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1


	When we didn't make love, we made war. No better words could describe our relationship, she thought, standing on tiptoe, nude, in front of the mirror. Not a single night was similar to the other, but all of them were a routine in the end. She pulled back her lower lip, and as she rounded it with the liner in hand, memories flashed across her mind. Just me, holding my composure as every fiber of my being was torn up inside. Always standing tightly in a starched outfit: white shirt with a bow tie, a low cut black vest and black pants. Always at the entrance of the restaurant waiting for the arriving guests as The Bear sauntered around the tables, recklessly haunting other women and releasing his passion with them in the ladies restroom while his consort was having dessert. 


	Pressing her lips in a pecking gesture, she wondered, "Who made a bigger fool of herself . . . his wife or lover? I guess neither of us.” Mrs. Spicuzza knows that no one could sweep her off her pedestal of wife—no matter what lover or affair her husband was involved with—and this blushing hostess was completely aware of what to bear in order to be with a man of a respectable social position like him. 


	It didn’t matter to anyone, and much less to him, that I threw ironic comments like flaming arrows over the dining table, where his consort or his friends were seated, while I served the drinks. It didn’t either prevent from getting rid of his grip in our blue room, at the hotel located in the heart of Sorrento, in the early hours, as I shouted at him, "I'm not another one of your whores!" In the end, I wouldn't leave or stop loving him in the same way Mrs. Spicuzza was going to stop being his wife. All it was was just our war.


	As her eyes traced every curve of her well-rounded breasts that came to a point at her small nipples in the mirror, she thought about the written lines of a manuscript she was reading. From which the blushing hostess learnt that we are interrelated with other beings that are supposed energies in different times and dimensions. All the human beings with whom we have any relation are those people who come in the same timeline as us. We meet them to know more about ourselves—from where we come and where we are going, and who we really are. In other words, the reflection of what you are defines, in a way, your personality. This is the reason why we put up with all the hurt from our beloveds and befriend those who can possibly harm us. 


	Cupping her breasts with her hands, as her lover used to do, she said to herself, "I prop myself up on this affirmation or presumption to justify my hitch to The Bear and all the ones who could have abused me.” 


	This blushing hostess will die with no clue about Alessandro's nickname. In fact, no reason for his nickname, ‘The Bear’, if he had an elongated figure and a receding hairline over the middle of his head. She never saw any resemblance to a bear at all. Somehow, with his tremendous presence and charisma and his prominent role over the others, as well as his overwhelming solitude, the nickname fit quite well with his personality. 


	Tossing her neck around, she has a glimpse of the uniform thrown over the bed. It was impressive to see Alessandro at one end of a rectangular table —which couldn't ever be circular in order to not be at the same position of relevance, like King Arthur and His Knights of The Round Table, exercising influence, which cast a spell, over his friends. Well, She wouldn't incline herself to think of them as friends, but just as followers. Indeed, those men followed him wherever he went, even inside this small place. 


	As the palm of her hands move all over her body, moistening her skin with soft cream, she recalled every caress of her lover, and said to herself, “Alessandro was a leader for all those men that were part of his circle. Some were closer than others, but the closeness weren't related to a social position, just to the fact of being agreeable or being a perfect companion for him.” And, now that I think of it, it was true. Watching her white pallid nudity in the mirror once more, she carried on, “There was The Council, whose name was Enrico, who didn't belong to his social class—though Alessandro didn't come from a high class but he'd risen to this, he treated the man as a brother.” Passing her arms through the straps of the brassiere, the blushing hostess remembered, “But, instead, he couldn’t bear Jacopo's presence, nicknamed as The Broken Wings, who was his associate in his company and came from a rich family. This was the peculiarity of The Bear's circle which I wouldn't compare with a brotherhood just with a club.” She fastens the undergarment. “Absolutely it was a club, but one of friends to label it. Like any association, this had members of different personalities, social backgrounds and contributions to The Bear's friendship or business firm” As she lifted one leg to pass it through her panties, something came to her mind. “Even in this gathering of men, love could be found, like the brotherhood between Alessandro and The Kid, another member, who along with his older brother shared those memorable school days with The Bear, and who Alessandro took up to the classroom when he was a just little boy.” 


	Listlessly, she pulled her panties up when a sudden knock on her cabin door took her out of her thoughts. "Tonight at Reflections," a voice announced from the other side. It meant she would be hostess in the main dining room, and had to wear a jacket too. “Also, the club had what The Associated called ‘the little toys’, a term referred to the female companions who attended to the parties organized for those men who provided them at request.”


	***


	As one of his apologies brooded in his mind, Enrico walked into the square office to talk to Franco, the manager of the restaurant. He saw the small man behind the heap of cash on his desk, and the stout man greeted, "Buongiorno, Franco."


	The manager said. "Enrico another one of your checks bounced. What’s happening with you, boy?" The man gave a tired face. "Am I a joke . . . is one of Alessandro's friends pulling my leg?"


	"No-No-No," Enrico said in fear The Bear would find out about this awkward situation.


	"Don't take your girls here if you don't have a way to pay on time," Franco said to his client. "I've seen many who want to be like Alessandro. Don't try to be at his standard; otherwise you'll end on the street." The manager lowered his tone, "Curb your style of life. You’re still young, now it's time for you to save."


	As a drop of sweat ran down his cheek, Enrico fought back the heat and the man, "Franco, I'll pay as usual." He handed another check to the manager. "You can cash it at the end of the fortnight with no problem."


	"You don't understand! I just want your money on time," Franco said, and snatched the check out of his hand.


	The stout man, with drops of perspiration, rose from his seat, and thanked Franco for his understanding, who was perplexed at the fact that The Bear could put up with this kind of personage. But, on the other hand, the manager always thought of those men, like The Council, who were the ones Alessandro liked because of their well-manners, politeness, avoidance of arguments and good-company; and, in juxtaposition, these men were enchanted by the idea of being like The Bear himself. And, indeed, all the men in Alessandro's circle were as if stunned when they listened to the man who was considered their leader, even though he doesn’t act as one—astonishingly. He lacked any management skills. The Bear ran his business firm just by kicking asses, and these men that go beyond to be his employers were his ass-kissers. So, this fact could help understand the paradox as to how many people got closer, and many others deserted him too.


	***


	If the theory of implication states that we are the creators of the patterns in our relationships in the realms of the invisible, success, as well as our failures in the visible world, in a line of time it is possible to see and feel assorted emotions—such as our love and compassion, which are being mirrored in our lives. But, what could my daughter have proven to herself by being The Bear's part-time lover? Alessandro couldn't be a mirror for Simona. I doubted a tinted glass like him could reflect what kind of person she was and going to be.
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