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Ready?


	If there is order, there’s chaos. Porsha Gibeon is living the chaotic life. An erratic life with uncontrollable twists caused by her zany gothic friend, the coarse beaked Nola Fester; her lame brother, ‘gameboy’ Stern, and her crass dad Levine.


	Oh and her cat, Shades of course. They all have influence on Porsha's life. Making the impossible possible and making the never expected to happen anyway. Although it must be said that Porsha is more than capable to screw her own life...


	
Porsha Gibeon is in her early twenties. Her ‘bedroom - slash office’, is a self made design centre where she works hard to establish her own T-shirt brand. Ready to conquer the world of fashion and desperate to find the love of her life.


	Falling in love is easy, finding real love seems near to impossible. Especially when those lovers are messing up relations with old friends and family.


	
Porsha’s life is unpredictable, hilarious and edgy. Or, as she likes to say: “It’s my mess and I love it!” →Start reading!


	 












And if I’m wasting my chance


	Of getting famous


	Thank God at least I didn’t sell my soul


	To your emptiness


	 


	I’ll go my own way


	I choose my own way


	 


	‘Famous’


	Selah Sue (Sanne Putseys)


	(from the album ‘Rarities’, 2012)
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	Death becomes her. That’s what I thought when I had found the address Nola had texted me. My dearest friend, Nola Fester, finally had found herself a new job. A position at a respected firm at least that was what she had told me. 


	“Please come over and have lunch with me, please, please, please” she had nagged me. 


	So here I was, all dressed up. And all I could think about right now was how on earth I was going to get out of here. Alive. ASAP! When I agreed to have lunch with Nola I did not expect to find her here. Yet her Gothic appearance seemed to be appropriate here at the cemetery. Although I guessed many visitors would be surprised to find a member of the Addams Family at the desk of the reception. 


	 


	Yes, Nola Fester is my best friend. But she’s a bit… different. All dressed in black, the only make-up she wears is used to create extreme dark smoky eyes. And she talks like a man. Or should I say, she swears like a man? She’s so rude; at High school students had nicknamed her ‘Zola’. But despite her preference for bad language and her sometimes scarifying looks, she is the best friend you can imagine. And a beauty. Hidden underneath her dark side that is.


	The ‘Black and Blonde Bees’ they named us at school. Not that we were ‘Queen Bees’. Not even ‘Wannabees’ for heaven’s sake! Nola’s standard black dress-code, black hair and black eyes, were the opposite of my usual white wardrobe and long blond hair. Yin and Yang, alive and kicking. And boy did the boys on school like the Black and Blonde Bees. Though I must admit we both had some… extras. Nola and I are blessed with great boobs. I mean, really great boobs. Big tits the boys always said. Usually followed by less pleasant remarks referring to my first name. Remarks like “I would like to ride you”. Oh Dad, why oh why have you named me Porsha? Sure I understand both you and Mom wanted to have a real Porsche, the car that is. But Mom has left us long ago. Last postcard, mind you ‘a postcard!’, came from Italy. Long before the internet bubble, not to mention Facebook or Twitter. Sometimes I even wonder if she has heard about computers at all. But here I am, stuck with a name everybody remembers the moment I introduce myself. “Oh! Wow! Porsha” And even though we are not at school anymore I know what most guys are thinking… “I would like to ride that…” That’s when a friend like Zola, sorry, Nola, becomes very handy. With her gentle expressive way of communicating she simply tells any boy, or man as we are in our twenties nowadays, to “try out an old barrel first before even thinking about riding Porsha!” 


	 


	Porsha Gibeon, a name to remember. A name to cherish, says Dad. How can I blame him? Levine Gibeon. Sounds Jewish, but his name was apparently ‘picked’ out of a book with names. Grumpy and goofy, crass and lovable at the same time. A bit chubby. Main exercise: watching the games at television. A real couch potato, certainly not a globe trotter like Mom. Although I don’t know if she’s trotting anything these days. The only places Dad visits are on the Discovery and National Geographic channel. Or Google Earth when he’s in the mood for something ‘wild’. The second couch in our house has its own potato, my brother Stern. Yep, another great name. Another object of desire of Mom and Dad. They wanted a boat and they ended up with the backend of a ship. My older brother Stern. Fulltime gamer. Fulltime layabout. Literally, as he’s lying on the couch most time of the day. Together with my cat ‘Shades’. Oh, right… That’s my mistake. I obtained my beautiful, grey haired Maine Coon cat after reading the book ‘Fifty shades of Grey’. Considering his wild behavior at night I believe Shades has much more than fifty shades to offer to the ladies. My Shades, stud of the neighborhood. So, now you know my ‘family’. What about me? What’s there to say? Porsha Gibeon. Graduated cum laude but not able to find a job. Not even able to find a boyfriend. So I became an entrepreneur. A T-shirt designer. Inspired by attempts Nola had made to create her own garments. And by ‘attempts’ I really mean ‘attempts’. Believe me; no one would be interested in buying anything of her wardrobe. Obviously Nola is not a fashion designer. She’s a great singer-songwriter though. Waiting for her fifteen minutes of fame. Or maybe just a few seconds. Who can tell?


	 


	Someone had put a poster on the gate of the cemetery. The announcement for a Bruno Mars concert seemed to be out of place. Funky music and funerals do not match very well. 


	Thank God it was a sunny day. Somehow the sunshine made the graveyard look like the Central Park downtown our godforsaken little village. Nevertheless I walked as fast as my high heels would let me. As if the zombies would wake up during the daylight. Hey! That would be a great title for a Stephen King novel…’The Dawn of Daylight’…scary!


	Stumbling along the graveled path, my stiletto heels sank down into the ground beneath the gravel of the quiet and deserted funeral site. I started running as if the tombstones could rise any minute. Imagined a Jack Nicholson zombie was approaching me shouting: “Heeeeere’s Johnny!” Finally I reached the lobby. Zola’s new territory. Zola’s Zone. The safe zone. 


	“Porsha!” Nola cried out in one of her favorite black designs. “So glad to see you!”


	“That I can imagine,” I said, looking back at the tombstones behind me. Still uncertain whether the residents would stay down in the ground. “Don’t know about you Nola, but I sure need some coffee!”


	“Just a sec! I’ll tell the boss I’m taking a break and we’re off.”


	Nola went into the back-office. I sneaky leaned over the desk as far as I could. Or better, I climbed halfway upon the desk, trying to get a glimpse of her new employer, when a voice behind me scared me to death. 


	“Can I help you?”


	A warm voice, nevertheless it made me shiver. Instantly I sled down from the desk. My trembling knees bended through like leaves of grass the moment my high heels touched the ground. Two strong hands were there, right in time, to catch me before I could embarrass myself any further. “So sorry,” was all I could stutter.


	“As far as I know fitness courses are in the gym on the other side of the road.” 


	I must have been gazing at him for minutes and would have continued to do so if Nola had not interfered. 


	“Hey Daniel I see you’ve met my friend Porsha?”


	“Porsha?” he asked with the surprised tone in his voice I have been used to hear for all my life.


	“Yes, like the car…,” I sighed before he would say it.


	“A name to remember,” he added with a smile.


	A lovely smile I could not ignore. It grabbed me, held me, teased me. 


	“Shall we go?” Nola ended the enchantment.


	“Do what?” I asked surprised.


	“Catch a cup of coffee? Have a bite? That’s why you came to see me, didn’t you?” she asked. Her eyes were rolling from Daniel to me and back and over again as if she was watching a game of tennis.


	“Oh, yes, sure…,” I said without losing eye contact with Daniel.


	“Did you tell my father you’re leaving?” Daniel asked Nola.


	“Yes she did,” a grey haired copy of Daniel said. He was standing in the doorway of the back-office. “Can I have a word with you Dan?”


	“Coming Dad,” Daniel replied. “Have a nice lunch ladies!” he smiled and walked away.


	The spell was definitely broken. At least for the moment. But the seed of love was sowed.


	“Finally…,” Nola said when Daniel went into the back-office. “There are some things I need to talk about Porsha. I need your help…”


	“Why…?” I started. Then I regained my consciousness and asked: “How can I help my best friend?”


	“Glad you’re back on your feet…”
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	The lunchroom was new in town. 


	Nice coffee. Not great, just nice. 


	But the muffins… amazing! 


	“Got to take some of these muffins home Nola. I’m sure Dad will love them. If Stern won’t get to them before him. You know, it’s nice living in the same house, but three grown-ups is a little bit crowded.” 


	“Let me buy those muffins for you,” Nola said politely.


	“What’s wrong with you?” I asked. “Where’s Mrs. I don’t give a shit?”


	“Told you, I need some help,” she said. 


	“Alright, I’m all ears. Tell me what’s bothering you.”


	“I need a place to sleep…”


	“But… but, you’ve just moved to your new apartment. Why do you want to leave?”


	“Don’t want to, I have to. If you know what I mean.”


	“No! Tell me you didn’t!” I know Nola’s since my childhood. I knew what she was up to. I just could not help laughing. Neither could Nola.


	“Oops I did it again…,” she said smiling through her tears.


	“Do I want to know…? Well that’s a stupid question; of course I want to know. Tell me…”


	“The landlord… His wife caught us in their bed.”


	“Nolaaa…”


	“Yeah I know… but I could not resist…”


	“C’mon Nola, I know you didn’t. What happened? Really?”


	She laughed, which convinced me she had only been fooling with me. “You know me. I hated the white room I rented. So I had to paint it black. Naturally.”


	“Naturally,” I said, glad to know Nola didn’t sleep with the creepy old bastard who called himself landlord. “Let me guess, you forgot to ask permission?”


	“I rented the room, so it’s mine, isn’t it?” 


	“Can’t you restore it? Redecorate it?”


	“Maybe… if I hadn’t told him they could kiss my ass.”


	“And… That’s all?”


	“Well… I may have said just a few more things. And I may have forgotten to pay the rent in time…”


	“Umm… Can’t you stay with, umm… Daniel?”


	“I wondered how long it would take you to mention his name. Daniel Fallon is the son of my boss. I can’t afford to lose my job. I just got started there.”


	“No, imagine you would not be able to work there anymore…”


	“It’s a nice job Porsha! I like what I do. Like the environment.”


	“Nola, how on earth can you like a job at the cemetery?”


	Nola didn’t bother to answer me. She walked to the counter, scared the shit out of the cashier who had not noticed the black goddess approaching him and now looked as if the Death was standing in front of him. “What do you want?” he stumbled. 


	“Your soul,” she said, lowering her voice and scaring the cashier even more. “Oh come on! Have you been living under a rock?”


	“Guess I should ask you,” he dared to joke.


	“Fine, soul brother. Give me some of those muffins.”


	With a paper bag filled with fresh baked, delicious smelling muffins, she returned. Her eyes were still rolling to the ceiling. “What a moron,” Nola said, sympathetic as always.


	“You really want to stay at my place, don’t you?” I asked.


	She threw the muffins on the small table. One of those fancy French style bistro tables, that can barely held one cup of coffee. I could feel Nola’s eyes piercing through my soul. “Why do you think I have saved your ass so many times?”


	“Oh, I thought you did it because you are my friend. Now you’re telling me friendship comes with benefits.”


	“It sure does Sissy. And I’m claiming my benefits right now.”


	“Next thing you tell me is you’ve already packed your stuff. It’s all waiting in the back of your car, right?”


	“Well,” she laughed. “I would have, if I didn’t have so much stuff.”


	“Lucky me.”


	“Yeah, you know me. All those witch rituals require a lot of ceremonial instruments.”


	“Alright I will ask Dad.”


	“Levi won’t mind,” she said with a self-assured grin on her face. “He adores me.”


	“Maybe, but most of all he adores his private space.”


	“There’s plenty of room in your house. All you have to do is to get rid of your brother.”


	“That, Nola, that requires more than a witch ritual!”


	“Good. I will go through my books to find some nice spell!”


	“Can’t wait for something to happen. Anyway, Daniel Cullen is still free?”


	“Cullen?” she hesitated shortly. “You mean Fallon.”


	“Oh yeah, Cullen is the guy from Twilight Zone.”


	“Sick joke Porsha. Really, really sick joke.”


	“You know my sense of humor.”


	“That’s right. You call it humor. Well, he’s not my type. So if you are willing to spend the rest of your life in darkness. If you can live without sunlight, be my guest.”


	“Will he make me a vampire? Like Bella?”


	“My guess? The bed bugs will bite you long before he will.”


	“So far for romance then.”


	“You’re damned right Porsha. No romances with my boss.”


	“Too bad. Than I have to work harder to have success with my Tees.”


	“Stick to the Tees, love. Stick to the Tees.”


	“I’m doing some more text shirts now. The last couple was doing fine, so if you have a few nice lines or quotes. That would help me a lot.”


	“Oh shit, I forgot to tell you. I made one up yesterday. How about:


	GIRLS


	LOVE FUN


	erals


	 


	“Seriously Nola? Fun-Erals? Who do you think I’m selling to? Zombies don’t pay you know.”


	“Well I would buy one.”


	“Fine, I’ll make one just for you then. But please don’t tell anybody. I’m afraid it will boost my business explosively.”


	“A simple ‘Thank you’ would have been fine you know. Now I have to thank myself.”


	“Sorry. Did I hurt your feelings?”


	“Hmm, actually that may work,” said Nola.


	“What?” 


	She waived her arms expressively, as if she was writing in the air: ‘Thank You - rself’.


	I was surprised. My mind pictured the words upon a T-shirt: 


	THANK


	YOU


	rself


	 


	It seemed Nola just gave me a real nice quote. At least something to work out tonight. I know, I mentioned working at night, the working-day of the entrepreneur never ends. But I don’t mind, some of my best ideas have popped up in the middle of the night. “You know, that may just work Nola. You are really making me believe I have to convince Dad to rent a room to you.”


	Nola smiled. “Thank You - rself Nola,” she said, writing with her finger in the air. 
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	While Nola returned to the office, to arrange the company car for her removal, I went back home. Home where my small room was refurnished into the head-office of my new imperium: Porsha’s Tees. Got to come up with a better name I said to myself when I parked my car in front of the old house. The pavement in front of the house was as bad in shape as the houses along the road. Although our house not even looked that bad. That’s of course because Dad is strict in his bi-annual painting job. Every second year he climbs the ladder to paint the wood. And every year it’s a surprise what color it will end up. And how Dad will end up as he usually falls down the ladder two or three times. It doesn’t bother him. He also doesn’t bother about colors. Not that he is colorblind. He is mostly concerned about the costs. Any color of paint on sale in the weekend he has planned to paint the outside walls will do. He does not even bother to remove the old layers. That’s how we ended up in a home which is called the ‘Rainbow House’ by all our neighbors. I’m not sure but sometimes I have a feeling groups of art students are visiting our street to study the famous, never ending Levine Gibeon Art Project. Within a few years we will be more famous than the Miami Deco District. Maybe we should cooperate with Christo and wrap the entire place in rose plastic? If he still does those things; I have not heard any news about him lately. Maybe it was him who has run off with my Mom? Hold it right there Porsha! Don’t let your fantasy get away with you. 


	I parked my old brick in its position in the museum row. Anyone trespassing and unfamiliar with our lovely neighborhood would have guessed he has ended up in Cuba. The row of old-timers would be a perfect set-up for any automobile museum. One day I will make a Tee design of those old cars. One day… for the moment I was too busy working on my Text Tees. Should come up with a better name for those too…


	 


	“Dad?” I yelled when I walked into our house. “Are you home?” I did not expect him to be at home at this time of the day. But it was definitely his car standing on the small driveway in front of our house. Slowly but constant leaking its oil there. The oil drippings, which had found their way down to the road during all those years, had created another piece of art. Like stalactites, or stalagmites or whatever those drip drop things within caves are called. “Dad?” I tried once more. The only sound I heard was Stern who probably moved from one game computer to another. Strange, I thought. Why would he park his car over here, he should be teaching at this time of day. 


	I walked up the stairs, went into my room, slash office, slash design studio, threw my bag upon my bed, slash office desk, slash couch and walked to Dad’s room. His door was closed, which meant he was in there. “Dad?” I asked and knocked upon the door. 


	“Go away!” a grumpy old voice mumbled.


	“Why are you here Dad? Shouldn’t you be teaching right now?”


	“Nothing to teach Porsha. Now leave me alone.”


	“Are you sick? Dad? Are you feeling alright?”


	“Just have to lie down for a while.”


	“You never do Dad; not in the afternoon. You’re not that old. You want me to call a doctor?”


	“Just leave me will you?” 


	The sound of his voice was changing from grumpy to nasty. Time to move on. But I had to ask about Nola first. 


	“Just one more thing Dad, then I will let you suffer there all by yourself…”


	After a short silence and a couple of very deep sighs he finally asked one of his exuberant questions: “What?”


	“I had lunch with Nola this afternoon.”


	“Good for you. Gee. I’m really glad you shared this moment of happiness with me,” the old man in his private bedroom grumbled.


	“No Dad. That’s not it. I had lunch with Nola and she asked me something. Something I must ask you. Well, in fact I should tell you.”


	“What?” the nasty and now annoying voice asked.


	“Nola has been kicked out of her apartment.”


	“Does this get any better?” Levine asked restrained.


	“She asked me if she could stay here for a while,” I said with my most cheerful voice. I even laughed to make it sound better.


	“Hope you said no?”


	“Dad! She’s out on the street. We must help her.”


	“Doesn’t she know they have that… that new thing for people like her nowadays?”


	“What kind of thing?”


	“Salvation army. YMCA. Any place will do as long as it’s not in my house.”


	“Come on Dad. She can stay with me. It will only be a couple of days so she can find another place.”


	“Excuse me? Stay in your room? Have you seen your room lately? Any pawnshop owner would kill to get all the stuff you keep in your room.”


	Guilty, I realized. Piling up clothes, shoes, bags and accessories seems to be one of my specialties. However, it’s a disease I have in common with many girls. Never too much stuff, always too short of closets and storage.  Nothing to worry about. “How about the basement then?” I tried. 


	My friendly Grizzly bear took his time to consider the new option. Instead of the answer I expected, the door in front of me suddenly swayed open. The open door should have brought light to the dark hallway but it remained dark around me. Levine Grizzly, standing in the doorway, blocked all the light. Somewhere deep down his body, I guess it started all the way down his toes, a rumbling answer tried to blurb out: “My basement?”


	“Well, she can’t stay in your room, can she?”


	“In other words Porsha Gibeon, you come to my room to ask my permission but in fact you’ve already told your friend she can stay in this house? In my house?”


	“Hey guys!” Stern yelled from downstairs. “There’s a coroner standing in front of our driveway.”


	“Mind your own business Stern!” Dad yelled back, ready to continue his argument with me.


	I could not say a word. A coroner in front of our house? Oh no Nola, you didn’t! I ran to the nearest window, just in time to see Nola grabbing the first boxes out of the hearse. She handed them over to a man. The same man who had caught me this very morning. I mean… he caught me, you know?


	“Are we finished?” Dad asked, now standing right behind me.


	I stared at the coroner’s wagon. “The company’s car she had said…” 


	While Dad grabbed his chance to have a look at the dance macabre in his front yard, I ran downstairs. Stern did not concern himself about the newcomer in our house. He did not even bother to have a look at the good-looking young man who assisted her. Stern had returned into position and already played a new game; lying flat upon his couch. 


	“Nola!” I almost cried. With an innocent voice I added: “Oh, hello Daniel… I had not seen you.”


	Daniel Fallon gave a friendly smile while he tried to carry two heavy suitcases. Short of breath he answered: “Well hello miss Fitness!”


	As my eyes were focused on the dark prince, I completely forgot about my best friend. I didn’t notice I was standing in her way. Nola carried a pile of boxes in front of her which blocked her view. She did not see a single thing but she did feel one. Me! 
 


	“Damned, mother fu…r!” Nola shouted out loud. “Why are you standing there?” 


	I looked up at her, lying on the floor, covered with Nola’s black thongs and bra’s. Three men were staring at me. “Oh, now you can leave your couch!” I shouted to Stern, meanwhile trying to avoid looking at Daniel. 


	“Basement!” was all Dad said when he saw the truckload his new tenant was bringing into the house. Or tried to bring in, as the content of three boxes was now spread across his driveway.


	Nola looked at me. “You did speak with him didn’t you?”


	“Maybe now is a good time to hand him the muffins,” I apologized. 


	Daniel Fallon pretended to be a real gentleman, walked up to me and helped me back on my feet. “Thanks,” I said without looking him in the eyes. My own two couch potatoes had already left the battlefield. If there’s work to be done, the Gibeon men are gone. Their life motto.


	“Where’s Levi?” Nola asked; waiting with her peace offer, a bag filled with muffins. “Oh, sorry,” she said, looking at Daniel and me. “Did I interrupt something?”


	“No, no,” Daniel said. “I only helped Porsha to get up from the floor.” He could not ignore the severe look of Nola’s eyes and hurried back to the car. “Let me get the rest of your stuff…”


	Nola ignored me and moved on to Dad and Stern. I looked around. The driveway was filled with boxes, suitcases and lots of black lingerie. A few neighbors walked by. They stopped at our house to inquire Daniel about the prices. He looked astonished, desperately tried to find out where Nola had gone. “Sorry folks, we’re just moving in. It’s not a yard sale.” 


	“Oh, you’re moving in? Nice to meet you, we are the Hamptons. We live across the street,” the elderly couple said.


	“Oh, I see. Well, I’m not moving in. My employee… Umm, my friend is.”


	I have known that nosy couple for all my life. They already lived here before Mom and Dad bought or house. Still a boring unicolored house in those days. The Hamptons never appreciated Dad’s multi colored universe. If they weren’t that nosy they probably would not be speaking to him anymore. Their curiosity never withheld them to stay in touch though. Too bad. These were the neighbors I could do without. So could Dad. 


	“My friend is coming to stay with us, so we are kind of busy. Bye now Mister and Mrs. Hampton!” I said. The elderly couple quietly rushed back home. Leaving me all alone with Daniel. 


	And a pile of lingerie.
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	Once Daniel had left, unfortunately…, I helped Nola to install herself in our basement. “Sorry for the mess, Nola. I didn’t know you would be here so soon.”


	“Oh, that’s why I missed the red carpet.” 


	“Ouch!”


	“It’s alright. I’m glad I’ve got a place to stay.”


	“Did Dad say anything to you?” I asked with caution.


	“Like what?” she said surprised.


	“Don’t know. He was at home when I arrived while he was supposed to be teaching. It surprised me. He did not tell me why he was not working.”


	“Well, he didn’t mention anything to me. Actually he did not say anything at all. Are you sure he doesn’t mind that I’m staying here?”


	“To be honest, he was not thrilled about the idea,” I said. I remembered how Dad reacted obnoxious to my question. His reaction worried me. I mean, I know his temper, but even for him this behavior was rather unusual. Especially as he is really fond of Nola. Their characters match. Maybe even more than his character matches mine. Or Stern’s. Obvious something worried him. He was keeping something from me he would not tell. And over the years I have learned not to ask him anything personal. He will tell me when he’s ready. He always does. “Don’t bother Nola. I’m sure he agrees. After all he was the one who told you to move into the basement.”


	“There’s a difference between telling something and commanding,” said Nola. “But as I told you, I’m glad to have a place to stay.”


	“Great. But I need you to promise me one thing.”


	“What?”


	“Don’t paint our basement black.”


	“Okay,” she mumbled. “Does that mean I can sleep with the landlord?”


	“Nola! You’re talking about my Dad!” I said disgusted.


	Nola laughed. She hung her clothes upon a shopping rack which had been waiting down here for ages. Once bought by Dad to organize the incredible wardrobe of Mom. Since she had left a lot of closets were left unused, although I managed to fill in the empty spaces quite well if I may say.


	“Well hello there!” Nola suddenly said, staring into the creepy little eyes of a mouse. “Does Levi know you’re living here?” 


	Before I could reply a grey shadow flashed by my face, used Nola’s black haired head as launching site and tried to jump into the direction of the mouse.


	“Ouch!” Nola screamed as her hairs were entangled into Shades paws. My crazy cat tried to catch a mouse but had caught himself a gothic girl instead. The mouse ran for its life, Shades became wild and Nola turned mad. Meanwhile I did what I usually do in times of need: nothing. Shades finally managed to get out of Nola’s grip, accidently holding on to a few of her hairs, which made her scream even louder. The cat continued the hunt but soon found out his prey had not waited for him. While Nola was still cursing and yelling, Shades made his exit, slowly walked up the stairs, swaying its bushy tail fancy left to right as if he waved us goodbye.


	“Still glad you can stay here?” I asked.


	“Delighted,” she grumbled.


	From the top of the stairs, Dad called: “What on earth are you doing down there? Seems you’re tearing the place down.”


	“Shades tried to catch a mouse Dad.”


	“I heard a noise that did not sound like a mouse.”


	“You haven’t been here lately, have you Dad? You’ve got monster mice down your basement.”


	“Hmm, monster tenants you mean.”


	“Thank you for the compliment Mister Gibeon,” Nola said still rubbing her head.


	“Only here for an hour and it’s already a mess,” Dad mumbled and walked away. Probably going back into lounge position.


	I embraced Nola. “Welcome to your new house girl. Hope you will enjoy it.”


	“Hope I will survive it,” Nola replied.
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	Back in my room I focused on creating new designs for my Tees. One of these days I would make a T-shirt which would help me launch my brand successfully. Till that day I just created as much as I could, and tried to sell my designs to as many wholesale companies as possible. While I was making new sketches, I thought about the new lunchroom. When I went home, after my lunch with Nola, I had noticed the small space next to the lunchroom was available for rent. I had made a selfie in front of the rental space. A nice spot for starting a shop. My own Tee-shop. I imagined myself working in my own fancy boutique. Did I say boutique? Should be bouTEEque of course. Sounds better than ‘Porsha’s Tees’, doesn’t it? Yep, daydreaming is great. Reality unnecessary harsh. Without any money, starting a shop would be close to impossible. But, there’s always Dad! He would help me out. No doubt about it. I grabbed my Smartphone and scrolled through the photos. Ah! There it was; a picture of the real estate company’s sign. And, more important, the phone-number of Dynarent Real Estate. Should I? Why not! I made an appointment and asked Nola to come along.
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