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"Yes, mama." There are. I must find a job soon 

Alice constantly looked at the pile of dirty clothes. 

-Yes. So am I. There are.

He repeated the same answer almost automatically. She wasn't much of a fan of talking to her mother. 

"Okay." I love you too. By that I mean

He hung up the cell phone with cancina attitude.

She preferred being in the dark because, strangely, she felt safe. The violent growl of her stomach made her get up from the floor to go to the kitchen to prepare something. He opened the cupboard and found an expired box of cereal. He did the same with the refrigerator and found it strange to find a couple of small cups of instant soup. Took one expecting it to be moldy but no. Fortunately, it solved the little problem of dinner. 

Hot water and done. He blew out a little steam from the preparation to sit back on the floor despite having a few comfortable pieces of furniture. She began to drink the somewhat bland broth and a feeling of defeat suddenly invaded her. He finished the content and began to cry. He couldn’t help himself. 

Alice had been fired for a couple of days. Why? She still didn’t get it. He was arranging some shoes and was snapped out of his concentration by the sound of a door slamming. Startled, she turned her head and found the gloomy, sulky man who spoke a few sharp words to her. 

Get your things together. Not an employee. 

Her mind didn't immediately process the message, unlike her body. She stopped what she was doing, took her bag, as well as her denim jacket, and walked out with a firm step. He stayed on the street for a while trying to calculate the damage he would have... Like those of that day. 

In the middle of the tiny flat, he regretted not having finished university or the infinite courses he started in different periods. She thought that youth would be forever until she found herself alone, in a tiny space, about to turn 30. 

He got up because he wanted to wash his face. He went to the bathroom of the room and looked at himself for a moment in the mirror. She had big bags under her eyes, dull skin because she wasn't eating well, and a twitch in her eye that had been bothering her for days. 

She gathered some water and splashed it on his face. The cold calmed the burning of the emotion and immediately, he smiled. She had this habit because she firmly believed that it helped her feel better about herself... And this was no exception. 

Despite the red eyes, the big, wide smile made her feel better. He looked at the shower and thought it would be nice to take a bath. This would clear the body of bad vibes, as she used to say. 

Soon after, he came out and was getting dressed to go out and distribute curricular summaries. Luckily, he had developed a wide career doing everything. She started cleaning kitchens, then became a babysitter and a dog walker. She handed out flyers dressed as a foam sausage and was also a waitress. That was the experience I had or at least remembered. All this, moreover, was the product of her own impulse to be independent at all costs. 

His family, on the other hand, was part of the most powerful consortium in the country. They had companies of all kinds so anyone would think that Alice had anything she dreamed of within reach and in a certain way it was.

However, one day she wanted to change her life and decided to stay alone. She went through a lot of bad times but she was still a little princess. That was already part of his life. 

She put on a dress with very small flowers, black tights and white Converse. She combed the short hair that she always wore around her neck and that gave her an air of the 20s, painted her lips red and leaned back. He smiled again. 

Everything will be alright. 

Alice, at all turns of her life, understood that charm could accomplish more than hostility. That, her sweet and kind personality, plus her tall and slim figure, made her an incredibly beautiful woman. 

He went from being on the ground feeling more than miserable and before long he seemed the graphic representation of joy. 

He took the denim jacket and left the apartment almost jumping. Alice, despite the storm, remained stoic. 

The noise of the cars and the horn silenced them with the already old iPod that his older brother had given him. She looked for something to relax her and found Amelie's soundtrack. 

It was a little after six but it was the best time because the city was still as alive as in the morning. Traffic was hellish and pedestrians flooded the sidewalks. Alice, on the other hand, walked at a slow pace as she focused on the restaurant advertisements. She didn't do too bad when she was a waitress so why not try again?

The folder was running out of papers. He walked so much that he felt his feet couldn't take it anymore, so he sat in a park while he drank some water. At that point, he was running out of options until he heard the noise of something that made him conclude that it was music. He took a little more and got up, opened the folder and realized that there was only one sheet left to deliver. 

-Well, this is the lucky one. 

She walked or, rather, wandered for a long time, guided by that sound that she couldn't identify. However, each step he took managed to recognize the stimulation that his ears received. 

"Cassius..." he said quietly. He was referring to the new single from the group that he had heard so many times on the radio. 

He kept walking without realizing that he had changed districts and that he was in an elegant area. 

He stopped short in front of a place with a sober and elegant design. She looked at herself and thought she wouldn't stand a chance. But it was already there, so you had to give yourself a chance. 

He turned around trying to find a back door. Upon arrival, she smiled victoriously at the small “Staff Wanted” sign. She knocked a couple of times and waited anxiously. 

-It will be my lucky day. 

The door was opened by a very tall and corpulent guy with a shaved head and indifferent eyes. 

-H-hello, I'm here to...

Come in. 

She hesitated a moment but something in her made him enter. In doing so, he found himself in the kitchen. She breathed easy as she felt there was nothing to worry about. He was directed to sit on a small bench and waited again. 

It wasn't for long as a beautiful girl appeared in a very revealing dress. 

-Are you here for the ad?

-Yes. I want to drop off a CV

- Let's see, stop for a moment. 

The woman remained silent and watched Alice silently, as if analyzing her. He looked at the long legs, the small waist, and the overall delicate figure. 

-Okay, then leave me your summary and we'll be calling you. He finally said after a few agonizing minutes. 

Alice held out the sheet to him and received a parting smile. Leaving, she felt a little uncomfortable but with the feeling that this place would change her life forever.
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The noise made it almost impossible for people to talk, although it was nothing compared to the things that happened in this place. 

Alice was right, in the place they were playing a set of Cassius which included the single of the moment. The atmosphere was festive, gay, and full of wealthy men in smart suits. With them, moreover, were women with exquisite figures and dreamy faces. 

We have received a lot today. It's a surprise. –Mentioned the same girl who had taken Alice's summary minutes ago. 

Did you see something that caught your attention? Said a deep, deep voice from the other end of the office. 

-Yes. In fact the last girl who came. She is very pretty, tall and has that retro look that would add a nice touch to the business. 

-Hmm, let me see. 

From the armchair, the man reached out and took the sheet. He ignored the words since for him all that was unnecessary, rather he focused on the photo. White skin, big green eyes, black hair, smart and short to the neck, with a sweet smile. All together they made a beautiful, precious face. 

-She's pretty, huh.

- Quite a bit. 

Did you like it?

"A good deal." She looks kind and respectful. I think I would call a lot of clients. 

-She has a certain air of innocence. Perhaps it is better to think of a position, uh, well, less active. At least to start. 

- I agree. 

Anything else?”

-No, Mr. Jones. 

-Well, then we'll talk about the options later, Flor. 

-Sure. Excuse me sir . 

The click of the door closing made the gravelly voice have a face. James Jones searched for a cigar among several that were in a polished wooden box. He took the lighter he always had in his pocket and lit one. He inhaled slowly and then exhaled the smoke. 

He focused again on the young woman's face. 

- More than beautiful. 

The smile seemed sweet, almost childlike. At any time it would have been annoying but, strangely, not in this case. He looked again and then focused on what was happening under his feet. 

Behind his chair, there was a window that gave a view of the place. Everything was going well as usual. The girls offering the service as it should be and the men spending the money compulsively. 

Not bad. 

James Jones, the name and the man behind the most respected high-end club in the entire city. It is not very well known how or when it all started. There was a kind of mysterious aura around him that almost turned him into an imaginary figure. 

He did not like noise or prolonged company, however, he had managed to find a successful business that had given him large amounts of money and, of course, success. 

But he wasn't like any owner. He was intelligent, cold and calculating, attitudes that he had learned throughout his life. As if that weren't enough, he was also an incredibly attractive man: six feet tall, iron-muscled, tan-toned brunette, large black eyes, and straight hair of the same color. He always wore a suit because of the environment where he was, although he enjoyed it because it fed his dominant instinct.... Because, of course, he was Dominant. 

He liked to have everything under control, both in the club and in bed. He wasn't a middle-of-the-road guy, he liked things clear and whenever he wanted. Of course, work is work and pleasure is for another time. 

Thanks to his empire, it was to be expected that he would attract the attention of all the women of high society, even those who were part of the celebrity and Show Business circle. 

In fact, his last relationship was with a famous singer who was crazy about him for a long time. They both seemed like the unbeatable couple until James dumped her because he was already bored. In the worst moments he brought out that cold and disinterested temperament capable of destroying even the most vivacious soul. 

After placing the sheet on the desk, he focused his gaze on an elegant woman who had just ordered a Martini. Due to the amount of people and the slightly dim lights, he couldn't find any more details about her, so he took one last drag and put out the cigarette in the ashtray he bought at Tiffany's a few days ago. 
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