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To my thinks, for being so real as a book. To every who whispered impossible non telling stories in my ears.

DEDICATÓRIA

To Carina Rissi, friend and encourage person, Douglas and Cléo unconditional fan and the first person who believed in this book. 

To you all my thanks.

I

Twelve days before

––––––––
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- Come, Cléo. We’ll sing.

Jessye screamed to me beside the Karaoke. I just shake my head, denying, leaned in the bar counter which was being cleaned to recieve the clients while I drunk my artificial orange juice.

- You are not funny. Your voice is the most beautiful.

I rolled my eyes and give back to my friends reaffirming that I did’nt want coporate with their fun.

My name is Cléo, I’m 25. I’m a newspaper columnist and I write about life and feelings. Journalism undergraduated, I specialized myself in literature. Writing was always my huge dream. When I finished the university I wal already employed which was very important for my financial independence. I was lucky for seing the american people liked my articles.

I am brazilian but I live in North America since 7 years, when I was accepted by an one of the bests universities in California. Since that, the United States has been my home. I’m still sad for being so far of my family and my town that I love so much. But the true is that I’m here and I have no prediction for coming back. 

I am engaged. Actually, because of this relationship I throw away everythin looking for a new life with Jonathan. Until nowdays I ask myself how he convinced me. Jhon is brazilian too and we have the same age. He’s economist. Recently he has been hired by a big company and this is a prid to him. Of course I share this feeling, but..

We started to date when I was 15. Yes. It is 10 years of a relationship. John was my first boyfriend, first love, first everything. First and only...until now. Well,  living in United States was a dream of my groom. I just followed him. I came to Las Vegas, the sin city, with my three best friends: Jessye, Sandy and Hilary. We met each other at university. Jessye and Hilary are also journalists, however we had studied in different years. Sandy is dentist. Sandy and Jessye are childhood friends. That’s why we are friends too. 

Jessye is a kind of supersister. She talks a lot, is very funny and extroverted. She is the one who convinced us to make crazy things as this trip to Las Vegas. She is tall, thin, red hair and green eyes. The perfect combination for a so great drew face. She could be a model but, unless she is satisfied with her beauty, my friend likes to be journalist. And she is just the girl of weather at a dairy journal, having kowledge that she doesn’t have this job because of the capacity, but because of her beauty in front of cameras. 

Sandy is totally the oposite of Jessye. She is shy, sweet and romantic. She speaks little, but she jumps in all crazy ideas of our friend. I think that’s the way thtat she finds to show her friendship. She is a good thing to see. I mean.. she is not tall nor short, brown hair, straight and heavy that follows the same line until the shoulders and gain own movement in any time. Her face is thin with a cheek wel defined. The eyes have the same color of the hair: dark brown. She looks like exactly as she is: romantic. 

Hilary is the one who seemed more like me. We are not super extroverted, but not shy. Racionalist, however sometimes the feelings lead us. We believe in love, but we agree that respect and friendship are over all this feeling. 

Hillary is blond, has blue eyes and a fantastic body. She is never satisfied with herself. For example, she has already made two cirurgy in her nose since I met her. Besides the silicon and liposuction Moreover, she obsessively works out . It doesn’t avoid her being an amazing person. 

You must be questioning yourself what were we doing in Las Vegas. It’s a long story, but the true is that after ten years of a relationship and three of these living together me and John decided to get married. Because of my pression, I admit. 

In United States living together doesn’t mean marriage. So, we were just engaged sharing the apartment. I wanted get married. With right of a bride dress and everything else. 

John agreed to make our relation official with one condition: we would be separated for one month. Really separated. We’d not speak nor seen each other. It would not be a relation, fidelity, the communion. We would just be single, completely free for one month.

Why? He didn’t believe that, unless the love he felt for me, we had not lived another experiences. It always has been just us, all the time and this, according his thinks, wasn’t healthy in a relationship. 

I never missed another experiences. To me, he was always enough. But this was the condition to get married and after one week crying or trying to be the most rational possible I decided to accept. 

Of course my friends didn’t agree with my decision. Instead, they thought this an absurd! And that’s why we went to Las Vegas. They believe that if he could have one month having fun and living new experiences I also should have it.

And , my opinion? I just want to be locked up in my room and sleep all the month until everything come back to normal. But of course they didn’t permit that it happened. 

In the following day, because of my decision of accepting the propose, John leave out home. He went to live with a friend. The same friend who could lead him to the parties, which always resulted in fights and spin off between us. I believe this guy has been the huge inventor of this temporary separation.

I’ve been locked at home, crying for many days, and it could not be different. So, I wrote the most depressed article that I have ever written. Ironically, was the most praised.

The people like reading about suffering, manly if it is lovely. My big confirmation.  Good because I’m sure that I will write like this for a long time.

After three days the first new came: my groom has been spotted in a bar with a blond woman. She was “anybody”, as they said, but inside me I was sure that she wasn’t. John liked beauty and I was the bigger proof.

With my 1,70 in height, I could stand myself on a diet. Yes because here the diet is always a sacrifice. It is the only way to keep my 65kg well distributed. My black hair were long since I was 10. John loved my long hair so I decided to keep them as they were. But the thing that I like me more are my big eyes emerald-green. They are really wonderful! 

I don’t need to describe how that new hurt me, however I had been agreed that we shoul have another experiences and he leave out with other woman were a new experience. So I should keep it on. Thus, after lots of tears my friends got convinced me to board on that crazy trip. 

We arrived in Las Vegas one day before the Karokê incident. Anxious and thirsty for fun we went to a casino. I avowed that I loved it. I laughed a lot, earned some money and lost much more. It was ok. I was just spending the little that I have saved for the wedding.

Vegas never sleep and there is always something to do in any time, day or night. It’s just choose. So, we entered in another casino. Our goal was know all important casinos in the city as good tourists. This was not our only interest. We also wanted know the lions exposed there, a very beauty appeal. After it we went to take a chance at the awesome machines which make us spending money more and more.

We spent our time absorbing the most possible of the city in just the first day. When the night fell we were exhausted. But otherwise we changed our clothes and we came back to the Strip looking for more adventures. And we found it!

Hilary and I risked ourselves in a roller coaster which was inside the hotel and protudes itself. Sandy and Jessye had no courage of following us. It was very fun unless too nauseating to whom had already drunk more them usual. 

Las Vegas is hot. Opressively hot. Even with the powerful air conditioning inside the casinos it was possible to feel the heat outside there. And it forced us to drink a lot.

When we were coming back to the hotel, after lots of drinks that made us tottering and much more happy than we really were, we saw a little store with neon letters that indicated “Madame Madeleine”. Jessye gave the idea and it couldn’t be different. We entered in it thinking all those things witty. We had been answered by a thin boy,bald and tall who dressed up a wide white cloth and has been very polite with us.

He put us in a reserved room where we have been answered by that “Madame”, who was costumed with a glittering purple tunica, a cap of the same color and her “crystal ball”. While she was been concentrated we looked each other funnies.

- I see tiers and sadness. - My heart was in my boots, but I soon understood that women looking for clairvoyance will be always an easy pray. What else she could think? - Don’t be haunted, girls. - The “Madame” open her eyes staring me. I was so worrier. There was no doubts that she was spoking directly to me. - I also see a marriage in your future, very soon, and such happiness too.

It was impossible avoiding the smile and relief that I felt. Even knowing that everything was a fraud, I felt hopeful. And that because I really wanted a marriage and desired desperately my happiness back.

I was so euphoric with her words that I couldn’t pay attention in what she was talking to my friends anymore. I remained lost in my thoughts imagining how it would be when everything would be over. It left just twenty days to the dedline ending and I would have John back as I wanted: married and happy. 

I came back to hotel, lost in thoughts. Before sleeping I still thought “just more nineteen days and so: marriage and happiness. I’ve agreed to face everything as a extended bachelor party. That’s why I needed to cheer me up for enjoying the huge seven days with my friens.

I didn’t knew what was expecting me.

II

Nineteen days before

––––––––
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─ Hey! Spice Girl? We are waiting for you - Hillary called me on the microphone. I could not laugh.

─ You can sing. I’m tired - I was almost yielding. They would sing our song, “Spice up your life”. I couldn’t lost it.

─ Cléo! - Sandy called, blinking her little shining eyes which always convinced me to make what she wanted.

I chuckled and I’ve gone to them, leaving the juice bottle on the counter. I must admit that it was very fun when we played in that way. We didn’t sing anything. We were out of tone and many times we lost the tone. But to make up it we usually gave lots of laughs. In this time was the same. Without audience and with a lot of desire to laugh. 

Just when we finished we noticed their presence. Four handsome boys, in the first look. They were coming to us in decided steps of whom knew that was being noticed. Jessye was the first to spot them.

- Hum! Four to four. What do you think? - I looked curios to my back and so I spotted him. 

Tall, strong but no much, black hair cut as Top Gun style, thrown to the side and slightly peaked. His jeans was skinny to the body, valuing him. There was something in him that conveyed security. Maybe the way of walking or looking. The fact was that he seemed like the kind of man who knows what want and doesn’t hesitate of doing everything to keep it. He was sexy! I couldn’t denied it.

His eyes fulminated me. I was lost in them until I perceived what I was doing. So I turned my look aside, feeling myself ridiculous. 

His friends weren’t different. One was blond and strong, very strong. The other was blond too, in a light way than the first, tan skin, thin body and defined I supposed when I measure through the cloth. The third had bwon hair, regular body, nor thin or fat, nor strong or fragile. It was a common type.

- Hi - the strong blond talked giving clearly his intention in relation to our group. He was a typical philanderer. - Could we sing too? - His smile was so beautiful and hw knew it. Oh yeah! It just confirmed that he was a philanderer type, exactly as Jessye liked. 

- Sure! The own Jessye answered, giving the smile back. I knew she wold find a way to date with him. And it didn’t pleasure me so much so I moved away from the group and came back to the counter. 

Sandy followed me. She was too shy to be exposed. We just smile. We knew each other very well to understand that we didn’t want to be in the conversation. I was tired and fuzzy to argue with Jessye by the fact of not being interested in meeting new people. She didn’t understand. I just wanted spend the time while John was away from home. 

Jessye and Hilary were beside the bows while they sang. Fred Mercury, good choice! I was observing how they were harmonious. The fact that emphasized how we were bad as singers. The one with black hair had a beautiful voice, despite the fact of not seeming much excited for singing. I identified something so familiar in him. 

- He seems sad - Sandy said beside me when she noticed I was looking the guy. She spoke my mind words.

- Yes.

- Jessye will not allowed we getting rid of them. - I looked her in the side of my eyes and I saw her satisfied smile. Just me wasn’t in my friends vibe.

- You don’t wanna?

- And you?

I looked back to the boy with black hair. He was handsome! As if he have listened my thoughts he turned in my direction and our eyes find each other again. A mix of agony and anxiety in my stomach. I felt the air in my lungs. It was a strange reaction. So I turned my eyes aside focusing on my friend.

- I didn’t agree to come with you for meeting boys. I’ll get marry with John. He’s enough to me. - I confirmed my arguments used for justifying my motivates for traveling with them. It would not be that boy intensity eyes which would make me give up my goals. 

- I know. But he’s handsome. And that’s your extended bachelorette party...

- No, Sandy!

- I’m not asking you to marry him. - She pointed the boy with black hair who was still staring me. I was hanging my head in shame. - The idea here was that you have new experiences. John is having the him. - I shrink myself with the remembers. - It’s time to you start having yours.

- I’m not going to date with all men who appear in front of me just because I need new experiences which by the way I don’t believe that I need. I just agreed for allowing John to have the ones which they desired. Just for this month. - I felt my pain chested. It was like I would usually feel for remembering the things that my groom was doing.

- Okay! But he is cute. And definitely has a beuty ass! - I looked surprised to my friend who was red for her own words. We laughed together. His ass was really beautiful. 

We watched the six guys singing more two songs more and more involved and excited for finally stopped and start talking lively. They approached us without stop talking. Jessye was very decided for dating with the blond and strong boy. Shit!. I would need to hold on her throw me to one of them. I was sure she would do this. 

- These are my friends, Sandy and Cléo - Hilary introduced us.

- Cléo? - The blond and tan boy seemed interested. 

- Yes.

- Unusual but beautiful. - I smiled feeling myself a little uncomfortable with the way that he looked me and smiled. Apparently he had no interest in me as woman which in some way was a relief. - I am Michael, they are Bill, Juan and Douglas - he indicated the blond guy by whom Jessye was enchanted, the one with brown hair, the one with latin appearance and the one with the nice ass.

Douglas

I repeated in my mind. Thus, the one with the good ass had a name. I laughed of my thoughts but I limited myself to smile to them. Douglas was name so beautiful as his own and his ass. I bit my lips trying not laugh. John would kill me just of imaging my thoughts about somebody’s ass.

Ok! It was a new experience: think that another man’s ass was beautiful. And he even was somebody famous, movies actor or anything that allow women these thoughts. These are granted by the way who have never thought in that wonderful actor while was with her partner?

I smiled sarcastically. That was a manner to give John back what he was making me live. 

- Are you enjoying Las Vegas for any special reason? - The one who I have identified as Juan talked breaking my reverie. 

His assent was heavy. Latino, of course. 

- We are in a kin of extended hen party - Jessye laughed when informed about our condition.

- How? - Bill asked excited.

- Never mind it - I just said. 

- Yeah. Forget it - Hilary played about ir, making me more tranquil. I t was complicated to admit the reasons for what we were there. - Let’s drink something?

- Sure! - Juan got excited. 

We sat in a big table, but not enough to eight people. We were all cramped, so close that we touched each other for the Jessye happiness, who was insistently talking with Bill. Hillary talked him too competing by his attention. It’s not good, I thought uncomfortable. 

Douglas, the guy with black hair and eyes, owner of an interesting ass, didn’t speak anything. Sat beside me, he just tried to follow the conversation of everybody as I was doing or I was trying to do. I could notice that Sandy answered shyly and sometimes Juan made some questions directly to her. It’s also not good, I stirred trying not be too concerned with where the things were going to. 

Douglas’ cellphone rang twice without sound. I just realized it because he took it and looked to the viewer decided to ignore the calls. Strange! And every time that he took this decision I saw him more sad and also anger because he took his glass and drink a big swallow. Of course problems with women. What else could it be?

After the first hour together Douglas excuse himself and leave the table. He went to the counter where there was a few people and started to play on the cellphone. I supposed that he sent text messages. Why did I feel so interested in what he was doing? Why such curiosity about whas was happening with an unknown person?

- He is passing by a complicated time - Juan indicated next me as if he was answering my silently questions.

- I supposed it. - I was embarrassed for being unmasked in front of my friends about my interest. 

- he has been cheated by the girlfriend. - Bill revealed barely. - After four years devoting himself entirely to this relationship she makes this with him. The guy was super bad. That’s why we are here. As good friends we are trying to help him to be recovered. I’m afraid that is already a lost battle. 

So that’s it. I understood in this time the reason of the familiarity tha I felt. We both were passing by a huge bad time. Suffering bu the same reasons but in totally diferent occasions. Of course! He has been cheated, which was terrible, while I was just giving a programmed break with my groom for after finally get married. Which was acceptable. 

- How is that? - Hilary broke my daydream. 

- He is crazy about the girlfriend, who is desperate, begging by a second chance. She said it was a mistake and that she was sorry about it and that she loves him. Douglas is too pained, but... - Judging from his face I understood that he didn’t agree with his friend decision. 

- And you think he’ll make up... - Jessye affirmed, searching his attention.

- Unfortunately yes.

- They lived in a perfect relationship. It was true love at least we thought it. They had plans to get married and, so, he described the cheated and everything is over. - Michael mended the story that Bill was telling us. 

- So sad! - Sandy breathed looking me suggestively.

She was an unrepaired romantic and of course she thought that tha made us equals, so, who knows... What she didn’t know was that I didn’t feel as him. There was no loving delusion. Or is there? I didin’t want to think like this. John was just afraid of descovering that he left something back. What he proposed me made sense. 

- It’s strange. If she loves him why she date another person?

Hilary was thinking about it. However, I noticed very well when her eyes stared me suggesting that John had done the same. Crap! She would never understand that what was happening was decided by an agreement of the both and we were giving a break. There was no relationship,that is, he could date wherever he wants, so do I, although all things. 

- Who can understand what happens in a woman’s mind? - Juan joke and everybody started laughing and philosophizing. 

I felt specially touched by my friends comments which seemed pinch me with each of their philosophies and cynical smiles. Iput my attention in what really cared more than anything in that moment for me because I was still catch in what was happening with Douglas.

A broken heart as mine. I, at least, would have a happy ending. I’d come back to John and we would get married. Douglas could also come back to the girlfriend, but could he be happy?

After a while, a man who catch my attention came back to the table, without justifying. Before sitting he touched Bill with a confident look. I was extremely curious about his thoughts. What does he think about all these things? How was he reacting? What did he expect to the following? And, mainly, would be he capable of forgiving what his girlfriend had done?

- I’m curious. You didn’t explain what is an extended bachelorette party.

Michael gave the subject back continuing the conversation, so the attention would not leave in Douglas and his story. That was a good friend. The problem is that with this he diverted all the attention to me and my friends didn’t seem interested by saving me.

- We are trying to convince our friend Cléo to do not get married. 

Jessye revealed her plan. I laughed. She would not give up. I think, until in the door church, my friend would try to convince me that John wasn’t the right guy for me. I’m glad that I was secure and I knew exactly what I wanted. Otherwise, I would succumb.

- Oh! How great friend. - Juan blinked to me in a kind of joking. O agreed with him just nodded yes. 

- Are you going marry? - Bill seemed interested.

- AH... - I thought in what I could tell him. My only reaction had been crossed my arms in front of my chest waiting the bomb come. 

- She made an agreement with the groom. One month singles and than they could marry. - Jessye didn’t try to hide my case. I was embarrassed. I was still not thinking this situation as common.

- Brave. - Bill stared me and so he turned the drink in just one time. - I would broke up if the woman would made me this proposal. - He slammed the door on the table. I was even more ashamed. 

- It wasn’t her who proposed. - Hilary came back to compete his attention with Jessye, revealing a little more. I looked her embarrassed while Bille goggled his eyes to me. 

- Does he make the proposal? - Michael narrowed his eyes as if he were indignant. - And did you accept? - Everybody laughed and I’ve been even more ashamed as if it would be possible.

- Why did you accept? 

Was the first time that Douglas talked directly to me since we all were together. This call the attention of everybody. I looked in his eyes, black as the night, deep as the loneliness. It seemed crazy, but I understood him. It was as if I were seeing myself in him. As if I would been sucked by his look. When I realized I was already speaking everything. 

- There are ten years that we are together. We started dating when we were 15. I was his first girlfriend and he was my first boyfriend. We have never lived another relationships. I don’t miss this, bus I understand him. I wanna marry, but I can’t demand somebody stay with me for all life without been lived what he want. John was sincere. I thought it was better than later I discover that he... - I stopped without knowing how continue. I couldn’t talk about this without hurt him or even offend him.

- That he is cheating you. - he finished my sentence with that black eyes staring mine even more, sucking me. All stay in silence. I was as if the world had been stopped to listen our conversation.

- Yes. - I drunk a swallow, diverting my eyes of them. I didn’t know how continue as I just said that his situation were worse than mine. 

- Astonishing! - I heard Jessye speaking surprised. - Nor even to us she had justified herself. It seems like a big cheat. - She didn’t seem hurt nor annoyed. I could swear that Jessye just talked this to give Douglas attentio to me. 

- How could you accept this situation? I mean... Do you think you will can live with his choices? - Douglas was still looking for answers for his own questions. I understood the dilemma.

- I guess this was the most difficult part. When you can choose it is extremely complicated to take a decision. - He looked me without understanding what I was saying. - When you can’t, when another person makes the decision you just can accept and press ahead even if it hurts. But when the choice is yours and you have a lot of paths it is difficult to decide because one choice excludes the others and many times it is not possible to come back. That’s why it was too bad needing to decide. It was painful and conflicting, but I ended agreeing. 

It seemed that I answered his internal questions. If he should forgive his girlfriend or not. Somehow it bothered me a little bit.

- And are you sure that you made the right choice? 

- I try to believe that the end justifies the means. - I chuckled. - After some time we will laugh about what happened and be thankful by our choices. The good is to know that in the end all will be right.

Douglas shut him up and came back to his musings. Our conversation died in that moment. We jus continued following our friend withot saying nothing. 

Two hours late we were saying goodbye for the sadness of Jessye and Hilary who weren’t take anything with Bill, but we had different accomplishments, so we just exchange the phones and deal to leave out in the following day. And it didn’t make me surprised. 

We would see the Bellagio dancing fountains, one o f the most tourist attractions in Las Vegas. They already knew the city and didn’t intend to do excursions like this. Just move in to casinos at night for being fun. They intend to walk in the many  attractive bars that were there.

I was confuses about my feelings in the goodbye. The curiosity about what Douglas would make in relation to what was happening with his girlfriend pushed me to wanna know more about hum. Maybe because bu this reason I studied jousnalism. No one story could pass by me without a middle and an end. And his was just starting.

I entered in the car thinking about how everything would be solved while Jilary and Jessye pinched each other because of the improper competing by the same guy. Oh Jesus! With so many interesting men they just want the same?

I leaned mu head in the car deep stool and closed my eyes feeling it move. Douglas would be always an unkown to me. That bothered me a lot. I was tring to not listen Jessye and Hilary fighting about who deserved date Bill or not, who maybe never more would come back to our lives. What they didn’t understand about casual date? Nothing what would happen in that trip would be forever. 

I opened my eyes when I heard the screams beside our car and an insistent hooter. That were the boys. I need to smile. They screamed to us for stopping thecar. The girls became euphoric but the competition between Jessye and Hilary became hard. I rolled my eyes to them preferring not pay attention in what they were saying. 

- Douglas wants talk with Cléo - Michael screamed while Bill and Jessye joke with the cars directions in the crowded traffic. 

- Douglas wanna talk with Cléo! - Sandy echoed beside me making me jump worried.

Douglas wanna talk with me? About what?

My mind tried to analyze the issues. My friends animation made my stomach roll. Jessye stopped the car and immediately all started leaving. I stayed sat without knowing well what do or say.

- He wants talk with Cléo. - I heard Bill justifying himself to Jessye and Hilary. They had fun with the situation.

By an unknown reason I was embarrassed. I bring all my forces together and left out the car. Douglas was already waiting for me, a little away from the group which came back to talk excitedly. I came to him.

- I was curious about what you talked to me. Even without knowing you answered some doubts that corroded me. 

We walked getting away from our friends. I was sure when I imagined that I was answering his conflicts. But how could I help him? In my situation it was not possible help even myself. Douglas also could me embarrassed but decided to talk about. 

- And how can I help you?

My arms were crossed in my chest. And attitude that demonstrated discomfort or insecurity and it was what I really felt. I am not psychologist so what he was wanting? My own problems were not enough?

- What would you do if he cheated you? - I swallowed.

I didn’t know very well how I’d react, but I already knew how was the feeling. Exactly what I felt when I’ve known that John was with another girl, just after our agreement. As I already knew that it could happen I didn’t allowed me to charge anything, just stayed mute trying to convince me that it would be just one experience and nothing more. However, the suffering and sadness were real. 

- You has been cheated. I already know - I assumed timidly, trying to avoid my subject. 

- And what would you do? - I breathed deep, trying not be stuck in that sadness feeling and in the revolt that cheating is capable to cause at people. Besides the empty and the loneliness.

- What happened? - I leaned myself in a little fence which limited the car passenger and he followed me. One more time I tried to divert the subject ow my story and come back to him. 

- She had an affair with a co-worker. He’s not from the company that she works, but from the same group, but from different states. He was involved in a project that gave him until the São Francisco and they kept together while the guy was there. Bill seemed them leaving out the movie and decided to follow them. If it not be him I would not know. Michele had been too careful. 

Douglas was silent thinking about what he was talking me.

- I can’t understand. We were perfect together. We matched in everything. She has been the person who more understood me until now. We completed each other. I can’t understand how she could...

He bit the lips. I could feel the anguish. My heart accelerated with the memories and my breath started to be more heavy.

- I think about if she would told me... if nobody but us known. Would I be capable of forgiving? Because sometime I feel ashamed of thinking in make up after being openly cheated. My friends know what happended and I have no courageous of passing under everything. I’m afraid about how it will be.

He stayed silent as he felt looser. I could comprehend very well how he felt. I also didn’t want people knowing about my agreement with John. It was humiliating.

- I understand you. But you need to think first in you. If you really loves her and if you are sure that it will not be a recurrent situation. You must think in what you wanna, not in what your friend will say. Screwed up the people! What matters are your feelings. 

We have been looking each other, reflecting about what we talked. I laughed remembering my words and he questioned my look.

- Why did you looked for me?

- Because you have been the only person who comprehend me after Michele. - My breath was stuck with this reveal. Is was strange and good at the same time. - That that you talked me made all sense and by the first time I felt really will to talk with somebody about what happened. Maybe because of the fact that we are living the same problem. You know exactly how I feel. 

- No, we aren’t. - Where does he want arrive? Our problems were completely different. 

- yes, we are. - He crossed the arms in the chest, exactly how I’ve done when we had started to talk. His black eyes were craved in mines and his lips showed a little derisive smile that got me mad. 

- My situation is so different than yours. She cheated you!

- The only difference is that you allowed your groom to make this.

- What are talking about?

- I’m talking that you are being cheated with your permission and I’ve been cheated without know. In the end is everything the same. - That smile was there, being ironic about my story, making everything ridiculous. I was so angry. 

- I’m not being cheated. We are earning experiences. You.. you’ll never understand. 

- I understand very well. You just say that it was a mature decision for not needing to justify yourself by the fact that you accepted a cheat. That’s your excuse for continuing with him.

- Is that what you think? So do you intend to make up with her? - Oddly, I didn’t feel myself comfortable about what he could answer. 

- I don’t no yet. But you helped me a lot. Thanks!

He opened his smile and started to get away. I felt my heart speeding up. He was an absurd! I walked quickly passing by that man incredibly unbearable and finding my friends. 

- Let’s go - I told while I was walking to the car. I couldn’t spend one more minute with him.

- What happened? - Sandy hurried up following me when she saw my bored face.

- He is an idiot. Let’s go.

I entered in the car and immediately I took my tablet. I needed to write even if through that terrible equipment to type.

“Dear reader,

Today I learned that there are rules when you desire to get new experiences. The first and more important is: never be dazzled with the first guy who make you feel interested. He can be a jerk.”
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III


Eighteen days before
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You are fascinated by him - Jessye was telling, smiling, while she was walking in the bedroom shared by us, choosing what wear. 

I was tired. We spent long hours walking on the Las Vegas streets, which was urged by my friend whot thought that we should adventure ourselves beyond the touristic places. She was decided to talk about Douglas even if that had passed twenty four hours of our date.

- No, I am not - it was the thousand time that I was repeating that. -I’ve jus been touched by his story. The guy is suffering! That what Michele did was terrible! How she could?

I have told them about our conversation and the reason of my annoyance. The girls spent almost all night importuning me about that. I don’t know why they dwelled on that Douglas was the right guy to me. I baddly had known him and promptly he annoyed me. Of course this was the kind of perfect man to me, the type that get me bored, I thought ironically. 

- And he is enchanted by you! - she repeated. 

I leave my body fall on the bed and put the pillow in front of my face. I’d ignore her. 

- Cléo! - Jessye took the pillow. - Relax!

- I can’t relax with you trying all the time pull me from somebody. I told you: I don’t wanna new experiences. I know what I want. I want get married and be happy, with John - I reinforced. 

- Get marry and be happy - she said impatient, touching the hands beside the body. - But I doubt that you will can hang out with his new experiences. You will blame him all the time for all that he lived e you will repent for not had living anything. 

- It’s not because you are upset with John that I need to agreed with your opinion. 

Douglas became a jerk. He and all his suffer, his story and the miss of comprehension. Dammit! Why did I care so much? Was his opinion so important? Or I was hurt by the fact that somebody realized that I really felt cheated even agreeing with the proposal.

- You know what? I think Douglas is right. You are accepting the cheat of John and justify it with this stupid story of break. There is nor break or separation if you just continue stuck in him.

Jessye locked herself in the bathroom to avoid the outburst. I stood in front of the door trying to make my angry disappear and, than, not kill my friend. 

What did she want that I did? For her it was easy to choose a person and find it, even if it would be for a short time. For me it was completely strange and abnormal.

I didn’t even knew flirt. I didn’t even could remember if I had already flirt anytime im my life or if I’d just responded the flirt of John. It was unimaginable thinking of me kissing or being touched bu another person. And what about the shame? How could I take my clothes out for a strange? No.

Definitely I could not do this. It was ten years living with just one person. One and only. I’ve never kissed another lips. Oh, my Gosh” It was insane! How could I agreed? 

I close my eyes again and ask for a time. I just recovered my awareness whe Jessye left the bathroom after a long shower, with the towel on the hair and holding the hairdryer. 

- Will you be stoped there? Do you think that any prince will come to take you as if you were a Cinderela? It’s shower and stree, Cléo.

- You’re completely annoying. - I got up upset and went to the shower.

I took my clothes off and got in the shower without looking my hair. While I passed the soap over my body I thought about how it would be sharing so close moments with a new person. It’s not as I should do that or as I could, but... take a shower together. I took it with John, course. However, how it could be doing that with Douglas, for example. Douglas.. he must be handsome without clothes. Immediately I lectured myself by that outrageous thinks with a non known person and also unbearable.

But Douglas was sensitive, romantic and really cared for being losing someone who he loved. Of course he would never do this kind of proposal to his girlfriend. No. He wouldn’t. it was sad to realise it. The sigh leaving of lips was unavoidable. Douglas was the kind of guy who when was loving someone it was just this person and no one more. 

How could I be so sure about it? I shook my head getting mu thinks away.

- Forget him, Cléo. - I tried to come back to my thinks before Douglas changes the route of them.

Besides, there were more intimate things that demanded a little more complicity, I don’t know! As, for example... Oh, I don’t know, many things that sexually just can happen with two people who really know each other very well, who have intimate. How could I... Dammit! How could I?

I felt my face burning of shame of my thinks. My friends would not understand it. It was not only the fact of not wanting or don’t think it was necessary. It was also about can’t do it. Of how much courage I’d need for taking my clothes in front of another man but John? And for...Don’t. Definitely.

- Did you drown in the shower? - Jessye knocked the door. - The night will not wait for you.

- I’m leaving - I screamed answering her. She was annoying me.

***
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We choose a different casino from the previous night, still in Las Vegas Boulevard, or Strip, as it is known. Thanks God we didn’t need to get out a lot of the tourist places route, which were more or less near from where we were hosted. Well, our hotel was not exactly on the route, but more distant because our financial conditions did not allowed us to search luxury hotels for example. But Strip was huge and there we could find a place compatible with our finances and touristic interests. 

We arrived at the casino and the night was trendy. The big attraction was the huge vertical cellar, the greater in the world, in which it fit ten thousand bottles that were easily took by women who were hung by cables that allowed they arrive so easy to the top or where the bottles were asked.

The people had fun with tha different show, even if it was costing many more dollars by a wine bottle. It was something really fascinate by watching, although I’ve checked that the men there were more interested in the hung girls than in the wine.

The girls wanted something but play, they wanted have fun. However, it was happening everything. Las Vegas has this infinity versatility where in the same night we could live many different things. I spent a time in the roulette with my friends, but it was impossible having lucky in a game as that. And, in fact, Jessye was more willing to flirting a tall boy with wide soulders who used a gray jacket and had a smile that showed how rascal he was.
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