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Max Campbell, is a brilliant lawyer with an even better future, the opportunity to work at “Infraestructure, Financial, Energy&Technology Group”, IFET, is the best thing that could happen to her, even if it means sacrificing her own comfort. A past full of uncertainty and nostalgia will be shaken by the least expected person and it will only be a matter of time before her old secrets are revealed.

Ethan Parker is a project manager in the area of ​​information and communication technologies at IFET, a ruthless businessman, with immaculate professional and personal ethics. His perfectly structured life passes between a job that he is passionate about, the unconditional love of his family and his friends.

As if fate or chance played a trick on them, Max and Ethan meet in the most unexpected way, changing their lives.

Max must fight with her past and learn that not all men are the same, that sometimes the only way to truly live is to jump into the void and risk everything.

Ethan will be the custodian of the great secret of Max, even though she doesn't know it, creating a sea of ​​conditions that drive him crazy, for better and for worse.

What will happen when they meet again in a different realm and when the power struggle confronts them instead of unite them?

Macchiato is a story of reunions, where love, passion and secrets go hand in hand.

To Mayte.

For everything, therefore.
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Faint, dare, be furious,

rough, tender, liberal, elusive,

heartened, deadly, deceased, alive,

loyal, treacherous, cowardly and spirited;

not find out of the good center and rest,

to be happy, sad, humble, haughty,

angry, brave, fugitive,

satisfied, offended, suspicious;

averting one's face from clear disappointment,

drinking poison for soft liquor,

forgetting profit, loving the damage;

believing that a heaven fits in a hell,

giving life and soul to a disappointment;

this is love, whoever tried it knows it.

Lope de Vega
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In the gym area of ​​his spacious loft, all you could hear was the thumping of his bandaged fists and bare feet, mercilessly charging at the sandbag swinging lazily in front of the window, and the fury with that the storm was devastating the city that afternoon.

The ringtone with which he identified the “special” calls began to howl on the table, taking him out of his daily practice.

With one last kick he walked away and took the towel resting on the wooden bench. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and his bare torso. He hung the towel around his neck and walked to the phone.

“Hello” he picked up the call in a dry tone.

“My son is going to call you, I want to know everything” that's how they answered him.~

“When?” he asked walking towards the kitchen.

“Soon.”

“Ok” he placed the device between his shoulder and his ear and uncorked a bottle of mineral water. “Conditions?”

“The same as the last time.”

“In a few minutes I'll perform the operation.”

“Okay.”

The only remaining sound in the environment was his breathing and the raindrops hitting the windows.

[image: image]



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Macchiato


[image: image]




Maxine stirred in her bed and slowly stretched. She half-opened her eyes giving a deep sigh, her mind took her in a flash to the long list of tasks that she had pending for that weekend, and her face lit up in anticipation happiness. 

In a flurry of sheets and blankets she stood by her bed, barefoot she walked to the window, drew back the blinds and opened the panes.

Autumn had come to the streets of Providence and the leaves on the trees were swaying to the beat of the gentle breeze. The sun peeked out from behind some clouds and caressed the city with its warm rays.

The perfume in the air filled her chest and she smiled into the sun. She loved autumns. The leaves of the trees changed her color for a privileged palette of golden ochres and reds of different shades and intensities, which she always managed to amaze her. To her credit she had thirty autumns, each one more beautiful, more magical and unrepeatable than the others. It wasn't her favorite season for nothing.

The aroma of her freshly brewed coffee woke her up from her reverie. She took one last look at the street where she was born: a couple of neighbors were talking on the corner, the postal employee of all her life, doing his job, nothing out of the ordinary, but now that she wouldn't see him so often, she knew more emphatically that she was going to miss him.

She closed the windows gently and wrapped herself in her robe to go down to breakfast.

Her stockings muffled her steps on the wooden stairs, she went down the steps slowly, one by one, remembering when she was a girl and to her mother's astonishment, she would go down to breakfast sliding down the polished wooden railing. Upon reaching the last step of her, her gaze was lost in the collection of frames that adorned the wall of the small hall, in front of her she saw at least one photo of her per year until the day of her promotion. 

She went through them all, reliving those moments. Anyone who saw those photographs would say that her life was full of happiness, laughter abounded in all of them. There was the photo of her from that day in the park when she learned to ride a bike, not the moment she fell and scraped her knees on the gravel on the road. And in all of them she observed the same thing, they were a parenthesis, an oasis of happiness in the midst of the continuous evolution of life.

To observe that wall was to see a summary of her childhood, not so distant, not so happy, and a pang of nostalgia her heart wrinkled.

She took a deep breath like every time feelings and memories began to overwhelm her, she drew her best smile and walked briskly into the kitchen.

“Good morning mom, how are you?” She said as she filled her cup of coffee. 

"Good morning Max, very well," she sketched a tired smile on her lips. 

"How was your shift at the hospital?”

"Everything very calm, thanks. Bye.”

“Better this way... “

she was about to prepare a toast when her mother questioned her: 

“Max?”

“Yes.”

“What's wrong?” Her mother put the cup on the table.

“With what?” She answered elusively looking over the wisps of coffee. I can't help it anymore, she thought with resignation. 

“I don't know, you tell me. You've been acting strange for a week.”

“Yes?”

“Yes, and you know it. Come on tell me, what is it?”

“Well... you see...” she took a long sip of coffee looking for the right words.

“I've been working at Goldenberg for three years now and you know I was looking for something more...”

“Aha” Amy took the cup between her two hands and put all her attention on her daughter.

“That something I was looking for arrived a few days ago. The human resources people at IFET contacted me for the position of deputy legal manager for the group.” 

Max watched as his mother's face changed with each word: pride, surprise, happiness, confusion, fear. Fear? Why should she be afraid?

"Are you okay, Mom? I know it's sudden, but...”

“Yes, yes, I'm... very well... surprised... just that... yes, yes... surprised” Amy could barely contain the tremors that shook her from head to toe.

Her most hidden memories they could come to light, and even today, so many years later, I wasn't ready.

“Oookeeey... I'm sorry I didn't tell you before, I was just trying to put things in order a bit, and see how to deal with the whole situation.”

“Don’t worry, everything will be fine. And tell me, this group has offices in several cities...”

“Yes, the headquarters is in Boston, they're waiting for me there.”

“When?”

“Next Monday.”

“The other Monday?”

“Yes. The entire pre-selection process until now was by teleconference, on Thursday afternoon they confirmed the last interview for me on Monday morning.”

“Wow... and when were you going to tell me?”

“Today, I already told you, I was only looking for the right moment, during the week we are very complicated and anyway... the days went by. And besides, Monday's appointment was managed faster than I imagined.”

“I imagine that today's outing with Mary has something to do with that, right?”

“Something like that, you know that Mary's parents have a apartment in Boston, I would stay there for a while until I found another place, at least initially. We're going to see what I'd need to bring, and since it's Spurs vs. Celtics this afternoon, we're going to the game. It's at the TD Garden of course.”

“Are you going to spend the night there or go home?”

“We're staying until Monday afternoon. If there are no surprises involved, I'd start my new job the next Monday.”

“Great, daughter, it's going to be quite an adventure” she said, imposing a smile that didn't reach her eyes.

“Yes, it will be. Are you going to be okay with all this? I...”

“Don't worry, it was a matter of time before something like this happened, the important thing here is that you're going to be fine.”

“Thank you, it's not easy.”

“I know, trust me. Everything is going to be fine” she lovingly squeezed her daughter's hand and Max couldn't be more than surprised.

“I'll send you a message when we get there, so you stay calm.”

“Well, now I'm going to bed, twenty-four hours on duty are no small thing.”

“I think so. Take a rest.”

“Please take care of yourself.”

“I will.”

Amy left the cup in the sink and headed for the stairs to go up to her bedroom.

Like every morning, after her shift at Hasbro Children's Hospital, the shower was brief, while she mentally reviewed the cases attended. It was her way of checking that everything was in order and resting. 

But this morning was not just another. 

She dressed in her favorite pajamas and her footsteps dodged around the bed to stop by her desk, in front of her laptop. She froze, curious and needing to know about her, fighting memories and self-imposed limits.

Rarely did temptation overcome her willpower. And she hated herself every time it happened. In light of the recent conversation, this would be one of those times. She sat nervously on the end of the chair. 

She opened the browser and typed the four letters, which put all together were her most painful memory.

“IFET”

The result was immediate, links, photos, interviews, a formidable amount of information that she felt was impossible for her to process.

She entered the “Infrastructure, Financial, Energy & Technology Group” page, and held her breath.

She wandered through the site looking for the payroll, the world stopped just a click away.

A few clicks at the door distracted her attention from the screen, when she turned she met her daughter's expectant gaze.

“Mom... are you okay? I called a couple of times and since you didn't answer I opened the door.”

“Yes, of course... I just got distracted. I was about to go to bed, do you need anything," she said curtly. She knew it wasn't the right one but the surprise and the fear of being discovered overcame everything else.

“I confirmed with Mary, I'll pick her up in half an hour. I'll text you when we get to Boston. Ok?" 

"No... better call me.” 

"But you're exhausted...” 

"Just do it," she said too firmly and after a sigh added, "please." 

"Okay, I'll go change. You should rest," she said walking up to her mother and leaving a kiss on her forehead. 

Amy didn't say a word. She couldn't articulate them. She saw her daughter leave the room, and her world fell apart. She slammed the laptop shut and flung herself onto the bed on top of the blankets. She hugged her pillow and cried bitter tears until she was in that limbic state, a mixture of sleep and wakefulness, nightmare and reality.

[image: image]

Mary greeted her parents and took a set of keys from the desk in her father's study in the Boston apartment. 

She slung her huge backpack on her shoulder and opened the door as her friend, with a huge smile, came with agile steps to meet her.

“Hello Max, how are you?” She said hugging her lifelong friend, her sister by her choice.

“Good morning Mary, super anxious. I'm buzzing," she laughed jumping up and down. 

To look at Maxine's face was to see joy with legs or something very similar. Mary couldn't remember the last time she had seen her so excited, almost ecstatic. Her heart jumped with happiness, she would miss her... how could she not? But life was about advancing, growing, taking the opportunities that presented themselves when they presented themselves, and this was one of those that didn't happen twice.

“I believe you, I'm the same. I95 here we come!” they celebrated jumping at the same time and high-fiving each other in the air.

“Attention Bostonians!” Maxine laughed.

Mary's parents were watching them from the front door of their house, they saw them put the backpack in Coop's trunk, and yes, the girls had named Max's MiniCooper, Coop, it was her adventure partner for barely a year, but the poor thing could write a couple of books with so many anecdotes.

Max ran up to the couple to say goodbye with a big hug from each one. And she ran back to the car. Once settled, they both greeted each other as they closed the door and headed out.

“Is Mary ready?”

“Always.”

“Okay, here we go.” “Hey! Look what I prepared for the trip.”

From her pants pocket she took out a flash drive that she inserted into Coop's console.

“Mmm... do I have to guess?” Mary's eyebrows rose laughing.

“You couldn't even want to.”

“Aha.”

“I spent a couple of hours looking for music according to the trip” she answered, all serious and failing. the attempt.

“Let's see...” Mary pressed play and her eyes almost escaped her face when the chords of Crazy Bitch flooded the car.

“All right! Break me down, you got a lovely face

We're going to your place And now you got to freak me out

Scream so loud, getting fuckin' laid

You want me to stay, but I got to make my way”

“Well...not so bad,” Mary hesitated, and the music kept playing.

“Wait and see.” Max could barely contain her laughter. The next verse was the coup de grâce.

“Hey, You're crazy bitch But you fuck so good, I'm on top of it

When I dream, I'm doing you all night

Scratches all down my back to keep me right on”

“Oh my God Max!” Mary's face was a poem.

“If you don't like it you can pass it on, they're not all the same.”

“Naaah... what else did you copy?”

“Some to sing along the way.”

Mary started scrolling through the songs to see what they were:

02My Immortal

03Kickstar my heart.

04Highway to hell.

05Whole lotta love

06Dr Feeldgood 

07Come on feel the noise

08Nightmare

“They're not bad, but the first one is kind of out of place with the rest.”

“The first one was just to see your face, and not that I was wrong, if you had seen yourself!” Max alternated her sight between the climb to the highway and her friend.

“Can you imagine my parents listening to us singing Crazy Bitch?" Mary put on her best horrified face. 

"No, but I can imagine my mother's face," she shook her head from side to side. It sure wasn't a song that Amy Campbell approved of.

“Well, we already have special music for trips.”

“Don't laugh, but the selection is called “Road Trip 01””

“1 ? Is there more?”

“If all goes as it should, this trip to Boston is going to be the first of many.”

Mary turned the music down and turned to listen to Max.

“I'm going to stay in Boston, but my mother, you and my life are here, I don't think I can travel every weekend, I hope I can do it at least a couple of times a month.”

“And how it couldn't be any other way, you have everything scheduled, right?”

“Mary you know me, you know I'm like that, I can put Crazy Bitch in the car while we joke around. But my life is based on certainties, I have to know what is going to happen to be prepared, and going back and forth from Providence to Boston is something to consider. It's not just the kilometers, but the distance from you.”

“Yes, changes cost.”

“Do they cost? THEY COST? They are hard for people, for me they are almost impossible, I can hardly handle them, it is a constant struggle. Necessary, but she fights at last.”

“And I'll be with you, always.”

“I know, I couldn't do it without you and she smiled at her friend.

“Well Road Trip 01, what do you have here?”

Mary turned up the volume and said:

“Hey! High way to hell!! AC/DC I love you more every day” Max turned and looked at her pouting. “And you too.”

“Come on Mary!”

And with that said, with the volume at maximum, to the point that the other cars looked at them as they passed, they sang loudly:

“Livin' easy Lovin' free

Season ticket on a one way ride

Askin' nothin' Leave me be

Takin' everythin' in my stride

Don't need reason Don't need rhyme

Ain't nothin' that I'd rather do

Goin' down Party time

My friends are gonna be there too

I'm on the highway to hell

On the highway to hell

Highway to hell

I'm on the highway to hell”

“We're almost there, you know the exact address right?” Mary asked, sure she knew the answer. 

"I uploaded it to the GPS the other day and did the virtual tour several times," she replied, all serious. 

"Oh my God!" and she burst out laughing, her friend was terrible.

“And what's the problem?”

“None Max, but I came with you, I know how to get to my house” Mary smiled.

“I know, but there are things that never change.”

“It's true: Death, taxes and Maxine Campbell.”

Thomas was about to enter the building when he saw her get out of the car with Max.

"Thomas! How nice to see you," Mary smiled. 

"Welcome home Mary," was his affectionate response, she had known him since she was born. 

"Thom, do you remember my friend Max?" She will stay in the apartment for a while.

“Welcome Maaaaxx...” and he stretched out the name seeking to complete it.

“Maxine Campbell, Thomas, but everyone calls me Max “ she said extending her hand.

“Well Max, welcome then, my wife and I, we live on the ground floor, you just need to let us know.”

“Thank you Thomas.”

“I'll help you with that” replied the man when he saw the backpacks in Coop's trunk.

“There's no need Thom, really, this is nothing, wait for next week” Mary replied with a wink. 

“Fine, I'll help you then.”

“Thank you! See you later.”

The girls climbed the few steps that separated the sidewalk from the main door of the building. The elevator was one of those bars, the old model. The entire construction seemed to come out of a trip back in time. 

Mary put her backpack on the floor and opened the apartment door. She entered followed by Max 

They hadn't been here in a long time and the place seemed magical to them. She paced the room with a mixture of curiosity and longing in her heart.

The first thing that caught Max's eye was the light wood floors, polished and shiny, reflecting even the scattered windows. Immaculate white walls with no frills. Pale green kitchen cabinets and white granite counter tops. The circular table is also in white wood like the chairs, with their flower-patterned cushions. It was a fairytale kitchen.

The armchair in a natural tone, had cushions of various sizes as the only touch of color, and a low table with antique ironwork invited you to drink coffee and read a good book in front of the fireplace. 

As she walked through the space, Max already imagined how she would decorate that apartment if it were hers, she wanted it to be. Looking towards the window she saw the step that separated that sector, which made it perfect to place a nice rug there and the desk facing the window. The view was wonderful, working from home would be a pleasure.

In one corner there was a small closet, the guest bathroom and the exit to the terrace. Oh! She could add a round table and a couple of garden chairs, lots of flowering plants. Without closing her eyes she could see the composition she was dreaming of.

Mary left the backpacks next to the couch and went through the cupboards without losing sight of her friend. She knew without a doubt everything that was going through her orderly and creative head.

Max continued her journey to the bedroom and there she ended up falling in love with that apartment. The French doors gave access to the terrace, the floor was also made of light wood, with the only detail being that two rectangular, fluffy, white rugs framed the spacious bed with an iron headboard. In that corner she could put a small round table and a Berger armchair, for reading. When she reached the dressing room and the main bathroom, the decision was made. That apartment would be hers, somehow, at some point.

She retraced her steps to the kitchen, and found Mary fiddling with her phone. She looked up and asked, 

"So? How do you see it?”

“Oh Mary, it's perfect” she said, falling into the armchair.

“I imagine you already know what you're going to put and where, right?”

“Mary Sanders, you couldn't be more right," she replied with a theatrical bow.

“Okay, what do we do now?”

“I'll call my mom to let her know we're okay, and we'll go for lunch until it's the time of the match.”

“Perfect, I'm going to call home too.”

––––––––
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A strident, continuous, monochord sound was piercing his skull. He turned from side to side in bed, covered his head with a pillow and nothing. He kept sounding like the world was going to end. Or was it the fire brigade siren? No, it was just the ringing of his apartment.

He looked at the phone on his nightstand, he had been in bed only a few hours, which of course wasn't long enough. Not after the hellish week of work he had, visiting three company offices in five days, one in each cardinal point of the damn country, and having spent the whole night at Giuliana's house, doing everything but sleeping.

He kicked the covers off the bed, and headed for the door, fuming from his ears. 

“WHAT?!” He barked with an unfriendly face. 

"Hello baby, how did my little piece of heaven wake up today?” Henry scoffed and cheekily looked him up and down as he entered “Honey, you can't open the door like that if you don't want me to jump on you.”

“Fuck you” was all the answer followed by a loud slam.

“I love you too.”

Henry settled back on the couch, and turned on ESPN. Ethan realized that he was just wearing, and by chance, some black boxers and that his appearance was not the best.

“Sorry, I'm tired and in a bad mood...” that was his poor attempt at an excuse. Luckily Henry didn't expect much more.

He knew his brother's volatile character, his lack of patience for some things, his extreme dedication and perseverance for others. And all combined with a heart of gold. Only few, very few, were allowed to see it.

“Tough week, eh?”

“Not to mention it, Tuesday in Washington, Wednesday in Texas, Thursday in Los Angeles. And to close my week, Friday with Giuliana.”

“Giuliana? I thought you don’t see each other anymore.”

“Only from time to time. When our flights stop in Boston, we see each other.”

“Nothing serious then?”

“Serious isn't my thing and you know it, and the best thing is that Giuliana knows it too” Ethan approached the kitchen to prepare coffee, “I needed a couple of liters at least to finish waking up.”

“Fun without problems for you, huh?”

“For both of us... coffee?”

“Yes a big one please. And with Giuliana, I wouldn't be so sure. It's hard for them to see it that way.”

“I'm going to take a shower,” he warned him as he held out the full cup, “then that would be her problem, not mine.”

His went to the shower, turned on the tap and stood under the warm spray remembering the night before. His brother's words echoed in his head.

Reviewing his last encounters with Giuliana, he noticed that something had changed. She was more affectionate, she always wanted to talk, she asked about his day and told him about hers. And about a month ago she asked him to go with her to find a lamp for her room.

Shit! He was in trouble. What language did he have to speak for things to be clear? From the beginning he was honest and clear, he told her that he was not looking for anything serious. Did she think he could change his mind? If that was it, she was sorely mistaken. 

Giuliana apparently wanted something else. And now they had an awkward conversation ahead of them, not in the immediate future. The next stop in Boston would be in about a fortnight, then they'd talk.

For now, he was content to finish waking up, and go to the basketball game with Henry.

He got out of the shower, wrapped a towel on his hip and with another he wrung the water out of his hair. He wore it so short that it didn't need to be combed in. 

He came to his dressing room and picked out his clothes for the evening. Some sneakers and a black jean. A white t-shirt and a plaid shirt. The Celtics cap and he was ready to go to the game. 

He reached Henry, picked up the phone and together they set off for the TD Garden.
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“Mary, these locations are spectacular!” Max exclaimed, as she gawked as the cheerleaders warmed up on the field and the team mascots paced back and forth.

"Yes, they are. Dad's client gave them to him, he couldn't come this weekend and we were here. That's why he gave them to me.”

“Great!”

They were sending messages on the phone to friends and commenting on what they saw until a hoarse and slow voice said:

“Ladies, May we come in please?”

Mary and Max looked up from the phone and almost dropped it. Mother of God! 

Max was the first to recover from the shock, it only took her a couple of seconds, and she answered as relaxed as she could be.

“Yes... of course. Please” they drew their legs up a little so that they could pass and sit in the only two free seats left in that entire sector of the stadium.

Between Mary and Max, only a glance was enough to understand each other. Neither of them was going to turn left for the next hour or so. 

The first half passed, Spurs 48- Celtics 53. 

They heard the screams of their recent neighbors and continued to resist the temptation to look at them. The first intermission came, which lasted a breath, and Max went in search of a couple of Cokes. She arrived when the second half had already begun.

The slow look that her neighbor's gaze passed over her as she approached her seat did not go unnoticed. 

"Mary, your Coke, no ice," and she murmured in her friend's ear. “My God, he looked me up and down.”

"Who?” she disguised herself a little to ascertain her suspicions.

“The one next door, the one with the Celtics cap. I felt that I turned red.”

“One, you didn't feel it, you're red and two, if you had seen how he looked at you when you left, maybe you wouldn't have come back.” Mary laughed.

“Let's continue without looking and that's it.”

“Ok.”

The second half was a little more intense, and the Celtics beat the Spurs by 78-75.

In the long intermission, it was customary for the “KissCam” to walked through the stands, and the entire stadium looked at the screens to see if they were the lucky ones to be focused.

About the last minute before the start of the third period, the unthinkable happened. 

In a second or less, Mary screamed and choked. Max gave her a puzzled look, then looked back at the screen. Her eyes widened and she spun to the left as if drawn by a magnet. 

Watching her from the front, without the blessed Celtics cap was him, her neighbor with the hoarse voice. And on the screen the image of the two of them.

And again, the only coherent sentence her mind could form was: “Mother of God!”

Their eyes collided and she watched in slow motion, he was getting closer, millimeter by millimeter, all the background shouting of about fifteen thousand people was an unintelligible murmur. His hands cupped her face and she watched him tilt his head just a little. 

Unintentionally, but unable to resist, she flew to those lips. She closed her eyes and her mouth rested on his. The electricity that went through her from head to toe could only be compared to the discharge of lightning, and the intensity of the light behind her closed eyelids as well. She felt him kiss first one lip, then the other, a slow, sweet kiss. Tender? He stepped away for a moment, their noses brushing as they shifted position. Max let herself be carried away by the mist that enveloped her and with her hands she held onto his wrists, very strong so as not to fall. Their breathing changed, Max just listening to the pumping of her blood roar from her in her head. 

As the camera focused on them, she thanked all the gods known, and to know. Ethan was beyond good and evil, it was to look at her and lose the North. Everything disappeared, except her face. 

She stopped thinking and just kissed him

Her whole body responded accordingly. With the only ounce of sanity she had she pulled away from him to end the kiss right then and there. And it was just then that she chose to take him by the wrists, and what little common sense she had left vanished there. He brushed his nose against hers, breathed in her own air and was intoxicated by her scent. She smelled of flowers, of mint, of life. 

And she wanted more. 

He brought her closer and invaded her mouth as if she were the last spring of clear water and he were the last man to leave the desert.

After what seemed like an eternity, she managed to separate little by little, with short kisses until she was face to face with the owner of that mouth, which in a matter of seconds turned her structures upside down.

Max didn't know if she lived or had died and was in heaven. In her thirty years, no one, ever, had kissed her like that. She was in that conscious awakening where we choose to keep our eyes closed to continue dreaming. Only the people around were making such a ruckus that there was no choice but to wake up and come back to reality.

She opened her eyes slowly, to find honey-colored lakes as overwhelmed as her own, her neighbor from the cap with the same difficulties in breathing. 

Neither of them could speak. None of them did.

Each of them settled into his chair. 

Max touched all the buttons on her phone, reread messages, reviewed the music on the device, trying to recover a little of the serenity that she had lost with that kiss. 

Ethan pulled his cap down to his brows, folded his hands over his stomach, and stretched his legs out as far as he could. His brother wanted to speak to him, and with a single gesture he dismissed him.

In the middle of the third period, Max couldn't even cope with herself. How the hell had she let that happen? And the worst... what would she do at the end of the game?

She didn't think she was a coward, but... “better safe than sorry” as her mother would say. She didn't even want to imagine Amy's face if she told her something like that. She moved a little closer to Mary and whispered in her ear, 

“Mary, can we please go?” Her pleading tone moved her friend, who looked at her for a couple of seconds and then her gaze extended to her neighbor who was very focused on some point between the visor of his cap and the game, but who did not move a single muscle nor to breathe.

As if they had practiced it, with absolute speed and synchronization, they stood up, accommodating their shoulder bags on their torsos and retreated to the side of the grandstand.

Ethan and Henry only managed to follow them with the view. And again, when Henry wanted to speak, Ethan looked at him with his now famous no-fuck face, not to be feared, but to be taken into account. Especially with the public present. 

Mary and Max reached the parking lot, once safely in Coop, Max rested her arms on the steering wheel and hung her head in defeat. For the first time in the last few minutes, she was able to breathe to the full capacity of her lungs.

“Maxine Campbell, I deserve an explanation” was all Mary said calmly.

After a long sigh, Max sat back up. facing her friend and answered:

“I'm sorry.”

“I already know that, what I don't know is: What happened to make you run away like that? What did I miss?” Mary wasn't angry, just confused.

“It's just... I'm not like that, you know...” her sad eyes squeezed her friend's heart. “It was... it was as if a force pushed me towards him, not I couldn't help it, I couldn't control it, nothing like that ever happened to me, not even with Sean...”

“Wow...” Mary leaned against the door shaking her head from side to side.

Max continued with her explanation.

“Now do you understand? That can't be a good thing Mary, I don't like things to be like this, on Monday a new stage in my life begins, I can't have my head messed up like this.”

“It was that intense, huh?”

“Yes it was. Believe me it was" she lowered her eyes saddened by the whole situation. 

"Ok, now what do we do?”

"Shall we continue with our plan for the day?” A relieved smile lit up her face.

With that, she started the engine and they headed out of the TD Garden parking lot.

[image: image]

On Monday morning the day dawned radiant. The last interview had been the definitive one. 
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