arms and ran with him to the bathroom, I sat next to him in front of the toilet in case he needed to continue vomiting out whatever was wrong with him, I stroked his back trying to calm him down while he continued sobbing. It was almost like a reflex action and I totally understood why it used to happen to me as a child too. I could see him trying to hold back a gag reflex, but in the end he couldn't hold it back and gave in to once again see him vomit his stomach up this time in the toilet.

	At times he cried and at times he vomited, until there was nothing left in his stomach, his tears continuing to flow in torrents. We didn't leave the bathroom; instead, I sat him on my lap and rocked him gently while I waited for him to calm down. I felt him slowly relax, but he still sobbed at times.

	Yesterday, when I went to pick him up at the farm, the aunt in charge told me he hadn't been feeling well and that it was possibly a virus going around the house and that several children had been falling ill. So I paid special attention to him all afternoon. However, up until the time I put him to bed and even this morning, he had been quite cheerful. Until now.

	-I'm sorry - I heard my little one's muffled voice -

	- It's okay, honey - I stroked his head and he watched me attentively - Is that all? - He shook his head slightly - Then let's get cleaned up - I left him in the tub with warm water while I went to get his clothes. When I came back he looked down, he wasn't playing with the water like he usually would, I sat on the edge of the tub and stroked his soft hair-

	- What's up, my love? -

	- Aren't we going to Grandma Aida's house anymore?

	- Not today - I gave him a smile to encourage him - we'll stay home and rest, but if you feel okay for tomorrow then we'll go - it wasn't the answer he wanted to hear, but at least he was a little more encouraged by the possibility.

	Tomi had been insisting on going to Grandma's house for a couple of weeks and had managed to avoid it until yesterday when he finally gave in.

	Grandma's house was my little one's favorite place, not my parents' house but the house of Adelaida, my mother's mother and my grandmother.

	When I found Tomi that night, the first place I thought of taking him was Aida's house - I couldn't take him to my house because my mother would probably make me leave him at the police station and leave him to his own devices so I decided that Grandma's house was the perfect place for my little one - From the first time Grandma saw him, she loved him like her true great-grandson and supported me every step of the way, at first I had no idea what to do with a baby, I had his birth certificate and a letter signed by his mother where she left him in my care - or gave it to whoever found him - so the day after I found him, Aida convinced me to go to a police station to file a statement and show proof that the baby had been abandoned. With her support and the backing of my father's well-known last name in town, the police authorized me to take care of the baby until I found the mother - a better fate than leaving a baby in the hands of social services.

	Aida helped me take care of a little baby whose real mother had named Tomi. I had no idea of the immense amount of care a baby could need, but there was Aida.

	When I had to potty train him I panicked, I didn't know how to potty train a boy, everything would have been easier if it had been her, but Aida downplayed it and scolded me for being a coward. From that day on I never again doubted how to act with my son, Aida had told me "Listen silly girl, even though that little one is not your blood son, he has become your son and you must trust that your maternal instincts will guide you, don't panic out of fear again and just learn to listen to them." He had laughed at me when he found me curled up in the kitchen the first night Tomi had the flu, I had been terrified to see him feverish and coughing without being able to do anything more than give him the medicine and lie down next to him until I saw him sleep, I felt frustrated and sad and had started to cry in the kitchen, when he saw me on the kitchen floor he sat on the small daybed laughing at me while he poured himself some tea "Children are always going to get sick, it's their body's way of getting stronger, if you're going to be like that in every painting he presents then you better prepare yourself for when he brings a girlfriend - he laughed as if it were the best joke - those are the worst kind of viruses.

	When mom found out about Tomi, two months after finding him, she let it go thinking it was just a charity case and when I got tired of it I would leave him in a home - at that time grandma advised me to let her be happy with whatever she wanted to believe - but as time went by and Tomi was still in my life she began to show more and more reluctance towards my little one, then when she found out I wanted to process the paperwork to officially make Tomi my son, she made her first attack and managed to get social services to annul my temporary guardianship - then Tomi arrived at a home near the town, but the place didn't treat the children well and when I went to see him on visiting days I began to notice that Tomi looked scared and nervous - that day I hated my mother, I claimed to her for acting the way she had and that by wanting to ruin my life she was ruining the life of an innocent, I was so angry with them that that day I made the decision to leave the house. I took the few things that truly belonged to me, like my guitar—a gift from my dear brother—and a couple of important books, as well as some clothes, and arrived at Aida's house a mess. The poor old woman also looked more depressed since Tomi had been taken away. Her hair had completely whitened and her face had abruptly become marked by age. I began investigating and managed to gather enough evidence to have the home inspected. Exactly 12 days later, the news broke that the home would be closed immediately and the children would be left with temporary guardians until they were relocated. Tomi returned to live with us, but it took months to get him back to being the happy child he had been. I appealed once again for guardianship of my little one, based on his condition after having been in a home where he was physically abused. The judge finally granted me an indefinite guardianship, but then once again my mother intervened, and based on the depressive state she had once been in - after the death of my brother - she managed to get the judge to reverse her decision and send my son back to a home, this time a home in the capital. By then, I had started college and following my son, I had moved to the capital, where I shared an apartment with two other girls with whom I studied the same degree. I would stop by after classes and be with him for hours, arriving late to the dormitory only to leave early the next day and be in class, then home, then back to the dormitory, and so on until the weekend when I would disappear all day doing things around the house. There were days when I didn't sleep because I had to study a little and then continue with my routine and my roommates began to notice that I was tired and stressed. Even though they warned me not to exhaust my body like that, I didn't listen to them and continued with my routine. I even managed to get them to give me some weekends with my son, which I spent in the apartment with the girls who called themselves his aunts and supported me a lot when I tried to dispute their custody.

	Until one day after two weeks of exams and my third attempt to obtain guardianship of my son had failed again against my mother, I fainted in the street to wake up in a white hospital room, luckily I had agreed to meet with Laura - one of my roommates - and when she saw that I didn't arrive, worried, she called my cell phone, a paramedic answered who had taken my things so when I woke up she was with me, she had spent the night in the hospital waiting for me to wake up and had been talking to the doctors who had treated me. A while after waking up, my friends from college arrived to check that I was okay, I remember crying with emotion at feeling so much affection from them, the boys had hugged me and told me that I would recover soon.

	The girls went out to talk to the doctor who had treated me while the boys were with me, they were far away but I could see their expressions of concern, when the boys became my friends - knowing my situation with my parents - they took charge of the procedures, explaining to the doctors that my parents lived in another city and could not come, once at home they scolded me for having neglected my health so much that I had ended up in the hospital and they explained to me what the doctors had told them and of course they took the opportunity to scold me once again "you have a severe case of malnutrition and stress, if you continue like this you will end up in the hospital again, possibly with some chronic illness. How do you plan to take care of Tomi if you are sick?"

	Aida eventually found out - from my friends - that I had ended up in the hospital and immediately took a bus. By the afternoon, she was standing in front of my door with her suitcases in hand, or rather, in those of a poor boy.

	"What are you doing here, Grandma?" I was genuinely surprised to see the old fart standing in front of my door, as if it were just a visitor. Behind it was a boy about my age, carrying a bunch of suitcases, including a cot.

	- I've come to take care of my useless granddaughter, come in boy - she addressed the boy - leave your things in the back room - my grandmother indicated to the poor guy who came in with everything and disappeared down the hallway - what example will you set for Tomi if you don't take care of your health properly, and if my witch of a daughter finds out you've been hospitalized she'll only give her one more weapon to use against you, don't be irresponsible silly little girl - she had taken over the kitchen by the time the boy appeared again - if you marry this boy you could adopt Tomi and no judge would deny you, the aforementioned had blushed violently and stammered something that I couldn't understand.

	- I'm sorry, she's usually so annoying all the time - I put my hand on her shoulder - How much do I owe you?

	- A date - my grandmother interrupted the embarrassed boy -

	- Grandma - I complained - stop bothering him - I turned around to look at him once - seriously, how much did the old lady bribe you with? To bring her suitcases - the poor guy couldn't find anywhere to hide and with all the confidence he could muster, he sighed before answering

	- Your grandmother is telling the truth - I paused for a moment as I nodded - she offered me a date with you, she said you would accept if she brought her bags here.

	It turned out the guy had a wedding to attend and had invented a girlfriend so his cousins would stop bothering him about his utter failure with the opposite sex. So, what he needed was a date who would act like his girlfriend and not rat him out. The celebration was full of laughter and warm greetings. I actually had a good time, and I didn't have to do much to get on the good side of his parents. We ended up as friends—but that's a different story altogether.

	Grandma stayed in the apartment with the girls and me for almost six months, during which time I was forced to sleep on a cot or on the couch. She was happy to be near Tomi again and visited him daily. Finally, when she was sure my health was better and she was no longer burdening me, she grabbed her bags and left without warning.

	Time passed and I tried two more times to get guardianship of my son, both times the judges ruled in favor of my mother, I constantly visited my grandmother, who due to her age was no longer in the same health as years ago, by then I was starting my internship and was paid enough to get an apartment, so I brought Aida to live with me and she with her endless contacts got us a really beautiful apartment - which is where I lived today - the girls at first were upset that I was leaving them, but eventually they understood the situation with Aida and accepted it. Aida on the other hand was upset that I was forcing her to live with me, but I needed to take care of her, and the best way was to have her close. To cheer her up a bit, I managed to spend the weekends with Tomi so the old woman could be with him too.

	Unfortunately, no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't stop time from passing and Aida from getting older and older, although her pride would never allow her to show that she needed more and more help to do everyday things. Tomi loved spending time with Grandma, and the old woman seemed to only soften toward him. We spent a couple of years living that way, until one day when I was ready to go to work, Aida wasn't in the kitchen as usual, preparing something for breakfast and complaining about how little she had in the refrigerator. When I went to check on her in her room, she was lying in bed, but no matter how much I talked to her, she didn't respond. I went over to wake her and felt her so cold that I immediately knew what had happened.

	I remember crying like never before that day. When the paramedics arrived, they found me lying next to her bed, crying. Unfortunately, there wasn't much they could do. The hardest part was telling Tomi that Aida had died. I tried to compose myself as much as possible by the time I got back to the farm.

	- What's wrong, Mommy? - I caressed my face - Let's go see Aida - I tried to keep my tears under control for my son and answer

	- Son, Aida... went on a trip.

	- How about a trip? She didn't say goodbye to me - I complain.

	- Son - I took his little hands and entangled them with mine - you know how that old fart is, he doesn't tell anyone what he's going to do - I smiled - he didn't say goodbye to me either.

	- And when will he come back? I want to show him my new drawing -

	- I don't think she'll come back from this trip - he was worried - it's too far, she went to heaven

	- To heaven? - her eyes opened wide - Mom, she... - her little eyes filled with tears, my little one was no fool - she... - he had understood what happened to Aida, some time later I found out that the old woman had already prepared him for his death - that cunning old woman - had told Tomi that when people get very old it's because they're finishing their life cycle and they've done everything they had to do, so God takes them away to make room for someone else. When that day came, we wouldn't have to miss her because she had done everything she had to do, although we could always remember her - those words were what Aida had told my little one and he told me. Fulfilling what his grandmother had told him, what my son did most was remember the old woman.

	A month after the burial, a lawyer called me; he was an old friend of Aida's. It turns out that that very bold old woman left a will, in which she stipulated that the sole and absolute heirs of everything were me and my children - my mother who was next to me during the reading of the will was seething with fury knowing that her mother had left her nothing - when I heard that from the lawyer, I was expecting nothing more than the old house in the village, but once again that old woman showed her cunning by also leaving the apartment where I live - half paid for - and a modest investment - which wasn't very modest - in the will she expressed that both houses were for me and I could use them as I pleased, while the money in shares of different companies was for my son and his studies, while he was a minor it was up to me to continue investing them, but once he came of age they would be at her complete disposal - grandmother had always said that real estate was the best investment she could make, so she made sure I had one - or two -

	I've never done anything with that house; it's been there for two years. I rarely go to the town where I grew up, and when I'm there, all I want to do is get as far away from my parents as possible so I don't have to put up with their complaints about me, so without realizing it, I've taken a preventative measure of not going. But Tomi is something else; he loves that house because it's the last thing he remembers from the time we lived together and from Grandma Adela. Since I'd do anything for my son, we agreed to go some weekends and spend time fixing it up.

	The doorbell rang, startling me awake. I'd fallen asleep next to Tomi after getting him out of the tub and cleaning the kitchen. I tried not to wake him and went to open the door.

	"They're coming," I shouted as I slid across the floor as I reached the end of the hallway. I almost hit a wall, but I skillfully avoided it and opened the door.

	"Woman, how long are you taking?" said the irritated "redhead" behind the door, carrying supermarket bags and other shopping bags.

	- Sorry Lau, I was sleeping.

	- Woman, it's like two in the afternoon and you're sleeping - he scolded me as he entered with all his cargo.

	- Aunt - shouted my little one who came running from the hallway and just like me he slid a little before reaching the door and throwing himself at Lau who was waiting for him with open arms.

	- How is my favorite nephew? - I hug him.

	
 

	- I threw up today - he replied when he walked away from Lau - but now that you're here I feel much better - he said with a shy smile and there he was ladies and gentlemen my son was a real heartbreaker, he shook his head as he watched Lau melt at Tomi's words.

	- Hey, my nephew is a very strong boy, isn't he? - I said, squeezing his cheeks - I guess we'll leave the trip for another weekend -

	- It will have to be - I shrugged

	- Unfortunately I won't be able to accompany you until after the new year, you know I'll take advantage of the holidays to see my parents, they could come too.

	- Thanks, but I'm not sure how long they'll let me be with Tomi this year - we walked to the couch and threw ourselves down on it.

	- Aunt, do you have a boyfriend yet? - We both looked at Tomi with wide eyes.

	- Why do you ask that my love? - I smiled at him.

	- Because the other day I heard them talking about Aunt Lau's boyfriend

	- The other day? - Lau suddenly laughed out loud -

	- Now I remember - she continued laughing - we weren't talking about my boyfriend Tomi, but about the boyfriend of that actress who appeared in a romantic movie - then I remembered, Lau had arrived with a magazine where a famous actress appeared on the arm of her boyfriend and Lau had asked where she could order a boyfriend like that because she wanted him for herself.

	- So you don't have a boyfriend?

	- Nope, nothing at all - Lau denied - but why do you ask?

	- The other day a boy came to play with one of my friends from the farm and they seemed very entertained, when I asked him who he was, he told me he was his cousin - she explained - since I didn't know what a cousin was I had to ask him too, then he told me he was his uncle's son - I understood where Tomi wanted to go - so aunt, if you have a boyfriend he will be my uncle and his son will be my cousin and we can play - Lau was a little blushing and I could only laugh, my son wanted a big family with lots of cousins to play with.

	- And what about a little brother? - Lau smiled, and I glared at her.

	- Mom says that with me she has more than enough, so now I just have to wait for lots of cousins to play with.

	- Honey, I think you'll have to wait a long time, at least with me - I sigh.

	- I'll have to think of a new plan - he crossed his arms thoughtfully, and I mocked him.

	- You're quite the old boy.
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	She stood there in front of the entire committee as usual, as if nothing had happened after avoiding me all day yesterday. We had agreed not to be formal in our dealings, and I kept to it, but she insisted on remaining distant and curt, and that bothered me immensely.

	-So, miss, you mean I'm completely forgetting to consider such an important point as the customer segment this brand covers - I let my annoyance speak for itself.

	- No, Mr. Redstone, - I replied, annoyed. - What I said was that the studies are still being carried out. The reason they haven't been completed is because we started working on this brand just a week ago, and even if we had the surveys ready, their analysis takes a long time, but...

	"Unacceptable," I slammed my hand on the table, and Beca looked startled. Then I realized I might have overdone it a bit with my demands. I was annoyed with her, but her work, as always, was impeccable. Unfortunately, I'd gone too far with my annoyance, but I wasn't going to stop there. "Excuses only make things worse, miss," I muttered, annoyed.

	- Well then, Mr. Redstone. I'd like you to do your part and review the application folders I give you immediately instead of leaving them lying around like you always do, as it slows down my work.

	"Are you saying I'm not doing my job?" Rebeca was a tough woman who wouldn't back down from anyone, and that only encouraged me even more to continue my annoyance. "For your information, I have more matters to attend to than just the ones you're giving me."

	- But sir, the excuse only makes the fault worse - she mocked, and was about to retort when my father intervened.

	- Okay, time out - she stood up from the table, capturing everyone's attention - we'll take a break from this meeting. Amanda, please join everyone for a coffee and a bite to eat outside - my kind secretary just nodded and indicated to everyone that there was a coffee waiting outside.

	- You two, to the office now - my father indicated when only Rebeca and I were left.

	I saw my brother-in-law who was part of the group looking at me like I was in serious trouble, and I think I really was in trouble.

	My father walked firmly in front of us and I entered my office first, Rebeca looked at me with some annoyance and concern and then entered, here I was going to be scolded once again by my father.

	"Their behavior is unacceptable. They've behaved like two children fighting over a toy. What's wrong with them?" I watched as Rebeca bit her lip as she tried to hold back the blame. "Nothing?" She looked at us both expectantly. "Seriously, now be quiet." She raised her arms and then let out a tired sigh, leaving the atmosphere tense.

	- I'm sorry Gregorio, my way of acting was wrong, it won't happen again - Rebeca's voice cut through the atmosphere, but apparently it wasn't enough because my father was still waiting, I sighed.

	"Okay," I looked at the woman in front of me. "I'm sorry, Rebecca. I shouldn't have been so unreasonably demanding at that meeting. In front of all those people who might be judging our actions."

	- Stop behaving like a child, you know very well that public opinion can often be the trigger that detonates...

	- Problems - I finished, knowing his silly speech by heart, I rolled my eyes - very well, if we're done here, then let's go back to the meeting, the others must be waiting.

	"I," he emphasized, "am finished here, but you will not leave this office until you have finished the analysis you were discussing at the meeting." We were both about to retort with something, but my father stopped us. "I'm not asking you," he said in his tone that doesn't allow for a retort, question, or doubt. We both tensed up, and he left the office.

	- Well I guess we'll have to get to work - I shrugged sitting down at my desk

	- Idiot - I heard Rebecca mutter in front of me, her fists clenched - why did you do that?

	- Wow, you finally spoke to me - I replied mockingly

	- Don't change the subject

	- Okay - I clasped my hands on my desk - I did it because I'm upset with you.

	- With me?

	- Yes - I got up from my desk and approached her - you've been deliberately avoiding me and frankly I expected more mature behavior from the one who will be my wife - I was millimeters away from her lips to kiss her, but then she hit me - Ah! - I moaned in pain, the woman had hit my balls with her knee.

	- Oh no, sorry - she brought both hands to her mouth, stifling a small squeal - it was a reflex action.

	- Is hitting your boyfriend when you're about to kiss him a reflex action?

	- No, hitting people who invade my personal space like that is my reflex action -

	- Poor man who crosses you, right?

	- Hahaha very funny - she looked at me annoyed

	- Well, I would appreciate it if you avoided the impulse to hit me. What would people say if they saw you hitting your fiancé? - I dramatized a little - they would probably get a very bad impression of us.

	- We'd better start with that analysis before I feel the urge to throw you out the window.

	We worked for almost 4 hours on the analysis, and even then there were points we had to skip if we wanted to finish before lunchtime. She had barely spoken to me, just enough.

	-We're finally done- I sighed, leaning back in my chair trying to relax the atmosphere, I saw her look at her watch.

	- Yes, I'm starving - I saw her relax in the chair and then I remembered my previous plan that I could never carry out.

	- I'm inviting you to lunch - I smiled at him - What kind of food do you like? -

	- Seriously - she looked at me with distrust and although I wanted to defend myself she kept quiet - a couple of hours ago you looked like a... - she stopped thinking better about what she wanted to say

	- I already told you I was upset by your attitude

	- Well, not everyone revolves around you, if you - he emphasized the "you" while pointing at me with his finger - are upset, fix it - he dragged his hair back as he always did, sweeping it with his fingers.

	- I've already fixed it and now I'm inviting you to lunch.

	- No, thank you - she got up from her chair and headed to the door ready to leave.

	- What? - I quickly stood up and stood in front of the door, preventing her from opening it. - Why not?

	"I'm mad at you," she frowned. "Let me out," she demanded.

	- Come on, it's just lunch.

	"I'm meeting a friend." Her cheeks flushed, and I couldn't help but smile. Liar, I knew it wasn't true, but I decided to play along.

	- Then what's the problem, she can also join our lunch - she snorted annoyed

	- Get out of the door or I'll scream - And now who was the childish one? I looked at her with both eyebrows raised and moved away from the door.

	- Fine - I raised both hands surrendering, I saw her move the knob, but it wouldn't open, I struggled a little more, but nothing.

	- It's not funny - she turned around annoyed

	- That? -

	- You locked the door -

	"I didn't do that. Don't blame me if you can't open a simple door." I approached the damn door. "Excuse me," I said, looking down at her just to annoy her a little more. There was something adorable about her expression when she was upset. She rolled her eyes and moved away from the door. I turned the lock, but it was stuck. I struggled a little more, but nothing.

	- It can't be - I muttered to myself - This has to be a joke - I shook my head wondering how my father had come up with the idea of going so far.

	- Well? - Rebecca was so upset that she couldn't see what was happening - you're not even capable of opening a simple door.

	- It's locked.

	- I already know that, I want you to take off the safety.

	- I wasn't the one who put it there and I can't take it down either.

	- What?! - I breathe harder, turning around nervously.

	- You're not claustrophobic, are you? -

	- No - I clarify.

	- Okay, then no problem - I walked to my desk, called my secretary and had her open the door.

	 Pip, pip, pip... 

	- It's not here.

	"Of course not. It's lunchtime. We'll have to wait until later." She threw herself down on the long sofa in my office. And I saw her worried about something.

	- What's happening?

	- I left my cell phone at the office

	- So what?

	- How do I tell Lau I won't be home for lunch? - So it was true? - What?

	- Nothing

	- Nothing? You look at me like I have no life other than work. You really thought I was lying. - And then, for the first time that day, she smiled at me.

	- Yes - I confessed somewhat embarrassed

	"Will this make you go back on our deal?" I thought about it for a few seconds, and she looked surprised. "Are you really an egomaniac?" She quickly got up from the chair.

	- That? -

	- Do you expect my life to be reduced to this company and you if we were to get married? - her words surprised me and now I understood why she looked upset, again.

	- No... I mean, I wouldn't mind if you did it - I provoked her - but our children and families will also be there and well, I don't know... - she stopped me

	- You're a... - then I couldn't help but burst out laughing

	- I can't believe you actually believe that about me - I said, still laughing at her - Do you really think I'm an idiot of that level?

	- I... - although she tried to hide it, she was confused.

	- Listen woman, I'm not an idiot who thinks the world revolves around him - I approached her, invading her personal space - Do you understand that? - I swallow hard and then nod - Stop thinking so badly of me, you're the bad guy here, the kicker.

	She sat back down on the couch, it was clear she was looking to get her square meter back, although I expected us to continue arguing, that didn't happen, she was just silent and her silence was starting to make me impatient, until finally a whisper came from her lips.

	"Sorry," it was barely audible, but I still managed to catch it.

	- Excuse me, did you say something? - She rolled her eyes in annoyance. What a mania this woman has.

	- Sorry, fine - she said somewhat exasperated

	- Strange way to apologize -

	- You're just infuriating - I crossed my arms and raised an eyebrow, I was supposed to be trying to apologize - I'm on the defensive with you, okay?

	- Because?

	- Why? Is this not enough for you? All of this - he pointed at both of us - is strange.

	- Do you want to retract?

	- No, I think we've made it pretty clear that neither of us will back out of the agreement - I nodded in agreement - but that doesn't mean it's not strange.

	"Did I do something to make you feel insecure?" "Whatever it was, I could fix it."

	- No - he stood up again to pace around my office - I mean, you’re my boss and we’ve been working together for a couple of years but I feel like I don’t know anything about you, and you don’t know anything about me and yet we’re going to do this crazy thing that we don’t know what will come out of it and you seem so calm about it as if it were the most normal thing in life to agree to get married for common interests that I feel like something must be wrong with me and I feel one hundred percent intimate with you, when you invade my personal space like that or you’re near me, it’s like… - he stopped his accelerated chatter to breathe a little - like I was back in school when boys bullied me and I needed to take refuge in my brother, except now it’s just me - the moment he finished and took one more breath, his face reddened - God, I shouldn’t have said that - he complained covering his face with both hands - how embarrassing, forget it will you.

	- No, for the first time you are honest with me - I approached her and took her hand - you don't have to be embarrassed with me, I may bark a little, but I don't bite - she found my comment funny because she smiled, although thinking about it - unless you want - she rolled her eyes

	- Silly - she smiled even more, and I felt like hugging her, but I didn't know how to do it or if she would be upset if I invaded her private space again, but then she took the first step and hugged me, taking me by surprise.

	"What's this?" I wrapped my arms around her, happy that she didn't move away. I was starting to like this more than I should have.

	- It's my first step - I rest her head on my shoulder - please don't ruin it - I whisper, although I wasn't sure if I was saying it to her or to me, anyway, I answered

	"I won't do it, you idiot," I heard her laugh, but then something clicked between us and I wasn't sure if it was her gut or mine.

	- How embarrassing - he said without leaving me - I'm really hungry - he laughed again.

	"I have something that might take away your hunger," I said insinuatingly and she hit my shoulder.

	- What? - I smiled innocently, as I separated from her - you're a dirty minded girl, you know it - I went to the drawer of my desk where I had kept a bag of those cookies that she likes so much, I had bought them yesterday hoping to give them to her throughout the day, but she had escaped on each occasion, at least now they would work - Here - I threw the bag to her

	- Oh! - he was surprised, but managed to catch her - Are you thinking of seducing me with cookies? - he smiled

	- Caught - I joked

	- Well, it will take many more than just these to achieve it.

	- Consider it done - I winked at her and she looked away blushing, concentrating completely on the bag of cookies.

	It took almost two hours for Amanda to speak to us, and when she did, her voice was painted with a tone of panic that was uncharacteristic of her.

	- What do you mean my father took both keys?

	- Well, your father wanted you to clear up your misunderstandings, so he locked you in. To make sure you didn't leave early, he took your keys too, but he forgot to leave them with me. He just called and said he's home and asked me to mail them urgently.

	- Amanda, get us out of here - I spoke to her angrily

	- I'm sorry sir, we just have to wait for the keys to arrive, in the meantime you can make up, it's not good for lovers to fight -

	- Amanda - I raised my voice a little more annoyed

	"I'll do what I can," was the response of the poor woman who had panicked and then abruptly cut off the communication.

	"You have to be kidding," Rebecca's face was somewhat pale. "Can't we just force the plate open?"

	"Sorry, but no," I said with a grimace. "It's a rather special door. If you force it or try anything, it'll trigger an alarm. It can only be opened with a special key, and now my father has both keys over 600 kilometers away."

	"And a locksmith?" I shook my head. "And break down the door," I tried again.

	- This is the door to the company's CEO's office. My computer and those filing cabinets contain millions of pieces of information, databases, and passwords. The best technology has been invested in making this room impenetrable.

	"Why didn't you lock us in my office instead?" He ran his hand through his hair, his nervous expression making itself felt once again.

	"We just have to wait," I shrugged, accepting the situation.

	"Eduardo," she looked at me seriously. "I can't stay locked up here. Today is visiting day at my son's home. If I don't go, they'll worry." I saw her approach the door with a hairpin in her hand. I didn't have time to stop her when she tried to force the door open with that little thing. And then everything got worse. The door clicked, indicating it had locked. A small alarm came to my phone a second before it went off, just like everything else in the office.

	- That?

	- You activated the security system, woman. I told you the room was impenetrable.

	- You said nothing can open it, you didn't say it turns into a bunker when you try - she complains somewhat hysterically

	- You could have called them and let them know, I don't think we'll be leaving before midnight.

	- No, I don't have my cell phone here, and I don't remember the number by heart.

	- By mail then - she thought for a few seconds - but you won't be able to do anything now, all the technology inside the room has been blocked by the system and only someone with the key can turn it off.

	- Next time please be more explicit about the consequences.

	- How was I supposed to know you would try to force yourself on her with that hair thing? - I complained.

	- And how could I have imagined that technology could go so far - he replied.

	- We could ask Amanda to get your cell phone - but she took out the keys she had in her jacket pocket.

	- It's locked - I wave them in front of me

	An hour passed, then another and another. Rebecca was desperate with the situation, to top it all off, we couldn't communicate with Amanda unless we shouted through the door.

	-Don Eduardo, it's 8 o'clock, all the staff is leaving and your father has said that he can't send the keys yet, it seems he will take a flight personally at 10 o'clock - his voice was barely heard

	- Thank you Amanda, you may leave.

	- I'm so sorry - I heard her again - have a good night - she said goodbye.

	Rebecca was sitting with me on the floor, leaning against the impenetrable door

	-I'm sorry about this - I confessed -

	- It's okay - he pouted and then frowned - it could have been worse - I raised my eyebrows thinking of a worse situation - we could have gotten trapped in a refrigerator.
 

	- Sure, that's a pretty common situation.

	- The only problem is that today I was supposed to see my son, and here we are.

	- Tell me about him - she looked at me surprised - sooner or later I'll have to meet him, I'd like to know what he's like.

	She smiled. It was one of those smiles that soap operas would describe as "lighting up the room with her smile." The kind that reaches your eyes and touches your heart. Once again, that warm feeling was there. She began to tell me about her son, detailing everything.

	-A sweet smile, a very happy boy, although sometimes he is an old and grumpy boy. He loves comics, his favorite character is Hulk and he freaks out every time a Marvel movie is released, he has a best friend at home and they are truly inseparable - Those were just some of the things she told me about her son, at some point her eyes began to close and she fell asleep leaning on my shoulder, without waking her up I took her in my arms and laid her down on the couch, which for my convenience was quite wide so I also lay down on it, next to her. It was strange how nervous I felt in these moments having her so close, I moved a lock of hair from her face to observe her better and she stirred a little, I was about to fall, so I had to get closer to her. The darkness of the room was not enough of an obstacle to prevent me from appreciating how beautiful she was sleeping. I felt lucky to have the chance to wake up next to her, for the rest of our lives - if things work out - he smiles - of course they would, I would take care of that.

	At some point in my ramblings, I ended up falling asleep on the couch next to her, locked in my office.
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	The light filtered through the window announcing that a new day was arriving.

	And here I was, waking up for the first time next to a man, not that I could easily ignore him, Eduardo's arm kept me trapped between the back of the chair and his -quite toned- chest.

	- What am I thinking? - I shouted to myself, barely daring to breathe so as not to wake him up. We were face to face and I could see his calm face as he continued sleeping. He didn't look like the terrible boss he could be sometimes. He was more like an image that transmitted warmth and tranquility to my chest.

	I'd never slept with a man before - well, to be honest, I had, but sleeping with my brother after watching a horror movie that made me believe the shadows were coming for me doesn't count - I'd never woken up with one I had a "romantic" relationship with - I don't know if you can even call it that, but anyway - it's not like I'd ever had a boyfriend before either.

	-Damn- I muttered, I needed to silence my thoughts for a few seconds, I felt him move a little more, and to avoid falling off the couch he got even closer to me -please- as if I hadn’t had enough with everything before, now I was definitely glued to him and I could feel his breath on my cheeks and if I put my ear to his chest I could hear his heartbeat. Was it normal that he could also hear mine? -Calm down- I said to myself, it couldn’t be that terrible, right, after all I was supposed to marry him, the man who had me trapped here, with his arm holding my waist - it wasn’t a big deal, it was just the furthest I had ever gone.

	No matter how hard I tried to get out of his embrace without waking him up, it was impossible, as if he were an iron statue. I tried once more, but all I managed to do was wake him up. “ How embarrassing! ” my cowardly side screamed, and as I watched him move to open his eyes, I reflexively closed mine and pretended to be asleep. “ Play dumb and just fake dementia ,” I repeated to myself like a mantra.

	I felt him move beside me but he didn't move away from me, I couldn't risk opening my eyes so I just waited, I could wait all day if necessary, he was very calm, I still felt his chest close to me and his steady breathing on my cheek, for the first time I realized where his other arm was, he must have been asleep serving as my pillow all night, he moved the firm arm that had kept me prisoner and ran his hand over my face, removing some strands of hair from it, I expected him to move away from my side when he saw how terrible I must look like I'd just woken up but instead he stayed by my side and to my surprise I noticed how slowly he got even closer to me - This has to be a joke right? He must have noticed I'm awake and was hoping to laugh a little at... - I didn't even manage to finish what I was thinking when Eduardo joined his lips with mine - A KISS! - and not just any kiss, it was my first.

	He kept his lips pressed against mine for what seemed like an eternity. What was I supposed to do? Usually in soap operas I read that when someone kissed you, you were supposed to kiss back, but how the hell do you do that? They didn't explain it very well, they just said... no, that wasn't the time or place to follow a kiss. I was supposed to be asleep, so I had to stick to my role.

	I felt him slowly walk away and my cheeks burned like never before - Stick to your role, just stick to your role 

	"I know you're awake," I felt him laugh, and this time it wasn't just my cheeks that burned, it was my whole face. I opened my eyes wide and only made his smile bigger.

	-And why did you kiss me then? - I said annoyed, very annoyed.

	- You have an incredibly childish expression when you're angry, you know that? - I tried to push away from him so hard that I ended up throwing him off the couch. I swear I didn't want to do it, but I was pissed off and I'd already screwed up, so I just got up and ran to lock myself in the bathroom of his office.

	"Come on, Rebecca," I heard him knock on the door, but I managed to lock it before he could try to open it. I leaned against the sink and crossed my arms. He was an idiot. Why had he kissed me? I felt him struggle with the door for a while longer, until he gave up, and I was able to sigh in relief.

	I looked at myself in the giant mirror that covered the entire wall where the sink was leaning, my hair was a mess like every morning, I tried to fix it but it was so tangled that I couldn't even run my hand through it - at least I wasn't drooling while I was sleeping - I checked my face just in case, but nothing, since I was in the bathroom and I didn't want to go out and confront the idiot, I took advantage of washing my face to look more awake, I looked through the things Eduardo had and found a toothbrush and toothpaste, I put the toothbrush aside because it was obviously his, but I used the toothpaste as a mouthwash, at least I wouldn't have such amazing breath. At that moment a thought crossed my mind - He had kissed me, breath and all - it was a tremendous embarrassment, I mean I was no longer a naive teenager, I didn't expect my first kiss to be in a romantic scene like the beach or an afternoon after a concert, but this was completely far from anything I had imagined, I bet I looked horrible and he still kissed me, he kissed me, I mean Eduardo - my future husband, by a mutually beneficial agreement - kissed me.

	- Okay, okay, calm down - I paced back and forth - it was just a simple kiss, the fact that it was my first doesn't mean anything to him because he doesn't know and I bet he used to kiss other women a lot - a thought that I found strangely annoying, but I didn't delve into it further. I focused again on my reflection, at least it wasn't so terrible anymore, the light makeup I usually wear was gone, but it wasn't bad at all without it. My hair on the other hand was a different story. I tried to fix it with a little water, but finally I gave up, rinsing it all in a limp tomato - Much better like this - I said to myself in front of the mirror, until I heard a click and then the door opened - Hey - I complained.

	"What? You can't kiss me and then lock yourself in the bathroom upset," she smirked as she shrugged.

	- It was you who kissed me - I buried my accusing finger in his chest - and while I was sleeping.

	- While you were pretending to be asleep - he corrected me, embarrassing me incredibly for his mockery

	"You're an idiot," I rubbed it in his face and he just laughed.

	- Don't be so melodramatic, it's not like it was your first kiss - red covered my entire face while he crossed his arms, I tried to quickly hide my embarrassment by turning my back on him, but I wasn't fast enough for him to not notice - Wait - I tried to turn away, but I resisted - that was your first kiss - it wasn't a question, it was a statement that I couldn't deny, but I could hide.

	- What does that matter? - I turned to face him and he raised both eyebrows.

	- You really don't care? -

	- No -

	"So why are you so upset?" The question took me by surprise, and for the next few seconds, I didn't know how to respond. I wasn't upset about the kiss—it would pass sooner or later. But then, why was I upset?

	- I don't know, you make me nervous - he looked surprised and annoyed?

	- I thought we had made progress yesterday.

	- Yes, we did, or maybe not so much, I don't know - I tried to sweep my hair, finding the bun - Do you want to give me a break? - I left the bathroom because the space seemed simply too small for the two of us and the office was much larger, he followed me

	- Don't run away when we're talking.

	"I'm not running away," he raised an eyebrow as he approached me and I automatically stepped back, squinting at him, and forcing myself not to move when he approached me again.

	- Stop being so defensive. - He leaned closer. - We're on the same side. Remember? - He leaned closer again. - Yes, we were on the same side, and that was the side of convenience. - I wanted to say it, but for some reason it didn't feel right. - Besides, I think... - He brought his hand to my cheek with a soft caress while removing some rebellious strands and I saw him swallow hard, although I tried to hide it. - I think...

	- I'm so sorry - Gregorio's voice echoed in the room as the door opened allowing us to see him alongside Amanda who seemed quite worried. I quickly moved away from Eduardo as if he were lava that you shouldn't touch or you'll get burned. He gave me a dirty look but didn't comment on it because his father was standing in front of us.

	"Saved by the bell," I murmured before Gregor reached us.

	- Rebecca, I'm sorry you had to spend the night here - he looked sorry

	- And what about me? - Eduardo frowned as he crossed his arms.

	- Okay, I'll leave - I said with a polite smile as I headed for the door

	- Rebecca - Eduardo's voice stopped me - We haven't finished talking

	- Later - I said, getting out of the situation for the moment and leaving Eduardo arguing with his father about his archaic methods.

	The first thing I did when I entered my office was grab my cell phone and with the little battery left, I called La Granja. It took 5 rings before anyone answered.

	"Good morning, La Granja Children's Home. Who would you like to speak to?" I heard Anita's voice on the phone.

	- Hello Anita, is my son there?

	- Rebecca - she said surprised - What happened yesterday that you didn't come? Tomi got very worried and wanted to go home with you. He made a big fuss and only Maira managed to calm him down. - I put my hand on my heart. My little one must have been very scared. In all these years, he had never missed a visiting day.

	"Are you at school?" The computer clock read nine.

	- Yes, he was a bit clever to go, but once Maira convinced him - he owed that little girl a gift, she was a sweetheart.

	- It's okay if I pick you both up from school, I couldn't go yesterday because I was stuck in the office, I just got out - I excused myself

	- Oh, Rebecca, remember not to push yourself too hard - she sounded worried

	- Thank you for your concern, you can rest easy.

	- I'll send you the authorization signed by the director in a little while. Remember to bring it later when you arrive with the children.

	- Thank you - I said excitedly, at La Granja they always supported me and helped me as much as possible and I was so grateful to them.

	I sorted out what I had to do for today. Gregorio had said I could go home, which was great, but I had responsibilities to fulfill and I couldn't just leave. I preferred to be at the office.

	"Excuse me," Amanda stood in the doorway, a shopping bag in her hand.

	- Come in Amanda - I smiled at her

	- I figured you weren't going home, so I brought you this - she handed me the bag and I took it, in it was a change of clothes, pretty nice.

	- Thanks, you shouldn't have bothered - I smiled at him

	- Don Eduardo authorized me

	- I think I'll take a shower downstairs, thanks again - The great thing about working for a company as big as this one is that they care about the health of their employees and that's why they installed a gym a couple of floors down, of course I never used it because I was too lazy to exercise, but the gym showers at this moment seemed like the best idea in life to me - Yes, that's what I need.

	- Don Eduardo knows you so well - she said dreamily as she pulled out another bag from behind her - I'll take care of this for you - I took the bag and this time it wasn't clothes that were in it, but some toiletries like soap and a towel for the shower - he asked me the same for himself

	- Where did you get it so quickly?

	- From the pharmacy a few blocks away - that made perfect sense, I smiled at him

	- Thank you, you're a sweetheart - she blushed and then said excuse me to leave.

	I hurried out with both bags, but when I was about to get to the elevator, I saw Eduardo heading there too, and for some silly reason, I felt the need to hide. At the time, it didn't seem like a big deal, but while I was in the shower, I thought about why I had avoided him. I was so distracted that I applied soap to my hair instead of shampoo, and as I was getting out, I almost slipped on the water that had fallen outside. I dressed as quickly as I could and then combed my hair a little in front of the mirror. My hair was somewhat unruly, but at least it smelled clean. Finally, I concluded that the only reason I could be avoiding him was because of the kiss. It must have affected me more than I'm capable of acknowledging, but it wouldn't make that much of a difference to me. If it was the kiss, sooner or later I would have to get over it, and so it wouldn't complicate things too much.

	But the morning progressed and every time I left my office I was on the alert, I was about to run into him in the cafeteria, but I managed to evade him, and then since he never appeared next to the photocopy machine, when it's usually Amanda who takes care of that, I pretended to be very busy checking a paper and walked past there to lock myself in the women's bathroom.

	For some reason, I imagined him coming into the bathroom demanding an explanation, but that didn't happen. I shook my head and then peeked out, checking to see if there were any monkeys on the shore.

	Finally, lunchtime arrived and miraculously I had escaped every time I ran into him. I hoped my luck would be with me the rest of the day, but for now I would take a break and go pick up my little one from his school. I told Amanda I would be back in a couple of hours.

	I could see many children running here and there, some were with their parents and others were getting on the school bus. I was standing next to the bus that I knew was taking my son to La Granja. Finally, among all the children, I could see Maira, my son's little best friend. When she saw me, she ran up to me and hugged me.

	-Auntie, are you okay? - She looked at me happily. - I knew it, I told Tom, but he didn't listen to me and got into trouble for trying to escape from school.

	- What the what?

	- She's with the principal now - she said, pulling my hand and running with me after her - she doesn't want to talk to anyone - she seemed angry - not even with me - she finally added and I understood why.

	-Calm down, honey - I gave her a loving squeeze - it just hasn't been her day.

	I knocked on the principal's door and waited for her to come in . Upon entering, I saw my son sitting with a sullen face in front of the principal. He looked up and seemed surprised.

	-Mom - he got up and ran to me

	- Miss Rodriguez - the director spoke scathingly

	- Good afternoon, director - I wrapped my arms around my son and Maira, somewhat scared, approached me.

	- Please take a seat - Tomi and Maira followed me, I sat down and they stood behind me.

	- Tomas has been behaving very badly today - I didn't like his serious face and that annoying expression, for the first time I understood why so many parents didn't like him.

	- I'm sorry about that, I had problems at work yesterday and couldn't get home, he was just worried about me - I said, making excuses, but the lady didn't seem to care.

	- Maybe those problems will make her reconsider whether she is truly qualified to adopt Tomas, or if it is simply still a whim on her part - Oh no, she didn't just say that, my inner voice shouted , how dare she? I looked at her sternly, then turned to the children, giving them a sweet smile - Why don't you go outside and play, I'll catch you in a few minutes - I winked at them and they both nodded, I waited for both of them to go outside before I got carried away, I was about to become a case of spontaneous combustion if I didn't let my annoyance out, I slammed the table hard as I stood up.

	- How dare you say something like that, much less in front of Tomi - she seethed with fury - of course I am fully capable of adopting him, you are not one to judge that - the woman looked at me somewhat surprised, but she was not intimidated.

	- Well, it's gone pretty badly on every attempt - BOOM something inside me exploded

	- Listen to me carefully, you bitter old woman. I'm sick of people who judge without knowing. You'd better mind your job and stop interfering in other people's lives. Do you hear me? In the two years he's been at this school, my son has never complained about the teachers, his classmates, or anyone else. If he behaved the way he did today, it was because he was worried about me. Your job in these cases is to inform the home since you don't consider me your guardian, even though I've attended all the meetings and other things just like a guardian does, and at home they've informed you of the situation. You had no reason to keep MY son here, nor speak to me in the careless way you did. Do I make myself clear? - I slammed the table once more and the bitter principal jumped in her seat. - I want my son’s file ready for a school transfer in my mail this afternoon. - I grabbed my things and headed to the door before smiling coldly at her. I remembered those smiles Eduardo gives to his competitors when we’re fighting over a contract, that cold, calculating smile, I remembered it and imitated it just like he did. - You’ll hear from my lawyer. - I opened the door to find two little heads leaning against the door. Little rascals both pretended not to. - Come on kids. - I hung the giant satchel I was carrying over my shoulder and held out my hand to both of them. Each of us took one and we walked away from the bitter principal and her school.

	On the way to La Granja , we passed a park, and both of them asked me to stay there for a while. They were so insistent that I finally agreed. An hour later, they were both exhausted, sitting next to me on one of the park benches, eating ice cream. Tomi was more thoughtful than usual, and I was about to ask him what was wrong when he beat me to it.

	"Mommy, what's a treat?" I asked without looking up from my ice cream. I thought of that old witch and rage flooded me.

	- It's something you want a lot, but after a while it ends up boring you - the next question seemed to scare him

	- Am I a whim for you? - I look into my eyes needing an answer

	- Tom - Maira scolded him

	- Never - I looked into his eyes, hoping that if he doubted me at least he would find what he needed in my eyes, but he looked back down at his ice cream.

	- So why didn't you come yesterday? - he complained.

	- I got stuck in the office and couldn't get out until you were already at school - he quickly looked up in surprise

	- Really? - I just nodded. - And why didn't you knock? - I smiled remembering how when I tried to unlock the door with a hairpin, the lights and everything had gone out.

	- If I told you, you wouldn't believe me - I laughed

	- Yes, I would - he quickly said.

	- Okay - I got up from the bench - I'll tell you on the way to The Farm - they both got up and walked beside me while I told them the incredible story of how I was trapped with my boss in the bulletproof office - of course I omitted how we woke up today, my son didn't need to know that.

	"AH!" I shouted, exasperated. I'd been buried in an accounting report that didn't add up for over an hour. According to the file, whoever had reviewed it had approved the accounts, so everything in it should have, but it didn't. It wasn't the first time something hadn't added up the first time, but I usually solved it. However, this one couldn't be solved. It was a bigger problem because I'd already reviewed the numbers so many times that I probably knew them by heart. Someone had messed up this report and they'd used virtual numbers to cover up the theft. Whoever reviewed it probably didn't notice, or maybe they were the ones who did. Although that would be totally ridiculous because they'd be the prime suspect, or maybe I was just being paranoid. I'd have to take the case to Eduardo. I grabbed everything and headed to his office, walking past Amanda who smiled at me like always, I got to the door and was about to knock when something stopped me, my heart was beating fast and I could feel it in my throat, my palms were clammy, but what was happening to me? I wondered to myself, for a moment I thought it could be a panic attack, but that wasn't because it usually takes my breath away and I realized what was happening when I was lying on the floor looking for some air.

	I didn't have any more time to think, because Eduardo's office door opened and I was standing in front of it.

	-You've been avoiding me again- he accused me as he pulled me towards his office. I looked at Amanda who was giving me a thumbs up. Really?

	-No, I... - he looked at me waiting for me to deny it - it's okay, if I was doing it

	- Again - I emphasize - can I know why? - I didn't even know myself, I bit my lip to avoid saying that.

	- I didn't come here to talk about that, I need you to review this report with me - I left it on the desk - something isn't right with it and it worries me.

	- We will, but not now I have to leave urgently - I look at his watch again - is it okay if we check it tomorrow? - I just nodded surprised by his question that usually would be an order - Fine - he smiled at me - see you tomorrow - He approached me and before I could react he was kissing me AGAIN! My mind screamed, I tried to get away from him, but he wrapped one arm around his waist and with the other he caught my neck, I felt him bite my lip and I opened my mouth to complain, but it wasn't a good idea because he took advantage of that to deepen the kiss, he really knows how to kiss was my last coherent thought before launching myself in an attempt to continue the kiss, I gently bit his lips, I don't know why I just got carried away, he smiled and then explored the edge of mine with his tongue. I don't know how much time we spent like that only that at some point he moved away from me enough to look at his watch.

	"It's really urgent," he frowned, and I just nodded, not understanding much. "I'll see you tomorrow." He kissed me briefly and then ran out of his office, leaving me in the middle of it, still confused.

	"He kissed me," I murmured, bringing a hand to my lips. "He kissed me again." I didn't know whether to get angry and throw a tantrum or jump up and down with excitement. I had just discovered why I had felt the need to avoid him all day. It wasn't because of the kiss, it was because I liked his kiss, I liked it a lot, and... Now what did I do?
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	- What are you doing? - I whispered

	- I'm hiding - I whisper back, without looking

	- Who are we hiding from? –

	- From my idiot boss - The brunette in front of me still hadn't turned to see who was talking to her.

	- And why are you hiding from him?

	- Because it's a nuisance in the - Rebeca turned around annoyed - Butt - she finished in a whisper, which I managed to hear so I raised an eyebrow.

	- Miss Rodriguez, if you're done playing, I have some reports I'd like us to review together - I spoke with the most professional and calm voice I had.

	This little rascal was avoiding me again. I'd seen her hiding behind the copy machine when she saw me leaving my office. I'd turned around to approach her from another part of the office so she wouldn't notice. And now I'd just made up an excuse to force her to be near me. I mentally applauded myself for my cleverness, remembering that she'd come in yesterday afternoon asking for help with a report.

	I walked into my office with her shuffling behind me, sat down on my desk and threw the folder onto it, clasping my hands in a serious pose.

	-Are you thinking of backing down again? - She sighed and looked at me badly.

	- No – I raised an eyebrow and she crossed her arms – maybe just go slower.

	"Slower?" Rebecca nodded. "And how exactly do you plan to do it? By avoiding me?"

	- No, just once in a while, I mean... - she tangled up in her own words - You know, you're just distracting me, you said you wanted to review a couple of reports together - shields up I thought looking at her so defensively, I brought my already cold coffee to my mouth, I guess we'll have a lot of work ahead of us - Let's just do it and then you'll let me have my way with this - she blurted out as if it were nothing and I choked on my coffee, was it only me who misunderstood? - Are you okay? - I cleared my throat

	- Yes, we're just going to do our job - I cleared my throat - just that and that's it - I cleared my throat again moving some papers, she raised both eyebrows surprised blushing

	- Seriously, taking my words out of context like that?

	- Woman, you mixed up the topics. What did you want to go through my mind? - I excused myself.

	- Men – she rolled her eyes and sat down in front of me – Okay, let's get to work – she emphasized the word work and opened the folder she herself had brought the day before.

	"Look, this report seems to match the bank statement, but when I entered it into my spreadsheet, things didn't add up. So I checked it a couple of times, but it was always the same. Someone inflated the report data or modified the statement because it didn't match my spreadsheet." I quickly read the report and compared some numbers. I did some quick calculations, and something was really off.

	- You know this is very serious, right?

	- Yes, that's why I came with you - I looked at the papers in front of me a little more. How had this happened?

	- Do you have your form? –

	- Yes, it’s in the board of directors’ shared folder – I opened the files on my computer and looked for the shared folder, all the board members – management, department managers and shareholders – had access to it – The folder that says GG Rebeca – she told me and I followed the path until I reached the spreadsheet, I opened it, read a few details and then closed it again – Have you worked with anyone else on this? – I asked seriously and she denied it, so I closed the file and deleted it

	- What have you done? - she said, upset, while checking that there was no trace of him in the shared folder. - Eduardo, that took me months and I had compiled a lot of information that is not copy and paste. - she massaged her temple, trying to control her breathing. - I didn't even have a copy on my laptop, damn it.

	- Even better – my tone was low surprising myself, but she was the most surprised

	"What do you mean?" He looked at me suspiciously, and I could only shake my head at the accusations his mind was making. "It doesn't make sense."

	- This isn't a game, you just discovered that someone is stealing from the company, and that document in the shared folder, in a file that bears your name, was compromising you -

	- You mean you deleted work that took me months, if not a whole year, just to protect myself from a simple virtual number thief? - Her face was red with fury. Didn't she understand?

	- Yeah -

	"Why?" I demand. "Are you planning on leaving this as it is?"

	- No, of course not. You've uncovered one case, but we could have many others that have been kept low-profile. I won't take any risks and will bring in someone outside to investigate.

	- What? Why not me? - She looked at me, offended for not considering her, and I couldn't help my impulse; I slammed my fist on the table in annoyance.

	- I already told you it's dangerous, damn it – she looked at me annoyed – why do you have to be so stubborn about everything?

	- Because you'll bring in someone from outside who knows nothing. If this has happened more than once, it will take years to know what it takes to uncover it, and even worse, it could continue to happen without us realizing it. It's better than someone who really knows the company to investigate the issue. It wouldn't be difficult to recognize patterns if we dedicated ourselves to it. - The woman had her point, but it was still dangerous.

	- If we start investigating, we could alert whoever did this—look at the date on the document—this was a month ago, we haven't had any layoffs or resignations in that time, which means whoever did it is still around. Possibly looking for a new opportunity.

	- Even better - she said - if we report that a robbery investigation is underway, whoever did it will try to flee.

	- You're letting yourself get carried away by the emotion of the moment - I denied - desperate people do desperate things, things you can't predict, we'll take this calmly and quietly.

	- I don't agree – I place both hands firmly on my desk.

	- I know you're not – I sighed – that's why Rebeca, I want you away from this – my tone was firm – if you do something, if I realize that you've investigated on your own – I paused a bit, I needed her to understand that she couldn't interfere – consider yourself fired – her surprised face was nothing compared to the look of hatred and annoyance she gave me afterwards before leaving my office slamming the door –

	"This woman is going to give me gray hair before my time," I rubbed my face, just hoping that the discomfort wouldn't last too long. In the meantime, I had to call someone to take charge of the investigation, and I knew perfectly well who it would be.

	Four hours after our conversation in the office, Rebeca was no longer avoiding me, instead she was shooting daggers at me with her eyes every time our gazes met. I didn't understand why she was upset; I was protecting her, and besides, investigating wasn't her job.

	-I come in peace - I approached her who was standing in the doorway of her office

	-I don't have time, I'm on my way out - he completely ignored my presence

	-Don't worry, it won't take you long - Rebeca closed the door of her office as she walked firmly towards the elevator without taking into account my words, but I followed her - Let's have a date - I took out the chrysanthemum that I was hiding behind my back

	"What about you?" she seemed surprised, looking around for any signs of the coast. "I can't. I don't have time."

	- Let's just have lunch together - I shrugged - Where would you like to?

	- No – she still seemed upset, but she seemed a little annoyed – No, thank you – she made a small face, but then her expression returned to its usual self.

	"Why not?" My suspicious tone was noticeable, so I tried to cover it up with a "We still have a lot to talk about."

	"It's almost Christmas, and the two weeks the company is taking off have unleashed chaos everywhere. And to top it all off, you're not helping much. You're distracted while all your work falls on me, and I have so much workload. I don't have time to go to lunch." Her voice rose with each word until she suddenly realized it. "I... I'm sorry, today has been a stressful day." She continued her annoying walk to the elevator.

	But if she thought this was the end, she was very wrong. I followed her and once I took her hand I pulled her to the elevator.

	-Amanda, we'll go to lunch, we'll be back in a few hours - she nodded - take care of everything until then - she smiled totally delighted when she saw my grip on Rebeca's hand.

	"Enjoy your meal," he said, "and dessert," he winked at Rebeca, who, despite her annoyance, understood the meaning of his words and turned as red as a tomato. The elevator doors opened, and he pushed Rebeca inside. I punched into the parking lot and waited for the doors to close.

	-You've suddenly become very nervous - Rebeca seemed to react only then, she pulled her hand, separating herself from me. I felt like I had lost something more than just the hand of the girl next to me, but I didn't have much time to analyze things because Rebeca started scolding me.

	-I told you I didn't have time for lunch today, why did you do that? I'm mad at you for not trusting me and I asked you to go slower, plus we agreed to do things in secret until we had a date and you grab my hand and drag me out of the office to have lunch with you. What if someone saw us? What if...? - I left the sentence unfinished when I heard the " Ding" but we still hadn't reached the parking lot, the doors opened revealing a brown-haired boy with a big smile who entered the elevator, idiot.

	-Hello Miss Rebeca – my hands formed fists and who was this? He dialed the lobby and then turned back to Rebeca – You look beautiful today – the aforementioned limited herself to forcing a cordial smile and I smiled to myself when I saw the distance she put between herself and the jerk. That's my girl. 

	-Good afternoon Alfonso, how is the internship going?

	"Pretty good, thanks for asking," I cleared my throat, ready to reappear. It was time to stake out my territory, but Rebecca was quicker.

	- Alfonso, meet Mr. Redstone – the poor boy was more than surprised by my presence there – Mr. Redstone, this is Alfonso, the intern who is working in the accounting area.

	"It's a pleasure to meet you, sir. I'm a big fan of your work with the hotel chain you own." He extended his hand, which I shook in greeting, though perhaps a bit more firmly than necessary.

	- Nice to meet you, Alfonso. I hope to receive some very good recommendations from your superiors in the next three weeks, so you can continue your internship with us. - He seemed surprised by the news, but hey, it's company policy, which, by the way, I just made up.

	- Of course – he rushed to say nervously, he seemed to want to add something else, but the Ding of the elevator stopped him – H... I'll get off here – he pointed at the doors that were opening, as pale as if he had seen a ghost . 

	"See you later," Rebeca and I spoke simultaneously, and although she was as surprised as I was, she hid it completely. The doors closed again, leaving us alone, but Rebeca didn't comment again. Once in the parking lot, we got into my car, and after fastening her seatbelt, she went back to the war.

	"Do we have a new intern policy?" she raised an eyebrow at me.

	- Yeah, well... - I cleared my throat as I started the car - the interns haven't been performing well lately, so we're making sure you'll keep working efficiently if you want to continue your internship here.

	- I think it's a good idea, although I think you did it more to scare him than because you're interested in his performance. - She didn't sound upset, so I glanced at her and noticed how she pursed her lips, avoiding a smile as she looked out the window.

	-He's getting too familiar with you - I answered sincerely, to concentrate on driving, I took the main avenue - I just wanted to scare him, so that he stops that confident way of talking to you - I expected a more explosive reaction from her indicating that I had no right to do something like that, but instead she just sighed something through her teeth and then said

	-Yes, I know. But your insinuations don't interest me – INSINUATIONS, I looked at her

	"What insinuations?" I stopped talking for a moment and saw her wide eyes staring straight ahead.

	"CAREFUL!" I turned my gaze forward in time to avoid rear-ending the car that had abruptly stopped in front of me.

	- If you can't concentrate on both, then concentrate on driving - she shouted furiously.

	"It was his fault," I said, pointing at the car in front of me. At that moment, I felt a bump on the back of my car. It wasn't a collision, more of a simple bump. "You're okay," I ran my hand over, brushing a strand of hair away from her face.

	- Shit – I looked back, as did I. A car a little smaller than my Tucson was the one that hit us. – I'm sorry I screamed. – She took her forehead with her hand. – I had a bad experience due to a similar situation, I... – I took her by her neck and slowly brought her closer to me – I don't feel that comfortable with cars. – I finished saying in a whisper. For a moment she showed me her fragility and I wanted to kiss her and reassure her, she nibbled her lips trying to take out her tension on him and that was all the incentive I needed. I got even closer ready to kiss her, but I didn't manage to bring our lips together when a knock on the window stopped me, but I wasn't discouraged I gave her a quick and - unfortunately - chaste kiss and then opened the window and a guy in his forties appeared-

	"Sorry, I got stopped all of a sudden. Is everyone okay?" I looked inside the car.

	- Yeah, but they also ran into us in the back. – The guy nodded and then went to check on them in the back. Rebeca took my hand that was on the brake. I was going to say something, but then the guy leaned out of my window again. – Everyone's fine. – He smiled, but I was starting to dislike this guy.

	- Why was it the corduroy?

	"For gasoline, but I don't understand how? I just filled it up." That was enough momentum for Rebeca, who for some reason got out of my car and walked to the other one. I got out after her and saw her open the passenger door to look at the dashboard. Then she asked the guy to open the hood, and was about to lean into the engine.

	- Your jacket – I stretched out my hand and she looked at me without understanding – you're going to get it dirty if you lean over the engine, give it to me. – She smiled at me and took off the jacket she was wearing, remaining in a simple mustard-colored tank top, I immediately regretted it because she looked very good and it was obvious that I wasn't the only one who noticed it, I gave the guy next to me an annoyed look and he looked away. Rebeca leaned over the engine and the view of her butt was even better, she went straight to the deepest part of the engine, pulled a small cap of something that was inside and even took it out, she left it aside, I approached to see what she was looking for, she seemed to hurt herself with something because she quickly took her hand out and complained, but then she went back to her work on the engine, I thought about stopping her but chose to keep watching, she took a small hose and released it from its place, the tank top lifted a few inches leaving skin in sight, finally she reached a small valve that she pulled until it was released, for some reason I imagined Megan Fox fixing the yellow Transformers sports car, but fiction did not compare in anything to reality and Rebeca looked a thousand times even sexier, finally she put everything back in place and stood up again.

	- It was the oxygen sensor that was failing- I hold up the device to show it- the more golden marks are from the coolant and the dark bronze are from oil consumption. It should have been changed a long time ago, when this part fails it sends an erroneous order of lack of fuel and causes greater consumption, as my brother would say it was a false friend- I take the guy's hand and leave the little valve in his hand. I looked around and clearly I wasn't the only one enthralled watching MY girl working on the engine, a group of pubescent boys were totally amazed, rubbing shoulders with each other and one or another guy had stopped curiously. The guy next to me was as or more surprised than I was

	- Th...thank you - the guy stammered, somewhat intimidated by the quality of the woman in front of him.

	- When the tow truck arrives, tell them you need an oil change and an oxygen sensor replacement. - The guy just nodded, still intimidated by Rebecca. She simply smiled at him and then turned to me. She was going to ask for his jacket, but then she looked at her hands and regretted it.

	- I'd better have it myself – She just smiled and nodded. I put her jacket on my shoulder and put my arm over hers bringing her closer to me. MIA . Instead of moving away, she came closer, positioning herself in front of me, then she leaned up a little, joining our lips. It was the first time she took the initiative and it took me totally by surprise, but it didn't take long for me to put one hand around her waist, pulling her closer to me, and the other around her neck to keep the kiss going. She kept her hands away from me and began to smile. The moment I looked into her eyes, her cheeks tinged a pretty red. I kissed her again, her hands went to my neck and caressed my chin. It was a slightly quicker kiss since we were still in the middle of the street and if she had forgotten, I was unfortunately aware of it. I heard a couple of cars pass behind me, honking because of the traffic jam caused by the 2 cars stopped on a track with two runners.

	"It's time to move on." I smiled at her and straightened the shirt she'd previously ridden up. She no longer seemed bothered, and that relaxed me.

	"I got you all dirty, I'm sorry," she said, taking her hands off my neck. I took her hand, but she tried to pull away. To reassure me, she smiled. "I'm covered in grease and oil. You're going to get dirty." Even so, I didn't let go. It was nice to hold her hand.

	"That doesn't matter." We walked the rest of the way, hand in hand, or rather, me holding hers, and got into the car. I'd planned to go to a quiet restaurant near the office, but after what had happened, I decided to make a small change. When we arrived at our destination, Rebeca didn't seem to understand anything. We were at the Great Royal, the largest hotel in my chain so far, and also where I had a suite that I used from time to time.

	- I'm sure you'll want to freshen up," she seemed to understand a little. "Estefanía, please take the young lady to a suite so she can freshen up and then show her where the restaurant is." The efficient receptionist nodded and then I looked at Rebeca, I didn't want her to feel uncomfortable, so I avoided holding her hand or any kind of display that was too affectionate for her. "In 20 minutes is okay?" She seemed confused, but nodded anyway. "We'll see," and as much as I wanted to avoid it, I quickly kissed her lips. She was surprised, but then the receptionist distracted her.

	- This way please – Rebeca followed her and I headed to my suite.

	After 10 minutes of trying to get rid of the fat on my neck and another 5 minutes on my chin, I changed into a suit and headed to the restaurant. I ordered a delicious dessert for when Rebeca arrived, but after 10 minutes, she still hadn't appeared, and I was starting to get impatient. Then the hostess finally appeared, followed by Rebeca, who was wearing a simple navy blue floral dress that was loose everywhere except for the waist. Her face made her look like a child in an uncomfortable dress.

	"You look like a little girl," I said as I helped her sit down. The receptionist left after we both thanked her.

	"Estefanía chose it for me," she said, somewhat uncomfortable. "I just took care of removing the grease from my face." She smiled, and I noticed a small black stain on her chin. I went over to remove it with a napkin, and she stood still for a second.

	- Yes, it definitely looks like something you wouldn't wear, even if you look beautiful in it - the waiter arrived with the dessert I had previously ordered and brought the menus

	"Welcome to Great Royal. My name is Marcos, and I'll be your waiter today. When you're ready to order, I'll be back." With that, he left.

	"Where did you learn about the car?" she smiled sideways. "And we started eating."

	"My brother was a mechanic. He taught me a few things." It was the first time he'd mentioned his brother to me, and I could tell he remembered him fondly. But I didn't dare ask any more questions.

	"Smart, beautiful, and practical." Rebecca blushed. "Are you ready to order?" She nodded in response. He called the waiter over. He took our orders and disappeared through the doors leading to the kitchen.

	- Why did we come here? – to the heart of the matter and without anesthesia

	- Are you still upset about the investigation and why I kicked you out of the office?

	- I don't know - she thought for a few seconds - I don't think so anymore. I've managed to relax a little and with the investigation it was only because I felt that you weren't trusting me to achieve it - I should have assumed something like that, I smiled because I was taking her off the subject - but you haven't managed to distract me and I know you don't do anything without a reason - I almost succeeded - so whatever it is, say it already, you don't need all this for us to talk.

	- I wanted to have lunch with you. I thought it would be a good idea, and after we talked and got to know each other a little better, I would ask you to let me meet your son.

	" Of course you're going to meet him," she said, almost obviously. "After all, we," she looked both ways and then whispered, "aren't getting married, are we?" I laughed at the way she said it. The waiter arrived with our orders and then left.

	"I mean..." I cleared my throat. "I'd like to accompany you to your visit today." She seemed surprised, but quickly hid it.

	- You're sure?

	- Of course

	- Tomi doesn't know yet, and I don't know how he'll take it.

	- We don't have to tell him today, we can just tell him we're dating. And let him get to know me a little before we move forward.

	"Okay," she sighed, relaxing. With that, we concluded the topic. We spent the rest of our lunch talking about trivial matters.

	By the time we got to the office, the investigation was a thing of the past, but poor Amanda was running around like crazy, folders strewn everywhere. When she saw us, she practically threw herself at Rebeca.

	"Until they arrive, HR has been calling all afternoon to get the registration portal enabled, and accounting has my inbox jammed with emails. Marketing has been pestering me about the next campaign's delivery; in fact, they arrived with the prototypes, which are now in your office, sir. And to top it all off, PR has had some problems after the photos of the Christmas party the company threw at the Grand Palace were leaked. I've sent them to work with marketing, but since I'm just a secretary, they haven't listened to me and are waiting for your instructions. Finally, we're experiencing an emergency with the IT department. They tried to hack us from the deep web, but it turned out to be a couple of kids playing on an employee's computer. Finally, since the report deadline is tomorrow and everyone wants to leave early, they've started submitting today. 179 executives submitting at least two reports has overwhelmed my staff." Thank goodness I had the brilliant idea to give them these slips of paper so they could submit their reports with the basic information sheet. It'll be easier to review and organize them later. – poor girl. Rebeca put on her blazer, which for some reason completely transformed her look from carefree girl to businesswoman. Although partly it was her attitude too.

	"Calm down, Amanda, we're back. I bet you haven't even had time for lunch." Amanda stopped, her stomach giving her away.

	-She does that every time someone talks about food - I whined, I couldn't help but laugh at my poor secretary.

	"Thanks for covering for us, but it's time for you to have lunch and get some rest. If you want, you can take the afternoon off." I suppose we'd manage just fine between the two of us. I looked at Rebecca as if I knew what she was thinking.

	- Yes, we've already burdened you with our stuff for many hours, we'll manage - he supported me smiling.

	"THANK YOU!" With that, she grabbed her purse and added, "I'll be back in an hour," before disappearing into the elevator.

	- I'll go see how things are in the IT department.

	- I'll send the registration keys to HR.

	- I'll go talk to the accounting department later.

	-In the meantime, I'll talk to the marketing people and take care of the public relations.

	"It's 4:15, I'll be back in an hour to sort out some reports. But we're leaving at six o'clock sharp." I took her hand and could feel her relaxing at what I'd just told her.

	-Thank you – she separated from me to get ready to work, but I stopped her for a moment-

	"Rebeca," she turned around, not noticing how close we were. I leaned in slightly and kissed her lips. "Now, let's get to work." I controlled my urge to give her a loving pat on the butt when her face blushed and she quickly pulled away. I was getting used to kissing her way too quickly, and the best part was, I loved doing it.

	As Amanda promised, she returned an hour later and was left in charge only of receiving the missing reports. We worked at our maximum capacity and at six o'clock sharp we left, we left everything frozen until tomorrow and we left the office,

	We stopped at a toy store, and I asked her for help buying something her son would like. I remembered her saying she liked Marvel superheroes. I thought about an Iron Man doll, but the Hulk suit with the giant gloves and angry mask won out. I just hoped she liked it; I didn't want her to hate me right away. Rebecca complained because the toy was too expensive and unnecessary, but I took it anyway. I also liked the Marvel universe, and Hulk is my favorite, coincidentally, so I had at least a sliver of hope. Rebecca showed me the way, and when we arrived, all I saw was the facade of a house like any other in the neighborhood, but it had a sign on the side that said "La Granja Children's Home." I looked at Rebecca with a face that said, "Are you serious?" And she laughed. We rang the bell, and a girl about the same age as Rebecca came out with a pair of keys. She let us in and greeted Rebecca warmly.

	-And who is this? - the girl asked curiously, although her words were not very kind, her tone was.

	- Eduardo, this is Teresa, the home manager. – I extended my hand and she shook it.

	-Nice to meet you - I smiled kindly

	- Teresa, this is Eduardo- He paused and for a moment I thought he would say he was his friend, but then he said it - my boyfriend

	- Until finally – the girl jumped – Praise heaven – she raised her arms emotionally – I've been introducing you to guys for years and you didn't pay any attention to any of them. – she hugged Rebeca again and then looked at me – How did you convince her –

	- I'm good at negotiating - I joked

	"Mom!" A small boy with brown hair and cheerful eyes ran to Rebecca, and she immediately bent down to receive him in her arms.

	- My Tomi – I saw Rebeca hug her son with all her strength and her son wrapped his arms around her, then he started to sob and then cry.

	"What's up, Tomi?" Rebeca stood up with her son in her arms.

	"Today was a bit of a hectic day. I'll leave you two so you can stay calm." She walked away, and I saw her mouth move, saying "good luck." It was definitely for me.

	- What happened Tomi? - I looked up at him, he wasn't crying as much anymore, he was just hiccuping.

	- My beloved Maira, today... they... she... and she left – she could barely utter what she could as her tears threatened to come out again, she took a deep breath and calmed down – will I never see her again?

	-Oh, my boy, of course. We can go visit her, or she could come see us. Would you like to invite her over sometime?

	-Yes – Rebeca's son smiled and hugged her – Thank you, Mommy – he kissed her on the cheek and hugged her again.

	- How about we ask permission for you to stay with me today and tomorrow?

	"Can we?" I ask, curious and longing.

	-Maybe we should ask – Tomi separated himself from his mother enough to notice that I was there.

	"Mommy, who is he?" I asked, hiding a little.

	"Him?" I looked behind her, then turned my gaze to Tomi, put him down, and bent down to his level. "Tomi, I want you to meet Eduardo." He stood up and stood beside me. "Eduardo, this is my son, Tomi." I bent down to his level and greeted him.

	- Hi Tomi, your mom has told me a lot about you, I'm glad to meet you - the boy seemed to hesitate a little, evaluating me from head to toe, but then he stretched out his firm little hand.

	- Hi Eduardo, Mom hasn't told me about you, but if you're her friend, then I'll be yours too. If she's happy, I'm happy too. - that's something. At least now I know I can count on her sincerity, above all, even though her tone was a bit too serious for a 6-year-old.

	After our little chat, Rebeca went to talk to Teresa, who was in charge of the place, and she didn't hesitate to give permission for Tomi to stay with Rebeca for the next two days and the weekend. She also took advantage of the moment to tell him something about the new school, but I couldn't understand much.

	We went for some ice cream and I took the opportunity to get to know Tomi a little better. He told me a lot of things, like how Rebeca also liked Marvel, that her favorites were Wolverine and Miss Marvel, that she really liked math but had trouble with history. That his friend Maria arrived at the home the same day as him, and that's why they were such good friends. And that it was Rebeca's grandmother, whom he also calls grandmother, who took care of him when Rebeca was in school, but she died about two years ago of old age. Even though he was too young to remember, Rebeca has made it her mission to tell him and keep her memory alive. We walked through the park and I gave him his gift. He just said, "It's the Hulk," and then went off to play in his new suit.

	- They've taken a liking to you, they don't usually talk much to new people.

	- At least it's a start – I took her hand and leaned in to kiss it.

	- We went very fast today, don't you think?

	- Are you talking about the kisses, the hand-holding, the date, or meeting your son?

	- For everything - he smiled, resting his forehead on my shoulder

	"I'm HULK," Tomi appeared, slapping his hands encased in the giant gloves. "And you're going to let go of MY mommy," the little boy said, emphasizing his belonging, so I smiled a challenge.

	- Never, little Hulk – I stood in front of Rebecca – you'll have to catch me to save her – I grabbed Rebecca like a sack of potatoes, catching her by surprise because she stifled a small scream, then I started running.

	- Save me little Hulk!
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	-Tomás, I told you we're late – I raised my voice so he could hear me from wherever I was – Come on, we'll be late.

	The morning madness with my son is something I really enjoy, mainly because we rarely get to be together. But today we overslept, and this madness is simply supreme. I had forgotten to set the alarm to fit my son's schedule after Eduardo dropped us off at home around 10:00. Tomi had gone straight to bed, completely exhausted and happy.

	"Tomi, where are you?" We had 15 minutes to get to school, which is definitely impossible because the drive alone is 20 minutes, not counting the time it takes to take the bus and walk. "We have to go."

	"I'm coming, Mom." Tomi came running with his backpack hanging from his shoulders. I took his hand, closed the door, and we ran downstairs. When we reached the gates of the building, I heard a horn, possibly from a neighbor in the vicinity in the same situation as us, but my son turned around attentively to look. "Look, Mom, it's Eduardo." He pointed at the 4x4 parked on the sidewalk across the street. For a moment, I thought he just looked similar, but then I saw Eduardo get out of the car and walk in our direction. He was wearing an impeccable navy blue suit, a somewhat lighter sapphire-colored shirt, he wasn't wearing a tie, but he did wear aviator-style sunglasses.

	- For a moment there I thought they had already left. Do you notice you're a bit rushed? I think I got here just in time. - He smirked, taking off his glasses. Impressive , he was definitely an impressive sight.

	"Good morning to you too." I pointed out the lack of greeting, but he simply ignored it.

	- Good morning, Tomás – he bent down to my son, who until now had been holding my hand, but now he let go to stretch it out.

	- Good morning Eduardo – the person in question shook his hand and smiled – You came to look for my mother – he spoke seriously, emphasizing the “my” man I thought to myself, rolling my eyes.

	- The truth is, I'm coming to pick you both up," he smiled at her. "Unless your mother prefers you to be late for school."

	- Mom doesn't like it when we arrive late - said my son, excited to get back into the car he had liked so much - Right, Mommy - he pleaded smiling, the little ruffian was just like old Aida but she was right, Eduardo had appeared at the right time.

	- Okay – I resigned myself to the only chance we had of arriving on time and my son smiled – Thanks – I smiled at Eduardo and he smiled back with a wink, which made me blush and he laughed, How annoying! When would I stop blushing around him? 

	- Come on, there's no time to waste - Eduardo stretched out his hand and Tomi took it so naturally that I found it incredible.

	They both moved forward quickly and I walked behind them watching as Eduardo helped Tomi get into the car, when he left him in the back seat with his seatbelt fastened and closed the door, he looked at me giving me a smile that made a tornado inside me, the chaos theory becoming reality inside me - " the flapping of a butterfly's wings can cause a tornado on the other side of the world" - I smiled as if nothing was wrong, I only felt this because it was something new and Tomi doesn't usually get along so easily with strangers, that's all it is. I took my place in the passenger seat and showed Eduardo how to get to school, we both said goodbye to my son who to my surprise even hugged Eduardo before running into the school and getting lost in the crowd of children. I breathed deeply trying to relax when we were back in the car, we had managed to arrive right on time so we didn't have any problems and it was only a quarter to nine, Eduardo drove calmly to the office while we went over some things we had to get ready for today. We arrived thirty minutes later and both headed to our respective offices, but of course not before Eduardo stole a kiss from me before separating, and I blushed profusely, as always. Thank goodness there weren't anyone in the office yet, otherwise, goodbye to the plan to keep things a secret.

	Pip – Since my office phone never rang, Amanda on the other end of the line was asking me to go to the boardroom. When I tried to get information out of her, she only said that Eduardo was calling the committee members to an extraordinary meeting, which I could only associate with the embezzlement problem we had discovered yesterday. Which I had discovered yesterday! My annoying conscience screamed. We have settled the matter now and we are at peace. I felt my more mature side trying to take control.

	Upon entering the boardroom I realized that all the board members were already there except for Guillermo – who was the Deputy Director – and Eduardo. I took my place at the table and I could see how everyone was talking to each other without understanding why we were here. Most of the committee was made up of men over 50 years old, with the exception of Eduardo, his brother-in-law – who was one of the company’s shareholders – the marketing manager whose name I always forget, and I, who must have been around 30. And since I was relatively new, integrating with the older people was somewhat complicated – not only because of my age, but also because I was the only woman in this man’s world – at least they had the ability to recognize my work.

	"So, do you know why we're here?" The marketing manager approached me. I assumed that, like me, he didn't get involved much in the conversations of "the grown-ups," unlike Eduardo's brother-in-law, who had the advantage of being a shareholder, so they had no problem talking to him.

	- No, I have no idea – maybe just a little, but I wouldn't say – I suppose it's because of the holidays and the vacation or maybe the event in February, you know, fine-tuning the last details of everything? - I smiled and he followed me, it wasn't difficult to talk to him. I feel bad for not remembering his name – By the way, how have the promotional campaigns for the event gone? Your department is looking into that, right?

	- Yes, we are working full time on that, the idea is not only to promote it, but to make it have an impact on the press like never before, after all it is a charity event and it raises the name of the company, the more eyes on us the better – he smiled when talking about a subject he was completely familiar with – I have some contacts with the press and we have planned to cover the entrance of the guests

	- Like a red carpet?

	- If something like that, we are also thinking of allowing a special selection of the press to enter the event. I had thought about contacting Glamour for a report before and after the event.

	"Are you sure about that magazine?" He didn't want to question her work, only that "The boss hasn't had any problems with them because of the gossip over the past few months." He seemed to think about it for a few seconds.

	- Thank God you're the General Manager - he smiled at me and I smiled flattered at his compliment - I hadn't thought of that, thank goodness I hadn't contacted them yet, thank you - he placed his hand on my shoulder sympathetically when just at that moment the doors of the room opened and Eduardo walked through them, his eyes scanned the room and stopped on me, although he didn't seem very happy about doing so. For some reason - maybe my boss freezing him with his gaze - the head of the marketing department backed away from me as if I had the plague.

	- Good morning everyone, thank you for being here – he stood at the front of the meeting with incredible confidence, and with a look of superiority that he had possibly acquired with the habit of ordering everyone around and making them all obey – The assistant director is traveling so he won't be able to attend today – he explained – The reason for this extraordinary meeting is due to a new and important addition, whom I would like to introduce to you personally – the doors opened again letting in a radiant and elegant blonde woman, she looked no more than 25 with a suit perfectly tailored to her and killer heels She has nothing to envy Lady Gaga I smiled at my thought.

	- Dear all, I would like to introduce Miss Minerva Salazar – who is joining our management committee as deputy general manager – Just kidding , my shocked face and that of the blonde who also seemed somewhat shocked did not go unnoticed by some, she only gave a brief bow as a greeting.

	- It's a pleasure to meet you all. I just arrived from New York where I had an internship as Dean of Business, so I hope to contribute greatly to this company," she mentioned as a letter of introduction, impressing the entire committee.

	- Go on, Miss Rodriguez, now you'll have someone to discuss new opinions with - smiled old Aguilar, who was part of the shareholders. I tried to follow his joke with, " It would be nice to have someone who doesn't need to move his head to activate his neurons like a Neanderthal," but courtesy and the financial manager prevented me.

	- Or with whom to dispute the throne - I joked, referring to my position, which the financial manager who was at his side found unamusing. I raised my eyebrows in disdain at his comment.

	"It'll be refreshing to have contemporary opinions. Maybe we'll be able to dust things off a bit around here," I said, smiling, and she seemed to warm up to my opinion. She didn't seem like a bad person; it's just that the fact that Eduardo had put her in such a high position when she was new to the company and the fact that she seemed so cool were making me envious of her. But we'd talk, and I'd find out how cool she is. We'd work together side by side against all these anti-progress old people, and we'd polish the company. "This will be good," I smiled optimistically.

	The meeting concluded, leaving me in charge of updating Miss Minerva, who would begin her full session on Monday after returning from her short Christmas and New Year's break. Everyone left, but as I was leaving the office, Eduardo stopped me.

	-Miss Rodriguez - he spoke from behind me, with that voice that freezes you, but I didn't let myself be intimidated, I turned to look at him.

	- Tell me, Mr. Redstone – I smiled at him, completely ignoring the reason for his annoyance – I remind you that you are paid to work and not to fraternize, if you want to do it you can, but not during office hours – I raised an eyebrow while nodding.

	- I'll keep that in mind - I was about to leave, as there was no one else in the room when the blonde appeared again and ran up to throw herself into his arms -

	- But what a surprise you gave me with that outfit - I kissed her cheek and something stung me, I controlled the impulse to hit her for taking such liberties with the idiot and also to hit him for being an idiot incapable of following his own rules, the blonde moved away from him and extended her hand to me

	- Nice to meet you - she smiled at me and I wasn't sure how to take her attitude, but what could I do, the girl was kind and I had to be professional, I extended my hand too

	- Likewise – I was as honest as possible and Eduardo seemed somewhat embarrassed by the situation.

	- Well, let's go and finalize the details of your contract in my office – he tried to lead her out, but she stopped him.

	- Wait, you said that Rebeca was the one who realized the – I look around and mutter – embezzlement – then I understood that she was here, she had brought her to investigate, her instead of leaving me.

	- Yes - he answered tensely. Oh, but I would give him reasons to be tense. 

	- It would be a great help if you could give me all the information you have –

	- Cla...

	- No – Eduardo answered for me – Rebeca is completely forbidden from being involved in this – he sanctioned.

	- But I'm sure she knows a lot more than I do, and her help would speed things up so much that...

	- Minerva, if I brought you here it's because I hoped you could solve this without involving anyone else – his dry tone seemed to surprise her – but if you're not capable of doing this then you can go, I'll look for someone better – the woman in front of me seemed offended by his words, she even clenched her fists until her knuckles were white.

	- You're crossing the line with your comments - she left angrily

	- Why won't you let me help? - I demanded.

	- I already told you, it's dangerous

	"And not for her?" I shouted angrily.

	- She will know how to take care of herself, besides she is new she will not arouse suspicion when investigating - he smiled satisfied with his plan, as conceited as he was he wanted to hit him

	"Excuse me," Amanda appeared in the doorway of the conference room and caught our attention, but she didn't seem very comfortable when she noticed the tension in the room. "Someone needs you in your office..."

	"I'll be right there," Eduardo interrupted her, somewhat tense, but Amanda seemed annoyed.

	- No, not you, Mr. Eduardo, not Miss Rebeca - I was surprised

	- Me? – Amanda nodded – Thanks Amanda, I'll be right there – I smiled at her and she simply nodded, walking away

	- This isn't going to end like this - I reproached him before withdrawing, but he stopped me by the arm, making me turn around and from one moment to the next he was basking me again . He didn't let me move away so quickly because when he finished the kiss he put his forehead against mine.

	- I'm just protecting you, you should be okay with that - I look into my eyes looking for a reaction

	- I don't need you to protect me, and you better get used to that - I made a confused face, he was trying to take care of me, but he was also intervening, leaving me out of important matters as I should feel. I walked to my office hoping to relax a little to continue working, waiting outside my office was Alfonso who along with his weekly report brought me a coffee, I waited for him to leave so I could continue with my own business, but he didn't, I waited a little longer, but nothing, then I looked at him as I sat down behind my desk.

	- Tell me – I put my things aside and waited for him to speak.

	“I... I,” he cleared his throat, “think you’d be more useful to me and the company if I worked as your assistant. I’ve been thinking about it, and well, I’ve learned a lot, but my job description is closer to what you do than to any other area of the company. If I spend more time around you, I could learn a lot more. Besides, I could also be useful to you.” He pointed to the large pile of reports and accounts I still had to review. I thought about Alfonso’s idea for a moment, and it didn’t sound so bad.

	"I can't make a decision without consulting the rest, so I can't give you an answer right now," Alfonso seemed disappointed. "However, your idea is good, and so is your attitude. I'll take that into consideration." I hoped he would return to his work, but he still didn't move.

	"What do you want me to do today? I've finished my work in the finance department." Then a great idea occurred to me. Eduardo had said I couldn't get directly involved, and here was a loyal and willing employee. It occurred to me that if I showed him how financial statements and such worked, I could then send him on a secret investigation into the accounting department, where he could look for similar cases to review and find out if they had anything to do with each other. " I'm brilliant," I smiled.

	- Okay, how about we try out how to be a civil servant if you were my assistant? I'll teach you how to analyze these reports, and then you'll take care of a few of them on your own. When they're ready, you'll bring them in for review and correction if necessary.

	- Where will I work? – that was a good question. My office was big but not big enough for another desk, and I had to have it nearby in case I had any questions about something.

	- How about you work with Amanda, there's plenty of space there and she's close by in case you have any questions - he nodded

	When I said that, I expected to send him off to work far away, but it turned out that after I gave him the instructions, he didn't leave my side of the fence. He was a good worker and quickly understood my explanations, but according to him, he felt more secure working under my supervision than in another office.

	Thanks to Amanda, I managed to regain a little personal space when, at 12 o'clock, I entered my office and, seeing Alfonso so close to me, I invited him to lunch. I thanked him mentally.

	I worked more calmly, today was the last day before the Christmas and New Year's holidays so I still had many reports to review, I had found a new account with an imbalance in the financial statement but it was so slight that I didn't know if it would be like the previous case or simply a margin error, when they were margin errors in the previous cases it was concluded that the standard deviation was so minimal that a slight change would set off the alarms, Even so I wasn't entirely convinced, maybe all those cases were related and I had my first lead to investigate, I wanted to investigate the matter further but I couldn't go so directly because I had the threat of Eduardo hanging over me.

	At a little after one o'clock, a very well-dressed woman with light brown hair and dreamy eyes appeared at my door. She knocked on my door and, strangely, I let her in. I thought I knew everyone at the company, so she didn't work here. The only way to get past security is with a guest pass previously authorized by Eduardo himself. In his absence, Guillermo, the manager, would be the one who would be in charge.

	-You're Rebecca, right?

	"Yes, nice to meet you. How can I help you?" I stood up and extended my hand to shake hers, but she stretched out her arms and wrapped me in a hug.

	- Oh, how nice to meet you. You don't know how much I've wanted to meet you, but my son always had an excuse.

	- Your son? – I asked confused

	- Yes, Eduardo is always very reserved about his private life, he had only told me your name and nothing else, but his secretary spilled the beans – What had Amanda told her? - I already know that you keep your romance a secret in the office, so you can rest assured that I will be totally discreet about the matter until you decide to make it public– she winked at me and I simply smiled at her while I typed a message to Eduardo "Your mother here HELP ME" four simple words that reflected my horror, I didn't expect to meet her until a couple of months from now.

	- I... - I breathed, trying to clear my thoughts. - You've taken me by surprise. - I smiled nervously. - I didn't expect to meet her yet. We're both very private about our private lives. - I saw the disappointment in his eyes and feared I was breaking his heart, so I proceeded to explain myself. I don't know why, but I took his hands. - It's not that we don't want to include you, it's just that if our relationship fails, we don't want you to be the collateral damage. Your son adores you, he would do anything for you. - I smiled, thinking that this practically all started because he didn't want to disappoint his parents. - In fact, the first time he approached me, he confessed that his mother hoped he would find a suitable girl to give him grandchildren, and although at first I was terrified by his firm idea, I must say that afterwards I couldn't get away from him. Perhaps the fact that you're here today is a sign. – I looked her straight in the eyes with a smile on my face, everything she had said was true and came so naturally to me, although things needed to be contextualized a little more. The woman in front of me was silent, maybe she hadn't liked me, maybe she was expecting a different kind of woman for her son and I simply wasn't that one, but then I saw her eyes moisten and a few small drops fall from them. God, I made my now maybe not so future mother-in-law cry. – I... I... I'm so sorry – I took out a box of tissues that I kept in my drawer – I'm really sorry, I don't know what I could have said but excuse me – I was about to panic, why did Eduardo's mother have to cry when she met me? It was so terrible. The worst of all is that with each apology her crying seemed to increase more. I'll go to hell for making a hopeful woman cry.

	I ran to the hallway to get a glass of water, and came back as quickly as my heels would allow.

	-Please, drink a little - The lady whose name I don't even know took the glass and at that same moment I saw Eduardo appear at the door of my office

	"Mom?" I guess he didn't read my message correctly, or maybe I wasn't clear enough, but he seemed as surprised by his mother as I was when I saw her.

	- I... I don't know what... I've done - I approached him - we were talking and... and then he started crying - I was so nervous, I turned back to Eduardo's mother - please excuse me - and as if it were a catalyst, his crying that had almost stopped returned, surely now Eduardo would hate me for making his mother cry and goodbye to the wedding and family life already...

	- Hey, calm down – he held me by the arms and then took my head in his hands – calm down – he looked into my eyes and then looked at my lips, this was not the moment to… kiss me, it was a short kiss, almost to make me react then he brought our foreheads together and smiled looking into my eyes – first I need you to calm down, okay?

	-Okay, calm down, I'm calm – a lie, all I wanted to do was run to the bathroom and curl up in a ball. I took a deep breath.

	- Is that it? – I just nodded – Rebeca, this is my mother Elena. Mom, please don't cry anymore, you've made my girlfriend nervous. – he said hugging me by the shoulders and bringing me closer to him – she's not so bad once you get to know her – He joked about me with his mother and I could only hit him in the arm with my fist – Ouch!

	-Silly-

	"Mom, please stop crying." Mrs. Elena had a new handkerchief in her hands and was wiping away a tear with it.

	-Maybe you'd rather I leave you two alone - I said, moving away from Eduardo to leave, but he took my hand and intertwined it with his.

	– No, we'll wait for her to calm down, she's almost out of tissues – he gave me a smile and my cheeks felt burn, I looked away at his mother and he took the opportunity to whisper in my ear – I love it when you blush – and if I was red before, now I'm sure I looked like a tomato. I elbowed him, it wasn't the time to fool around. But he kissed my head and the color returned to my cheeks. Was there no way to control my reactions?
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    		67. Marry Me


    		68. WILL YOU STILL LOVE ME?


    		69. ADVENTURE


    		70. LOOKING FOR REBECA (Part I)


    		70. LOOKING FOR REBECA (Part II)


    		70. LOOKING FOR REBECA (Part III)


    		70. LOOKING FOR REBECA (Final Part)


    		71. THE NEW AND THE OLD (PART I)


    		71. THE NEW AND THE OLD (Part II)


    		71. THE NEW AND THE OLD (Part III)


    		71. THE NEW AND THE OLD (Part IV)


    		72. NOT UNUSUAL (Part I)


    		72.NOT UNUSUAL (Part II)


    		72. NOT UNUSUAL (Part III)


    		73.PERFECT (PART I)


    		73. PERFECT (PART II)


    		73. PERFECT (PART III)


    		BTW


    		74. FINALLY, THE (PREVIOUS) WEDDING


    		74. FINALLY THE WEDDING (PART II)


    		74. FINALLY THE WEDDING (PART III)


    		74. FINALLY THE WEDDING (PART IV)


    		75. EVERY DAY FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE (PART I)


    		75. EVERY DAY FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE (PART II)


    		75. EVERY DAY FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE (PART III)


    		75. EVERY DAY FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE (PART IV)


    		75. EVERY DAY FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE (FINAL)


  






