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Chapter 1


	  


	


	



A luxuriously decorated lobby and a modern desk with glass top constitute the appropriate framework, in where a young secretary–receptionist, with a wide smile and a perfect manicure, greeted everyone who entered the room; and with the same sympathy attending the phone calls that entered to the modern phone system that she had adjusted to the ears.


	 


	“Yes; Good Morning. How may I help you?” – She said to a young woman who had just entered.


	“I come to interview for the assistant position” said the newcomer, displaying a charming smile with the hair as black as the night.


	“Interviews are being conducted at this time; leave me your information and sign here” Said the secretary handing the applicant a folder to sign. “Now go through that glass door and wait to be called”.


	“Thanks” –was the only thing the applicant managed to say.


She waited patiently while watching young people entering an office from which occasionally a lady came out; she couldn’t have been more than fifty and she had beautiful dark skin. This lady was the one that announced the entry of the next person to be interviewed. In that place there were both female and male candidates, all with their hopes on, apparently, of achieve the opportunity to work in that company, which was directed by a celebrity in the art–musical world.


	After the purges of respondents, finally there were only three candidates, among them a boy who looked quite nervous and impatient, who constantly walked around the room and, repeatedly, drank water like a nomad lost in a burning desert. The boy was tall and very thin, his face resembled an apple pie; his blue eyes gave the impression that at some point they would leave his face; and he had the nicest freckles that she could remember.


	Few minutes later the young man was out and without the jitters he had before: had a better mood, smiled and was more serene... "Maybe he got the job" she thought.


	“Miss Bennett, come in, please” –Said the lady who was calling the applicants. It was her turn.


	“Have a seat, wait a moment; Mrs. Gross is coming for your interview”.


	The brunette lady sat behind a beautifully carved walnut desk. A short and slightly overweight woman entered the room.


	“Good afternoon. You're our final candidate for the assistant position. I am Vera Gross. Talk to me about yourself and, while you are talking I'll make some questions of course. Agree?”


	“Yes, agree”.


	“Good, then begin”.


	“I am an arts student”–Megan began at the request of her interviewer. She spoke of her Caribbean origin, as well as her class schedule. The women showed interest in the young lady’s activities, so her interview lasted a little more than the other applicants’.










It was past three in the afternoon when Megan left the building she had entered early hours that morning interested in the job. Once outside, she dialed a number and waited to communicate; she heard a slightly affected young man voice that came from the handset:


	“Hi. It’s me. Did you have lunch?”


	“No; we agreed that we would meet for lunch”.


	“Good, See you in the cafeteria. Did you get the job?”


	“We talk over lunch; don’t be anxious”.


	She let out a slight laugh as she cut communication.


	Already in the cafeteria, Megan sat at a table that allowed her to see to the street. When her friend arrived, they both saw each other immediately.


	“Woman, tell me everything; I'm dying of curiosity”.


	Mario was a friend she had met on her arrival in New York; he was a very nice and very active young man.


	“I have nothing to tell”.


	Megan buried the look on her menu and with one hand tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear.


	“What...! I don’t believe you”, said the young man. “Tell me the truth or I won’t talk to you ever again and I’ll tell Maruchi not to talk to you ever”.


	Maruchi was the third friend, a redhead young lady that shared the two-bedroom apartment with Mario, well, like Megan, they were students.


	“Don’t be mean! Actually, I don’t know yet; they only interviewed me... they were going to call...”


	He let out a sound like cramped. “You definitely like suspense; I thought you would know by this time”.


	At that moment the waiter arrived with the intention of taking Mario and Megan order. They both picked what they wanted, from the daily menu. The waiter took note and went to prepare the order. The two friends continued the conversation which was interrupted briefly.


	“No. From what I see, things are different here”. 


	Megan´s cell phone spread some music indicating the entry of a call.


	“Would it be them? Mario asked exited.


	“I don´t think so… that fast?”


	Megan answered the phone call:


	“Good, we are in the coffee shop of the 42, yes, we´ll wait for you… we already ordered.... okay… I´ll ordered”.


	“It was Maruchi; she´s coming over here; she says that when she didn´t find you, she thought you would be with me”. 


	Minutes after a young lady, not very tall, arrived; short height and short red hair, with the most expressive green eyes that a girl could have.


	“Good, gang, tell me everything and leave nothing out; I need good news after the so awful day I've had”.


	“What happened?” Mario asked.


	“Do you remember the texture work that I had to deliver...? Good, Katherine, the witch, threw it to the trash claiming it was a disaster and she wouldn´t bother to review it. I swear she has something against me”. The girl's face was noticeably mad, sparks coming from her eyes–. “I told her: fine teacher, tell me what is wrong and I´ll fix it”. “Everything”, she imitated the voice of a pretty sophisticated and shallow woman. “This can´t be fixed..., it is..., how I can say it...? An offense; is a disaster”. “That woman is going to kill me”.


	The other two looked at each other and burst out laughing.


	Days after, Megan ran into the building, up to the fourth floor with a canvas tote rolls, a box of paints and a huge smile on her face.


	“Guys, open up” she shouted at her friend’s door apartment. “Hurry up”.


	“What’s going on? There’s a dog chasing you?” Maruchi asked in her particular style.


	“They called me!” She said breathlessly. “They called me!”


	“Yes, ok, fine; but who called you?” Mario asked, and came drying his hair with a towel.


	“For the assistant position, remember? They chose me! I got the job!”


	Having said that, Megan released all she was holding in her hands, and the three piled into a hug, falling to the floor full of joy and laughing out loud.


	“We have to celebrate; I have a bottle of wine that I brought from Chile, is perfect for this moment” said the young man. He got up from the floor and hurried to the kitchen; the girls continued on the floor staring at the ceiling, which had some cracks that between the three transformed into branches laden with flowers, forming a sort of crown around the lamp; it had been a work of decoration in one of those boring weekend without many expectations.


	“I had already forgotten the job” Maruchi said; “you guys have been great to me these days helping with the work of the "K" witch. I swear I didn´t remember your interview, and I'm happy for you, my friend”. 


	The next day, Megan was wearing a pastel pink dress and makeup almost undetectable; as a perfume, she used a little rose petals water that her grandmother prepared for her the last time they were together in their homeland, bringing the memory of the warm and fragrant nights of her beloved Santo Domingo.


	“Do you have everything?” Mario asked who put the finishing touches to her friend simple makeup.


	“Yes”.


	“Well, then you're perfect”.


	At that moment Maruchi entered with a white umbrella that she gave to her friend.


	“I just heard on TV that's going to rain this afternoon, is better to prevent”.


	“Well, I'm leaving; I don’t want to be late for my first day”.


	Megan said goodbye to her friends and left in a hurry, leaving behind a trail of a soft floral colony fragrant.


	“Good morning, Miss Bennett” was the greeting she received when she arrived at work –; “come over here, I'll give you the address where you must present for your first day at work. Hope you get there without any difficulty”. 


	It was the black woman of the interview.


	“I only recommend you to be punctual. You caused a very good impression on Mrs. Gross, so I trust you won't disappoint her”.


	“Don´t worry, Mrs. …” Megan realized she didn´t know the name of her interlocutor. “Taylor” She perceived her doubt.


	“Anything, feel free to contact me”.


	“Thanks, Miss Taylor” she said; and smiled shyly at the stern of the women.


	When she arrives at the door of a building on a major avenue, breathe deeply, she looked up confirming that looked quite high, although you could appreciate the architectural details of the first levels. The doorman came out wearing a uniform with shiny gold buttons.


	“Good Morning. Are you Miss Bennett?” he said, while addressing her with a big smile. Megan just nodded. The doorman took her to the lobby, where other man, also in a uniform, said:


	“They’re waiting for you on the seventh floor, the elevator will arrive directly to the receiver of the penthouse; Mrs. Gross waits for you”.


	Megan went to the indicated floor. Ms. Gross received her in person.


	“So glad you came! Sorry you had to wait for our decision for so many days; but I had to go on a trip; in this business things are this way: you know where to put your head when you go to sleep; but when you wake up...”


	The lady was moving quickly around the room, with folders containing some papers that she was putting in different places of an oval table, which had eight chairs. Each edge had two fine polished and glistening silver trays with a crystal vase respectively, which contained fresh water. Also, each tray had frames that matched the vases.


	 


	“I will explain your duties; but I want you to have something clear, dear, that you are my assistant and that you have to be very alert to execute my orders; especially to not disrupt the mister. You may wonder why I chose you among all the others. The truth is that I liked you when I saw you and, also, you showed me wit and that you are a girl with home values. The mister has kids, is not convenient for them to be around people that don´t understand the importance of family values, well as the moral principles. I want you to show me that I wasn’t wrong about you, despite what Mrs. Taylor thinks”.


	“I... I won´t disappoint you. You can be completely confident on that”


	Megan commented that, apparently, the attitude of the lady who opposed her to be the one selected for the position could be because she wasn't the lady´s choice. She said that there were no hard feelings. Also, she emphasized on the fact that she will not disappoint her. 


	“That´s right, dear”, said Miss Gross; “but I have good judgment to select the people I work with, so I don´t think I´m wrong about you. Desiree is very apprehensive with the presence of young girls near our celebrity.... you know, is a very famous and handsome man”.
“Still don’t know for whom I start working for, Miss Gross”.


	Megan was kind of confused.


	“Call me Vera. Everyone calls me by my name; I leave those formalisms to others. I, although you see me elder, I'm young in heart and spirit”, she said with a big smile. Then she returned to the conversation as if nothing happened. “Don´t worry, you will meet him. I only ask you to pay close attention, I don´t like repeating things, because that´s wasting time, so as my patience”.


	To say this, Vera paused in her rush of distributing papers, stared at her.


	“You always dress like that?” she asked, pointing her up and down with a hand full of folders.


	“On important occasions you don’t like it? Is not the appropriate clothing?”


	On this occasion, Megan felt insecure about her choice of clothing, despite having her friend’s approval and always receiving compliments from her family for her taste in the way she dresses.


	 






“Sure! Your clothes are perfect; but I'm wondering if it was a facade; besides, sometimes you will dress more casual, according to the necessity. We agree, dear?”


	The girl nodded. 


	“Then follow me, I'll show you the boss apartment, because he comes here from time to time; his house is in Connecticut. There you´ll work once or twice a week; right now he´s here, in New York, for promoting his new album; but he handles everything from his home in Connecticut; is his base of operations. Even the foundations are handled from there or, rather, he supervises them, as well as its other businesses; although it´s his brother who occupies of that; but there comes all”. 


	She walked behind the woman that was pointing out the different areas of the penthouse exquisitely, decorated with antiques and modern details, as well as pictures of smiling children that clearly, should be his children.


	Upon returning that evening to the department she didn’t find her friends, as they were in classes. She went to her room, and walked towards a window where she sat; but her view wasn’t fixed on what was happening in the street but in a summer sky. That’s why she didn’t listen Maruchi’s shouting when she shouted her to come down for coffee. As someone who leaves a sweet dream, became aware of someone calling her name.


	“What... what? Oh! Yes, I’ll be right there. Wait for me a moment.”


	She ran to her bedroom, put on some jeans and a blouse with tiny flowers, as well as petite sandals. She approaches to the window and shouted to her friends:


	“I'm coming down, wait for me” she ran downstairs; reached the sidewalk where she met with her friends.


	“You’re strange, girl” Mario said. “Like if you were dreaming did we wake you up?”


	She looked at them and smiled with pleasure.


	“Almost, although I think you better pinch me to see if I'm not dreaming”


	“Tell us, tell us, woman, I'm dying of curiosity!” Mario said with great enthusiasm. Megan at the same time was trying to catch her breath. 


	In the usual cafe on 42nd Street, surrounded by theaters and the own lights of the place, each in front of a huge cup and some delicious pieces of cake, where talking animated.


	“Maruchi left "K" witch with her mouth open” Mario said to Megan, fascinated by the work that we help her make, but wanted to cover it with a hint of indifference. I know that witch "K" was dying to caress the textures. She didn´t gave credibility to your drawings, Megan. After a moment of hesitation, she put them in her briefcase with great care, I was attentive to every move; she knows she have a gem of a work in her skinny and skeletal hands.


	The three burst into laughter.


	“Now it's your turn, Megan” Maruchi intervened. “Tell us everything and don´t leave anything out, with death penalty woman”.


	Meanwhile Mario ate a bite of his strawberry shortcake.


	“Fine, as you know” Megan began to tell, “Today was my first day”.


	“Yes, yes; we already know that, to the important women!” Maruchi insisted, impatiently waving her spoon. “You know for whom you´ll work?”


	“Yes” Megan said while smiling with a dreamy face, nodding with soft movements.


	“Tell us… or I pinch you!” Mario yelled, causing laughter in the girl for his tone.


	“For a big celebrity you wouldn't imagine …?” she looked at them with her big black eyes while her lips were eager to burst out laughing.


	 






“Guy...! Wait a minute, I´m going to kill her” Maruchi said, leaning over the round table to extend her hand in a gesture as if to choke her. Megan immediately withdrew its scope and laugh with fun.


	“There, there!” She continued laughing happily. “I will tell you”. She made a long pause and approach making a gesture with her hands to her anxious friends, so that only they heard the news. “I´ll work to the famous singer...” she holds a moment of silence, to give more excitement to what she was going to say, “... Michael Wood...”


	Total silence between the three, was heard only the sound of voices nearby. Mario and Maruchi stare into the eyes of her friend without a word.


	“Michael Wood, Michael Wood” Mario repeat. “Are you crazy!? That´s not any celebrity; is a SUPERSTAR!” He concluded exuberant.


	Then Maruchi intervened, who couldn´t believe her ears:


	“Oh my God! You know who he is? I love his music, is so romantic and....Oh...!” let out a little sigh then rush to ask, in a suffocated tone of voice and velvety with emotion, “Did you saw him?”


	“Not yet; he´s at his home in Connecticut” Megan intervened. “Apparently, he does many of his works from there. Now they are in the midst of promoting his new album, I think he´ll come this week to New York”. 


	Mario was in total silence, listening without blinking, while caressing his recent shaven chin with one hand....


	“I hope one day we´ll see him at a concert, behind the scenes” said the young man.


	“I don’t know... Apparently Mrs. Vera is very strict with the people who get close to him. She takes good care of his privacy and his family. Mrs. Desiree didn't agree with the fact that I was chosen for the position” Megan said this last thing grieving. “I think it is for how young I am”. 


	“It’s the most logical” agreed her friend. “Can you imagine the women that are interested in him? As far as I know, he´s widowed or divorced. Also, he’s an eligible bachelor”. 


	“Meanwhile are apples or are pears, dear, I’m dying of envy for your work, although I must say that is the good kind of envy, girl” Maruchi said with enthusiasm and then ask: “So tell me, how you are going to do with your school schedule?”


	“I already exposed that the day of the interview, I explained my crazy schedule and they told me that wasn´t a problem, as long as I let them know on time”.


	“Then there´s nothing more to add” Maruchi said again, satisfied. “Let's make a toast to our accomplishments on this day. You, for your spectacular Job! Me because I closed "K" witch peak, of course that with the help of my two dearest friends!” 


	Maruchi made an exclamation as she raised her cup of coffee; exclamation that was followed by jolly and simultaneously laugh of the three.


	 


	Megan had two weeks working with Vera and had already realized the great affection that this lady, professed to all the people with which she collaborated.  


	She also noticed that, similarly, she enjoyed great admiration and respect among those who received her orders. 


	Quickly, the young lady felt respect and sympathy for the woman, who was an excellent boss and was aware of the smallest details. For a time, she only heard talk of Mr. Wood; but there was no sign of him: was like a ghost who ran everything by phone, email and fax machines. Vera used to go out unexpectedly, after a call, and returned an hour or two later charged with folders full of documents signed by him. This was something that happened almost daily.


	Arriving that afternoon to the building in which she lived, was received, on the front steps by her friend Maruchi.


	“Hello” Megan greeted her friend, who was dressed casual: frayed jeans and a shirt that had seen its best days pass.


	“Hi” Maruchi answered with discouraged tone.


	“What happen? You are very discouraged” Megan says, by seeing the attitude of her friend. She came close and settled a few strands of red hair that covered her face.


	“I don´t know what to do; the girl I hired to wear my designs in the fashion show this weekend is sick. Go figure, she have a rash.”


	Maruchi then covered her face with her delicate hands and got down on her knees to hide her head, like an ostrich puts his on the ground.


	“Wait, Wait... Don’t be like that, friend; we will figure it out. Where’s Mario?” Megan argued, while she continued caressing the short and redheads’ hair strands of her friend.


	“He’s in the department, trying on designs to his model” Maruchi said with pitiful voice.


	“Come on, we’ll see if we can get someone” Megan stood up with the help of her friend.


	“Nooo....” said this pitifully. “I already tried, all the models are busy and you know they’re girls from other classes, they charge very cheap. Where will I get someone who charges a pittance?” Maruchi’s voice sounded very sorry. The friends entered the apartment; Mario appeared kneeling in front of his model that was perched on a stool as he put pins in the hem of the evening dress. 


	“Hilda, go see if you have a friend that can serve as a model” Megan said to Mario’s model.


	“Unfortunately, none are available” she answered it. Then Maruchi intervened:


	“I don’t know what to do... No, it can’t be!” Finally exclaimed, dropping in an abandoned way in a soft chair. 


	“What time is your fashion show?” Megan asked.


	“At eleven o’clock starts the event” said the other, tearful.


	“Go get your designs; I’ll be your model” Megan told her.


	Mario pinched himself with a pin; and Maruchi opened both green eyes so much that they seemed they would leave their orbit.


	“What!” Both shouted in unison.


	“What´s wrong?” Megan asked, and then added: “You guys are my friends; and if one of us is in trouble, Why not help? If it were me, I know you would help me”


	“Yes, of course!” affirmed Maruchi, who ran to hug her friend.


	Mario reached out and all three were wrapped in a big hug.


	“Ouch!” the girls shouted.


	“What!” Mario exclaimed.


	“You are pricking us with your wrist pins” the three laughed, while Hilda, the model, looked at them without understanding anything while making bubbles with her gum and raising her eyes to the ceiling, as if to assume the attitude of someone who believes that those three were crazy.


	 


	Saturday arrived, everything was measured and re–measured in Megan by the future designer, who felt pleased of the way her designs looked worn by her friend and now model.


	 






“Remember well all that we practice” Maruchi said while giving the finishing touches to a set of white silk that Megan wore, and in which she felt that, if she took a cc of air, the seams would burst. The noise was so big in the school dressing room, in which you only could hear the excited voices of students and aspiring models complain about anything.


	Mario was a few meters away and looked impatient with his model, as this would not stop chewing her gum and make irritating bubbles.


	“Stop that, Hilda! It´s not tasteful, you look like a ruminant cow” broke annoying the young designer that is increasingly closer and closer to the point of hysteria by listening to the model again and again burst her bubble gum. 


	The fashion show started with a play of light that accompanied the rapid pace of electronic music. The models came out with great confidence to the runway; seemed like professionals gliding with safe steps, showing great skills by not losing their concentration by the camera flashes, which insistent bombed the girls.


	“Calm down, calm down” Megan said to calm down her friend a little bit; but in reality she knew they were very delayed; saw that Mario´s model already had the black dress on and was now starting to put the accessories.


	“Turn around to fasten the buttons Megan. “Maruchi said in the midst of excitement– We’re against the clock. 


	“Ok, I got the earrings; I’m just missing the shoes... Where are they?” she exclaimed.


	“Oh, good, I left them here!” Maruchi shouted, who eagerly looked for them.


	“What do we do? I don’t see them” Megan said, fretting.


	Mario approached them, as he said:


	“What happens? You guys are delayed; my model is going to leave and you will then have to continue Meg”.


	“I can’t find the shoes that go with this suit” said the redhead rueful. Megan's face was visibly upset.


	“It doesn´t matter, go out like that” her friend said. “Pass like you’re a playful girl.... well, carefree; as those rich girls who don’t care to wear ten thousand dollars suit and spoil it”.  


	“Are you sure about that?” Maruchi asked, now anxious and doubtful.


	“Yes, trust me; it will look good” Mario said before heading to Megan, urging: “Go, Go! It’s your turn now”


	Megan took a deep breath and went to meet the critical eyes of the audience. This time she was troubled by the camera flashes, since she brought with her the task of making that gown look like it was no big deal, knowing how much her friend had worked on the attempt to walk loosely. Then she thought that society girls aren’t as sloppy as his friend had told. She’ll never treat a suit of this magnitude as if it were nothing. Continued marching and, when she got to the end of the runway, turned around, lifting the skirt of the long dress stamped on giant roses; but her foot got caught in the fabric, which had dropped behind the skirt. This made her lose her balance and collapsed awkwardly, inflating all the skirt around her. At that supreme moment, she looked like a kid in the middle of a cloud of flowers; some strands of her hair, now curly, fell on her face. She got up and, with a gesture of annoyance, blew a strand that slipped over her nose. Looked graciously side to side, raised her shoulders nonchalantly, like a child who has committed a prank and she has no choice but to wait for a reprimand. The camera lights made her feel a little confused and sorry by her sudden fall; but, even so, continued her journey trying to simulate indifference. 


	 






“You're an incredible woman!” Maruchi exclaimed excitedly, when Megan came into the dressing room. “Come on, put on the last dress, is the bridal”. 


	The friend dressed up skillfully, put on her bridal veil that fell in a single garment lace over her bare shoulders for it to match the dress, it was without shoulders and fitted in her tiny waist as in her hips, forming soft waves. The color wasn´t a total white rather, was a pearly white and, as accessory, she will only have a crystal rosary she wore between the fingers, with two purple roses united by the rosary. The veil should fall gently to the sides, so Maruchi grabbed it with an invisible pitchfork. She quickly retouched her translucent powder; put a little shine on the lips to make them look more sensual and fleshy.


	“Ready!” She exclaimed excitedly “Now we’re on time; show off like is your wedding”. Imagine you´re going to meet the Prince Charming.


	Her turn came, Megan went out making slow steps, like brides walk down the aisle. The music had changed to the Wedding March. She paused in the middle of the walkway, so that the public had a good view of her friend dress and for the photographers to take it from all sides. She looked up like a shy bride, and then went on her way. At the end of the fashion show, the students marched with their creations dressed in black, receiving standing ovations and cheers from family and friends.


	“Well, girls... we need to celebrate our great victory”. With three empty glasses of champagne in one hand and the bottle in the other, Mario said who wore his shirt open, exposing his hairless well-formed chest; and the tie tucked into the back pocket of his black pants. “Today I confirm that friendship’s worth gold” continued saying while he dropped on the floor with his friends, who were already sitting on large and soft cushions.


	“Yes, I cheers to that” Maruchi said “just yesterday I didn’t raise my head, and look at me now! When I saw you fall, I felt it was all over; but I didn’t realize it was Meg who was on the runway and not any random person. She was my friend”.


	She lunged on her, giving her a resounding hugged kiss on the cheek. Then burst out laughing, as if, apparently, had a few drinks over her head.


	“We better eat something; that much drink will not do you guys any good. I´ll call the restaurant and order Chinese food, what do you say?”


	“Yesss...! Anything you want friend!” Mario yelled, draining the last sip of champagne from his glass, for them to pour another.


	“Tomorrow you will have a terrible hangover; you guys have been drinking since the party at school”


	“Yes, we have to celebrate; finally ended the torment of this semester” Maruchi said. “Now it’s time to relax and enjoy life, don´t screw it up”. 


	  


	Around midnight, Megan was in her bedroom, ready to sleep, when she heard the phone ringing; turned around in bed and reached out to reach the device.


	“Yes, hello” said with annoyance in her voice.


	“Darling, is Vera Gross.... I hope I didn’t bothered you” the woman paused for a moment and, without waiting for an answer, she continued. “Oh! Dear, we have an emergency”.


	Megan was alarmed.


	“No, don’t worry; it's nothing serious; is that I'm going to need you to come tomorrow. Yes, I know it's your day off and you deserve it, but I´m really going to need you” she paused again this time, apparently, to give some indication. “Megan... Are you there?” she asked in a soft voice, but you could see the confusion.


	“Yes, yes I’m here, Vera.”


	“I’ll see you tomorrow in the penthouse. I’ll be there at nine, as always. I hope you are rested for then”.


	Megan rested? If you only knew everything that had happened between Friday and that Saturday; but it didn’t matter, her duty was to her and didn’t have to know anything else.


	“Yes, of course, I’ll be there at nine”.


	“Nooo...! Not at nine; I need you there at seven”.


	Megan’s face showed a sudden surprise, while she opened her soft lips to gesture; at the same time, her dark eyes also showed surprised.


	“Fine, ok; I’ll be there, Vera, don’t worry”


	“Thank you, thanks, dear; you saved me. I’ll see you tomorrow”


	 








Chapter 2


	 


	The next morning, very early, Megan made her entrance into the building which she came every day to work under the direction of Vera.


	The doorman greeted her with a nod opening the glass door to let her in; the elevator took her in the hall of the penthouse, the butler was waiting there as usual.


	“Good Morning, Ms. Bennett” said the man with a traditional accent, tall and very thin; with his face clean–shaven, as always.


	“Good Morning, Jacob” she replied.


	“Mrs. Vera told me of your presence. As the vehicle is ready, I will notify you. Sit down and make yourself comfortable. Do you want something to drink?”


	“No, no... Everything is fine. I’ll wait. Thank you”.


	When she arrived to the living room, she dropped her denim bag to one side of the large overstuffed soft cushions sofa and, similarly, dropped herself; then leaned her head back and closed her eyes to rest the sight.


	Although previously thought about what Jacob had told her. This would be her first trip to the house of Connecticut? Without giving greater importance, she relaxed and hung in a lethargy.


	“I imagine you are Megan. Are you ready?”


	The young lady opened her eyes, but everything was blurry. The room was now more illuminated by the sunlight entering through the giant glass window covered with a soft translucent white fabric. Next to the window was a man whom she couldn´t distinguish the face, since he was backlit, but she did notice that he had a hand in a pocket of his pants and that in the other had a cup which he sipped the hot content, she did manage to see the smoke that was drawn making a soft dance in which it traveled the exotic coffee aroma.


	“Yes, it is me...” clumsily responded, joining to realize that she had been deeply asleep. 


	“Excuse me, I didn´t think I fall asleep, but the stillness and...”


	“It doesn’t matter; I understand” said the man, to whom she didn’t yet distinguished his factions. He got to his feet and he approached now focusing better the sight, since it withdrew from the window.  “Hi, I’m Michael Wood” he said as he extended his hand. “I’ll be your driver, if you don´t mind”.


	Megan didn’t believe what she was seeing; blinking repeatedly.


	“I... I...” her words are not ordered and didn’t notice the outstretched hand “don’t worry, when I wake up I don’t coordinate anything either. Why don’t you go to the boudoir? A little water on the face should help”.


	The man smiled dimly in a condescending manner. This gesture made Megan stumble when she wanted to pass in front of him to go to the bathroom. He held her arms to prevent her from falling, which made her look up to meet the blue eyes staring at her and smiling. She was hypnotized by those eyes, which became two lakes in which she felt she could drown. When she was alone in the bathroom, she looked in the mirror, and shouted in a way that was unheard, as before covered her mouth with both hands so that it remained stifled.


	“By God!!” She whispered. “It’s him... it’s him. The guys wouldn’t believe me, I have to tell them” - took from her purse a small cell phone and at the other end she heard a whiny voice. “Who...? Why call at these hours?”


	 






“Mario, it’s me” she said very softly. “I had to tell you something”.


	“What’s so urgent?” he said complaining, as he covered his head with a pillow, upon hearing the news that his friend gave him, he sat upright in the bed and yelled forcing Megan to take off the hearing aid.


	“What’s going on?”  Maruchi said suddenly entering her friend’s bedroom.


	“It's Meg”.


	“Something happen to her?” … “Tell me soon, tell me, where is she?” Maruchi nearly cut off the phone of her friend ear. 


	“Wait crazy! Can’t you see I’m talking?”


	“What’s going on?”  Megan asked.


	“This one, wouldn’t let me listen; but go on” Mario said while beckoning the other girl to be quiet and silent. “Really! I can’t believe it!” “Fine... yes, we talk when you get back. That’s as they say in my country: “bacano”.


	“Yes, Yes… I’ll tell you; bye”.


	“It’s a front page, friend! Come on, let’s go to the kitchen for coffee to tell you” Mario said to the redhead after hanging up the phone. Maruchi was unwilling to be left in suspense as he prepared his coffee, so she grabbed his leg and this, walking, knocked her down, continued to advance clutching the pajama pants, laughing joyful as her friend wouldn’t let him go and he, at the same time, dragging her while walking.


	“Let me go, you crazy, come with me and I’ll tell you”.


	“No. I refuse... tell me here and now”.


	“No, you come and I’ll tell you; I need coffee for this hangover; you too” he freed and took flight followed by Maruchi, who shouted after him:


	“You'll pay! It won’t be worth flee, you coward!”


	On the other hand, Megan, after a few minutes, and already a little quieter, left the bathroom, went to the living room, where she found the man with a folder in which he read something to the person with whom he spoke. At one point was heard a soft and seductive laugh.


	“Yes, you’re right; but I’d feel more comfortable if my lawyers review it. No, trust me, I don’t distrust you, but I´ve always thought it´s better to have clear accounts”.


	His laughter became more intimate, that gave Megan the idea that he was talking to a woman.


	“Yes, I had a great time…” the man hadn’t realized that the young lady was there. “Good, ok... I'll see you in the week”.


	Megan made a sound with her throat so that he realized her presence; he turned around and pointed to the couch. After a few seconds, he said goodbye to his interlocutor keeping the device in his pocket.


	“Do you want to drink something before we go?” he asked the young lady who, from her seat, looked up to lay her eyes on a smiling face, since the man had realized that she was a little uncomfortable for hearing a personal conversation.


	“No, thank you” Megan replied shyly, in an almost imperceptible voice.


	“Then just give me a minute and we’ll go right away”.


	The man left the room to return a few minutes later with a package in his hands, wrapped in a particular way, which implied that it came from an exclusive shop that took time to execute such delicate work.


	“Ready?” he asked.


	 






“Yes” the girl nodded, at the time she stood.


	“Jacob, we’re leaving; rest and, as always you're in charge of my lair”.


	They both laughed as accomplices who have a private joke and only they know the meaning. Once outside, it awaited them a brand new modern BMW suburban, grey color; inside, the leather seats with a pleasant scent of a mixture of leather and man cologne and a wooden base. The smell made her feel comfortable and safe. When sitting in the passenger seat, the seatbelt automatically slid, adjusted the legs to the side, noticed that he had put the package in the back seat and then adjusted his belt. She watched at one point that he stopped at a building where he when to left the present, telling her that he will be back soon. Megan stopped to study his casual attire: was wearing light blue jeans and a black fine cotton shirt that showed beneath a t–shirt, also black, which fit this pectoral; as shoes, he wore black loafers without socks. She wondered to herself if he always dressed like that in the days when he was free from the critical eye of the cameras. A few minutes later he left the building putting on dark glasses, while on his lips drew a naughty smile. The hair, that was previously hairdo, now looked slightly messy, as if someone had played with it.


	“Now yes. Let’s go” said as the train’s conductors. “Do you like music?” She turned his face a moment to look at her still smiling.


	“Of course, you have to like the music to take this job”.


	“They send me this material, is a new group; they want me to listen to them and produce some songs. What do you think if we listen to them? Is rock music?”


	“Yes, I like music and its always interesting listen to new talents” said this and thought she heard pretentious.


	“Good!!, then let’s listen to them” Introduced the compact disc into the player and a few seconds later they began to hear the loud music; there was no doubt that the man was a rocker at heart, since he immediately started using the wheel of the vehicle like a battery. The music flowed with great beat and the electric guitars chords could be heard clearly, the singer's voice was clear and melodious, despite being rock.


	  


	  


	The entrance of the house had a gate flanked by stonewalls with some ivy that adhered to them. A man came out of a stand, even though Michael had already pressed a control for the doors to open wide. The man was in uniform; apparently, it was from a private security company. He greeted with a hand gesture to the driver and this stopped the vehicle a few seconds and lowered the driver side glass to direct to the guardian.


	 


	“Hello! Anything new?”


	“The usual, sir; but everything is under control and calm” said the guard. Michael and the young lady continued their way to the house by an embedded stone path, through beautifully planned gardens with beautiful and colorful flowers. When parking in front, she saw that, more than a house was a palace of an Italian Tuscan style, beautiful in its sight with a romantic air.


	“Welcome to my house!” He said stopping the Suburban, didn’t realize what time the music stopped ringing. He got out, walked around to help her down; in that the house door opened and Vera came to receive them.


	“Glad you came!” Hugged the man with familiarly then he put his arm over Vera’s shoulders; standing beside her and noticing the large difference in heights. 


	 






“As you see, here is your helper saved and healthy” said while smiling. “Although somewhat shy, since she barely speaks” he said while smiling. He looks closely to Megan’s face, she was blushing “aha Vera...! Look!”, and she blush; girls this days don’t blush. 


	Megan didn’t know where to look.


	“Leave her alone” the lady exclaimed “Don’t you see she feels uncomfortable?”


	Giving him a gentle nudge in a rib, he played along bending and pretending she hurt him.


	“Ouch! Fine... but don’t hit me, you are very strong” And both laughed at the joke. Vera hugged him and gave him a warm kiss on the cheek while telling: “ok, cry baby! Are you better?” And passed a hand through his cheek in which she had previously deposited the tender kiss. Apparently, the woman and he shared affective bonds, since more than boss and employee, seemed close relatives.


	“Only if you give another kiss”


	Vera didn’t hesitate at the request, and not only kissed him but also hugged him again.


	Inside the house, the young lady noticed that was exquisitely decorated with a combination of antique and modern furniture, as in the penthouse, although the Tuscan influence was more marked. On a shelf, she saw that there were many framed photos with ancient and modern frames, not to the point to be very flashy.


	“Come over here, dear” Her boss indicated to Megan, walking in front of her. Then they came to a double leaf door with timber wood glass forming squares; this led to a back garden as beautiful as the one she had seen at the entrance, with the difference that this one had a fountain from which the water spurts, as those fountains she had seen in Rome; the birds drank from it and flew around.  


	Vera continued through the garden by a cobblestone path.


	“As you can see, here is the operations headquarters. We have been working in Manhattan because of the concerts, but this is where everything comes”.      


	Megan toured the place guided by her boss who, at the end, indicated what she had to do and the girl started to execute its work.


	For lunch the lady who had spent the morning going back and forth with folders and calls that required search documents in computer files came back.


	“Let’s take a break” the lady said, depositing in her desktop a heavy folder and removing the glasses of her face to immediately rub with the fingers the bridge of her nose by relieving the weight of the glasses. They went through a door also double leaf to the patio, headed to a round table located under a big tree. There were four seats arranged and in the center of the table a simple floral arrangement with roses and jasmine which spread their sweet scent.


	“Have a sit, I’ll be right back” Vera said, who left her alone. She watched the inviting waters of the pool and her thoughts were lost in a way that she didn’t notice the presence of a man who stood beside her.


	“A penny for your thoughts” He said.


	“Excu... Sorry!” She exclaimed surprised and out of her reverie. “I didn’t notice you”.


	“It doesn’t matter; you were very far from here. Perhaps with your friends, it is natural. Today is Sunday, a day to rest, not to work in boring papers”.


	“No... No; is that, rather, I think the place invites you to relax and let go” the girl answered settling into one of the seats. The man studied his surroundings, and then sat down beside her, being face to face. 


	“Yes, you´re right” he said. “I also often do. Sorry if I interrupted”.


	“No I think I just rambled”.


	He smiled and said:


	“Would you like some juice?” –He stood up and walked to a small table, which had glass jars showing their contained colors in a form that seemed like an invitation.


	“Yes”.


	“Stay, I´ll get it” He said when she was about to stand. “Do you like orange, strawberry, melon or watermelon?”


	“Watermelon” She said.


	“Well! That’s the one I intended to have” The man poured two tall and thin glasses, with the edges blue turquoise as the pool water. He returned with the drinks and sat next to her again, giving a taste of the refreshing liquid “Very good” He said. She did the same, testing the juice and checking, that besides the sweet taste of watermelon, you could also feel a slightly acidic taste, like the tangerine.


	“Yes, it’s really good”.


	“Good thing you’re here, Michael!” Said a man that was giving the finishing touches on the salad, and placing the salad bowl on the table. “Hi! I’m Bill” He extended his hand after cleaning it with a very white cloth.


	“Is a pleasure Bill” Michael said to the man, and then others who were there. “It's my pampered chef and Vera’s adoration”.


	“That’s right” She said to the above named. “Megan, you knew him, so words are unnecessary”. In that moment, the girl realized that brought her hair stuck, as if it had wet. “I’m glad you keep her company”.


	“It was a pleasure; we discover that we have something in common”.


	Vera looked at her and smiled.


	“Really, and what’s that you have in common?”


	“Watermelon juice” Megan said.


	They sat at the table and enjoyed the salads, the omelets with spinach and mushrooms, as well as light–filled fritters in syrup cream, while holding a pleasant conversation about Bill’s days in the naval forces.


	“As always, you outdid yourself Bill”. The singer said and them, addressing to Megan in a familiarity tone: “If you don’t mind, I’ll walk a little; will you come with me Meg?”


	The young lady felt pleased to hear how naturally Michael called her name with the short form that her friends often call her.


	“Do you mind if I call you Meg?” 


	“Not at all, that’s how my friends call me” She said, rising from her chair.


	“In that case, I’m another one of your friends. Let’s take a walk”.
They walked towards the gardens that were further back from the pool. She walked slowly, following his rhythm showing no interest in speeding up the passage but instead enjoyed the coolness of the environment and the freshness that provided them the fonts they encountered along the way.


	“Vera told me that you are an art student”.


	“Yes, I’m doing a specialization”. 


	“In which area of the arts, you want to specialize??”


	“Painting”






“Do you have a favorite artist? I guess you do” Now it was him who looked at her without removing the blue eyes of her face, which was illuminated with the yellow light of the sunset.


	“I really like several”.


	“Which ones?” He insisted.


	“Rembrandt, Van Gogh”, he pointed to a stone bench that was tucked as a hiding place and surrounded by roses entangled in an arch some with buttons, others were shown in their full splendor.


	“I would like to see some of what you paint” –Michael said while inviting her to sit in that place, inviting the romance.


	“Whenever you like, I have my work in my studio”.


	He continued to observe her with a smile on his face.


	“If you could see yourself”, he said as he lifted his hand to withdraw the fine strand of hair   across her cheek. She remained quiet, apparently, but at his touch she felt a whirlwind of emotions. The sun reflects on her skin lightly on her golden skin, “you look like golden” he continued, without taking his eyes off the girl.


	“Thanks, it’s a very beautiful description”.


	“It’s the truth”.


	“It’s late”, she said, while looking at her watch and then looked away into the distance. Now she didn’t know where to put her eyes.


	“I hope my comment doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable”.


	“It was very kind” She said with a nervous smile.


	“Then let’s come back, Bill and Vera must be impatient”.


	When they got where Vera and Bill were, they found them sitting very close to each other, almost together, on a swing for two, and listening to music.


	“Did you enjoy your ride?” The woman asked.


	“Very much” replied the man.


	“You had a called Michael; I said you were not here. They insisted a few times and, as you left the phone, I turned it off”.


	Bill was the one speaking. He smiled mischievously,


	“Thank you, Bill,” He said, pleased.


	“We concluded for today dear, I'll ask one of the boys to take you home” Said the lady, rising from the swing


	“No need, Vera, I'll take her...”


	“I can go by myself, so if you have a commitment, don’t be late” Megan said quickly. He looked at her, and the same action did the other couple, who kept noticing the nervousness of the young lady.


	“I don’t main; I have to go to Manhattan again anyway. In fact, I’ll sleep there Vera”.


	“All right, then I’ll see you in the afternoon. And you dear, you agree that Michael takes you. Tomorrow we’ll see us there, you don’t have to be early, I think about one o'clock will be fine; all, right?


	“Ok, I’ll get my things.” Megan said. She retired walking calmly as possible before the others, as soon as she was out of the reach of sight, sprinted to the office. She closed the door behind her, took her purse from a wardrobe that was behind the desk, and immediately went to the bathroom. There she took a deep breath twice, took out of her pocket a small phone.






“Come on, come on...” She heard the ringing, but no one answered. Then she heard: “Maruchi and Mario, we are not available. We are Making love... if you want to join us, you know what to do... yes, you listened well.” was Mario’s voice that at the end, made sounds from someone who was giving kisses with his partner.  She decided to leave them a message: “When you are going to remove that silly recording message...? I have many things to tell you.” She closed the phone and stared at it, as if waiting for an answer. Once back, she told the singer:


	“You don’t have to take me home, I’ll go from your apartment is near my house”.


	He turned to look at her.


	“I want to see your work, so I’ll take the opportunity, if you don’t mind”.


	“As you wish” 


	On the way to the apartment, Megan was silent. "And I haven’t cleaned up this week the mess... for God’s sake!” She thought, staring at the ceiling of the Suburban, which was moving smoothly through the streets of Manhattan. The companion found the address of the apartment easily.


	They entered the building, climbed up the stairs where there were some guys talking and smoking. The laughs were common, some were students and others had finished. But they were in the process of moving to their new houses. She was in front, which allowed her to see Doris, who came down with a box of hats in her hands.


	“Mario and Maruchi, you know where they are?


	“Yes, they’re both at Jeffrey’s apartment listening to a new CD. They say they will use it to set the mood of his documentary and wanted his opinion”, when the young woman wanted to finish the sentence, Megan went away followed by Michael.


	“Listen.” Doris said to three young men who were chatting on the stairs. “Doesn’t it seem familiar the man that’s coming with Meg?”


	“Not to me” Said a young man who inhales his cigarette.


	“Tommy, haven’t they told you not to smoke in the stairs? You make everything stink” Grumbled Doris.


	“I have already been taken out of the department and now you” Replied the young man, he got up the stairs, and also did his two companions, leaving the building.


	 


	Megan knocked on a door on the second level, didn´t expect an answer, but she entered half of her body, she saw some friends sitting on cushions on the floor. They saw her, they smiled. She calls them to come over and, as they were by the door, she whispered. “My boss is here” was continuing her way to the fourth level, where she lived.


	“Sorry for the mess, but is that in the last few days I’ve been very busy and I couldn’t clean”.


	She opened the door and she was surprised to see the whole place in order and feel the pleasant, smell of incense that was giving a delightful atmosphere to the department; also noticed that on the table, in the center of the small room, were three lit candles and some gardenias floating in a bowl full of water, with a turquoise stones in the background.


	“Surprise!” Two younger’s shouted behind them. “You’re such a good friend, that we wanted to make it up with something, no offense, it is not a payment”. Maruchi said hastily. Is that you always do favor to us and... well; I think this is a way of saying thank you.


	Mario, who noticed the presence of the man, nudged his friend.


	“Sorry we didn’t want to interrupt” the boy said.


	 






“No, no”. Megan objected. “They are my classmates and friends. He’s Mario, he’s studying fashion design; and she’s Maruchi, also a design student”.


	“It is a pleasure to meet you” Michael said as he extended his hand. 


	“So is mine”


	“Nice to meet you and this talkative redhead is Maruchi; excuse me, is that I didn’t realize we weren´t alone. I admire your voice and I love your songs, they are phenomenal! It is a great honor that you’re here. Maruchi talked and talked nonstop.


	“Again, sorry for our friend she’s a little nervous” Said the young man, who grabbed her arm to silence her. She turned to him with an angry expression for interrupting her.


	“You have good friends” Was all Michael managed to say.


	“Yes, they’re very good friends” Megan said, looking fondly.


	“And your handicraft?”


	“Oh, yes! Here they are. These are some, the others are in the school workshop” Megan showed him a large format paintings and other medium which were stacked on a wall, so as her drafts book. He watched them with critical eye, made some remarks that should take into account. They both discussed about their style, showing great knowledge of the arts.


	“Well! I think I’m late” The singer looked out the window to see that it was night and the moon was high. Neither Megan nor he has realized that the guys had left the studio.


	“Oh! Good! You’re going to be late for your commitment” Recalled the girl.


	“What commitment?”


	“Remember what Vera said”.


	“Oh! Yes, of course” He said, passing his hand over his head. “That doesn’t worry me, any time will be fine”. Then he stared at her and got up from the chair. In that Megan’s friends returned.


	“We have wine”. Mario said.


	“Thanks, Guys; but I have to get going. It will be another time”.


	“Too bad, we were going to order Chinese food and watch an old movie. Do you like the classics?”


	“Which one you thought to see?”


	"Breakfast at Tiffany’s" –Maruchi replied.


	“Good choice; but it will be on another occasion” He extended his hand to say goodbye, gave Maruchi a kiss and a hug and a handshake to Mario. Upon reaching the door, Megan extended her hand, but he approached to give her a gentle hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then he laid his eyes on the young lady dark eyes. “You’re a great girl, you will get very far”. And saying this, he withdrew.


	Maruchi was sitting on the bench built under the window, saw when the singer approached his suburban and then turn it on leaving and joining the rest of the traffic.


	“We really didn’t listen when you whispered that "my boss is here" Mario said, quietly imitating her friend. “And less with the music that Jeffrey was putting”.


	“Anyway, guys, thanks for organize my mess; you saved me from my boss didn’t see the mess that was here. Thank you very much”.


	“No problem, that’s what friends are for. We will order dinner, what do you want to eat Maru?” Ask the young man with the restaurant menu on his hands. But she didn’t answer; she was like in a dream. “PLANET EARTH TO REDHEAD ON MARS” He then yelled on the ear to the young dreamer. “Stop it!” Maruchi yelled, pushing the boy. “Don’t yell!”


	 






“We have half an hour talking to you. What do you want, that we wait for you to marry in your dreams?” Mario said this with an annoying and half–mocking tone.


	“Ufff...! What a man!” Said the redhead with the green eyes narrowed at the ceiling. “How can you resist working with him?”


	Then she turned to Megan, ignoring the friend, who now took a sip from a glass of white wine.


	“He’s just my boss and as you could see, it’s very simple and humble” Megan said this sipping her drink.


	“It’s impossible! You have to be crazy... Can you see? He’s a dream”.


	“While you keep dreaming, we will order dinner, I’ll bring the phone” Grumbled Mario, who picked up the phone and was about to dial.


	“Don´t be ordinary” When approached Maruchi.


	“I’m just telling the truth, I’m hungry; what do you want me to say, that with an instructive and intellectual conversation I’m satisfied...? Then nooo!” Mario said this last yelling at her friend who, upset, turned away, crossing her arms in front in an angry attitude. 


	“You guys are so funny” Megan laughed in her seat, rolling up her body bare foot.


	 








Chapter 3


	 


	The weeks went by, and during that time Megan was getting to recognize, each day, Michael’s gestures and tastes, and she almost knew when he wanted to avoid a call from a former escort who had him jaded with their calls. Vera let her indications to not blow it and not to provide the phone number of the house to the actress. The tour was going perfectly, as well as the launching of the new album, and also the autograph signings the day it came public. The reviews in newspapers and magazines were, as always, some favorable and others not so, although mostly were positive; but that doesn’t seem to bother him not even a bit. She met his two daughters and the seven year old boy who was his living image, besides of his adoration. From what she could tell, they did from him what they wanted; a man putting the masses under their feet, to moan and mourn when hearing him play his songs. His mother was the one who took care of the childcare along with a tutor, as well as to assist him; but sometimes he listened how she scolded him like he was a child, but with great tenderness. He always ended up kissing her on the cheek. His brothers also had their lives: the older brother, Gary was married and had two adult sons, plus a teenager; and her sister, Grace, was also happily married, she was the proud mother of two very attractive young. All of them were a great resemblance to the matriarch of the family: blond, blue eyes and tall; but from all, the one with the most intense blue eyes was Michael. The father had passed away from a heart attack when he was just a teenager. 


	“I have no idea where else to look that new face for your video” it was Richard, the photographer who did the cover of the new album and now works with the director for the music video. “I attended all of the modeling agencies in the city, but none of them convinces me”. 


	The singer heard the complaints of the photographer as he looked with his head tilted to one side. The artist of the lens began to pace back and forth from the office. He wore black leather pants very tight. Megan thought that at any moment the stitching would explode leaving him naked. The image of that idea became so vivid in her imagination that an impish and indiscreet smile was drawn on her face.


	“What's causing that smile?” her boss asked, who never took his eyes from her face as she sat in an armchair in front of him, with a notebook in the legs. The place was delightfully decorated in shades of burned yellows that printed an air of intimacy, while inviting to relax. The furniture, some in leather and other soft tapestry conjugated a dramatic atmosphere.


	She blushed and, unable to hide her laughter, explained what she had imagined. Richard was paralyzed and Michael couldn’t contain himself and began to laugh in a fun way.


	“So, I'm funny?” The photographer said, annoyed.


	“Sorry, I couldn’t help it” Megan replied. “Is that my imagination sometimes plays me these pranks. My friends say that my imagination is like the series Ally McBeal”.


	“It's okay?”  —Said the man, resting the weight of his body in one hand placed on the artist desk.


	“Sorry” Megan said, like a child who has been caught committing a mischief.


	“Enough Richard, don't get angry with the girl, is only a joke” Michael defend her, still laughing.


	 






“All right let’s leave it. You know, I have a student who is an amateur, taking pictures in fashion shows and a few weeks ago, he sent me some very nice pictures, the girl is very pretty and fresh, I think she could work in the video”.


	“Then why don't you look for her?” —Asked the singer, who was now standing next to the double leaf doors, watching the garden. On that Vera entered, who looked a little pale, since a terrible flu had gripped her, making her even lose a few pounds.


	“Megan, dear; if you're done here, I would like you to help me with some files”.


	“Yes, right away, Mr. Wood”.


	“Is that all?”


	“Yes...Oh! And send the flowers and the note I gave you, as well as the gift”.


	“All right, sir”. The assignment was a gift to a woman with whom he had been dating. Megan saw her once when she was with her friends to the movies and before they went for their other fellow who worked in a restaurant in which his boss and the woman were having dinner. She was of medium height and abundant short blonde hair. She wore designer clothes. Her friends and her didn’t liked the woman, since the artist, to see the young people, he greeted warmly; but the woman took the man’s arm as if it were her property, preventing him from properly greet the small group and, when he wanted her to say hello to the young people, she made a grin.


	 


	The girl, embarrassed, just looked down at the floor. So Mario, as always, stepped in to save the awkward moment.


	“It is a pleasure to see you again, sir...Oh! Here comes our friend”.


	They hurried away through the front door of the lobby, where they found the couple, who was also coming out.


	Days later they knew it was a British–born actress who was trying to conquer the United States market; but hadn’t succeeded on having much attention from the producers. She had met the singer through a mutual friend who had introduced them; and since then she had been stuck like gum.


	Arriving that night after school, Megan met with Jeffrey on the steps, talking with Mario.


	“Hi” she waved, tired, sitting also in one of the steps and leaning her body to place her head in one of Mario’s knees.


	“For what it looks, your day hasn’t been easy” –he told her.


	“Nooo!” –she said painfully. She placed her briefcase between her legs; showed them her harmed hands to his friend and the other boy.


	“Oh...! What happened to you?”


	“I hurt my hand while trying to cut a few sheets of paper for drawings and another guy didn’t see me and stood on my hand”.


	“Poor thing” –Mario said as he caressed her injured hand. Thank God you don’t have to work tomorrow. What do you want to do?


	“Dinner and watch TV”.


	“Why don't we rent a movie?” –Jeffrey said who had remained silent.


	“Not a bad idea” –support the other


	“Let’s order pizza and I’ll make popcorn”.


	“Okay” –agreed the girl, who now stands on her feet. “Hey, where's Maruchi?”


	“She went out with Doris; went shopping for some fabric, but shouldn’t be late”.


	“So, see you in your department, Mario?” –Jeffrey asked, and was going to rent the movie.






“Yes”.


	Each one took his way. Megan, reach to her apartment, she got into the tub to take a relaxing bath with lavender oils, she lit several scented candles, put on some music that were heard in unison singing of birds and the rustle of air.


	The young people ate pizza accompanied by Maruchi, who had arrived from her walk with Doris, while watching a horror movie that Megan wasn’t amused by, because she was afraid; and didn’t see the film carefully, but she covered the face, and between the openings of two fingers, looking from time to time.


	“I’ll retire, guys; I'm so tired, I'd rather sleep”, she got up and left the room leaving behind a shout of one of the actresses, which was accompanied by Maruchi, who shouted louder than the same actress, spreading also a popcorn rain.


	In her study, Megan put on a comfortable flannel t-shirt and got into bed, but she knew that, despite the fatigue, she couldn’t sleep very well for two reasons: first, a task that one of the teachers had assigned her, which consisted in developed a theme and she squeezed her brain thinking how to do it; and the second were the images of the film, who had been seared in her mind. She turned over the bed so many times that the sheet wrapped in her legs. She woke up in a sweat when she thought that a snake was curled into her body, as it happened in the movie. “Damn...! I will kill Jeffrey for his election”. "No, don’t worry, Meg, trust me, it’s not a scary movie”. She imitated the voice of the boy, who was kind of relaxed and dragged his tongue as he spoke. She saw the clock on her bedside table and found that it was going to be quarter past eleven. Since she couldn't sleep, she went to the small room, took from the floor one big notebook and began drawing deftly bends, so she worked, discarding a piece of paper after another, which clustered in a corner forming a large mountain of paper balls with crayons and rubs of her injured fingers.


	The clatter of the phone cleared her from the deep sleep on which she was submerged.


	“Hello” – she said thickly.


	“Are you still asleep?” –She heard a voice that seemed familiar because her brain, still not was connecting with reality.


	“Mother?”


	“Yes, dear, considering that we have much time we don’t know about you, thought I’d call. Is it too early?”


	“No, no... it’s just that I went to bed late drawing”.


	“Can we meet today?”


	“Are you here? When you arrived? Why didn’t you tell that you would come?”


	Now Megan was fully conscious, she removed her dark hair from her face.


	“Calm down, dear.” The sweet voice said patiently. It’s just me. Can we have breakfast together?


	“I’m... yes...” –while saying this she threw herself from the bed and the sheet had been after her curled up on her legs, which made her fall to the ground. She made a gesture of pain, but her lips didn’t leave a single word.


	“What was that?”


	“N... Nothing Mom!” —She stood up and quickly reached into her closet a dress, and threw various to bed.


	“In that case, see you in an hour in the same place, dear.” She said, and then hung up leaving the girl with the goodbye on her lips.


	 






“Sure, Mom... in a... hour” –Megan looked the telephone as if she would listen to the woman’s voice again. Damn...! I don’t anything suitable. She went to the bathroom and minutes later she came out wrapped in a thick white robe and a towel placed on her wet hair. She crossed the hall, knocked her friend’s door as she was a maniac. Mario was the one who opened the door; he had in his hand a cup with a good smell of fresh coffee.


	“What is it?”


	I need your help, a dress, and something decent and appropriate... My mother… – The words came in spurts.


	“Relax, Meg”. –He placed the cup on a shelf and held her from the shoulders, as she moved her arms in an uncontrollable way. –Now, with coherence, explain me what is it, take a deep breath.


	“Well, my mother is in New York and just invited me to have breakfast and I have to meet her in...” She looked up and saw on the wall clock that she just had less than forty–five minutes and exalted she screamed: – “Oh, my God! I'm late”.


	“Well, I understand, I think I have just what you need, maybe a little retro, but will do the job”.


	“I trust you”.


	They entered the bedroom of the designer and he took from closet a dress from a laundry bag. It was turquoise with drawings of some flows imitating waves of a river that mingled with other blue tones increasingly diluted, making the outside softer turquoise to the eyes. The "V" neckline was adorned with a light ruffle; the long sleeves were perfect for the skinny arms of the young; the length of the skirt was knee–deep.


	“I love the effect!” –She said


	“Let’s release your hair and let those curls do their magic, here I have a little bit of gel”–Mario took the tube, put a bit in his hand, rubbed against each hand and then do the same with the tangled hair; from a drawer of the dresser he pulled out a pin which placed it high on the head of the girl, left some curls hanging around here and there on the delicate and slender neck, which wasn’t too long but that gave it a delicate air to the contour from her face, from that same drawer he pulled out a box of makeup, put some neutral shadow on the eyelids and a bit of lip gloss with very soft coral tone on Meg’s lips. That’s it... I like the effect! —All very casual but coldly calculated. 


	Her neck was adorned only by the curls that fell carelessly and with a thin gold chain.


	“Thank you, Mario. I owe you” –she said. She kissed her friend on the cheek and hurried out of the bedroom bumping with a sleepy Maruchi that shuffled wearing slippers with rabbit ears.


	“You explain her, as she turned back, lining up her steps to the door.


	“Hey...! Take the purse” –Mario throws a purse with a golden chain, caught it in the air and noticed it was from the same fabric as the dress.


	She arrived at the restaurant from the elegant hotel a little later than expected. She knew that her mother would get angry, but before entering approached the headwaiter.


	“Excuse me; is Mrs. Bennett already at her table?” 


	The man studied her from top–down and by the look of his face she noticed his approval by the outfit that the young girl wore.


	“Yes, indeed” – He replied with a pompous voice. Also, she has a lot of time waiting, I guess because of you. Follow Me.


	 






The waiter took one of the menu folders and set the path followed by a nervous Meg, who hit a woman sitting having coffee.


	“Sorry”, –she whispered, making a friendly hand gesture to the woman, who looked at her in disapproval by the incident, which didn’t go there. The headwaiter pulled out a chair for her in front of her mother; she sat down, muttering an apology because of her delay.


	“What happened to that woman in your arrival?” –The mother inquired her.


	“N... it... it was just a little accident” she said, stammering and nervous. She had long time without seeing her mother, so she felt a strong emotion. Also, she always felt a deep respect for her mother extreme elegance. She knew that her mother had always demanded her daughter a level of composure that, unfortunately, she never could or wanted to achieve, she was happy being herself: neither elegant nor too sloppy, she was just cool, youthful and simple. That same character gave her a nice blend of delicate elegance, without being extreme or the classical millionaire's daughter who strives to be hateful and contemptuous of those they regarded as inferior. This didn’t mean her mother was like that, on the contrary, she was a very compassionate and charitable woman. 
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