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  Chapter 1




  





  Tonight I'm pissed as hell. I had another furious fight with Simon. I can’t take it anymore, I feel like I am dealing with a five years old. Out of the blue, he’s not okay with me dancing at the club anymore, while in the beginning he liked me just because of that. Now he goes like: you have too much attention and I can’t trust you.


  I suspect he’s making up things to break up with me, since he has no balls to tell me the truth. If I only think that we’ve been dating for a full year, and he still can’t trust me, I had better tell him to fuck off.


  That for, I decided I had enough with monogamy; I want to make new experiences, but most of all I want to punish Simon for being such dick. He deserves it, the big A.




  (Asshole)




  At least now he’ll have some real fact to complain about.


  I'm half past nine, I’m dressed in latex and I’m wearing stiletto boots. As usual, I feel wonderful with my new lipstick, Everlasting Cherry Shock. The other dancer, blonde Eva Longlegs, is picking me up to take me to the club in her lovely candy pink convertible. She’s been dancing in clubs from more than ten years, she is an expert. I feel somehow safe with her on my side.




  I can’t wait to tell her about that moron of Simon. I want to know what she thinks about this whole thing.


  Here is the buzz of my phone, she has arrived. I run down the staircase and get ready psychologically to spend another night of those nigts that never come to an end, the ones you go back home at six in the morning, haggard, with sore feet and a backpain. But loaded with money.




  


  Eva looks fabulous, sitting at the wheel of her convertible; she looks like a Barbie in the flesh, tall and slender, with that angelic face of her. She doesn’t look thirty-five.




  I get in and she starts the car.


  "How are you Angi?"


  "I feel like shit”.


  "Did you fail your test?"


  "No, I didn’t. It’s because of that moron of Simon. He began to make problems about my job”.


  "Oh, come on!"


  "Can you believe that shit?”


  Eve yields a flip. "You'll see that you guys will make peace, if not, you will find yourself another boyfriend soon. With your body, don’t tell me that you have problems finding a man? "


  "But no, what are you saying? It's not my style”.


  In fact there are several boys who would be more than happy to take the place of Simon. In particular, there 'sa guy who comes to see me all the times at the club, a very nice guy, well dressed. He is probably a son of Daddy. Very different from Simon.




  


  Last week, while I was on a break, the guy invited me to join his table and he offered me a drink. I saw that he was eating caviar and drinking Veuve Clicquot, the most expansive champagne on paper. I think his name was Athos, or ... Ah, here, it was Antaeus.




  I remember this is because it is a very special name. Sure he looked charming, a Mediterranean type with eyes as black as the night. Who knows, if tonight I see him at the club, I will have a chat with him.


  Evidently I must have a thoughtful look, because Eva tells me: "Come on, you will fix it, do not worry. You know what they say: love is nice if it fights!"




  “I have never heard”, I complain.




  “In fact i just made it up!” Eve giggles.


  Eve can always put me in a good mood, she is really charismatic. It would be nice to be friends outside of the club. I wonder what kind of life she does, if she lives alone or if she's married instead.


  "Do you have a boyfriend, Eve?"


  She looks at me squinting her eyes. "Are you crazy?"


  "I don’t know. Why?"


  "No seriously, could you picture me with a steady companion? Maybe an employee, who comes back home at eight pm and wants to find dinner on the table."
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